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Chapter 1


London, 1881

She’s too proper to fit in among London society, thought Matthew Bohun, Earl of Peverel, as he sat at the breakfast table, observing his guest while availing himself of toast from the rack.

Miss Sophia Stafford’s hair was scraped back into a tight bun with little ornamentation to suggest she was, in fact, one of the great heiresses of the day. Although another woman might revel in her good fortune, Miss Stafford guarded her expression and chose high necklines. What need was there for a chaperone when Miss Stafford herself was so ably repelling would-be rakes and suitors alike?

On her plate was a single grilled tomato. She cut it carefully, rearranged the silverware in her hands, and took small bites into her mouth while studying the pattern on Matthew’s tablecloth.

“Do you plan to attend the ball this evening?” he asked, feeling awkward in his own home for the first time since reaching his majority two decades ago.

Miss Stafford set her silverware down, opened a book beside her plate, and recited, “Yes, the Gamaliel ball. Scheduled each Midsummer Eve. The Gamaliel family has been in possession of an estate in the East Midlands since the time of James I, at which point—”

“Yes, precisely,” said Matthew, cutting in to avoid hearing a long passage from Debrett’s. From whence had this chit sprung?

Miss Stafford was the only daughter of his tutor at university — a small man exceptionally gifted at mathematics.

What Matthew didn’t know at the time was that his tutor’s retiring wife, Mrs. Stafford, had been born Lady Evangeline Poynings, heiress to one of the great fortunes of the age. He’d been too busy carousing and making gestures at keeping up with his studies to listen much to gossip.

So when his tutor had extracted a promise from Matthew to aid his young daughter with introductions during her eventual come-out, he’d assumed that such a day would never arrive. Few dons had the funds to support a wardrobe for a London season, let alone the cost of travel, even modest jewelry, and a dowry to bring some wayward buck up to scratch and get the gel properly married. And that was if the child even made it to adulthood!

Matt shoved a piece of haddock into his mouth. Damn and blast. This wasn’t the first time his disinterest in talk had posed problems, but it was certainly the biggest mess he’d landed in thus far. He had, living in his house right now, a small, plain woman on the cusp of twenty-five who needed to be launched into marriage or — what — live in his house forever, going about the motions of seeking a husband for the rest of time?

Even her high neckline had an additional ruffle, as if her modesty needed a secondary modesty panel. Matthew wondered if, upon undressing her the night of their wedding, Miss Stafford’s future groom might find a fichu plated to her skin and bones. An immovable sheet with a hole affixed to her body. He snorted out a laugh and then grimaced when he realized that he’d invented a scenario involving Miss Stafford’s wedding night. Blanching, he took down a spoonful of kedgeree followed by a swig of beer, careful to avoid making a mess of his beard. He might be crude, but he was not uncouth.

Miss Stafford’s large eyes watched him as he ate with gusto. If her sober dress was any indication, she was likely a supporter of the temperance movement. He had no plans to moderate his appetites before this woman; she was a guest in his home, and he enjoyed a good table. If she wanted to dissect his manners like that tomato, so be it. His tailoring fit his colossal body well, and he had no ambition to get his wardrobe cut down.

Matthew had met young Sophia on at least one occasion, and she’d seemed a perfectly normal lass of toddling age then. But that had been half a lifetime ago, in another place. She’d made her way to the former colonies with her mother soon after Matt’s tutor had died. That must have accounted for her stiff demeanor and the drift of her accent.

“Do you plan to attend the Gamaliel ball?” she asked in a soft voice.

“I’ve another engagement,” he said. “At my club. Mrs. Simonet will escort you and ensure that proprieties are observed. And introductions made.”

What Matthew didn’t say was that the club in question was a secret society comprising some of the most powerful men in the United Kingdom. Men who shed their clothes and pulled on stag masks to share some very fortunate women.

His cock thickened in his trousers, thinking of tonight’s gathering. The Grand Bucks carried on an old tradition in the capital, and Matthew was proud to wear the mask alongside other men from fine families. Escorting Miss Stafford around town had been tiresome indeed, and he was looking forward to an evening of debauchery with his friends.

Well, those friends still allowed in the Bucks’ headquarters, known as the Forest. Two of their number had recently turned in their antlers. Matthew shook his head in disbelief while slathering marmalade on a roll.

“It’s orange,” he said, pushing the jar towards Miss Stafford. She’d decided that she would not eat meat. Matthew had heard of such a thing as vegetarianism but never actually encountered a soul who attempted to practice it with regularity.

He snorted. It was a fitting metaphor for Miss Sophia Stafford: she was a perfectly fine girl with a working stomach, and she was making a series of choices that moved her metaphorical neckline higher and higher, denying her the meat all women wanted.

But did all women want men, he wondered as he looked at his houseguest across the table. Perhaps that too was another of those bizarre choices Miss Stafford had made. In which case, why was she troubling him with her need for a Season?


Chapter 2


Miss Sophia Stafford had a problem. She’d entered the earl’s library after breakfast, dozed in a nook off the upper level balcony in between perusals of an encyclopedia, and now the man himself was downstairs rattling around. Which would make it difficult to leave without encountering him.

It wasn’t so much that she didn’t want to come across Matthew Bohun. Why, she’d collected on a flung-off favor of a London Season he’d promised her dear papa ages ago in order to meet the man.

The truth was, ever since Sophia had been a girl, her father’s stories about the earl had fascinated her. At university, he’d been a keen enough student for her father to respect him, but he wasn’t a nervous type with the pallor of a library-dweller like the other young men who visited their cottage. Nor was he a Corinthian with a mind only for sport. Peverel, as his friends called him, had an easy, open way about him, according to her papa.

She’d heard whispers long after he’d finished university that the ladies of the town considered him a most remarkable man. It gave a girl thoughts. Her thoughts only intensified as she heard him downstairs.

When Sophia learned from her solicitor that she needed to present herself in London for a Season she considered it a silly and even dangerous clause. Then her mind had wandered to the man who’d cast the mold for all men, simply through stories told by other people. Even all these years after completing school, he had thick, dark hair and a strapping physique that spoke of hard labor outdoors on his estates. His chest and abdomen were wide and had a pleasant heft to them, as if an embrace in those powerful arms might shield one from the slings and arrows of the world. Or put one in his thrall.

Sophia tugged at the high lace that had been scratching at her neck all morning. Her plan was sound: she’d make a show of putting effort into her Season, then convert her dowry to an annuity that would provide for living expenses upon being determined “unmarriageable” at twenty-five. In the meantime, she needed to show her face in public while being so unappealing to men that none would think to kidnap her, as several men had tried — and one succeeded — with her deceased mama.

No wonder mama had fled from her exalted family and hastily wed a kindly don with an astonishing number of cats who’d shielded her from the outside world.

She heard a noise from downstairs and poked her head over the railing. There he was, sprawled on a divan with a newspaper open. The earl lounged as if he had all the time in the world, flipping through the newsprint and occasionally glancing outside, presumably to admire the garden behind his townhouse. He seemed very satisfied this morning, as if he was looking forward to something. Perhaps the meeting of his gentleman’s club tonight.

Sophia imagined what gentlemen did at social clubs and struggled to draw forth a topic of conversation that would capture the interest of men like the earl. Unlike the swots her father had most commonly taught, Matthew Bohun was not a man of philosophy or religion — at least as far as Sophia knew. Had he changed in the years since her father had known him?

She heard the papers crinkle and looked over the railing again. The earl was still sprawled on that divan, but his thick thighs seemed wider apart now, and his back fully rested against the furniture. Was he, too, hoping to take a nap in the library?

He opened a metal box Sophia hadn’t seen before and withdrew cards.

And then Sophia saw something that rearranged her assumptions entirely. Peverel flipped the card open — there was a photograph inside. As she tried to catch a glimpse of the photograph, his hips moved on the divan. And then he placed one of his gigantic hands right over his trousers and rubbed at the place his manhood must have grown stiff. Why, was he looking at bawdy images?

In her shock at seeing hints of illicit photographs, Sophia moved from the railing so quickly that her bustle snagged on the side table. She had to set it to rights hastily so it wouldn’t crash onto the floor. Sophia scurried back to the alcove where she’d been napping and caught her breath while frantically determining her next course of action.

“I say, who goes there?”

She breathed into her fist, trying to be small and quiet, as her mama had taught her after they’d moved to America following her father’s death. If only she could hide within these walls and emerge when she was 25 and certifiably unmarriageable!

After several minutes and no further yelling from downstairs, Sophia crept to the rail again. And then she saw him.

Matthew Bohun sprawled on the divan, a photograph in hand. His coat was now off, waistcoat unbuttoned, and his shirt open at the bottom. He’d undone his fine trousers, letting them sit low on his hips, and moved his hand over his manhood.

She’d never seen a man’s thing. Oh, she’d spotted barnyard animals in their natural states before, but never a grown man. Apprised of the realities of life by her mama, mainly for the sake of impressing upon her the need for safety, Sophia was aware of the part’s general form and function and tendency to cause terror, but seeing even the tip of him emerge from his hand was a revelation.

Though she had no basis for comparison, Sophia knew something instinctually: Peverel was big. There was no way something that size could be normal for a man. No wonder the ladies of the night spoke of him so many years later, talking so much even a girl doing charitable work on their streets heard all about his impressive equipment! His piece reminded her of a thick club, something that would stretch and hurt and break. She moaned, imagining the feel. How it would hurt in the best way.

He shifted, and she saw his form more clearly. Peverel had an image in one steady hand while he took his other from the tip to the root of that big thing he somehow fit within his trousers. She looked closer at the photograph and realized it was likely a dancing girl.

But this girl’s bodice stopped at her under-bust so her bubbies could be seen in the photograph. And her skirts? Held aloft. And lifted high enough that the dark thatch of hair between her legs was almost visible in the shadows of the image.

Sophia watched, mesmerized, as this woman — unknown to her, but possibly known to the earl — powerfully affected him from afar. Why, this woman’s frozen, distant nudity inspired him far more than a flesh and blood woman in his own house.

And that’s when a vision flashed before her eyes: gone were her ruffles, bustles, and prints. She wore that dancing costume, her body captured in a photograph for Matthew Bohun’s pleasure. It was an alluring idea for a girl taught to be terrified of men while also wondering what their regard might feel like.

Would this man like the look of her heavy breasts she took care to encase in thick brocade? Imagine feeling her generous nipples? Sophia brought a hand to her own breast and cupped one before trying to pinch the nipple through the fabric. It was no use; she wore too many concealing layers.

She watched as Peverel dropped his head back and groaned, removed his hand from around his manhood to spit in the palm, and resumed stroking that shocking club. The slick sound of him working over that shaft traveled to where she observed from the railing, her body suddenly aflame.

Sophia’s eyes moved from the earl to that exposed dancing girl, who had lifted her hem to display her body for admiration. The dancing girl showed the earl her most private places. Not masses of anonymous men, but the earl specifically. The thought of being that girl almost laid Sophia low.

Lifting her skirts slowly, still uncertain of her choice, Sophia found it easy to slip a hand beneath her dress when it reached the level of her thighs. From there, she pushed into the slit in her underthings and found where her own thatch was alarmingly wet.

“Oh,” said Sophia, trailing a finger over her quim hesitantly.

Peverel’s head jerked as if he’d heard her, but he simply resumed his strokes. She let out a muffled giggle. Wouldn’t he be surprised if he knew Miss Sophia Stafford was watching him stroke his manhood to lewd photographs and simultaneously stroking her own kitty?

Somehow, this felt even better than those stolen moments in her own bed, where she had hours to tease and play until she erupted at last. The feeling of being involved in some illicit game of watching a man who was watching another woman made her blood run so hot teasing wasn’t an option.

Her breath shuddered, and she bit her lip to keep in a moan. It wouldn’t do for him to know she was up here.


Chapter 3


There was someone upstairs watching him beating his cock. From the sounds emanating from the acoustically amplified upper level, the person was a woman. A woman who was about three minutes and twenty steps from getting her pussy stuffed full of hot, hard shaft and all the spend his balls had to give.

He’d been enjoying a post-prandial tug with the aid of some photographic cards when he’d caught on that he was being observed. No matter; he had nothing to be shy about. He was accustomed to group sex, for fuck’s sake.

But as the little, breathy sounds continued, as if this person was appreciating his show very much indeed, Matthew’s blood ran hotter. The card in his hand felt heavy, as if his palms were sweating. That couldn’t be possible; he was an experienced man!

Yet being caught in the middle, regarding a pornographic image while someone watched him stroke his cock, somehow felt more forbidden than even his group bucking activities. He couldn’t explain it, he just knew that the layers of remove and sensual limitations made his balls feel heavy.

He adjusted his position on the divan to give his watcher a direct line of sight. Angled the photograph to show off the French dancing girl flashing her puss. Spit in his palm to make his strokes sound slicker. So they’d carry and inflame the person regarding him.

Matthew chuckled, wondering if one of the new maids had stumbled into the library at the wrong time. He really shouldn’t use one of his own staff to assuage his lust…but if she begged hard enough, he might fuck her slick thighs and pet her cat until she pulled books from his shelves as she tried to take him inside.

Oh, that’s an image to inspire a man, he thought as he worked his palm over the head of his cock to mimic the feel of getting balls deep in a woman. Not that he often did, at his size. Mostly, he heard a lot of pleasured crying and begging when he got close. But all the way in? He groaned, imagining a rare treat for a man wielding a cock like his.

And then he made out the sweetest little mewl and the telltale sound of pretty little fingers working over a cunt.

Oh, fuck, that’s the good stuff, he thought, flexing his hips to buck into his hand and show that little squirrel upstairs how he’d like to plow her and plant a nut.

Matthew considered calling out to his mystery woman and ordering her downstairs, but this teasing was the most stimulating thing he’d done in ages. Discovering a lusty little slut in his own home was going to prove distracting in the best way.

He imagined stealing into the servants’ quarters at night, opening a door, and then railing a drooling, pleasured maid with his hand over her mouth so she wouldn’t wake the whole corridor. He knew a charwoman could work on her knees, and that the right one could be trained to handle his spend and keep his trousers clean. Why, he’d even consider tupping his widowed housekeeper, Mrs. Pugh, if she spread her thighs and really begged for his cock.

He laughed at the thought of the stern, steel-haired woman engaging in coitus. The only woman less likely to beg him for a fuck was his own houseguest, Miss Stafford. Now, that was a repressed woman, a real mouse.

Should she land a groom this Season, oceans of fabric would confront the poor man before he found her softer bits encased in metal drawers.

If Matthew wondered why he kept imagining Miss Stafford’s wedding night and what she might look like beneath her clothing, he quickly skittered away from such thoughts. In his mind, he was a normal man, thinking of a repulsive woman in ways that repulsed him. He wasn’t the problem.

Leaning back, he regarded the problem between his thighs. He needed to release, and the sensation would be so much better if done in the same room as the woman touching her cunt. Matt groaned, thinking of how the room upstairs would smell of her musk by now. Maybe he could array himself on a chaise, settle the mystery maid on his face, and then unload while he licked her to completion.

“Fuck,” he groaned, the feeling in his balls suggesting he only had so long until they insisted on release.

He had a choice: he could stay downstairs and let his little squirrel in the treetop remain a tantalizing mystery or he could rouse himself from his comfortable sprawl and potentially enjoy a very pleasant interlude. Potentially, a first pleasant interlude of many. He could spray this seed all over some game girl while bathing in the perfume of her cunt.

Well, that wasn’t a hard decision, Matthew thought, collecting himself from the divan and fastening his trousers only enough to keep them up as he walked.

At first, he was quiet so as not to send the girl scurrying, but then he realized that his steps on the stairs wouldn’t exactly go unnoticed. So he decided to have some fun with her.

“Fee-fi-fo-fum,” he bellowed from the first step. “I smell the musk of an English cunt.”

He paused for a moment and heard her movements become silent. If she was moving at all. She’d be a quivering, wet mess by the time he made it to her. Splendid.

“Be alive, or be she dead, I’ll open her pussy with my cockhead.”

It wasn’t Shakespeare, but Matt reasoned it was clever enough for a giant of a man with a hard cock, currently stomping up small library stairs for an erotic interlude.

Up and up he continued to that second level, to the alcove containing his squirrel. At the entryway, he popped open the button that had been keeping his trousers up, and withdrew his cock. He gave it a hard stroke and spoke into the room.

“If you want this cock, spread for me, little slut.”

He heard a gasp and the rustling of fabric. Matt hoped that wasn’t a sign one of his maids was about to burst out and start crying to Mrs. Pugh.

Nothing for it but to carry on, he thought as he rounded the corner.

At first, the sight before him made little sense. A woman had her dress rucked up and pussy on display, her thin legs spread wide and fingers working away at her wet little lips and nub. He moaned automatically and stepped between her thighs.

And then his scrambled brain put pieces together. He’d seen that dress print. And not on one of his maids, but at his breakfast table. He didn’t want to look up, didn’t want to confirm what he already knew to be the case, but eventually he had to. Had to let the last notch fall into place and seal his fate.

His eyes traveled past that high neckline and added ruffle, then settled on the face of Miss Sophia Stafford, his virginal houseguest who was currently working her cunny to sloppy wetness in his library after spying on him stroking his cock to a pornographic photograph card.

Her eyes met his, the lids at half-mast and her small mouth almost imperceptibly blushing and swollen. Her gaze moved down his body and landed on his cock, which he hadn’t stopped beating despite all rational sense suggesting he should secure his trousers, apologize, and flee.

And then Sophia licked her lips, all the while never ceasing the movements of her own hand.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.


Chapter 4


Sophia knew the moment she heard steps on the stairs that the earl was coming for her. She should have yanked up her underthings, pulled down her dress, and gone scurrying down those steps before he discovered she was upstairs.

And then she heard him recite a bastardized version of “Jack the Giant Killer,” and she could not move. It took her back to the delighted terror at childhood fairy tales, and how they combined with her late mother’s admonitions to be careful of men who might take Sophia, as they’d taken mama hoping to gain her dowry.

The trouble with electrifying stories about giant men was that they morphed in the minutes before sleep as Sophia’s terror gave way to curiosity. She was so often reminded of the danger men posed that her head was full of them. And Peverel was the biggest and most dangerous man she’d ever encountered.

When he turned the corner to the small sitting room, Sophia tried to freeze, but her hand kept working her quim. She took in his colossal form in the doorway, then her eyes fell to his enormous cock, now so very close to her. A bead of liquid rolled from the head, and Sophia licked her lips, imagining what it would taste like.

“Oh, fuck,” said Peverel. And then she felt something splatter on her bare cunny and fingers.

Sophia froze in shock.

“Fucking fuck,” he muttered, stationary, his eyes on her spread body.

She yanked her dress to the side and saw that her quim was wetter, now glazed with his pearly essence. She moved her fingers to feel it and he sprang into motion.

“No!” he cried, and she pulled back in fear. “No, just, careful. Don’t press it inside. Or there might be consequences.”

Sophia nodded in shock, her book-acquired knowledge of anatomy and reproduction filling in some gaps while others remained mysterious.

He stood with his manhood in one hand and his sack in the other, just staring at her body where he’d marked her.

“I could use some help,” she finally said, and he jumped into action.

He tossed a handkerchief on her quim as if that would clean up the mess. Sophia laughed to herself; with a man like Matthew Bohun, that was likely as much cleaning as he knew how to do.

She took charge and scooped their combined wetness from her cunny, then moved to collect her underthings from the floor.

“No!” he said, reaching for them and the handkerchief. “As a gentleman, I should see to the laundering of these items. I’d hate for the staff to talk.”

Sophia nodded and adjusted her skirts until they fell into place.

Silence. He finally tucked his manhood back into his trousers.

“We should—” he said.

“Might you have some tea?” she said at the same time.

***

“So, you see, I simply need to reach my twenty-fifth birthday, convert my dowry to an annuity, and I’ll be on my way. In the meantime, I must show the solicitor charged with executing my grandfather’s will that I’ve put forth a good faith effort.”

Sophia sipped her tea and watched the earl’s reaction to her confession. Shame bubbled in her stomach, and the only way to settle it was a good quantity of Assam.

They were in his study, the tea tray on his desk, with him behind that expansive slab of wood. Would he be upset that she sought his hospitality to stage a false attempt at marriage?

His eyes roved over her, as if never having truly seen her before. Then he broke into laughter.

“So your whole…” he said, waving his hand, “…dress and demeanor. It’s intended to repel men? You set out to do that? So you wouldn’t need to marry?”

Sophia puffed up, indignant at how he described her fashions. “I should think not, sir!”

He settled back in his grand chair. “What purpose do the lace and high collars serve if they aren’t meant to repel men?”

“This is the fashion,” she said, her voice trailing off. “In Albany. We prize modesty in the New World.”

He squinted at her. The earl somehow looked even bigger than usual, slumped in that chair, a small teacup in his hand. Sophia could see that she wasn’t convincing him, and his patience was wearing thin.

“Maybe…” she started.

He raised his brows.

“My mother handled my wardrobe before she passed last year.”

Peverel’s eyes pierced her above his teacup.

“I don’t know if you met her?”

“I may have had the pleasure once or twice, but I did not have an extensive acquaintance with her, I’m sorry to say,” he replied.

It was a pretty speech that glided past the truth of things: Sophia’s mother lived in mortal fear of men and would have been loath to encounter such a virile man as the earl for more than the briefest, most perfunctory exchange.

“I understand you to be a man of honor.”

“I make every effort to deserve such a distinction,” he said, leaning forward.

“My father was not my father.”

The earl took in her words and then nodded. She was trusting him with an enormous secret. Somehow, he seemed to be the only man worth entrusting with it, though he’d done nothing before now to inspire such confidence. Perhaps it was his size; he’d be able to protect that shameful kernel.

“He was a great man. I miss him dearly. When my mother needed a friend, he was trustworthy and true.”

Peverel poured more tea, as if he knew there was more to the story that she’d need to divulge.

“He married my mother to protect her. You see, men of the worst sort kidnapped her several times and attacked her, and she needed to be rid of the dowry that exposed her to all of this misfortune,” she said.

“By attacked, you mean…”

Sophia nodded, her nose suddenly watering as she thought of her late mother. “I was the result.”

He settled deeper in his chair; the leather creaking as he shifted. She braced for him to say something flippant or callous, dismissing a pain older than Sophia that had changed several lives dramatically.

The earl looked up, his brows pinched in confusion. “Mr. Stafford — your father — conducted himself humbly for a man married to an heiress.”

Sophia waved her hand. “My grandfather denied my mother the use of her dowry. It all passed to me.”

Peverel steepled his fingers before his chin. “Now you carry the same burden that hurt your mother.”

Sophia nodded yes and stirred her rapidly cooling tea.

“I will assist you.”

She paused, then looked across the desk at him. His face was stony, terrifying to regard.

“I beg your pardon?” she asked faintly.

“I will ensure that you do not share your mother’s fate,” he breathed.

Those words were like a blow to the chest. Here, this man acknowledged the danger to her and vowed to protect her from it. Sophia had known few men in her life, so her only point of comparison was her dear papa.

Peverel compared favorably. He had all the conviction and moral certainty of papa with the added benefit of a towering size that might warn off anyone who sought to hurt her.

Then why was she imagining him being the one to take and use her? She couldn’t stop thinking of what that desk would feel like against her cheek if he were to bend her over it, lift her skirts, and push himself into her quim. He didn’t deserve to star in this fantastical vision, not when he was honorable!

Sophia huffed a laugh to clear her thoughts and cover for her prolonged reverie. “I thank you, sir. Fortunately for both of us, my birthday approaches, and I should be able to complete my business here forthwith.”

“You mean to sail back to the colonies?”

She thought of her home, now sold. The dog she’d given to a boy next door rather than subject her to the long voyage. The carrot seeds she’d planted, knowing they’d never grow in time for her to harvest them. Suddenly, she felt so alone and sad.

“I don’t think I will,” she said, trying to sound breezy. “Even old women with annuities are prey for evil-doers, so I suppose I’ll go somewhere new and live quietly, with the hope my neighbors never know who I am.”

“It sounds like a smaller life than you need to live,” he said.

Sophia thought of her cosseted childhood and layers of fear insulating her from the outside world. Her poor mama, handing down a cursed inheritance. For a brief time, she wouldn’t need to feel that way. Not in this house.

“That’s the truth for all of us, is it not?” she asked him brightly. “I’ll be twenty-five and independent soon. After that, I can puzzle through the rest.”


Chapter 5


The meeting of the Grand Bucks was not proceeding as Matthew had envisioned it.

“What do you mean, there’s no lady planning to join us tonight?” asked Matt, his cock hard and expression no doubt angry as he took in the quiet townhouse where the Grand Bucks met to wear stag masks and share willing women.

“The Rutlord usually handles communication with interested parties, but he’s resigned, of course, and took off for Shropshire with his wife before he could hand over the society’s records,” said Stagshade.

“I’ll handle communication from now on,” said the High Rutlord, who was glancing towards the area where musicians usually played.

Tonight, the Forest headquarters of the Grand Bucks was silent. It was an unwelcome turn of events for Matthew, who had restrained himself today simply because he knew he’d be able to enjoy the Bucks’ latest conquest.

“I suppose we could hire a lady of the town to join us if you’re so intent on bucking, Thorncock,” said Stagshade to Matthew.

He bristled. The constant reminders of his enormous cock bothered him; it wasn’t the first such nickname he’d received. In another lifetime, he hoped to be a decidedly average gent who didn’t need to duck at every doorway or consider whether a brocade made his generous midsection seem too plush. He longed, above all, for a penis in his next life that would be large enough to be enjoyable, yet not so large as to elicit tears, pleas for mercy, and, on one occasion, a swoon.

“Ehh,” said Matthew, uninterested in the experienced ladies at this point in his life. The joy of the Grand Bucks came when putting an ordinary woman through the paces, making her extraordinary for one special night. The untried wives of London made the most delicious noises when finally subjected to pleasure. Almost as delectable as the sound of a virginal spinster stroking her cunt.

Now, where had that idea come from? he thought, alarmed at the sudden recollection of Miss Stafford petting her kitty.

“We could hold a business meeting,” said the High Buckthorn, gesturing to the lounge where fine spirits awaited them.

But Matthew was out the door. Why, he was having more erotic experiences at home in his own library than at the Forest. What an ignominious end for a venerable sex society!

Matthew had just made a promise to assist Miss Stafford, and he’d already left her to navigate a ball without him. He’d rectify that immediately.

***

By the time Matt had changed his clothes, the Gamaliel ball was well underway. It didn’t take long to locate Miss Stafford and her chaperone in an area that seemed populated with dowagers and the dregs of early womanhood. What on earth was Sophia Stafford doing in this dim corner?

But when he saw Sophia, her expression blank and chin angled towards her chest, he recalled she wasn’t here to find a husband; she needed to go through the motions just sufficiently enough to collect her dowry while not attracting unwanted attention.

Her gown tonight was horrible, a mixture of high neckline and shapeless bodice that made him want to rend the nasty dress between his hands. He should whisk her away now and free them both from this ghastly gathering. He felt the eyes of the mamas upon him; he too was a prize to be captured.

“Up you go,” he said, taking Sophia’s hand before she realized he was even at the ball.

She looked up at him, surprise painted across her face. And then she broke into the loveliest smile he’d seen this decade. His heart thundered within his waistcoat; he’d really need to see a doctor about that on the morrow. The doctor would give him tonics and pills galore.

Rising from the little chair, she asked, “Have you come to dance with me?”

And what could he say to that when she said it so hopefully? “Of course,” he replied, as if that had been the plan all along.

Matthew gallantly swept her to the ballroom floor, though he’d not done such a thing at society events in years. Somehow, it all seemed so natural the moment he took possession of her hand.

Miss Stafford froze, looking around the room. “They’ve noticed me,” she said, her eyes wide.

Matt continued to hold her hand, then drew her into position for their dance. “Do they not on every occasion?”

She regarded him with a raised eyebrow. “Of course not. You’ve seen my fashions,” she said.

He took her in from his considerable height, puzzling over how a room full of impoverished aristocrats had written off the greatest heiress of the age when she was so…

“Oh,” she said, her breaths coming faster.

His eyes darted around to see what had upset her, who had broken her peace. Then he realized it was, in fact, he who had pulled her closer than strictly proper.

“My apologies,” he said lowly, not bothering to release her.

“It is no matter,” she whispered.

“I shouldn’t have drawn attention to you.”

“Oh, that.”

Sophia licked her lips, and Matthew felt his cock thicken in his trousers. He should have taken Stagshade up on his offer of a night with a professional, if only to spare this innocent a heated glance that would have her on the first boat back to America.

The music continued to wind through the room of dancers, far different from the spectral melodies in the Forest. Overhead, as if gas and electricity hadn’t come to London, an antique chandelier of candles swayed. It would take just one errant flame to turn Sophia to ash in his arms.

He needed to get her out of here, just as soon as it wouldn’t prove remarkable.

“When is your birthday?” he asked, hoping to make conversation and pass the time.

“Thursday,” she said, smiling to herself. “Already planning to send my things to the curb?”

Matt sputtered, thinking no such thing, but she laughed, showing off her fine teeth and sparkling eyes.

“Careful now,” he said.

Sophia looked about as if to prepare for a raiding bull from the direction of the ladies’ retiring room.

“They’ll certainly notice you if you laugh.”

“Is laughing not allowed in society?” Sophia asked. Her brows arched in a way that made her seem almost pretty. She was turning out to be a surprising girl indeed.

“Not if one wants to remain anonymous. Not with a giggle like that.”

The music was slowing, and he saw Mrs. Simonet on the edge of the ballroom floor, watching them dance.

“Did you bring a cape or other items you need to collect?” he asked.

“No,” she said, confusion in her voice.

“Good. We’ll depart forthwith.”

***

The carriage ride home proved uncomfortable in the most stimulating way. Matthew rode facing backwards, as any gentleman would. Mrs. Simonet sat against the window, looking outside and chattering about the events of the ball. It wasn’t an unwelcome sound, as it kept the woman occupied.

As for Matt, he sat regarding Miss Stafford, his legs spread and expression no doubt stony. He did not touch her, merely watched as the gas lamps illuminating the streets sent beams of light over her lovely face.

He thought back to that interlude in his library. How her cunt had looked bathed in his spend. If only he could be back there now and plunge his fingers and seed into her tight little hole until she begged for mercy. He was no doubt getting visibly hard, and Matt hoped she’d spot the cock he had ready for her.

And she liked to watch, didn’t she? Matt opened his legs a little wider and placed one of his gigantic hands near the shaft he’d love to feed into this sheltered miss. If only she’d sink to the floor, take his cock out, and suck the head while Mrs. Simonet nattered on. Or she could ride him as the carriage rocked, crying out as he stretched her with every bump.

Miss Stafford’s hand rested over her heart as if hers too was beating at a tempo that would require medical intervention. The next beam of light revealed her eyes fixed on his shaft’s outline against his trousers.

Matthew wondered if, should he dive beneath those voluminous skirts, her kitty would be wet for him. Maybe she’d even have a trace of his spend from earlier to help ease the way as he licked her up and down until she gushed on his lips. Was she able to see his face? See the heat in his eyes as he considered the ways he might corrupt her?

His cock was likely pumping out enough preparatory liquid to leave a visible spot. Matt was brushing his thumb over his cockhead to feel if the fabric was damp when he saw Miss Stafford draw in a sudden breath.

She kept her eyes fixed on his hard cock, encased in fine tailoring. He brushed his thumb over the head again, this time more slowly, and he heard the softest mewl. She liked it. He’d give her more to like.

And that’s when the carriage’s wheels slowed as they pulled into the portico attached to his townhouse. Damn and blast, he thought, wishing they could play their erotic, torturous game forever.

As Matt handed Sophia down from the carriage, he deftly removed her glove and surreptitiously placed her hand over his leaking, clothed cock.

“It’s big,” she whispered so the coachmen wouldn’t hear as they drove away. Mrs. Simonet was already making her way into the house. They had just a few moments before this improper interlude would descend into something far more ruinous.

“I got hard watching you,” he confessed, honesty appropriate in this moment.

She moved her hand over him until it proved tortuous. Matt gently plucked her hand off and tucked it in his arm while they walked into the house.

If this were an experienced woman with no fear of men, he’d have told her to lock her door tonight if she didn’t want a dangerous giant to visit her bed. It would have given them both an erotic thrill, but it felt unseemly because of the disclosures she’d made about her mother’s history.

When Matt bade her good night at the bottom of the stairs, he realized he needn’t say anything; her alert, aroused face showed she knew he wanted to take her.

He needed to take himself off on some contrived estate business, or Miss Stafford would find herself pinned and filled in ways she couldn’t even understand right now. Perhaps if he attended to some ongoing canal work in Bouldon, she’d turn twenty-five, convert her dowry, and wisely flee his house in the meantime.

Matt had a sinking feeling it wouldn’t go according to plan, but he resolved to try it anyway.


Chapter 6


By the time Peverel returned to London one week later, Sophia had assumed he was never coming back. For days, she’d felt ashamed — she thought he’d fled to an estate on some spurious mission because he was mortified at being seen dancing with a dowdy spinster, then engaging in what could only be described as a lewd moment outside his townhouse.

A lewd moment she very much enjoyed, which made his rejection sting all the more.

And then something cast Matthew Bohun from her mind completely: the disastrous birthday visit to her grandfather’s solicitor.

She’d assumed triumph and even wore fresh flowers from the earl’s backyard garden to the meeting. Perhaps, away from the danger and scrutiny of society, she might finally bloom.

But when an assistant showed her in to see Mr. Wortley, her request to convert the dowry, as stipulated in the will, seemed to surprise him.

You see, the will, well, it provides for the unlikely conversion to an annuity, yes, but only in cases of complete unmarriageability, he’d said.

Your clerk told me — in writing — that reaching the age of twenty-five without having been married would satisfy that clause, she replied, trying not to grow hysterical.

The small man had looked at her over his glasses, his expression not unkind.

My dear, this is not the time of Romeo and Juliet, no matter what young Smithers thinks. Twenty-five years of age is not disqualifying for an heiress of your magnitude. No court in the land would rule you unmarriageable, even if you attempt to dim your light, Miss Stafford. I would be remiss to release the funds.

It was a blow. This man had not only denied her the most elegant solution to the problem of her safety, but he’d also indicated that her attempts to remain unnoticed were transparent to at least one man.

She’d ripped the flowers apart in the carriage, blaming them for the solicitor’s insights and blaming their owner for leaving her so very alone in the darkest moment of her life. Before her eyes, future horrors flashed, and by the time she returned to the Peverel townhouse, a mighty headache had taken hold.

Sophia took to her bed, refused food, and watched the door in fear.

***

When someone knocked on the door three days later, Sophia didn’t bother responding. And then she realized the knocks came from a connecting door and not the hallway.

“Who—”

The door burst open, and there he was, his hair disheveled as if he’d just come in from a ride. Sophia should have felt fear — this was precisely the incursion she feared, was it not? — but her heart rose at the sight of him.

“I leave you mere days and receive reports you’ve taken to your bed and have been refusing food. Did you miss me so very much?”

Sophia sputtered, aghast that he might interpret her blue devils as somehow related to his absence. Without her realizing, he’d taken the opportunity to slip a dressing gown over her chemise. He was lifting her from the bed when Sophia stilled him with a hand to his chest.

“What’s this about?” she asked, her eyes wide.

“Mrs. Simonet wrote to me. An express. The housemaids are in an uproar over your uncleaned room. Staff are very hard to secure these days, I’ll have you know, and I won’t have you depriving me of help simply because you missed me desperately.”

She sputtered again, now against his chest because he’d lifted her into his arms despite her protests.

He hoisted her higher and carried her into the room from which he’d arrived. “And you smell; can’t have that,” he said, placing his nose at her neck and inhaling deeply.

Sophia gasped and wiggled, mortified that he’d found her in such a state.

“Now, now, I like the scent of woman, so I won’t be releasing you. At least not until you eat something,” he said, seating her on a chair before an enormous spread of food.

***

After she’d bathed and attired herself appropriately, Sophia returned to the room where Peverel had watched her like a hawk as she’d consumed enough food to make up for the past few days in bed.

The room was empty save the tea tray on a low table before a chaise longue. And the impossibly large man draped on it.

“I couldn’t possibly eat more,” she said from the doorway.

“Then come and pour for me,” he said, showing that there was a space beside him on the seat. He patted the cushion as if the place she was supposed to sit was unclear. “Who do I need to kill?” he asked conversationally as she took up the teapot.

The lid rattled when her hand shook. “Kill?” she asked faintly.

“Something happened that sent you to your bed for days. I wasn’t here to guard against it. I suppose I’ll need to kill the person or persons who upset you.”

Sophia set the pot down quickly and placed her hand on Peverel’s arm. “You needn’t. It was a misunderstanding. I’ll find a way forward.”

Peverel looked at her small fingers resting on his arm. She withdrew them immediately.

“What happened?” he asked lowly.

She related the conversation she’d had with Mr. Wortley while filling his cup and plate.

“Do you mean to challenge his interpretation of the will?”

“I don’t see how I could win,” she said. “In hindsight, I should have questioned the statement that reaching twenty-five years of age would be sufficient to release the funds. I trusted that a man of the law would, well, know the law!”

“You could sue the firm on those grounds,” he said.

Sophia waved him away, exhaustion written on her face. “The will stipulates that I need to be completely unmarriageable. I can’t think of an age I might reach that would free me. Would thirty be sufficient? By the time that day comes, perhaps not!”

“It might not need to be age,” he said, musing as he ate a comically small tea cake. “You simply need to be completely unmarriageable, he said?”

“Yes, but given the present mores, what would render me completely unmarriageable? I never imagined the day I’d bemoan the loosening of restrictions on behavior!”

Peverel stared at the filling of his finger sandwich. Why wasn’t he saying anything? He was a powerful man and, for once, she wanted someone to wade into the muck and fix things for her. Something bubbled in her chest. She was feeling very sorry for herself indeed.

“Why, the only unmarriageable woman in the world might be that girl in your photograph,” she said, her voice rising as tears surged to her eyes. “Not that I’d deny her the protection and comforts of a happy marriage, but…”

She trailed off as Matthew swung his head around to stare at her. “If you want to pose for your own lewd photographs, you could just say so.”

Sophia gasped, her hand instinctively coming to her breast as if to shield her very clothed body from his leering gaze.

“I hardly think…”

She tugged at the ruffle scraping her neck and tried not to look to see if her hardened nipples were visible despite her thickly quilted bodice.

“I hardly think your little puss stopped getting wet since seeing Martine in that photograph,” he said, drawing closer.

“Martine?”

“Oh yes, she’s a star in Paris.”

Sophia struggled to make sense of what he was saying. “You mean that…you’re not the only man with a photograph of her? Like that?”

“You’re asking if men around the world are beating their cocks to her pornographic photograph? As we speak?”

Sophia hesitated, then nodded yes.

“I think you know the answer,” he said, grinning wolfishly.

It boggled the mind. “How do you know her name? You sound very familiar with her.”

“Martine? Why, she has a live show in Paris,” he said, settling back with a broad smile on his face. “That photograph you spotted while spying on me was taken as I watched her from the front row.”

“Is she unmarriageable, do you think?” Sophia asked hopefully.

“I should think not, not if her husband Bertrand has anything to say about it.”

Sophia deflated. Even dancing girls in Paris who posed with their skirts up would still be eligible for marriage. She was truly stuck. Creeping dread rolled over her scalp and down her shoulders.

“To be honest,” he continued, “anything short of photographs in the act would likely not contribute to your argument that marriage is impossible for you. It might be easier to find some decent bloke to marry.”

“Some decent bloke who will own everything I bring to the marriage.”

“If the new Married Women’s Property Act ever passes, it wouldn’t mean such a loss. Say, I’m in Lords; I’ll vote on your side if it comes up for a vote.”

“That’s a lot of ifs,” she said sadly.

“It is,” he said, settling next to her companionably.

They stared at the half-empty tea tray. Peverel slapped his thigh. “Well, looks like you’ll need to have yourself photographed while being ravished by a group of men. Thankfully, I know some decent chaps.”

Sophia felt her eyes grow wide. She directed them at Matthew, uncertain that she’d heard him correctly.

He met her gaze and burst out laughing. “You should see your face!” he said, planting a quick kiss on her lips before she could think to dart from him. It was the sort of peck one planted on a baby or toy poodle, but all the same, it was her first.

“My goodness, for a moment, I thought you were serious!” she exclaimed, breaking into peals of laughter herself.

“Absolutely not. It would make me no better than one of those fortune hunters or a, well, a pimp,” he said, still chuckling. “That’s hardly suitable for a young lady of excellent reputation.”

“The problem is that I need to divest myself of that pristine reputation.”

“I couldn’t hand you off to that group of libertines. It would be far too much for a — you’re a virgin, correct?”

Sophia bristled. “I may be, but I hope to divest myself of my reputation and my maidenhead as soon as possible!“ she exclaimed.

“I don’t think—”

“No, I insist you tell me more about this group! They might be the key to my freedom and safety!”

“Well, they’re decent chaps willing to roger you senseless. Uncertain of the photography mechanics, but that seems less difficult to arrange than a small orchestra, so I’m sure it can be done.”

Sophia felt her mouth open, but she couldn’t move the muscles needed to close it. Was he really so casual about suggesting…that?

“There, now,” he whispered, drawing closer to her so his enormous body nearly covered her.

Sophia placed her hand on Peverel’s waistcoat. She watched her fingertips trace across the fabric and then grasped it in her fist.

His mouth was right over her ear, and she could feel the heat of his breath. “You needn’t,” he said.

“What if I want to?”

Peverel took her head between his colossal hands, staring into her eyes and studying her expression.

“Then you’ll need training,” he said, sliding his thumb into her parted lips. “A good deal of training.”

“How does one come by this training? Hard work?”

“Getting worked hard,” he growled, withdrawing his thumb only to press it back in.

“And how does one obtain this?” she asked around his digit.

“Have no fear,” he said with a smirk. “I’ll train you up.”


Chapter 7


The next morning, after they’d shared a somewhat tense breakfast, Matt showed Sophia to his exercise room. She’d considered his proposal all night, having wrestled long into the wee hours with the implications of being photographed while ravished by a group of men, and woke up resolved: she needed those men. Some part of her — one part in particular, if she was honest — wanted those men and their commanding attention.

He’d been hard at work late into the night to prepare the room. It smelled strongly of lemon polish; he’d substituted a chaise longue and low table from his bedroom for his usual training sandbags, covering the implements with a cloth.

Matt began removing his coat and waistcoat, causing Sophia to exclaim.

“What are you doing?” she asked, fear in her eyes.

He’d have to handle her gently; on some level, she wanted this training and ruination, but years of being instilled with ladylike decorum would make her resistant to her genuine desires.

“As your trainer, I expect to work hard,” he said, slowing his movements. “I expect that you’ll end up quite…glistening as well.”

“I suppose it is hard work.”

“Very hard,” he said, resisting the urge to squeeze the part of him that was growing very hard indeed thanks to her presence.

“Well, needs must,” she said, struggling to get out of her dress.

“What are you—”

“Could you assist me with the buttons?” she asked him, turning to give him her back.

Matthew stood, unable to move at first, as this lass waited for his help to get her clothes off. He’d meant to get down to his shirtsleeves and roll them up so she might get a look at his muscular forearms; he never imagined that she’d strip down alongside him.

In truth, she’d need to remove her clothes to accomplish her ruination, but he’d expected that she’d fight it every step of the way despite her natural curiosity. Miss Stafford offered genuine surprises.

When she was down to her chemise, Sophia turned to Matt expectantly.

He struggled to keep his eyes up, really tried to be a gentleman, but the hint of a nipple at the bottom of his vision pulled his gaze down.

The sudden intake of air pushed his belly forward. She’d been hiding the most lush breasts under all of that fabric, tipped with nipples that gathered into piercing little points that he longed to taste. He needed a moment to collect himself.

“You should warm the body first,” he said gruffly. “Laps, five of them, around the perimeter.”

Sophia cast him a glance and then walked around the room.

“At a run!” he shouted after her.

She picked up the pace and soon she was prancing like a coquette, her heavy breasts bouncing. Matt groaned and sank onto the chaise. He’d done this to himself. There was no other way to describe it.

At the end of the five laps, she stood in front of him, breathing more heavily than before but not so hard as Matt when confronted with glistening skin and the hint of a bush behind that chemise.

He stood in a rush, sending the furniture skittering over the floor slightly. “Take a seat,” he bit out while rolling a covered chalkboard over to where she sat.

From the front of the board he pulled off the sheet that had covered the illustrations he’d sketched last night; one wouldn’t want to scandalize the maids when they came in to clean.

“For your complete ruination, we’ll need to train three holes,” he said, tapping the chalk near the mouth, cunny, and arse of the stick figure. In the middle of the night, pedagogical zeal had swept him away, and he considered it a most illustrative diagram; but now, in the light of day and viewed through Miss Stafford’s eyes, he worried it was too rudimentary to be instructive.

She nodded, squinting at the board.

“And we’ll prepare you to receive in these places,” he said, suddenly uncertain of himself. “To take…”

“Manhoods,” she supplied.

“Cocks.”

Sophia nodded bravely, determination written on her face. My, she was a brave, game girl.

“Can I see one?” she asked hopefully. “Up close?”

Matt coughed and wondered what he’d done to deserve to shoulder such a burden as arranging Miss Stafford’s ruination.

“I don’t think I’m the best example,” he said, angling his hips away from her. “Let’s focus on the hole aspect.”

“The hole aspect,” she repeated seriously, as if memorizing the content of the lecture.

Matt moved to the table he’d prepared the night before and swept the tablecloth cover off it with a flourish. “To ease the first use of said holes, we’ll train you with a variety of implements.”

Sophia’s eyes roved over the table of plugs and dilators of all sizes, then took in the jug of oil and stack of toweling.

“I suppose we should,” said Matthew, suddenly feeling overwhelmed by the scope of work ahead of them, “start with a plug in your arse.”

Miss Stafford nodded studiously, but remained seated.

“Well, up you go,” he said, waving his hand to show she should move.

“I don’t know how to arrange myself,” she confessed.

Of course. This was no trained courtesan; this was a virginal spinster who needed instruction in her own ruination. Matt wanted to kick himself; he was making a hash of things.

“Kneel on that chaise, bum in the air, hands on the seat,” he said, moving to show the hands and knees position.

She scrambled, and soon he was behind that little arse, eyes on the hem of her chemise. He grabbed it and pulled the thin fabric up to her waist.

Beneath, she was bare. He groaned.

“Is everything alright?” she asked, looking behind her.

He regarded that little hole and her furred cunny lips and found he could only grunt in response. No, nothing was fine. Everything was terrible. He had a ripe, virginal miss bent over in his own home, tempting him until he feared blood might run out of his ears!

Matt oiled the smallest plug while muttering to himself. “I’m going to train your arse first. Something small. You wish to proceed?”

“Yes,” she said in a tiny voice that became a gasp when he smoothly pressed the flared plug into the ring of her arse.

“We’ll have to work up from there, but I don’t want to start you larger,” he said. “Now lie on your back and let me see your cunny.”

She shuffled around uncomplainingly until she reclined with her chemise once again modestly lowered.

“Is that how a woman needing utter ruin behaves?” he asked imperiously, looking down at her clenched thighs.

Matthew regretted his harsh words when she carefully spread her trembling legs and lifted her shift, regarding him with cautious eyes. He needed to make this right.

“Lovely,” he said, sinking onto the chaise next to her and stroking up her inner thigh.

Sophia looked like she might expire in fright. And who would blame her, a gently bred girl trained to fear men, forced to prepare her body for hard use so she might achieve some measure of independence and safety? He must give her one last shock, make one more attempt to scare her from this chosen path, or he’d always suspect himself a scoundrel.

“Are you ready to get that cunt stretched so you can get fucked by a group of men?”

He was certainly going to hell. But damn, was the trip enjoyable.


Chapter 8


If anyone knew how hot Sophia’s blood ran at the earl’s words, society would cast her out.

Good.

Sophia covered Matt’s hand, stroking her inner thigh, and brought it to her quim. She had a sense of what might feel good but wanted to see what an experienced man might do to her. How he might admire and use her.

“I bet you’re tight,” he muttered, drifting over her nub and placing two fingers right at her entrance. She wiggled to get movement against the skin demanding his touch, then cried out when he pressed in.

“My apologies,” he said, withdrawing quickly and earning another cry.

Sophia grabbed Peverel’s hand before he could fully withdraw and guided him back inside, moaning as he sunk into her body again.

“You like it,” he said wonderingly. “Already.”

It was an understatement. The fullness and stretch were unlike anything she’d experienced during her own explorations. Before she could smother it, a tiny tremor began within, far too soon for her liking.

“And you’re not pained?” he asked.

Sophia nodded no, all the while arching her back and bouncing to meet his thrusting fingers with enthusiasm.

“I’m going to add a finger…”

She groaned, the strain only making her feel better. She’d thought that a woman’s first time was supposed to hurt and result in crying, but she only felt a delicious sensation of fullness.

“Fuck, Sophia,” said the earl, “I bet you could take most of me this very day.”

At that, she reached for his trousers and worked at freeing his manhood. She’d seen that enormous piece once, and she wanted it now. Within her. All of it.

He caught up her hands with one of his. “You want it that badly? One lesson has turned you into my little wanton?” The smile on his face suggested that this wasn’t in any way a complaint.

Sophia was awash in pleasure, desperate for him. Even if ruination was her aim, she shouldn’t have been reacting like this to his touch and the promise of his cock, but she needed this giant of a man in her, on her. If that made her a wanton, a slut? So be it.

“Put it in me,” she rasped. She’d seen his club, and longed to be filled by that monstrous thing that had turned her dreams hot.

The earl lifted a brow. “Put what? My cock?”

Oh, she was bound for hell, but she didn’t care. “Put your cock in me.”

“And who am I?” he asked.

Sophia paused, uncertain of what he wanted to hear. What she needed to say to get him inside of her. “Matthew? Put your cock inside of me, Matthew.”

A growl seemed to escape his body as he tore at his trousers to free his cock from its confines. And soon, faster than they both expected, he was there, lining that enormous head up at her opening.

“Watch Soph,” he said, “see how beautifully you take me.”

Together, they regarded that fat head push into her wet entrance; the ring growing tight and lighter as he tested it.

“Too much?” he asked faintly.

“It’s good,” she said with an exhaled puff of air. Sophia closed her eyes to focus on the feeling of him filling and stretching her.

“Oh, Soph,” he said, sounding almost emotional as he pressed deeper into her channel. “So perfect.”

He was big, but in the most pleasurable way, his manhood stroking spots that had her quim throbbing.

When Sophia opened her eyes, he was over her, looking down with concern. He darted down to plant another quick kiss on her lips. “Still doing well?”

“Feels good,” she gasped. She felt more than good, but found that she couldn’t put a more complex sentence together on account of the way her brain solely existed to register the feelings he was forcing into her body with his enormous cock.

“Can you take the rest of me?” he asked.

“There’s more?” It seemed impossible. He was already so thick, so deep, but she wanted to embrace and smother all of him. Take every giant part of him into her much smaller body until he was forever hers.

“Just a little more,” he said against her ear, then pressed deeper inside.

“Go deeper.” He was impossibly big, seated so far his cockhead might touch the edge of her very soul. Never had she imagined that impalement might be so pleasurable.

“Soph, my Sophie, darling Sophia, what have you done to me?” he mumbled against her hair. Was her ear wet? The earl couldn’t be crying, could he? “You don’t eat meat, but you take it so well.”

She felt speared in the most incredible way. And then he brushed his fingers over her straining nub and set forth a paroxysm unlike any she’d had before. Her interior muscles wrapped around that thick cock of Matthew’s and bore down until she was nearly in pain at the strength of the contractions on something so big. Her voice was not her own as she yelled, as though to reach through time.

Matthew whimpered and stayed still, as if in agony.

“Are you well?” she asked, rubbing her fingertips up his straining neck to comfort him.

At that, he pulled himself from her clasp. With a roar, great jets of spend erupted from the tip of his cock, arcing over the floor. The earl felt for her hand and brought it to his shaft, where together they stroked him through seemingly endless waves of pleasure that made a mess of the training room floor.

At last, he collapsed beside her on the chaise, catching his breath. Sophia surveyed the spend streaked across the floor and shifted on the plug still within her arse.

“I think you’re ready for the Forest,” he said to the floor.

Sophia gulped. Her very public ruination was imminent.


Chapter 9


Matthew Bohun, Earl of Peverel, was in a special circle of Hell reserved for libertines.

He’d been trying to do the right thing: fulfil his promise to his university tutor and get Miss Sophia Stafford her London Season.

What he hadn’t expected was that she’d be the most perfect little minx. A curious virgin and budding exhibitionist-voyeur with a cunny tailored for his oversized cock.

Well, she was no longer a virgin — he’d divested her of that title, and if she wasn’t careful, he’d give her a different one.

Ever since their disastrous training session that escalated into the most unexpected smothering of his cock in Miss Stafford’s receptive cunt, Matt had been like a man hunted. In fact, he was hunted.

Yes, she had shown her cunt to be ready for the Grand Bucks, but shouldn’t they be training her arse and mouth? she’d asked. She’d asked while dropping to the floor and placing her hands at the fly of his trousers, waiting for permission to take out his perilously swelling cock.

And, of course, he’d let her suck and lick it. He was only human, after all. But when he realized she was alarmingly proficient at oral pleasures, too, he’d promptly spent most dramatically and then had to flee from all mentions of continuing her arse training.

If she proved to be proficient there, he’d be the one on his knees, begging her to set aside this ruination project in favor of fucking and filling all day and night. It was too bad that she couldn’t live in his house and keep having Seasons in perpetuity without drawing the attention of the more judgmental members of society.

But then, if her project went according to plan, she’d be threatening her solicitor with photographs that could provide for her utter ruination. Freed of her reputation, perhaps she would consent to stay with Matt? He had never had a long-term mistress before, given that most women felt the full extent of his cock and then begged not to see him again.

But Sophia? She was different. So very different, Matt thought, gazing across the carriage at her. And not just in terms of her body’s remarkable abilities. Her grace and grit, mixed with creativity, were going to set her free. She orchestrated her own liberation. What could he possibly offer her that wouldn’t amount to an alternate sort of cage?

She was back in her high-necked dresses and lace, covering her luscious body. And that cunt…he was contemplating making his way to his knees to feast on her when the carriage slowed outside the Forest, the headquarters of the Grand Bucks.

“Are you prepared for utter ruin, my dear?” he asked her, holding out a hand to help her down.

***

Within the townhouse, Sophia’s eyes darted around, taking in the plush green fabric floor, the spindly trees, and the sound of a spectral orchestra coming from behind a curiously mended tapestry.

“This way,” said Matt, placing her hand in his. Looking down at her elegant fingers in his hand, he felt a sense of impending loss.

Was this feeling because of the knowledge that the brother Bucks would use his Sophia? And be photographed with her? In truth, both excited him greatly. He didn’t feel possessive of her beautiful body, but of her soul. What a novel problem to encounter at this stage of his life!

Their shoes clicked over the floor until Matthew brought Sophia to a seat before the reflecting pool.

“Wait here, my darling,” he said, dropping a kiss on the lace at her neck as he removed her cloak. “I want to undress you in front of the Bucks.”

She nodded yes, clearly lost in thought, and sank into the seat.

***

Matt was stripping off his clothing when the other Bucks arrived in their lounge.

“Why so grim, Thorncock?” asked Stagshade, the joker of the group, clapping him on the shoulders.

“She’s perfect,” Matt said, slapping his waistcoat onto a high-backed chair.

Matthew could see Stagshade and the High Buckthorn exchange glances, but he couldn’t find the energy to question his friends.

“I’m guessing we’re talking about the young woman currently staring into our reflecting pool while wearing an alarming amount of clothing?” asked the Buckthorn.

Matt grunted, clearly unwilling to discuss her further.

“Well!” said Stagshade brightly. “I’ve recruited a man who will photograph her naked and in the act, then make the prints. Mind you, such images are highly illegal, so I offered him a deal.”

“What deal is that?” asked the High Buckthorn, pulling on his mask.

“Promised that he could take part in a future bucking,” said Stagshade.

The other two turned to look at their friend in disbelief.

“Our numbers are dwindling, and societies like ours haven’t been truly fashionable in some time.”

“We have a whole Bucking Constitution,” said the High Buckthorn, aghast that his society brother had circumvented the bylaws established by the founders in the last century.

“So this man with a camera proposes to copulate with one of our guests?” asked Matt, still struggling to understand how Stagshade thought this demand was reasonable. “Some lord is going to give his wife to the Bucks…and allow a guest fawn inside of her?”

The High Buckthorn shuffled through some papers. “My correspondence indicates that our next guest will be a courtesan, a bit past her prime, who longs for hard use. So says her protector‌. It doesn’t sound like he’d raise objections to the composition of the herd, especially since we’re masked and not exposed as members.”

“You’ll need to make sure the gent with the camera knows how to fuck,” said Matt, applying oil to his shaft. “What’s his name‌?”

Stagshade snapped to attention when the High Buckthorn gave him a shake. “Man with the camera? Clarence. Clarence Brocklehurst. Not a bad sort. Met him at the club. New to Town.”

The Bucks moved to join Sophia in the main room of the Forest when Stagshade spoke again. “Say, you wouldn’t know the name of the lady? The one visiting us next gathering?”

“The courtesan?” asked the High Buckthorn. “Don’t know that her protector mentioned one.”

Stagshade lowered his mask and hummed his understanding.

“Won’t matter anyway, will it? Since she’ll be masked and unknown once she’s in the Forest,” said the Buckthorn.

Stagshade gave no answer, and Matt remained unconvinced that the silence indicated agreement.

***

As the three remaining Bucks advanced on Miss Stafford, she resolutely stared at the reflecting pool.

“You give yourself to the Bucks, to be used as we wish?” called out the Buckthorn in a ringing voice.

Matt moved to her side and took one hand in his to help her rise despite what were clearly wobbling knees.

“You’ve trained well,” he said in a whisper behind the papier-mâché mask. “You’re ready.”

“No clothing in the Forest,” grunted Stagshade, regarding Sophia.

“Yes, I thought to divest her of them before your eyes. So you might feast upon her unwrapped skin,” said Matt, eyeing the hideous dress.

The Buckthorn moved to carry on, and Matt took Sophia’s high lace collar in his hands. “I’m sorry for what I’m about to do,” he said, ripping it in half and pulling the parts from her neck. He moved on to the dress itself, and tore into that hideous, thick fabric with relish, causing her to cry out.

“Are you well?” he asked, holding her for a moment when Stagshade dropped to the floor so he could dip the snout of his mask under Sophia’s chemise as if he were truly an animal in rut.

The Buckthorn advanced on Sophia, his hands moving to her exposed bosom rising and falling above her corset, which Matt was working to remove. Soon, he’d freed her of that too and could rip the chemise from her body, leaving her nude.

“I selected those garments carefully,” she hissed at Matt.

“I’ll buy you new ones,” he intoned back. “You won’t need that armor anymore, not now.”

“And why is that?” she asked, her voice going higher when the Buckthorn pinched a nipple just as Stagshade’s snout hit some sensitive part of her cleft.

“Yes, that’s an excellent shot,” said someone from nearby. “If everyone could hold for just a moment while I capture the lady’s ruination, that would be perfect.”

Matt felt Sophia flinch. She’d clearly forgotten that her ravishment was to be recorded for posterity and legal expediency.

“Do you wish to continue?” he asked softly.

She was the rare woman who didn’t wear a half-mask in the Forest — on account of her plan to annihilate her reputation — so Matt could see every small change of her expression as the Buckthorn grew increasingly insistent with his pinches to her nipples and Stagshade set one of her thighs on his shoulder to open her cunny to his questing snout.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh yes.”

Matthew moved behind her and placed one hand to support her lifted leg and another about her waist. His cock swelled as it came in contact with Sophia’s soft skin. He wished to be free of that blasted mask so he might lick and kiss her neck. It was so close, so tempting—

“Yes, wonderful, if everyone could hold that position!” shouted the photographer.

From a distance of ten feet, there was a flash of burning magnesium ribbon, and Sophia jolted in his arms.

“You’ll need to remain still for the photographs,” the man with the camera reminded them.

“But I’m so close to paroxysm,” she whined back at Matt as he brought a hand to her straining nub.

“I won’t let you go without,” he said, pleased at her neediness, and wishing the camera wasn’t necessary — despite growing ever harder at the thought of somehow getting images of this encounter that might live in his metal box until he required inspiration.

“Oh, there!” cried Sophia as Stagshade played with the ring of her arse.

“You like to be eaten there?” asked Matthew, lightly slapping at her quim in time with the rocking of her hips. “Would you like me to feast—?”

Her scream was so loud it seemed to make the tops of those dried trees shake, such was the power of her orgasm when Matt plunged three fingers into her waiting hole as his brother Bucks worked her arse and breasts.

He continued filling her without remorse until she groaned and shuddered in his hold, the sounds she was making flooding his balls with seed that he couldn’t wait to leave inside of her. At her whimpers of “too much,” Matt withdrew his wet hand and let it cradle her lower belly. He wanted to push himself deep and plant some chain that would connect her to him always. Yet he’d committed to assisting with her flight to freedom. Damn.

“Yes, that’s very good,” said Clarence the photographer, a flash going off behind him. “Perhaps now you might wish me to capture the penetration of the lady?”


Chapter 10


If Sophia had known she’d end up spread over a finished log Matthew called the “Seeding Stump,” would she have sailed over the ocean to claim her dowry?

Well, likely she’d have set out sooner, if her reaction to having her mouth and arse filled by those two masked friends of Matt’s was any indication. The man before her face was kind, but his cock was big enough that after a few thrusts into her newly trained throat, tears rolled down her face as he used her.

At first mention of the Bucks, she’d found the whole concept of a secret sex society strange. She’d even been a little scared. But she’d have never experienced pleasure and freedom like this by staying in her high-necked dresses. And what a pleasure it was.

“That’s a good girl, take me down,” he hummed, his antlers casting shadows over her body. She felt utterly controlled by that thrusting shaft that held her jaw open and moved in and out without the man being overly concerned about whether she was prepared to take him. Had she known this was an option, her fantasies would have been much more varied.

And behind her, another of the men had oiled his cock and pushed into the ring of her arse, making her groan around the shaft lodged in her throat. The slide was smooth, but he stretched her limits and had her making little cries with each slam home. Soon, his sack was slapping against her swollen cunny lips like little smacks. Every few thrusts, they’d reach her throbbing nub and make her spine twist to feel the full extent of pleasure.

“Now, now, focus on pleasing us,” said the man in her arse, holding Sophia’s hair and keeping her head available for his brother Buck’s cock.

Nearby, Matthew sprawled on a throne, watching Sophia’s exertions with lowered lids, a soft smile on his face, and a hard cock in his hand. He had that relaxed look he’d exhibited while perusing the pornographic photographs in his library; Sophia reasoned that this was a pornographic tableau.

And not just figuratively. All the while, the photographer moved about with his camera, shouting cues and occasionally adjusting his piece in his trousers. It was a heady thing to see a man so aroused by ruination that he had to balance a camera with one hand so he might grip his shaft for a moment.

Sophia took them, crying and drooling, her quim forever wetter as she watched Matthew watch her. And then he spoke.

“Such a good girl, taking my brother Bucks. Are you getting ready to take me, love?”

It was as if his hands trailed over her pinned body and she felt ripples of pleasure from deep within her core.

“Suck their balls dry, darling, so I might take you next.”

She was frantic, meeting the thrusts in her arse and working her throat around the man in her mouth so she might clear the way for Matthew’s claiming. Whether it took two seconds or two hours, she didn’t know; she was lost to bliss and need, reveling in the feeling of being a receptacle for two anonymous masked men who simply wanted the use of her holes.

When they finally exploded and filled her with their spend, then withdrew from her taxed body, she lay draped on that Seeding Stump, unable to move.

And then she felt something soft moving over her face. Sophia looked up and saw Matthew carefully holding her hair out of the way, cleaning her well-used mouth. He dipped his head and dropped a kiss on her swollen lips before moving behind her, where she vaguely registered that he was cleaning her body after the other Buck had fucked her so well.

As she resigned herself to sleeping on that strangely comfortable stump, Sophia felt herself being lifted from it, swept into Matt’s powerful arms.

She felt her skin on his, her body cradled against the muscle and flesh of his broad torso that made her want to stay in that hold forever.

“Fee-fi-fo-fum,” he mumbled, for her ears alone.

At that, she broke into a peal of laughter, everything suddenly seeming so hilarious and light after fear and darkness. Sophia reached up to his neck and brought him down for one of those quick kisses he liked so much, which elongated like hot glass into something far more sensuous.

“We should capture the married couple now. It will be a pleasure to immortalize their love,” said the photographer from nearer than Sophia had realized. She opened her mouth to explain that she and Matt weren’t married, but he immediately settled her on his lap, both of them seated on that throne from which he’d observed her.

Matthew sat regally, his chest supporting her back, and her legs resting atop his. And then he brought his thighs apart to open her quim to the photographer’s view.

She looked over her shoulder and saw that papier-mâché mask with the spindly antlers looking ahead as he opened her cunny lips.

“Let’s show off your perfect little hole, love.”

Sophia fought the urge to buck and cry with pleasure as the man with the camera captured her lewd pose for posterity. Just thinking of someone seeing that shocking image made her quim feel exceedingly wet and soft.

“Very good,” called the man with the camera. “I think all that remains are the images of the lady being penetrated by a member.”

The other two bucks sat on throne-like chairs nearby, intermittently stroking their cocks after returning from the washroom. Their masked eyes watched Sophia, open and ready for a cock.

“Are you ready for me?” asked Matthew, sliding a lone finger into her channel to tease and test her.

It wasn’t enough. And that’s when Sophia realized something very important: nothing, no other man, would ever be enough. Matthew had broken the mold, and nothing but that big chest and enormous cock would satisfy her.

His surprisingly sweet demeanor and appetite for life weren’t things she could replace with a quiet life in the country. He’d carved out a place — a big place — in her life, and she was suddenly realizing how loath she was to give him up. Would this be their last intimate encounter? What if she never had this again?

“Fill me,” she breathed, trying not to allow tears to escape.

Matt adjusted their bodies so he could slip his hard cock into her channel, then brought her slowly down on his shaft so she could adjust to taking all of him. Sophia looked down and saw how that club split and filled her, the sight somehow more alarming than the feel of being completely stretched around him.

“Can you take the rest?” he asked, his voice tight behind the mask.

“There’s more?” she asked faintly, then gripped the throne’s armrests. She settled further onto him as he brought her hips down.

They were both winded as the photographer took images showing their joined bodies. Surely such an overtly lewd image would prove sufficient ruination even for the most fastidious solicitor!

“Now, could the gentleman cradle the lady’s belly, right where she will grow his heirs?” called the photographer. “Or perhaps you have a few already?”

Sophia looked at Matt in surprise, nearly colliding with the snout of his mask as she looked at him for reassurance. But he was moving his hand to that place, touching her in ways that made her heart thud. His hand was enormous and mostly positioned below her navel, cradling her belly with a tenderness she hadn’t expected.

“Oh, if you flutter around me like that, I’m going to come,” he said. “I won’t be able to pull out in time, and you’ll have my seed running down your thighs. Is that what you want, a babe in truth?” He bucked up into her, and she felt how near his cockhead was to her womb. It was nearly painful, he was so deep, but her body had worked to accommodate him and he had just enough room to give her only pleasure.

“Matt,” she whimpered, her body shaking as he moved his hand lower to rub all over her nub and quim lips.

“You want that, do you? Have your belly swell with my spend and then my heir?”

She cried out when she heard the emotion in his voice, as if he too felt some need deep within at the idea of making a baby together. She abandoned her plans to take seeds that night to prevent pregnancy, thinking of Matthew Bohun, the man of her dreams, fathering her baby.

“Give,” she cried, her body rocking in his lap as he filled her relentlessly with his enormous cock.

“Fuck, Soph, you take me so well,” he said, his fingers sliding over that little bump that strained to meet them.

And then she broke with spectacular force, her legs rigid and her internal organs feeling wrung like the wash, as that shaft took her most insistently, pummeling and pressing until her bladder felt like it might burst.

“Yes, yes, give me your womb,” he growled, grinding deep.

With a grunt, Sophia gushed from some place within, her body pushing everything to the surface from the force of her paroxysm. On and on, she rode the waves of pleasure, that giant hand stroking her.

“Coming inside,” he grunted, and she felt him spew within her at the very entrance of her womb where he claimed to want his babies to grow. She looked down at his emerging and retreating shaft, now graced with milky seed, most of which remained inside of her.

And then she felt something hit her belly as a flash went off. The two other bucks were stroking their cocks as jets of their seed painted her body before the camera. It was enough to make her tremors begin again, and she could only wail with pleasure as the photographer captured her thorough use by the Bucks.

Sophia was wet all over, slippery with seed, and her womb was currently being invaded by spend vying for the chance to be the Peverel heir. But could the child actually inherit if she lived in her village cottage on the income from the converted dowry? Surely it would require something more legal?

“Shh,” said Matt, holding her tight although other men’s spend covered her body. “We’ll sort everything out later. Today, just enjoy your ruination.”

He’s right, damn him, she thought as she settled back into her lover’s powerful arms and enjoyed the feeling of his softening cock within her slippery channel. She’d solve all the problems another day. For now, she was going to enjoy the warmth of his skin against hers.


Chapter 11


Three days later

Matt had kept his counsel in the carriage on the ride home from the Forest. He’d dropped a kiss on Sophia’s cheek each morning at breakfast, but otherwise didn’t presume to trouble her. And on the way to her solicitor’s office this morning, he’d been silent to prevent himself from saying something that might sway her. She needed to do this — to see this plan through — and he would just have to wait to say his piece.

When she stepped back into the carriage, Matt grasped Sophia’s hand and brought her to his lap.

“What’s that for?” she asked shyly, finally meeting his eyes when he gazed at her.

“Is it done?” he asked, needing to hear confirmation that he could proceed with his plans.

Sophia nodded, a blush on her cheeks and a smile playing at her lips. “The solicitor agreed to convert my dowry to an annuity. The mere threat of the photographs was enough to convince him.”

He thanked the heavens and drew his darling girl closer. “And when shall the conversion be done?”

“He promised it would be complete by next week. You see, I’m about to be a very influential and wealthy client, so he would like for me to remain happy with the firm.”

Relief and emotion overpowered him, and his hand slipped from Sophia’s waist because his muscles relaxed so suddenly.

“Are you well?” she asked.

“No, I’m not, Sophia.”

Her eyes widened at his stern tone. They searched his waistcoat as if looking for the beau who had been there a moment before.

“I’m not ready for this to be over,” he said, pulling her close, potentially letting her feel how his heart thumped within that fine tailoring.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Well, that’s good.”

“Why’s that?” he asked, bringing a hand to her hair and stroking the places her hat did not cover. He’d take her to the finest milliners. His wife would have only the best.

“Well, I have some photographs of a most sensitive nature,” she whispered, placing her hand over his awakened cock. She didn’t mean…

Matt nodded, eager to hear the rest. He put his hand over the ring he’d been carrying in his pocket that morning, retrieved from a deposit box, checking it hadn’t shifted during the twenty minutes he’d sat still in the coach.

“I’m going to need to store them somewhere safe. A metal strongbox, for example.”

“I have one.”

“Yes, I’m aware. I was wondering if you might consent to hold them for me.”

“It might prove awkward for me to store photographs for you while you live elsewhere,” he said faintly.

“I thought of that, too. There’s no way around it.”

Was she saying what he hoped she was saying? Could it be?

“I’ll just have to live with you, I suppose,” she said, her face giving away nothing.

“I’m not sure that it’s the done thing, even in 1881, for an unrelated man and woman to live together. For more than a chaperoned Season or visit, you know.” Ha, rich talk for a man who recently considered keeping her as a mistress in his house.

“You bring up a good point,” she said, her expression unchanging.

Was she about to offer for him? Could it be? He didn’t know if his pride could bear being proposed to by his girl, but his heart couldn’t stop racing at the prospect of her sharing his feelings.

“There’s nothing for it, then,” she said resignedly. “I’ll have to ask you—”

“Yes?”

“For a recommendation on where to buy a metal strongbox,” she finished.

He stared at Sophia, his mouth almost certainly unhinged, as he struggled to understand this reversal of fortune.

And then she laughed. Her lovely, dear face broke into the most delightful laughter and he, too, despite his bewilderment, joined in.

She pulled an envelope from within her coat. “I’ll entrust these to you,” she said.

“Even though they will stay at my house?”

“Yes, but I’m not concerned,” she said, leaning in for a kiss. He captured her lips and only broke away to ask a question he couldn’t shake.

“And why aren’t you concerned?”

“Because I’ll be there, too, won’t I?” she replied, her hand moving over his straining cock knowingly.

“I suppose you’ll have to be,” he said, slipping the ring from his pocket.

“I’m not ready for this to be over either,” she said, her eyes brimming with tears.

The relief that she shared his feelings was instantaneous. He surreptitiously slipped that ring on the finger currently stroking over the ridge of his cockhead and then took her face into his hands.

“Shall we go home?” he asked, nodding to the ring. She spotted the Peverel emerald sitting atop her finger.

She nodded as if in a daze; her smile growing with each turn of those carriage wheels towards their townhouse. “Yes, let’s return to our home.”

THE END

***

Next in the A Few Good Bucks series

The Viscount’s Last Vow: Short and Spicy Second Chance Victorian Romance

She broke his heart to save him. Now he’s the only man who can rescue her.

Years ago, Letitia Delemere walked away from Anthony Paschal-Lamb, Viscount Corbet, with cruel words on her lips and love still burning in her heart. What he never knew: his father forced her hand. What she never guessed: Anthony would never forgive — or forget.

Now she’s trapped in the clutches of a vicious protector and paraded before the debauched Grand Bucks. Anthony’s disgust ignites into fury when he learns what she’s endured. Stealing her from the Forest is simple. Healing the wounds of lies, shame, and forbidden longing will take far more.

In Anthony’s townhouse, masks fall, secrets surface, and long-buried passions flare. But so do dangerous new desires. Desires neither of them dare confess.

The Viscount’s Last Vow is a standalone, 15,000-word scorching Victorian romance featuring a fallen courtesan, a brooding viscount with a taste for surrender, masked-society intrigue, and a reunion years in the making.

Coming 3 October 2025 to eBook and Kindle Unlimited: elizabethroubaix.com/GB4
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Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance

A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

Lord Banastre “Bonnie” Lascelles was enjoying some company at the bawdy house when the night watch showed up for a raid. What’s a chaotic aristocrat to do when he’s in deep trouble with the law? Run to Molly Trenchard, known as the Buckskin Breechess, and claim the whole thing was a misunderstanding.

When Molly demands Bonnie’s help with a small problem of her own, they discover just how much fun trying to make an heir can be. With the deadline looming, they call in stud Lord Edward Richard Stone, to double their efforts.

But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling
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His Duchess’s Lovers: The Complete 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?

The His Duchess’s Lovers: The Complete Series special 6-book bundle includes:

Prepared for Her Pleasure
Trained by Her Husband’s Best Friend
Taken by Her Groveling Husband
Shared by the Grand Bucks
Filled by the Stud
The Widower and the Wet Nurse
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Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle
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The Mogul and the Maid: Short and Spicy Secret Pregnancy Victorian Romance (A Few Good Bucks Book 1)

Their hallway tryst ended in heartache. She wants revenge — he’s desperate for another taste.

Lucy Makeblythe has spent months trying to forget the night rich, reckless, and ruinously charming Adam Chevestrer took her innocence in a ducal corridor…and vanished before she could catch her breath.

Now he’s back, offering everything from fine gowns to heartfelt apologies. But Lucy wants something more: a night at the Forest, where the masked, dominant Grand Bucks worship one woman with their mouths, hands, and bodies. And Adam? He’ll be watching. Restrained. Helpless. Desperate.

What he doesn’t know is that Lucy’s carrying more than a grudge. Their first encounter left her filled with a secret he’ll never forget — if she ever tells him.

The Mogul and the Maid is a standalone, 15,000-word super spicy Victorian romance featuring a clever heroine, a repentant rake, public restraint, and a HEA that’s both scandalous and satisfying.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/GB1
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