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				Prologue
			

			
				 
			

			
				Lord Henry Ashford collapsed back onto the bed, panting hard with exertion. His companion, covered in a thin film of sweat, lay down next to him, wrapping her arm around him. She was a beautiful woman of oriental origin, with short, cropped black hair and small, shapely breasts. He had paid double for the exotic beauty, but it had been well worth it. Her skills had been quite phenomenal.
			

			
				“Thank you, m’lord,” she whispered in his ear, “Your cock is so big, I believe I will be quite sore tomorrow and shall need to ask the Madam for a day off.”
			

			
				Henry smiled. The whores always said things like that; he was sure she’d be fucking another patron in an hour without any problems. Still, it was all part of the experience to indulge in the fantasy.
			

			
				Her hand slowly moved down his body, stroking him gently. Her lips moved to his neck, her soft kisses making him stir again already. He felt himself stiffen as her hand wrapped around his member.
			

			
				“Mmm,” she breathed, “Does m’lord want to take me again already?”
			

			
				He did, but glancing at the clock on the mantelpiece, he let out a groan of disappointment. “Unfortunately, I am already late for a prior engagement,” he said with a sigh, “I have agreed to attend a poetry reading.”
			

			
				But the girl wasn’t listening, she was already kissing his chest, moving downwards until her lips wrapped around his now fully hard member. Closing his eyes, he leaned back and felt the pleasure flood throughout his body.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the drawing room, the candlelight flickered, casting a warm glow over the elegant gathering. The air was filled with the sound of laughter and the soft music of a string quartet. 
			

			
				The soirée was hosted by Mr. Edmund Carter, a renowned poet whose verses had recently captured the hearts and minds of many in society. Edmund was known for his wit and charm, and tonight his home was filled with the most important gentlemen and ladies in London. 
			

			
				The last to arrive, Lord Henry Ashford, entered the room, his presence attracting the attention of most of the eligible young ladies. Tall and striking, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes, he cut a dashing figure in his finely tailored waistcoat and breeches.
			

			
				As Henry surveyed the room, he nodded to the groups of beautiful young ladies, treating each to his relaxed smile. He made his way through the room, exchanging pleasantries with acquaintances. He was a popular figure in London society, and everyone wanted to converse with him.
			

			
				After a while, he found himself near a group of young women, their laughter bright and inviting. Among them, Miss Isabella Davenport stood out. He had been introduced to her once before and had been quite taken with her on that occasion, too. Her long, dark hair framed her delicate features, and her eyes sparkled with mischief. Her body was slight, but with ample breasts presented for display by the corset in her dress.
			

			
				"Good evening, ladies," Henry said. "I trust you are enjoying Mr. Carter's hospitality?"
			

			
				Isabella curtsied gracefully, her eyes meeting his with a playful glint. "Indeed, my lord. Mr. Carter is a most generous host."
			

			
				"And what of his poetry?" Henry inquired. "Do you find it as delightful as his soirées?"
			

			
				Isabella smiled, "His poetry is quite... evocative, my lord. Some might say that it is unsuitable for an unmarried lady like myself, but… it stirs the imagination with its daring."
			

			
				Henry raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her choice of words. "Evocative, you say? I must confess, I have not yet had the pleasure of hearing his latest work. Perhaps you could enlighten me on its finer points?"
			

			
				Isabella’s smile widened. "I would be delighted, my lord. But first, might I introduce my friends? This is Miss Charlotte Fairchild and Miss Emily Hargrave."
			

			
				The two young ladies curtsied, their cheeks flushed with the excitement of the evening. James bowed, his eyes twinkling with charm. "A pleasure, Miss Fairchild, Miss Hargrave. I trust you are also admirers of Mr. Carter's verse?"
			

			
				Charlotte, a petite blonde with a quiet voice, nodded eagerly. "Oh yes, my lord. His words are simply enchanting. But I think Isabella is reading too much into it; she has always had a wicked mind."
			

			
				“Charlotte,” scolded Isabella, blushing prettily, “Lord Ashford doesn’t want your opinion on the wickedness of my mind.”
			

			
				On the contrary, Henry was considerably intrigued by the wickedness of her mind and decided that it was time he got to know Isabella a little better.
			

			
				Their conversation was interrupted by the arrival of Mr. Edmund Carter himself. He approached with a broad smile, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "Ah, Lord Ashford! I see you have found the finest company this evening."
			

			
				Henry bowed slightly. "Indeed, Mr. Carter. Your guests are as delightful as your verses."
			

			
				Edmund chuckled. "High praise, my lord, and please call me Edmund. I trust you will indulge us with your company for the remainder of the evening?"
			

			
				"With such enchanting companions, how could I resist?" Henry replied, glancing at Isabella, whose cheeks flushed slightly under his gaze.
			

			
				Later, the gentlemen retired to the smoking room and Henry found himself once again conversing with Edmund as they reclined comfortably in the plush leather chairs. The air was thick with the scent of tobacco and the soft glow of lamplight casting a warm hue across the room.
			

			
				"Tell me, Henry," Edmund began, his tone light but curious, "do you have any plans to take a wife soon? There are many beautiful young women here tonight. If any have attracted your attention, I could facilitate a more formal introduction."
			

			
				Henry chuckled, swirling his iced whisky thoughtfully. "Not anytime soon, I'm afraid. Marriage would curtail some of my... activities, shall we say?"
			

			
				Edmund raised an eyebrow, a knowing smile playing on his lips. "Ah, I see. You prefer the company of the fairer sex without the constraints of matrimony?"
			

			
				Henry nodded, a mischievous glint in his eye. "Indeed, Edmund. There is a certain freedom in such arrangements, wouldn't you agree?"
			

			
				Edmund chuckled. "I must confess, I find such pursuits rather exhilarating myself, although I enjoy the company of men and women both. May I ask where you indulge yourself in such activities?” 
			

			
				“Well, I am known to a number of ladies around the town, but I also enjoy a visit to the establishments around Covent Garden. Mrs Hughes’s and The King’s Place are two of my particular favourites.”
			

			
				“Ah, I know them both well,” smiled Edmund, “The King’s Place especially has an excellent selection of girls from every corner of the world. Had I known you were a gentleman of such refined tastes, I would have invited you to my artist studio before now. What say you come by tomorrow evening? I have a feeling that you’ll find it both enlightening and entertaining."
			

			
				This did indeed sound intriguing. “An artist studio?” he enquired, “But alas, I am no artist myself.”
			

			
				Edmund leaned back, his eyes twinkling with mischief as he regarded Henry. "Surely we are all artists in different ways," he continued. "Art isn't confined to poetry or painting, my dear Henry, it can be found in the way we derive pleasure, in the passions we pursue. Every encounter, every touch, every whisper can be a brushstroke on the canvas of our lives."
			

			
				Henry took a sip of his whisky as he considered this. "A rather poetic way to describe it, Edmund. You make it sound as though pleasure itself is an art form."
			

			
				"Indeed, it is," Edmund replied, "In my studio, I explore all forms of art, including the art of pleasure. It is a place where one can indulge in one’s desires without the constraints of societal expectations. A sanctuary for those who seek to experience life in its most vivid colours."
			

			
				Henry raised an eyebrow, "And what sort of... experiences might one encounter in such a place?"
			

			
				Edmund smiled. "Ah, the possibilities are endless, my friend. There are evenings of poetry and music. And then, there are nights of more... intimate encounters, where one can explore their deepest desires with like-minded individuals."
			

			
				Henry felt a thrill of excitement at the thought. "You have certainly captured my interest, Edmund. I believe I shall accept your invitation."
			

			
				"Splendid," Edmund said, raising his glass in a toast. "To art, in all its forms, and to the pursuit of pleasure."
			

			
				They clinked glasses, the sound resonating through the room.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, sunlight streamed through the window of the breakfast room as Henry sipped his tea and tucked into his breakfast of freshly baked bread, boiled eggs and cold meats. One of the servants hovered nearby. She was a pretty girl, and heavily pregnant, her hand moving to the swell of her belly as she felt the baby kicking inside her.
			

			
				Henry considered the girl. He’d fucked her before, of course, many times. There was even the possibility that it was his bastard in there. But the chance was small; he knew that she was a wanton slut and had been taken by most of the stable hands and coachmen. He’d come across her himself, rutting like an animal in the stables a couple of times. It was no surprise that she was now with child.
			

			
				“Would m’lord like some fruit?” she asked, in her thick common accent. He remembered how much he had enjoyed fucking her, although he hadn’t had the pleasure for some time. Certainly not since she was so obviously pregnant.
			

			
				 “No, thank you, Molly,” he replied, wiping his mouth on a napkin, “But there is perhaps something else you could help me with.”
			

			
				A mischievous glint appeared in Molly’s eyes, as if she suspected what he had in mind, “And what is that, m’lord?”
			

			
				“Does your present condition preclude you from enjoying the pleasures of the bedroom?” he asked.
			

			
				“Not at all, m’lord, quite the opposite in point of fact, if I can speak honest like. My present condition is makin’ me desire the pleasures of the flesh even more than usual.”
			

			
				“Splendid,” replied Henry, “Then you would consent to joining me in my bedchamber?”
			

			
				“I would like that very much,” she said, smiling at him.
			

			
				Ten minutes later, he found himself in his bedchamber, removing her servant’s shift. The garment fell away, revealing Molly’s naked body bathed in the soft morning light. Her skin glowed, the gentle curves of her heavily pregnant belly drawing Henry’s eyes. 
			

			
				Molly’s breasts were much fuller than he remembered, bordering on enormous. Her nipples were now darker and more pronounced, covering a significant portion of her breasts as they stood out against the pale expanse of her chest. Her belly was round and firm and a faint line ran from her navel to her pubic bone. Beneath her belly, an untamed thicket of curly black hair awaited him.
			

			
				Henry reached out, his hand gently stroking her swollen belly and tracing the line down the middle with fascination. Molly gasped softly at his touch, her eyes meeting his with the hunger of desire. He could feel the baby kicking against his palm, a strange yet intriguing sensation.
			

			
				“Beautiful,” he murmured. “The pregnancy truly suits you, Molly.”
			

			
				She blushed, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink. “Thank you, m’lord,” she whispered, her own hands moving to caress her large belly.
			

			
				Henry’s hands roamed her body, tracing the curves. He moved beside her, kissing her neck. His hands slid lower, caressing her thighs before parting them gently and exposing her intimate areas. Her lower lips were already swollen and glistening with wetness. Molly moaned softly as his fingers moved between her thick hair and touched her wet opening, her body responding eagerly to his touch. 
			

			
				Slipping his fingers easily inside her, he began to massage her cunt. She moaned in pleasure, arching her back. Her hand went instinctively to his hard cock, squeezing it through his breeches. 
			

			
				Henry's touch grew more insistent, his fingers moving deeper inside her, exploring her depths. Molly's breathing quickened, her body rocking against his hand, craving more. She tugged at his clothing, her fingers deftly undoing the buttons until his cock sprang free, hard and eager.
			

			
				Henry needed her now, but he wondered how he could mount her with the swell of her belly. “I think it would be easier if you should ride me,” he said.
			

			
				Molly smiled, "As you wish, m'lord," she replied. She climbed onto the bed and straddled him, her pregnant belly swelling towards him. Her fingers guided his hard cock to her entrance, and she slowly lowered herself onto him, taking him in, inch by inch.
			

			
				The sensation was wonderful. Henry moaned as her wet cunt enveloped him, his hands moving to her wide hips to steady her. Molly began to move, her rhythm slow and deliberate at first, her swollen breasts swaying with each motion. 
			

			
				Her belly brushed against his chest as she rode him and Henry's hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts, tweaking her dark, swollen nipples. Molly gasped, her movements becoming more urgent, more desperate. She rode him with increasing fervour and her pace quickened, taking him deeper with each thrust. 
			

			
				Molly's moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared her climax. "Oh, m'lord," she cried. "I'm so close."
			

			
				With a final, powerful thrust, Molly cried out, her body shuddering as her climax washed over her. Her cunt tightened around his cock, the sensation pushing Henry over the edge. He groaned, his release pulsing inside her, filling her with his seed.
			

			
				They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies entwined, their breathing heavy. Henry smiled up at her, "You are truly beautiful in your present condition, Molly," he murmured. "Thank you for indulging me."
			

			
				She smiled back at him, her eyes shining. "The pleasure was all mine, m'lord," she replied, “You can take me whenevers you please.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, Henry took a carriage to Edmund's artist studio in a more industrial part of London. The studio was a suite of interconnected rooms, dimly lit by the warm, flickering glow of candlelight. The air was filled with the soft murmur of cultured voices and the gentle strains of a harp being played somewhere in the distance.
			

			
				As Henry entered, a servant took his greatcoat and he was greeted by a scene of decadence. The rooms were filled with laughing, beautiful people, attired in elegant finery. He recognised some actors from the theatre, their faces familiar from countless performances, as well as musicians and a few other well-known and eligible young lords.
			

			
				Edmund approached with a welcoming smile, "Welcome, Henry. I trust you find the atmosphere to your liking?"
			

			
				Henry nodded, taking in the sumptuous surroundings. "It's quite remarkable, Edmund. I had no idea such a place existed."
			

			
				"Come, let me show you around," Edmund said, leading him through the rooms. They passed a servant, provocatively dressed as if she was a burlesque dancer. Edmund lifted a glass of champagne from the tray she was carrying and passed it to Henry.
			

			
				They moved through a series of elegantly decorated spaces. There were plush chaise lounges draped in rich fabrics, tables laden with wine and food and discreet alcoves that offered a sense of privacy. 
			

			
				In one of the larger rooms, a group of artists was gathered around a raised platform. On the platform, five beautiful naked women posed gracefully, their bodies illuminated by the soft candlelight as the artists captured the scene on their canvases.
			

			
				Henry paused, captivated by the sight. "An exquisite display, is it not?" Edmund said. "The female nude, since ancient times, has been a celebration of art and beauty in its purest form.”
			

			
				“It makes me want to take up the brush myself,” said Henry with a smirk.
			

			
				One of the naked women in particular caught his eye. She was older, at least thirty, and curvier than the others, with large hanging breasts, a small swell of a stomach, wide hips and a full bottom. Her long ginger hair framed her face, a mischievous glint in her eyes. She was reclining on a chaise longue and her legs were spread open, revealing her pink lower lips framed by a bright orange thatch of hair.
			

			
				“Who is that lady on the chaise longue?” asked Henry.
			

			
				“That’s no lady,” laughed Edmund, “She is a whore. And a good one at that. I will introduce you afterwards, she has been hired for the whole evening. Remember what I said, Henry. Art is about exploration and expression. Do not hesitate to indulge your desires here.”
			

			
				They retired to the drawing room, where Henry enjoyed some stimulating conversation with the other guests. After a while, he noticed the models enter the room, now wrapped in silk dressing gowns. The one that he had taken a liking to hadn’t even closed the dressing gown fully, and he could see the ginger hair between her legs.
			

			
				True to his word, Edmund introduced them. The whore was called Sarah, and she looked up at him demurely through her eyelashes.
			

			
				“I saw m’lord looking at me,” she said with a smile.
			

			
				“I cannot deny it,” responded Henry, “out of all of those present, your naked form was the most beautiful. You are like a Renaissance painting come to life.”
			

			
				“You flatter me, m’lord,” she answered, placing a hand on his arm, “If you like, we can find somewhere more private so you can look upon me at your leisure.”
			

			
				“There are rooms out the back designed for such a purpose,” encouraged Edmund.
			

			
				“Will you join us too, Mr Carter?” Sarah asked Edmund.
			

			
				“Thank you, but not this time,” he replied, “There is a particular gentleman that is only in town this one night that I wish to reacquaint myself with.”
			

			
				Sarah curtsied to excuse herself from the host, and she led the way as Henry and she headed to the rear of the room and through a curtain. They found themselves in a long corridor with a number of rooms on either side. Some of the doors were closed, and the sounds of moaning and panting drifted through.
			

			
				But a few of the doors were open, and glancing through, Henry saw couples and groups in various states of undress, joining in carnal desire. By the time they found an empty room for themselves, his cock was fully hard.
			

			
				On the bed, Sarah slowly unlaced the fastenings on his breeches, until they dropped to the floor and his throbbing erection was freed. But she didn’t touch him. Instead, she slipped off her dressing gown and reclined on the bed.
			

			
				“As you enjoyed looking at me so much, m’lord, perhaps you desire to watch me again,” she purred.
			

			
				Opening her legs wide, she slid her hand between her thighs. He could see her large, pink lips and wet folds framed by her ginger hair as she parted herself and showed him her inner depths. Circling her fingers, she let out a loud moan of pleasure. Henry found his own hand holding his shaft, stroking it as he watched the sensual display.
			

			
				Sarah's movements became more deliberate, her fingers sliding in and out of her wetness, her moans growing louder with each stroke. Henry's breath quickened as he watched, his hand following her rhythm. The room filled with the sounds of their mutual pleasure.
			

			
				"Do you enjoy watching, m'lord?" Sarah asked.
			

			
				"Immensely," Henry replied, his eyes locked on her every movement.
			

			
				Sarah’s smile widened, and she increased the speed of her fingers, her moans growing louder and more urgent. She threw her head back, her body arching with pleasure as she worked herself closer to climax. Henry’s hand moved faster on his cock, his eyes never leaving the sight of her fingers plunging in and out of her wetness.
			

			
				Her large breasts, flushed and freckled, bounced with each movement. The pink of her nipples stood out against her pale skin, surrounded by a sprinkling of freckles that extended down her chest and arms. Her underarm hair, a vivid ginger that matched her wild, curly hair, glistened with sweat.
			

			
				“Yes, that’s it,” Henry murmured. “Let me see you climax.”
			

			
				Sarah’s moans turned to cries, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Her body trembled, her thighs shaking as she pushed herself over the edge. With a loud, shuddering cry, she climaxed, her fingers still inside her as waves of pleasure crashed over her.
			

			
				When Sarah’s climax subsided, she opened her eyes, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Now, m’lord,” she purred, “I believe it’s your turn.”
			

			
				Henry moved to the bed, positioning himself between her legs. He kissed her deeply, his hands exploring her body, feeling the soft curves and the heat emanating from her core. Sarah guided him to her cunt, and with a slow, deliberate thrust, he entered her. He began to fuck her, even as her hungry tongue explored his mouth and her fingers dug into his back.
			

			
				“Harder, m’lord,” she gasped. “Take me harder.”
			

			
				Henry obliged, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more powerful. It felt like he was so deep inside her. The bed creaked beneath them, their bodies slick with sweat. Sarah’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared her second climax.
			

			
				Henry felt his own release building, the pressure mounting with each thrust. But Sarah seemed close again, too. “Come for me, Sarah,” he urged. “Let me feel you.”
			

			
				With a final, powerful thrust, Sarah cried out again, her body shuddering as her climax washed over her. Her cunt tightened around his cock, almost bringing him to his own release. He had to pause to allow the sensations to dissipate.
			

			
				Henry withdrew and rolled her over so she was lying face down on the bed. Opening her legs, he entered her from behind, fucking her hard again. She moaned into the cushions with every thrust. When she came a third time, the sensation pushed Henry over the edge. He groaned, his release pulsing inside her, flooding her insides. And when he withdrew, he watched as his seed spilled out of her onto the bed.
			

			
				They lay together for a moment, their bodies entwined, their breathing heavy. Henry smiled down at her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Thank you, Sarah, that was perfect,” he murmured.
			

			
				She smiled back at him. “The pleasure was all mine, m’lord,” she replied.
			

			
				The rest of the evening passed in a blur. Twice more, Henry took different girls to the private rooms and he witnessed many more couplings. As dawn finally arrived, casting its weak light over London, an exhausted Henry boarded his carriage and told the driver to take him home.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				A week later, Henry was attending a society fayre in the grounds of the family home of Lord Mountbatton. It was a merry affair, with food and games available for the landed gentry. Henry was watching a game of croquet while drinking a glass of wine when he spotted Miss Isabella Davenport with a couple of friends.
			

			
				“Excuse me,” he said to the elderly Lord who had been boring him about the state of the roads for the last ten minutes, “There is someone I must speak to.”
			

			
				He approached the three ladies and gave them a deep bow. “My ladies, how lovely to see you again.”
			

			
				“Lord Ashford,” replied Isabella, “I had been hoping I’d see you here.”
			

			
				“Miss Isabella, could I presume upon you to walk with me?” he asked.
			

			
				“It would be my pleasure,” Isabella replied, before turning to her companions, “Please excuse me, ladies.”
			

			
				They began to walk slowly around the lake, with Isabella taking Henry’s arm. Isabella’s chaperone followed at a safe distance. Henry admired the serene beauty of the surroundings, the gentle rustle of leaves mingling with the distant laughter of the fayre's attendees. 
			

			
				"I trust you've been well since our last encounter," Henry remarked, glancing at Isabella.
			

			
				"Yes, quite well indeed," Isabella replied with a gracious smile. "And yourself, Lord Ashford?"
			

			
				"Please, call me Henry, and yes, I am much improved now that I find myself in such delightful company," Henry replied, returning her smile with a charming grin.
			

			
				"You are too kind, my lord,” she said. They continued to walk, their conversation flowing effortlessly from one topic to the next.
			

			
				Suddenly, Isabella's expression shifted, a curious glint entering her eyes. "Lord Ashford… Henry," she began tentatively, "Mr. Carter mentioned in passing that you had visited his artist studio."
			

			
				Henry's heart skipped a beat, his mind racing to decipher Isabella's intentions. "Ah, yes, I did pay Mr. Carter a visit," he admitted. "An intriguing establishment, to say the least."
			

			
				Isabella nodded, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "I've heard it's a place where one can indulge in... unconventional pursuits."
			

			
				Henry chuckled nervously, unsure of how much Isabella truly knew about the activities that transpired at the studio. "Indeed, it offers a unique blend of artistic expression and... pleasure," he replied, carefully choosing his words.
			

			
				“Ah, pleasure is something that I have a keen interest in myself,” said Isabella, “I hope to one day visit Mr Carter’s studio myself, although alas, it would not be seemly for an unmarried lady such as myself to be seen there.”
			

			
				They had reached an area of the lake where a swan had built a nest, and they watched with fascination as the cygnets took awkwardly to the water. “Can I be frank with you, Henry?” she asked suddenly.
			

			
				“Of course,” he replied.
			

			
				“I am not the shy and innocent lady that society takes me for. I have… had my share of pleasure already,” she glanced up at him coyly before continuing, “I know that you are not looking for a wife, and yet still I wonder if we might indulge in some… pleasure, when no one is looking.”
			

			
				Henry felt his heart pounding in his chest, along with a stirring in his breeches. “My lady, that is intriguing, but I wouldn’t want to be responsible for causing a scandal on your good name.”
			

			
				“Indeed, we would need to be discreet, but believe me, this wouldn’t be my first such adventure,” she said with a smirk.
			

			
				They continued walking around the lake. “Why, just last week,” she continued, “I was having a riding lesson when my horse went entirely out of control, bolting into a gallop and taking me deep into the woods.”
			

			
				“My goodness,” said Henry, “Are you okay?”
			

			
				“Oh, quite,” she laughed, “By prior agreement, my riding instructor was in close pursuit. Sadly, my chaperone could not keep up on her small pony.”
			

			
				Henry was shocked at where this story was going. She continued, “When we were fully lost in the woods, I finally got my horse under control. We dismounted and there was no one else around. My instructor pulled down my riding breeches and undergarments and pushed me roughly up against a tree.”
			

			
				Henry felt his heart suddenly racing in his chest as she revealed the shocking story, something he had never expected to hear from an unmarried society lady. She continued, “His member was already erect and he thrust it into my cunt, making me cry out in pleasure.”
			

			
				He could hardly believe he was hearing such language from a high-born lady. His own cock was throbbing now, and he hoped it was not producing too obvious a bulge as they continued their slow parade.
			

			
				“He thrust inside me, over and over, until an intense climax overwhelmed me and I fell to the floor,” she continued, gripping his arm tightly. “I knelt before him, and he pushed his hard member into my mouth. He didn’t relent in his passions as he fucked my mouth until his seed filled it.” By the time she had finished recounting the story, she was flushed and breathing heavily.
			

			
				“My lady, I am at a loss for words,” said Henry, shocked but also immensely aroused.
			

			
				“And that was hardly my first time with a man,” she announced boldly, “Also, you should know that every night, one or more of my handmaidens or lady companions share a bed with me. Innocent as such behaviour may seem, the things we do by candlelight are far from innocent. Each of them knows how to bring me to climax many times in one evening.”
			

			
				Henry’s cock was absolutely throbbing now at the thought, her hand stroking his arm sensually as they walked ten yards in front of her chaperone. He looked down at her, appreciating just how stunningly beautiful she was. How could such a beautiful and innocent-looking young lady be so bold in her pursuit of pleasure?
			

			
				“So I have a feeling you and I may be of a mind in this matter,” she continued, “Perhaps now you could share some details of the goings-on at the artist studio? Something salacious that I can think of when I touch myself at night?”
			

			
				Throwing caution to the wind, Henry told her of the naked models and how he had bedded one of them. Then he told her of the other couplings he had witnessed through open doors, including those involving groups of three and four. She listened excitedly to his every word, her breath coming fast and her face flushed. 
			

			
				When he had finished, she squeezed his arm tightly, “I wish I could have been there, the thought of that has made me very aroused, my lord,” she said. “Which leads me on to the main reason I wished to speak to you today. Next week, my parents are having a ball at our house, and I have made sure that you have been added to the guest list. I am hoping that an opportunity will arise for us to slip away somewhere private. Will you do me the honour of attending?”
			

			
				They paused and turned to face each other. The chaperone hovered nervously just out of earshot. “My lady, I can scarcely wait,” said Henry, his throat hoarse.
			

			
				“Neither can I,” she said sweetly, shocking him again by saying, “I am quite wet at the thought of it.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				As soon as he could excuse himself from the fayre, Henry made his way across town to Covent Garden. Entering Mrs Hughes’s, the Madam herself was there to greet him. She was a buxom lady of at least fifty years, well fed and with the most enormous bosom.
			

			
				“My Lord,” she greeted him, handing him a glass of wine, “Wonderful to have your patronage again so soon.”
			

			
				“The pleasure is mine, Mrs Hughes,” he replied, taking a sip of the excellent wine.
			

			
				“Is there something in particular you are looking for this afternoon?” she asked. “I have two new girls from Africa, their skin is as black as ebony.”
			

			
				“That sounds intriguing, Mrs Hughes,” he replied, thinking only of Isabella, “But today I have a mind to be with an English girl. Do you have any that resemble high-born ladies, perhaps they are slight, but with an ample chest, and long dark hair?”
			

			
				“I have just the girl,” she replied, then raising her voice, she called out to the back room, “Maggie, send through Ellie, there is a gentleman that wishes to behold her.”
			

			
				Soon, Ellie entered. She could indeed have passed for a high-born girl, with high cheekbones and a shy countenance. Her dark hair cascaded down her back in loose curls, and her figure was both slight and voluptuous, with a generous bosom that strained against the fabric of her simple dress.
			

			
				Henry's heart pounded as he studied her, but his thoughts were not on Ellie. Instead, he pictured Isabella, imagining her in the same setting. He saw her eyes sparkling with mischief, her lips curving into that familiar, teasing smile. The image was so vivid that he almost felt her presence beside him.
			

			
				“Ellie, my dear,” Mrs Hughes said, “This is Lord Ashford. He wishes to spend some time with you.”
			

			
				Ellie curtsied demurely, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink. “It’s an honour, my lord,” she said softly.
			

			
				She led them to one of the bedrooms, where the air was thick with incense. Ellie moved gracefully to the centre of the room, turning to face Henry with an expectant look.
			

			
				“Would you like some more wine, my lord?” Ellie asked.
			

			
				“No, thank you,” Henry replied, setting his glass aside. He took a step closer, his eyes drinking in her features. As he reached out to touch her, he couldn't help but see Isabella’s face overlaying Ellie’s. 
			

			
				Ellie unlaced her bodice, freeing her large, pale breasts. She moved closer, her bare skin brushing against his. She reached for his breeches, and he let out a soft sigh, closing his eyes. For a moment, he allowed himself to pretend it was Isabella’s hands on him, Isabella’s breath against his skin.
			

			
				“Is there something specific you desire, my lord?” Ellie asked.
			

			
				“Yes,” he replied, stroking her face, “I want to take you from behind.”
			

			
				Ellie nodded, turning around and positioning herself on all fours, lifting her skirts to reveal that she wasn’t wearing any undergarments. She arched her back, presenting herself to him. Henry's hands gripped her ass, spreading her wide, his mind imagining it was Isabella in the same position. 
			

			
				He closed his eyes, letting the fantasy take over as he guided himself into her, the heat and tightness enveloping him. Ellie gasped softly, pushing back against him, her body eager and receptive. He started to move, slowly at first, but gathering pace until he was fucking her hard.
			

			
				Ellie’s own sounds of pleasure filled the room, her soft gasps and moans spurring him on. He leaned forward, his chest brushing against her back, his breath hot against her ear. “Isabella,” he whispered, lost in the fantasy.
			

			
				His pleasure built steadily, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more demanding. He was driven by the need to reach that peak, to lose himself entirely in the sensation. Finally, he felt the release building within him, a powerful surge that overtook his senses. With a final, deep thrust, he climaxed, filling her insides with his release.
			

			
				As he came back to himself, he pulled out and collapsed beside Ellie, his breathing heavy. He opened his eyes and saw her lying there, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She turned to look at him, a faint smile on her lips.
			

			
				“Did I please you, my lord?” she asked softly.
			

			
				Henry nodded, but his thoughts were still with Isabella. “Yes, Ellie, you were wonderful.”
			

			
				She smiled, moving to rest her head on his chest. “Whoever Isabella is, she is a very lucky lady,” she whispered.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				Henry could hardly sleep for the next few nights, thinking about Isabella. He decided to make a visit to Edmund’s artist studio to take his mind off things and hopefully relieve the tension he felt within himself.
			

			
				That evening, he took a carriage across town, and with a thrill of excitement, he arrived at the artist's studio for the second time. The platform, which had provided the naked models, was empty and he found most of the guests in the opulent drawing room. 
			

			
				In a corner, a beautiful woman was playing the harp, her small breasts exposed to the room. Small groups and couples stood and sat around the room, engaged in quiet conversation. Edmund saw him from across the room and moved to greet him.
			

			
				“Henry! Wonderful to see you again,” he said, welcoming him with a wide smile. “There are some people I want you to meet.” They moved around the room, Edmund introducing Henry to other guests. Servants walked among them with trays of drinks and Henry was soon light-headed with wine.
			

			
				The lady playing the harp finished and stood to bow to the polite applause from the room. “Ah, it’s time for the play,” said Edmund, “Pray, come to the other room and take a seat.”
			

			
				They returned to the room with the raised platform and Henry sat on a sopha, next to an elegantly dressed lady and her partner. “Allow me to introduce myself,” said Henry, “I am Lord Henry Ashford of Mayfair.”
			

			
				“A pleasure to meet you,” said the lady in a strong French accent, “Madame de Albignac, but please, call me Josephine. And this is my husband, Monseigneur Gerald.”
			

			
				“My lady, my lord,” said Henry, bowing his head, “I did not think to find nobility here.”
			

			
				“When we are in England, we always make a discreet visit here,” she began, “And things are not… good for us in France right now, there is too much talk of revolution.” But just then, there was a sudden quiet around the room as the actors entered.
			

			
				There were three in the company, two were tall, muscular men with skin as black as ebony. The third was a woman with pale skin and long flowing blonde hair. They began their performance, a drama that revolved around the woman being unable to choose between her two suitors. It was a well-written piece, and Henry began to enjoy it immensely.
			

			
				The room was packed with guests enjoying the performance, some sat on chairs and sophas around the edge, and others reclining on cushions on the floor. it seemed tha everyone had stopped what they were doing in the other rooms to watch.
			

			
				The play began to get more racy. The woman kissed one of the men passionately before the other one pulled her away, ripping her bodice and revealing her undergarments. The second man started to passionately kiss her, and there was an argument between them. But soon, the disagreement was resolved, and they both began to kiss her neck.
			

			
				Henry’s heart raced as the scene unfolded, the actors' movements fluid and their passion obvious. The atmosphere in the room grew charged, the audience captivated by the raw, sensual energy of the performance.
			

			
				Josephine leaned in closer to Henry, her breath warm against his ear. “Isn’t it magnificent?” she whispered, her eyes sparkling with excitement.
			

			
				Henry nodded, his eyes fixed on the stage. “Indeed, it is. I’ve never seen anything quite like it.”
			

			
				The woman on stage, now in a state of undress as her large breasts hung free, moaned softly as the two men’s hands roamed over her body. The tension between the suitors, once fierce, dissolved into a collaborative exploration of desire. The audience watched in rapt silence, the room thick with anticipation.
			

			
				Henry felt a hand on his thigh and turned to see Josephine's fingers gently resting there, her gaze locked on his. “This place,” she said softly, “is the only place in London where you can see such a play.”
			

			
				Henry swallowed, his throat dry, unable to tear his eyes away from the scene unfolding before him. The play, already teetering on the edge of impropriety, now plunged into uncharted territory. The actors began to undress each other with deliberate slowness.
			

			
				The woman, her pale skin glowing in the candlelight, slipped out of her remaining garments, revealing her slender, naked body. The two men followed suit, their powerful physiques exposed, each muscle defined under the soft light. Henry's breath caught as he took in their impressive members.
			

			
				The room was silent, the audience's attention riveted on the trio. The woman's eyes sparkled with mischief as she knelt between the two men. She reached out, her hands wrapping around their immense, erect shafts.
			

			
				Henry felt a rush of heat in his cheeks as the woman leaned forward, her lips parting to take one of the men into her mouth. Her tongue swirling and teasing as she took him deeper. The man groaned, his hands threading through her hair, guiding her movements.
			

			
				The second man watched, his breathing heavy with anticipation. After a few moments, the woman turned her attention to him, taking his hard cock into her mouth in turn. Her hands worked in tandem, stroking and caressing as she switched between the two, her mouth bringing them both to the edge of pleasure.
			

			
				Henry's heart pounded in his chest, the raw, explicit display both shocking and enthralling. Josephine, her hand still on his thigh, moved it upwards to brush against his hard cock inside his breeches, squeezing gently. Her eyes were locked on the stage, “Do you see, Henry?” she whispered, “Pleasure itself is true art.”
			

			
				Henry nodded, unable to speak, his gaze fixed on the trio as the intensity of their performance escalated. The actors, breathing heavily, shared a look between them before guiding the woman down to a plush arrangement of cushions on the stage. 
			

			
				The woman lay back, her eyes closed, as one of the men positioned himself between her legs. His dark skin contrasted beautifully with her pale body as he entered her with a powerful, deliberate thrust, drawing a loud gasp from her that echoed through the silent room. Henry could see clearly his thick cock stretching her open, her lower lips wrapped tightly around it.
			

			
				The second man knelt beside the woman, his hand stroking her cheek tenderly before leaning down to kiss her deeply, his hand moving to caress her breast as the first man continued his rhythmic thrusts.
			

			
				The audience watched in rapt silence, the only sounds in the room the woman's breathless cries and the steady, primal rhythm of the actors' bodies moving together. Henry found himself entranced by the scene, every detail etched into his mind. The way the woman's back arched with each thrust, the way he stretched her open and the wetness that covered his member when he withdrew it before thrusting it hard inside her again.
			

			
				After several minutes, the first man withdrew, his chest heaving with exertion. The second man took his place. He entered her slowly at first, enjoying the moment, before building to a steady, powerful pace. The woman's moans grew louder, her hands clutching at the cushions beneath her, her body writhing in pleasure.
			

			
				Henry could barely breathe, the intensity of the performance overwhelming. He glanced around the room and saw that the other guests were equally captivated, their eyes wide with fascination and desire. Josephine's hand was firmly rubbing his cock through the fabric now. He noticed her other hand was doing the same to her husband on the other side.
			

			
				The woman's cries grew more urgent, her body arching off the cushions as she neared her climax. The man inside her quickened his pace, his powerful thrusts driving her higher and higher until, with a final, shuddering gasp, she reached the peak of her pleasure. Her body trembled with the force of her release, her moans echoing in the silent room.
			

			
				The man withdrew, his own release imminent. He moved beside her, his hand stroking his cock until he reached his climax, his body tensing with the force of it. The room seemed to hold its breath as his release exploded from him all over the body of the woman. Again and again it flooded out of him, until she was covered from her thighs to her breasts.
			

			
				The other man was close to his release too, and as soon as the first one had finished, the second exploded over her too, covering her in an amount as voluminous as the first.
			

			
				The room erupted into applause, the sound thunderous in the confined space. The actors, panting and spent, held their final pose for a moment longer before standing and bowing to the audience. Henry joined in the applause, his hands trembling slightly, his mind reeling from what he had just witnessed. 
			

			
				“Did you enjoy the performance, Henry?” Gerald asked, ignoring the fact that his wife was still holding Henry’s cock.
			

			
				“Immensely,” Henry replied, his voice hoarse. “It was... extraordinary.”
			

			
				Josephine leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear. “Lord Ashford,” she whispered, “would you care to join us for a private audience?”
			

			
				Henry felt a thrill of anticipation course through him. He glanced at Gerald, who gave a slow, encouraging nod, his eyes dark with intent. “I would be honoured,” Henry replied.
			

			
				Josephine stood and extended her hand to Henry. “Come with us,” she said.
			

			
				They led him through a series of dimly lit corridors, the sounds of the party fading into the background. Eventually, they reached a small, secluded room furnished with a large, sumptuous bed draped in rich, velvety fabrics. The room was illuminated by a single candelabrum, casting a warm, intimate glow over everything.
			

			
				Gerald stepped forward, his eyes never leaving Henry’s as he began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate. Josephine followed suit, her gown slipping from her shoulders to pool at her feet, revealing her graceful form.
			

			
				When they were naked, they climbed onto the bed together. Henry found himself between the couple. Josephine leaned in, her lips meeting Henry’s in a deep, passionate kiss, while Gerald’s hands roamed over his chest and stomach.
			

			
				Josephine’s mouth moved lower, her kisses trailing down Henry’s neck and chest, her breath hot against his skin. Gerald followed her lead, his own kisses and touches driving Henry wild. As Josephine’s lips finally reached Henry’s stiffened cock, she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head in a way that made him moan softly. Gerald joined Josephine, his tongue running up and down Henry’s length.
			

			
				The sensation of their dual attentions was almost too much to bear. Henry’s breath came in ragged gasps as Josephine and Gerald worked together, their mouths and hands driving him to the brink of climax. Suddenly, he let out a loud groan as he climaxed, his release throbbing out of his cock and running down its length. The couple licked it up hungrily, playing with it with their tongues as they kissed each other.
			

			
				As Henry recovered, Gerald and Josephine embraced again, kissing passionately. Soon, Gerald was between her legs, his cock splitting her open as he thrust into the nest of dark hair. Henry watched as they fucked passionately, their moans of pleasure echoing around the room. 
			

			
				It wasn’t long until Henry felt his cock stiffen again. Gerald withdrew, indicating that it was Henry’s turn. He took his place, his cock sliding easily into her wet and open entrance. Her tongue explored his mouth, moaning into him as he fucked her, his chest pressed against her ample breasts.
			

			
				When he looked up, Gerald was kneeling there, his large member in his hand. Henry opened his mouth and received his hard length, his tongue wrapping around it. Gerald positioned himself so that Josephine could lick his rear entrance while Henry sucked him. His cock was so hard and throbbing, and it tasted of Josephine’s cunt.
			

			
				After a while, they took a break. As they lay there, catching their breath, Josephine turned to Henry, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Henry,” she whispered in her beautiful French accent, “why don’t you take Gerald from behind? I think he would enjoy that.”
			

			
				Henry repositioned himself, his heart pounding with excitement. Gerald got onto his hands and knees, spreading his legs slightly to give Henry better access. Henry could see his substantial and hard cock hanging down between his legs. Josephine moved to the side, her eyes never leaving them, a look of eager anticipation on her face.
			

			
				Henry ran his hands down Gerald’s back, feeling the taut muscles beneath his skin. He guided himself to Gerald’s entrance, teasing him with the head, feeling the tension and heat.
			

			
				Gerald moaned softly as Henry took a deep breath and pushed forward, entering Gerald with a deliberate, steady motion. This was not Henry’s first time fucking a man, and he always found the sensation to bring him to a climax much faster, so he started slowly. He began to move with a gentle rhythm, each thrust gaining confidence and depth.
			

			
				Gerald’s moans grew louder, Josephine’s hands roamed over both of them, her touch adding to the electrifying sensation. Josephine moved behind Henry, her hands guiding his hips, urging him to go deeper. 
			

			
				“Take him harder, Henry,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “Let him feel every inch of your big manhood.”
			

			
				Henry complied, driving into Gerald with renewed intensity. Gerald’s hands clenched the sheets, his body trembling as he neared his climax. Suddenly, he let out a loud howl as he reached his climax, his release throbbing out of his cock onto the sheets below. Henry wasn’t far behind, releasing inside Gerald with an equally loud groan.
			

			
				The two men collapsed together, their bodies spent and trembling. Josephine lay beside them, her touch gentle and soothing as she whispered words of praise and affection.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was the day of Lord and Lady Davenport’s ball, and Henry could scarcely wait to see Isabella again. He’d been so pent up at the thought of their liaison that he’d been spending every possible moment at the Covent Garden brothels. He had spent a small fortune on whores.
			

			
				The light was fading when his carriage pulled up outside their grand townhouse. It looked amazing,  illuminated with hundreds of flickering torches. A servant opened the carriage door and escorted him to the ballroom, where he soon mingled with the most important lords and ladies in London.
			

			
				But whoever he was speaking to, he was always on the lookout for a glimpse of Isabella. Suddenly, he spotted her, walking elegantly down the huge curved staircase.
			

			
				Isabella was a vision of beauty. Her hair was arranged in an intricate updo, with loose tendrils framing her delicate face. Her skin glowed in the candlelight, and her eyes sparkled with mischief and intelligence. She wore an elegant ball gown of deep emerald green, the rich fabric shimmering with every step she took. The gown clung to her curves, accentuating her slender waist and flaring out into a full skirt that swayed gracefully as she moved.
			

			
				But it was her impressive cleavage that truly captivated Henry. The gown's low neckline revealed the swell of her ample breasts, the pale skin adorned with a delicate necklace that drew even more attention to her chest. 
			

			
				He made his way through the crowd, his focus solely on Isabella. As he approached, she turned to face him fully, her smile widening.
			

			
				"Lord Ashford," she greeted him happily. "It is a pleasure to see you again."
			

			
				"The pleasure is all mine, Miss Davenport," Henry replied, bowing slightly and taking her hand. He pressed a gentle kiss to her fingers, his eyes never leaving hers.
			

			
				"Shall we dance?" she asked, her eyes twinkling.
			

			
				"It would be my honour," he said, leading her to the dance floor.
			

			
				As they moved together in perfect harmony, Henry was acutely aware of Isabella's body pressed close to his, the warmth of her breasts and the feeling of her hands on his waist. 
			

			
				When the song ended, Isabella glanced around nervously. “My chaperone is not around, I will be able to slip away,” she whispered, “Meet me in the library in ten minutes, it is through the conservatory over there at the rear of the house.” With that, she turned and disappeared into the crowd.
			

			
				 
			

			
				It took Henry a while to find the library, but when he finally pushed the door open, he saw that it was dark inside except for a single lantern, casting a warm, golden glow on the array of books lining the shelves. His breath caught in his throat as he saw Isabella sitting in a chair, holding the lantern and completely naked. The soft light played over her curves, highlighting the swell of her large breasts, the gentle curve of her hips, and the long lines of her legs.
			

			
				"Isabella," he breathed.
			

			
				Henry knelt between her legs, his eyes drinking in the sight of her spread out before him. She was beautiful, her body a work of art that he longed to explore. Her breasts were more magnificent than he had imagined, full and firm, hanging down low over the small swell of her belly.
			

			
				He kissed his way down her body, savouring the taste of her skin. When he reached her breasts, he took one nipple into his mouth, sucking and teasing it with his tongue. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair, urging him on.
			

			
				He moved lower, his mouth trailing kisses down her belly until he reached the heat of her cunt. Her hair was neatly trimmed, rather than wild like most of the whores he had been with. He paused for a moment, inhaling the sweet scent of her arousal, before lowering his head and tasting her. She cried out, her hips lifting to meet his mouth, and he lapped at her eagerly, his tongue exploring every inch of her.
			

			
				Her moans grew louder, her body trembling with the force of her pleasure. Soon, his beard was soaked with her essence as he continued to pleasure her with his tongue. He felt her hands tighten in his hair as she reached her climax with a final, desperate cry as her release washed over her in waves.
			

			
				He had to have her now. He lifted her onto the desk, making her giggle with delight. Pulling his breeches down as swiftly as he could, he thrust his hard cock inside her, feeling her tight walls gripping him firmly. She cried out in pleasure, gripping his hips with her hands.
			

			
				Isabella's eyes were tightly closed as Henry thrust into her, their bodies moving together in a rhythm they'd both longed for. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper inside her, and he felt her nails dig into his back. "Henry," she whispered. 
			

			
				Henry's breath came in ragged gasps as he pounded into her, his cock sliding in and out of her wet heat. He felt a deeper connection than he ever had with a woman before; his cock seemed to fit perfectly with her cunt. "Isabella," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly. "You have no idea how much I've needed this."
			

			
				Their eyes locked, and in that moment, it was as if the world outside ceased to exist. It was just the two of them, fucking. Isabella's cries grew louder, her body arching beneath him. "Henry, I'm going to..." she gasped, unable to finish the sentence as her orgasm overtook her. Her inner walls clamped down around his cock, almost making him climax too.
			

			
				But Henry wanted to enjoy her for as long as possible. He withdrew, admiring her swollen cunt in the flickering light of the lantern. Isabella sat up and took control. Pushing him onto the desk, she mounted him, guiding his hard cock inside her folds with her hand.
			

			
				Henry leaned back, his eyes fixed on her as she began to ride him. Her movements were slow and deliberate at first, allowing him to feel every inch of her. The sight of her, with her full breasts bouncing and her hair falling around her face, was beyond his wildest dreams.
			

			
				Isabella’s hands rested on his chest, her nails digging in slightly as she increased her pace. The desk creaked beneath them, the sound mingling with their heavy breathing and the wet, rhythmic slaps of their bodies meeting.
			

			
				He responded by thrusting upward, meeting her movements and driving himself deeper inside her. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling with each powerful thrust. She arched her back, her breasts thrusting forward, the sight driving him wild.
			

			
				Henry reached up, his hands caressing her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. She cried out, the sensation pushing her closer to the edge.
			

			
				“Isabella,” he groaned, feeling the pressure building within him, “I can’t hold on much longer.”
			

			
				“You mustn't finish inside me,” she replied breathlessly.
			

			
				Henry nodded, gripping her waist and rolling her over so he was on top of her again. He watched her face, her eyes closed in ecstasy, and fucked her hard again, knowing he needed to withdraw soon. With a final, deep thrust, he pulled out just in time, his cock throbbing as he spilled his seed onto her belly.
			

			
				Panting, they collapsed together on the desk, their bodies slick with sweat. Henry wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as they caught their breath. The room was filled with the scent of sex and the sound of their heavy breathing.
			

			
				They stayed like that for a moment. Henry looked down at Isabella, her face flushed, her hair a mess, and her eyes filled with a sated glow. "I love you," he whispered suddenly. He had never said that to anyone before.
			

			
				"I love you too, Henry," she replied, her smile radiant. "And this is only the beginning."
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				Isabella had been begging Henry to find a way that she could visit the artist's studio, and it just so happened that Edmund was arranging a masquerade ball the following weekend. As soon as he heard, Henry immediately arranged to call upon Isabella. As they sipped their tea in Lord and Lady Davenport’s reception room, Henry looked around to make sure none of the other family members present were close enough to hear.
			

			
				“Isabella, my sweetheart,” he said quietly, “Edmund is throwing a masquerade ball at the weekend in the studio. Everyone will be wearing masks, so your identity would be protected. Is there any way you could attend?”
			

			
				Isabella’s eyes shone with excitement. “Oh my goodness, that sounds wonderfully exciting,” she said, “How late will it go on? I could slip out once the servants are in bed if you arrange to meet me outside in a carriage.”
			

			
				“It will go on all night, until dawn,” he replied, “I will be waiting for you. Are you sure you want to take the risk, though?”
			

			
				“Oh yes,” she replied with a wicked smile, “I have been waiting for just such an opportunity.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				That Saturday night, near midnight, Henry waited nervously in a carriage at the end of the street where the Davenport townhouse was located. His heart pounded as he checked his pocket watch for the fifth time in as many minutes.
			

			
				Suddenly, the door opened, and Isabella dived in. She looked stunning. The flickering lantern light inside the carriage played over her figure, highlighting the intricate details of her attire. She wore an exquisite gown of midnight blue silk. The bodice hugged her torso, accentuating her narrow waist and flaring out into a voluminous skirt that rustled softly as she settled herself on the seat opposite Henry.
			

			
				The neckline plunged dramatically, offering up her ample cleavage, the pale skin glowing in the dim light. Her dark hair was swept up into an elegant chignon, with a few loose tendrils framing her face. And her face itself was obscured by an ornate mask, crafted from black lace and adorned with tiny, sparkling gems. 
			

			
				But to Henry’s surprise, another lady followed her into the carriage, similarly dressed in a revealing ball gown and mask.
			

			
				"Lord Ashford," Isabella greeted him. "I hope I didn't keep you waiting too long. May I introduce my childhood friend, Miss Mary Devonshire."
			

			
				"A pleasure to meet you," he replied, his eyes drinking in the sight of her. "You both look absolutely enchanting."
			

			
				"Thank you," she said, her smile widening. "Shall we be off, then?"
			

			
				With a nod, Henry signalled to the coachman, and the carriage began to move.
			

			
				“You’re probably wondering why I have a guest,” smiled Isabella.
			

			
				“Indeed,” replied Henry.
			

			
				“Mary’s family have arrived for a surprise visit. We have known each other all our lives and have always shared everything. Including certain liaisons with men,” she added with a mischievous smile, “Mary shares my own lusts and desires for pleasure. I thought it would be remiss of me not to take this opportunity to bring her along.”
			

			
				“You are most welcome,” Henry told Mary, “Any friend of Isabella’s is a friend of mine.”
			

			
				“Thank you, my lord, it is a pleasure to meet you. Isabella has told me all about you,” she said in a soft, sexy voice, implying much with her last sentence.
			

			
				“I’m so excited about tonight, I can scarcely contain myself,” giggled Isabella. The two women were sitting opposite Henry in the carriage, and Isabella cuddled up to Mary. “But I find carriage rides so boring, I think we should entertain ourselves on the journey.”
			

			
				“I quite agree,” replied Mary, and to Henry’s surprise, Mary turned to Isabella and kissed her on the lips, their mouths opening and tongues entwining. They kissed passionately, and Isabella’s hand strayed to Mary’s breast, squeezing her large, soft bosom over her clothing. Henry felt his cock stiffen and his heart start racing.
			

			
				Breaking away from the kiss, Isabella pulled Mary’s voluminous skirts up. She wasn’t wearing any undergarments and Henry could see the thick hair between her legs. Isabella opened Mary’s legs, “Why don’t you show her the skill you have with your tongue?” she said, giving him a sultry smile.
			

			
				Henry didn’t need to be asked twice. He knelt down on the carriage floor between her legs, the carriage rocking back and forth as it travelled over the rough cobbles. He started by kissing her inner thigh, her moans already coming quick and fast. He worked his way up her leg until he felt the heat of her core. Just his breath on her was enough to make her gasp with pleasure. When his tongue touched her sweet wetness, she arched her back and cried out.
			

			
				He continued to lap at her, tasting and exploring her with his tongue. There was nothing he liked more than the taste of a woman’s intimate area and he licked her enthusiastically, vaguely aware that she was still kissing Isabella. Suddenly, she screamed, and he felt her open up as she climaxed, soaking his mouth and beard.
			

			
				When he pulled away, Mary was shaking with ecstasy, and Isabella grabbed his face, kissing him and tasting Mary on his lips.
			

			
				“And now I think it’s time for my lord to be pleasured in return,” purred Isabella.
			

			
				Henry sat back on the bench opposite them, and Isabella and Mary knelt before him, pulling down his breeches. Soon, both of them were holding his stiff cock and taking turns licking and sucking it. There was an added thrill that they were both masked. He closed his eyes and leant back, enjoying the sensations.
			

			
				Suddenly, the carriage stopped and the coachman above shouted that they had reached their destination. Carefully arranging their clothing, the three exited the carriage and went into the artist's studio.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Inside the studio, the air was alive with music and laughter. The scent of perfume and candle wax mingled, creating an intoxicating atmosphere. A small orchestra played a lively tune, and couples danced gracefully across the polished wooden floor.
			

			
				Henry, Isabella, and Mary entered the studio, their eyes wide with anticipation. The guests were all dressed in elaborate costumes and masks and in the absence of a ballroom, the revelry and dancing were spread throughout the spacious rooms. 
			

			
				"Isn't it marvellous?" Isabella whispered, her eyes shining with excitement.
			

			
				"Indeed, it is," Henry replied, his gaze fixed on her. "And you both look absolutely enchanting."
			

			
				A dark skinned gentleman approached, and taking Mary’s hand, asked her to dance. Mary smiled warmly, “I would be delighted, my lord,” she said with a wink. Turning to Isabella, she said, “Don’t wait up for me,” as he swept her away. 
			

			
				“May I have the honour of this dance?” Henry asked Isabella.
			

			
				“Of course, my lord,” she replied, taking his hand. Soon they were moving through the space holding each other and dodging other couples. In the room with the raised platform, a group of four female dancers were on the stage doing an exotic dance completely naked. There was an air of erotic anticipation, with couples kissing passionately as they danced with no thoughts of propriety.
			

			
				Taking a break from dancing, Henry and Isabella found themselves in conversation with another high-born masked couple. The atmosphere was immediately flirty and sexual. The other couple, remaining anonymous, did not formally introduce themselves.
			

			
				“I must say, this evening has been quite the spectacle,” the man said, his eyes glinting with interest as he looked at Isabella's bosom. “The artistry and the company are both exceptional.”
			

			
				“Indeed,” Isabella replied, “It’s not often one encounters such a delightful mix of people.”
			

			
				“And in such delightful circumstances,” said the lady, her eyes flickering to Henry. “There’s something thrilling about the anonymity these masks provide, don’t you think?”
			

			
				“Absolutely,” Henry agreed, feeling a surge of excitement at the tone of her voice. “It allows for a certain… freedom, doesn’t it?”
			

			
				“Quite so,” the gentleman replied, his voice lowering slightly. “It’s rare to find a setting where one can be so open about one’s desires.”
			

			
				Isabella smiled, her fingers brushing lightly against Henry’s arm. “It’s liberating, truly. One can explore new boundaries without the usual constraints of society.”
			

			
				The lady’s lips curled into a seductive smile. “Speaking of exploring boundaries, perhaps we could exchange partners for the next dance?”
			

			
				Henry and Isabella exchanged a quick, eager glance. “I think that sounds like a splendid idea,” Isabella said.
			

			
				The music started, a slow, sensual waltz that seemed perfectly suited for the moment. Henry placed his hand on the mysterious lady’s waist, pulling her close. The warmth of her body against his was intoxicating, and her large breasts pressed against him.
			

			
				Meanwhile, the gentleman held Isabella with a similar intimacy, his hand resting just a bit lower on her back than was strictly proper. The connection between them was electric, the sexual tension almost visible as they glided across the floor.
			

			
				Henry found himself captivated by the lady. Her eyes sparkled behind her mask, and her smile was both inviting and mysterious. “You dance beautifully, my lord,” she murmured, her breath warm against his cheek.
			

			
				“Thank you, my lady,” Henry replied. “You are quite the enchanting partner yourself.”
			

			
				When the dance finally ended, Isabella made a suggestion, “Perhaps we could continue our conversation somewhere more private,” she said, glancing at Henry.
			

			
				The lady nodded, her eyes filled with anticipation. “I think that would be a wonderful idea,” she agreed.
			

			
				With that, the four of them made their way through the door at the back of the studio that led to the private chambers. As they moved through the dimly lit corridor, the sounds of laughter, gasps, and moans grew louder. The evening had descended into an even more decadent affair than usual, with each open room offering a glimpse into a world of uninhibited pleasure.
			

			
				In one room, a group of men and women lounged on a series of plush cushions, their clothes in various states of disarray. Two women were kissing passionately, their hands exploring each other’s bodies while the gentlemen watched, stroking themselves.
			

			
				Another doorway revealed a scene even more provocative. A naked couple was entwined on a chaise longue, the woman’s back arched in ecstasy as her partner moved rhythmically between her legs. Around them, a small audience of masked onlookers watched, their own arousal evident in their flushed faces and erect cocks.
			

			
				Further along, another open door revealed a tangle of male bodies on a large, low bed, engaged in various acts of oral pleasure. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, and the sounds of their combined moans created an intoxicating aura of hedonism.
			

			
				Henry, Isabella and their new acquaintances finally found an empty room. It had a large, four-poster bed. Relaxing on the bed, Henry found himself in the arms of the mysterious lady. She was a passionate kisser, moaning with pleasure as she attempted to devour him. 
			

			
				Next to them, Isabella and the gentleman were similarly passionate. Henry felt a thrill of excitement at them engaging in pleasure with other people next to each other. The lady’s hand moved between Henry’s legs, roughly grabbing his cock through his clothing. She massaged and squeezed his hard bulge, sending waves of pleasure through him. Henry groaned, his hands roaming her body, groping her large breasts.
			

			
				Pulling down the front of her dress, he set them free, taking one large nipple in his mouth while teasing the other one with his fingers. The lady unbuttoned Henry’s trousers, freeing his stiff cock. She wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly at first, then faster as his breathing grew ragged. 
			

			
				Next to them, Isabella had straddled the gentleman, her own breasts free. Reaching up under the folds of the dress, she guided the man’s cock inside her, letting out a long, low moan of satisfaction as he penetrated her. Not being able to see beneath her clothing only made it more erotic for Henry.
			

			
				The lady mirrored them, pushing Henry back onto the bed and climbing on top of him. She lifted her own skirts, positioning herself over his cock, and slowly lowered herself onto him. Henry gasped as he felt her warmth envelop him, her inner walls tight and slick around his shaft. She began to ride him, her movements slow and sensual at first, then faster and harder.
			

			
				Both ladies rode their men, gradually becoming in time with each other, their ample breasts bouncing in tandem. Henry became aware that they had acquired an audience. Several other couples had entered the room and were standing around the walls, watching keenly and touching each other.
			

			
				Isabella climaxed first, letting out a loud cry and collapsing on top of the gentleman. Henry’s lady followed soon after with an even louder shriek of pleasure. He could feel her slick walls throbbing around his cock as she came, shuddering.
			

			
				The lady lay on her back, lifting up her skirts and showing Henry her wet and swollen cunt. Moving between her legs, he entered her again, taking control now and fucking her with passion. She moaned and writhed beneath him, her eyes half-closed in bliss.
			

			
				Next to him, Isabella was on all fours. The gentleman lifted her skirts from behind, exposing her bare bottom to the onlookers. Holding his impressive member, he guided himself inside her. Isabella gasped and then groaned as he filled her, her body arching with pleasure. The sight of her being taken so thoroughly made Henry’s arousal surge even higher.
			

			
				The room was filled with the sounds of their lovemaking, mixed with the murmurs and gasps of the onlookers. The voyeuristic element added an extra layer of excitement for Henry. He could hear whispered comments and feel the weight of their gazes on his back, urging him on.
			

			
				The lady beneath him wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. She whispered dirty words in his ear. Henry responded by increasing his pace, driving into her with renewed fervour. He glanced over at Isabella, who was pushing back against the gentleman, her own cries of pleasure echoing his.
			

			
				The atmosphere in the room was electric, charged with sexual energy. The onlookers began to touch themselves or each other more openly, some even joining in the debauchery around the edges of the room. The air was thick with the scent of sex and the heat of their collective passion. 
			

			
				One lady sank to her knees and took her partner’s cock into her mouth. Another couple made their way to the bed, shedding their clothes on the way. Finding a space on the large bed, they began to fuck next to Henry, Isabella and their partners.
			

			
				The scene of hedonism continued for some time, as they swapped positions and eventually partners. Henry found himself between Isabella’s legs, their kissing even more passionate than before as they reconnected. Their tongues danced together, exploring each other with renewed intensity.
			

			
				Isabella's hands roamed Henry’s back, her nails lightly grazing his skin and sending shivers down his spine. He could feel the warmth of her body beneath him, her breasts pressed against his chest, her heartbeat matching his own in rhythm. As they made love, the other couples in the room continued their own acts of passion, the sounds of pleasure filling the air. Henry and Isabella, however, were lost in their own world, the connection between them stronger than ever. 
			

			
				Eventually, Henry couldn’t hold back the pressure building in him any longer. Isabella knelt before him, taking him in her mouth. He groaned as the release came, filling her eager mouth and almost making him fall as the waves of pleasure washed over him, causing him to feel lightheaded.
			

			
				Isabella stood, and they embraced naked, surrounded by a room full of people fucking. He could taste his release on her tongue as they kissed.
			

			
				“Isabella,” Henry murmured, “That was unbelievable, I’ve never felt this way before.”
			

			
				“Neither have I,” she replied, her eyes shining with love. “I think we’re truly meant for each other.”
			

			
				They dressed and returned to the main rooms of the studio. Even here, Henry and Isabella found that the atmosphere had become even more hedonistic. A lot of the guests were dancing naked and couples on the cushions around the outside were openly pleasuring each other.
			

			
				Henry spotted Mary on a sopha. Her breasts were exposed, her skirts hitched up and her legs open. A gentleman was enthusiastically plunging his cock in and out of her cunt while another one stood with his cock in her mouth. It was quite a thrill to see such a high-born young lady engaged in such a scene.
			

			
				Finding a quiet alcove, Henry obtained a decanter of fine brandy and two crystal glasses. He and Isabella poured themselves a drink, savouring the warmth of the amber liquid as they sipped it. From where they sat, they could watch the debauchery around the main room. They saw that Mary’s suitors had switched around.
			

			
				Henry looked at Isabella, her eyes still sparkling with the thrill of the evening. “You seem to be enjoying yourself,” he said with a smile.
			

			
				Isabella returned his smile, her lips curving into a playful grin. “I am, indeed. I’ve been waiting my whole life to experience this kind of freedom.”
			

			
				Henry nodded, taking another sip of his brandy. “You’re right, there’s a freedom here, a sense that anything is possible.”
			

			
				Isabella leaned closer, her hand resting lightly on Henry’s arm. “You know, Henry, I’ve been thinking. Nights like this, where we can share in each other’s pleasures, are incredibly rare. But they don’t have to be.”
			

			
				He raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh? And what are you suggesting, my dear?”
			

			
				Isabella’s eyes were alight with excitement. “We both understand the importance of pleasure, of exploring our desires without restraint. If we were to marry, we could create a life where such freedom was the norm, not the exception.”
			

			
				Henry’s heart skipped a beat at her words. “Are you saying that you would be content with a marriage where we could share each other, without jealousy or constraint?”
			

			
				“Content? I would be delighted,” she replied, her smile widening. “I believe that a marriage built on mutual understanding and a shared pursuit of pleasure would be incredibly fulfilling. We could have this,” she gestured around the room, “all the time. In the privacy of our own household, there is no limit to what we could experience.”
			

			
				Henry set his glass down and took her hands in his. “Isabella, you are truly remarkable. I have been thinking the same thing. You are the only lady I know who shares my views on pleasure and freedom, but even putting all that aside, I have to admit, I am very much in love with you.”
			

			
				Her eyes softened, and she squeezed his hands gently. “Oh, Henry, I have long known that I love you too. Then why wait? Let us make this a reality.”
			

			
				Taking a deep breath, Henry knelt on the floor in front of her. “Isabella, will you do me the honour of becoming my wife?”
			

			
				Isabella’s eyes filled with tears of joy as she looked at him. “Yes, Henry. Yes, I will marry you.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				As dawn broke over London, Henry, Isabella and Mary staggered from the studio and into Henry’s carriage. Mary looked a sight, her eyes dark with tiredness and her hair a mess, with what looked like a gentleman’s release matting it in several places. She confided to Isabella that she had lost count of the number of gentlemen she had been intimate with.
			

			
				Isabella still looked radiant and fresh. Henry looked at her with a sense of lust and love. As the carriage rocked through the centre of London towards Mayfair, they observed the city coming to life out of the window as the servants, market sellers and factory workers started their day.
			

			
				Pulling up near Isabella’s parents’ townhouse, the two women kissed Henry on the cheek and bid him farewell. Then they quietly sneaked around to the servant entrance of her house and endeavoured to return to bed without being seen.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was the society wedding of the year. Most of Henry’s acquaintances had never thought to see him finally wed and they laughed at how he had finally been tamed. 
			

			
				Isabella’s parents were delighted at the match as they had begun to wonder if their wild and impulsive daughter would struggle to find a husband willing to take her on. Although they had no idea how truly wild and impulsive she was in truth.
			

			
				The ceremony was held in the grand chapel of the Davenport estate, adorned with flowers and filled with the highest in London society. Henry stood at the altar, looking dashing in his tailored morning suit, his nerves masked by a confident smile. Isabella, radiant in her ivory gown, glided down the aisle on her father's arm, her eyes sparkling.
			

			
				After the vows were exchanged and the obligatory toasts made, the couple mingled with their guests in the ornate ballroom. Chandeliers cast a warm glow over the festivities, illuminating the joyful faces and elegant attire of the assembled lords and ladies.
			

			
				Henry found himself momentarily alone, gazing out over the revelry. Isabella approached him, a glass of champagne in each hand. She handed him one, and they clinked glasses.
			

			
				"To our future," she said.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The heavy oak door creaked shut behind them, locking out the last echoes of the raucous wedding celebration. Henry turned the key and regarded his new wife. Isabella stood by the bed, her white silk gown shimmering in the candlelight, a wicked glint in her eyes.
			

			
				"Finally alone, Lord Ashford," she purred, a playful smile on her lips.
			

			
				“Lady Ashford,” he said, with a slight bow.
			

			
				He reached for the delicate buttons of her gown, his fingers brushing against her bare skin. She shivered under his touch, her breath coming faster.
			

			
				"Henry," she whispered, "I've been waiting for this all day."
			

			
				He slipped the gown from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but her undergarments. They were a type he had never seen before, lacy and revealing. She did a twirl, letting him drink in her beauty.
			

			
				“These are from France,” she told him, “It’s what all the whores in Paris are wearing these days, I hear.”
			

			
				Henry's heart pounded as he gazed at Isabella, her body glowing in the soft candlelight. She looked like a vision of lust and beauty.
			

			
				With a swift motion, he scooped her up and carried her to the bed, laying her down gently on the satin sheets. Isabella reached for him, pulling him down into a searing kiss. Eager now, Henry removed his clothes, barely able to control himself, their hungry mouths kissing at every opportunity.
			

			
				Henry's hands roamed her body, exploring every inch of her soft skin. He kissed his way down to her breasts, pulling down the lacy brassiere and taking one nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it until she moaned. Her hands tangled in his hair, urging him on.
			

			
				Henry paused for a moment, lifting his head to meet her gaze. "Isabella, my love, tonight is just the beginning," he said.
			

			
				She smiled, a mixture of love and lust in her eyes. "Oh yes, the beginning of a journey of unashamed lust and desire. So don’t keep me waiting, my lord."
			

			
				He moved down between her thighs, his hands parting her legs and pulling aside the lace undergarments to reveal the wet, glistening folds of her cunt. He took a moment to savour the sight, then leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Isabella gasped, her hips bucking against his mouth as he explored her, his tongue finding her sensitive button and teasing it mercilessly.
			

			
				Her cries of pleasure filled the room, her hands clutching the sheets as she writhed beneath him. Soon his beard was soaked with her essence. He felt her climax, her thighs clamping shut around his head.
			

			
				"Henry, please," she begged. "I need you inside me."
			

			
				He rose, positioning himself between her legs, his hardness pressing against her entrance. Isabella wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer, and with one smooth thrust, he entered her, filling her completely. 
			

			
				Henry began to move, slow and deep at first, feeling every inch of her tight cunt. Isabella met his thrusts eagerly, their rhythm building as their desire surged. Their movements became frantic, their need for release driving them faster and harder.
			

			
				“Henry,” she gasped, “There’s no need to withdraw any longer. Put a baby inside me!”
			

			
				Usually, Henry possessed impressive stamina, but tonight he quickly tumbled over the edge. As he reached his release, he felt her convulsing around him, his orgasm triggering her own as he spilled his seed deep inside her.
			

			
				For a few moments, they lay entwined, their bodies trembling in the aftermath of their passion. Henry looked down at Isabella, her face flushed, a satisfied smile on her lips.
			

			
				They lay naked and sweaty on the four-poster bed, waiting for their thumping hearts to slow and their breathing to return to normal. Isabella ran a finger gently down Henry’s body, tracing his strong muscles and feeling the softness of his dark body hair.
			

			
				“You know,” she whispered, “The evening isn’t over yet, I have something for you.”
			

			
				“Oh?” said Henry, intrigued, “And what is that, my lady?”
			

			
				“Well, now that our two households are to merge, I need to introduce you to my handmaidens. They are three wonderful ladies who have taken care of me so well as a single woman when I had no man to pleasure me.”
			

			
				“Of course, my dear,” said Henry, somewhat confused, “But wouldn’t it be more appropriate to meet them in the morning? I don’t feel like getting dressed at this moment.” With that, he rolled on top of her, giving her another deep and passionate kiss.
			

			
				Then he moved downward, giving her sensual kisses on her neck and chest, before finally taking one of her swollen nipples into his mouth again.
			

			
				Isabella cried out with pleasure, but she playfully pushed him off of her. “I think you’ll soon see that now is a much more appropriate time for this kind of introduction. And you won’t need to get dressed.”
			

			
				She got up from the bed and went to the door. Henry once again admired her beautiful naked form. Opening the door a crack, she called out to the footman outside, “Can you send for my handmaidens, please?” she asked him.
			

			
				Henry sat up in bed naked, resting against the piles of cushions. After a few moments, the three handmaidens filed in, each one bobbing a curtsey and saying “M’lord”. They did not seem surprised or shocked that he was lying there naked, his soft cock still wet with Isabella’s essence nestled between his thighs.
			

			
				He recognised them from the lower tables at the wedding, of course, and from calling upon Isabella during their courtship, but he didn’t know their names. They were all wearing their simple, yet elegant silk gowns that they had worn to the wedding and stood silently in a line at the end of the bed. Isabella was still naked as she regarded them from one side.
			

			
				“My Lord,” she said formally, “Allow me to introduce my handmaidens. First, we have Jane.”
			

			
				The one on the left stepped forward. She was short, with long, dark hair and a pretty peasant face that sported a cheeky smile. She reached up behind her and unhooked the fastening on her dress. It fell down to her feet. Underneath, she was completely naked. She had small breasts, almost completely flat chested, but with very large, dark nipples. 
			

			
				Under her arms and between her legs were thick patches of very dark hair, it even extended in a line up her belly. Henry felt his cock start to stir again. Jane walked over to the bed and lay next to him, cuddling up to him and putting her hand on his chest. “It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance, m'lord,” she said in a silky voice. The warmth of her soft, naked skin against his made his cock start to harden again with desire.
			

			
				“Next,” continued Isabella, “We have Maggie.” The second girl stepped forward. She was slightly more chubby than the others, with shorter brown hair. When her dress dropped to the floor, Henry saw that she had large, full breasts and wide hips. The hair between her legs was sparser and lighter coloured than Jane’s.
			

			
				Maggie approached the bed, her heavy breasts swaying. She climbed onto the bed on the other side of Henry and embraced him, reaching up to kiss him sensually on the neck. Her ample bosom was pressed against him, and his cock was now once again fully hard. She reached out a hand and wrapped it around his shaft, slowly stroking him up and down.
			

			
				“My Lord has an impressive member,” she said with a grin.
			

			
				“Finally,” said Isabella, with a wave of her arms, “We have Emily.” The third girl took a step forward. She had long, curly ginger locks. She lifted her dress over her head, casting it aside. Underneath, she too was completely naked. Her underarm hair and the hair between her legs were thick, curly, and bright orange.
			

			
				Emily’s breasts were full and heavy, although not as massive as Maggie's. Emily climbed onto the bed in front of Henry and approached on all fours, crawling like a cat and looking him in the eyes. Her big breasts hung down and swayed as she approached. When she reached Henry’s cock, she took over from Emily, stroking it with her hand before enveloping it in her mouth.
			

			
				Henry felt a surge of pleasure as Emily bobbed her head up and down, sucking his cock enthusiastically. The other two girls on either side stroked his chest and kissed his neck. He turned to Jane, and felt the wet warmth of her tongue against his, before turning the other way and kissing Maggie.
			

			
				Isabella walked over to the chaise longue by the bed and lay upon it. She opened her legs wide, revealing her glistening pink wetness nestling between her own dark hair. “And now, my Lord, I’m going to direct you on how to best please my companions. I hope you are ready for your lesson.”
			

			
				“Quite ready,” gasped Henry, his breathing fast and irregular as Emily continued to suck his cock and the other two stroked his body.
			

			
				Isabella’s hand moved between her legs, her finger circling her secret place and making a small moan come from her lips. “I’d like my Lord to take Emily first,” she said, “from behind.”
			

			
				Emily turned around, still on her hands and knees, and presented her bottom to Henry. Using both hands, she pulled her cheeks apart, parting her folds and showing him the soaking wet depths of her cunt. Henry knelt behind her, holding his erect member and rubbing it up and down her slit, admiring her thick ginger curls that extended over her thighs and even up to her rear entrance.
			

			
				He slowly slid his cock inside her, relishing the feeling of her wet walls gripping him. Isabella watched intently, her own fingers now inside her spread-open cunt. He started to thrust into Emily, making her cry out with every movement of his hips. The other two handmaidens were at his side, caressing his body with their hands.
			

			
				“You can also spank her,” said Isabella, “She likes to be spanked hard.”
			

			
				Henry slapped one of her ass cheeks hard with the flat of his hand. The loud sound echoed around the bed chamber.
			

			
				“Harder than that,” gasped Isabella.
			

			
				He hit her again, harder this time, making her cry out with pleasure. He could see the red handprint he had left on her bottom. He continued to fuck her, his rising passion making him go faster and harder.
			

			
				“Spank her again, my lord,” ordered Isabella, “She has surely been a very naughty girl.”
			

			
				He slapped her even harder on the other cheek, leaving a matching red mark on her pale white skin. “Oh my god,” Emily moaned, her breathing fast as if she was close to climaxing.
			

			
				“Harder, my lord,” said Isabella again, her own fingers delving deep inside her and her voice desperate.
			

			
				Henry spanked her even harder, “My god!” she screamed, as an intense climax washed over her. He could feel her cunt tightening on his cock. Suddenly, it repelled him from within her, and she rolled onto the bed, shaking and clutching her mound between her legs. He watched as the orgasm consumed her, leaving her panting and shaking on the bed. 
			

			
				Isabella, reclining on the chaise longue, reached her climax too, throwing back her head and letting it wash over her. Emily’s ginger curls between her legs were soaked and matted with her essence, and there was a substantial amount coating his cock. Jane and Maggie bent down to lick it off him.
			

			
				When Isabella had recovered, she continued her instructions. “Now, my Lord, you must be tired. I invite you to lie back on the bed and allow Maggie to have her way with you.”
			

			
				Henry did as he was told, reclining on the bed. Maggie climbed on top of him. She was already wet and open, and she sank easily onto his erection. “It’s so big,” she purred as he filled her completely.
			

			
				Rocking her wide hips, Maggie rode him, her wet cunt tight around his cock and massaging it. Henry was entranced by her enormous breasts, swinging and bouncing unrestricted above him. She leaned over, looking him in his eyes, and allowing her nipples to hang down and rub against his chest as she fucked him.
			

			
				His hands went to her thick ass, holding the cheeks open, his fingertips touching the soft hair around her opening and feeling the wetness there.
			

			
				“That’s it, Maggie,” directed Isabella, “Ride him until you come.”
			

			
				Maggie picked up the pace, riding him hard and moaning loudly with every thrust. Suddenly, she let out a long, low cry. He felt her cunt pulsating and contracting on him as a powerful climax washed over her. Henry could hear Isabella climaxing again from across the room.
			

			
				She collapsed on top of him, her breasts squashed against his chest, and panting hard. His cock was still inside her, and he could feel the pulses in the aftermath of her orgasm.
			

			
				When she finally rolled off, she was exhausted and sweaty. “Thank you, m’lord,” she gasped.
			

			
				“And now it’s Jane’s turn,” said Isabella, still very much directing things, “Jane likes it in her rear entrance. If it pleases you, I’d like you to fuck her like you would a man.”
			

			
				Jane lay on her back waiting for him. She held her legs up, her knees almost to her shoulders as she exposed herself. Henry looked down in admiration at her gaping open cunt, framed by black hair. The hair also framed her tight-looking rear entrance.
			

			
				Henry moved between her legs. He slid his cock into her inviting cunt first. When he pulled it out, it was soaked in her white, sticky essence. As he pulled it away, a long thread of it joined back to her opening. He moved his cock lower, to her more intimate area. There, using her essence as lubrication, he rubbed the tip of his cock against the tight ring of muscles.
			

			
				“Please, m’lord, put it in me bum,” she whispered in her common accent, her words coming quickly and breathlessly.
			

			
				He pressed against her, feeling her body resist him, until suddenly it opened up and he slipped inside. She let out an almighty cry of pleasure, tinged with pain. He pulled out slightly and then gently thrust inside her again. With each thrust, she let out a cry, but he worked his way deeper and deeper until he was all the way inside her. She held her legs spread and back. He could see inside her open cunt and each time he thrust into her, he could see her insides pulsate.
			

			
				“She can take it harder,” said Isabella. Glancing over, he could see that Isabella had a finger in her own ass and was touching herself frantically, building up to another climax.
			

			
				Henry increased his pace, fucking Jane and making her moan. Suddenly, her climax consumed her. A fountain of her fluid erupted from her, spraying over them both. “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she moaned over and over as her orgasm went on and on. Her tight ass contracted on his cock, almost taking him to his own release. Isabella was climaxing again on the chaise longue.
			

			
				Eventually, Jane stopped squirting and Henry withdrew, his cock throbbing and close to release. Isabella rose and walked sensually over to the bed. “Why, my lord, you have impressed me with how well you have pleasured my companions. I hope you enjoyed your wedding gift.”
			

			
				“I did, my lady,” he replied as she reached out and stroked his erect cock, keeping him on the edge of release.
			

			
				“It will be the first of many such nights in our new household. My handmaidens are yours to fuck whenever you wish.” She said the word “fuck” aggressively, biting her lower lip as she did so. “You do not need to ask them, just pull down their undergarments at any time of the day or night and fuck them whenever you feel the need.”
			

			
				Henry’s cock had never been so hard. Isabella continued, “But now I want you to fill me with your seed, while my handmaidens watch.”
			

			
				Henry didn’t need to be asked twice. He pushed her to the bed and kissed her open mouth, even as his cock slid easily inside her soaking cunt. He began to fuck her hard. The other women moved closer, stroking and touching the couple. They leaned in for kisses with both of them and each other, their naked bodies warm and soft.
			

			
				Henry could sense Isabella was getting close to another climax. He was close himself, but he held himself back even as he fucked her harder. Timing it perfectly, he waited until she dug her fingers into his back and screamed before reaching his own release. With a low groan, he flooded her insides with his cum, continuing to thrust through their joint climax. His cock throbbed and pulsed as he released more and more of his seed inside her.
			

			
				Eventually, he pulled out. His seed poured out after him, running down her ass onto the bed sheets. Her handmaidens moved in, licking at her thighs and cunt and making her moan as they touched her sensitive nub with their tongues.
			

			
				After a while, the handmaidens dressed and departed. The newlyweds cuddled beneath the blankets, exchanging soft kisses and drifted off to sleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				A week after the wedding, Isabella and Henry were in the garden of their townhouse. Henry had arranged for a feast of food and drinks to be arranged on a table in the shade of an oak tree. Sunlight cast dappled shadows across the luxurious spread. Around the table, the servants had brought out a selection of sophas and chaise longues, covered in sumptuous cushions and blankets.
			

			
				Henry and Isabella were cuddled up on one of the chaise longues as Henry fed her grapes. “This is wonderful, Henry,” Isabella said happily, “You have gone to so much effort, but it seems rather a lot of food for just the two of us.”
			

			
				“Ah, my love,” replied Henry, his fingers lingering on her lips as he fed her another grape, “as you have guessed, there is more to this than meets the eye. I have arranged for some guests to join us for afternoon tea.”
			

			
				Isabella was intrigued, but just then a servant approached, “Your guests are here, m’lord,” he said with a bow.
			

			
				“Send them through, please,” Henry replied with a smirk.
			

			
				Soon, three well-dressed gentlemen were shown through the house to the garden. She recognised them as some of Henry’s chums from the wedding. He introduced them, “This is Lord William Pembroke,” he said as the first one gave Isabella a deep bow. “A childhood friend, we have got up to all manner of wicked things together,” he smirked. 
			

			
				William was tall and handsome, with dark hair and a clean-shaven face. Isabella knew he was the unmarried son of one of the richest lords in the country, and he had quite a reputation as a womaniser.
			

			
				“A pleasure to meet you,” she said.
			

			
				Henry indicated the second man, “This is Mr John Wakeman,” he said. Isabella did not recognise the name. “He is the son of a wealthy industrialist,” Henry explained, “We met at the artist studio and he and I have become quite close in recent months, sharing many adventures together.”
			

			
				“Any friend of Henry’s is a friend of mine,” Isabella said, giving him a warm smile, “and you must tell me, sometime, of these adventures.”
			

			
				The third man stepped forward. He was a similar age to Henry, but his skin was jet black. His head was also shaved completely bald. “Finally, allow me to introduce Prince Phillipe D'Anjou. His family are from Africa, but they sent him to Winchester College to be educated, and we shared a boarding room.”
			

			
				Phillipe knelt before Isabella and took her hand, kissing it lightly on the back. “An honour to meet you, my lady,” he said in a thick French accent.
			

			
				“The honour is all mine,” replied Isabella, “So tell me, did you and Henry share more than just a room at Winchester?”
			

			
				Phillipe laughed, glancing at Henry before replying, “You are perceptive, my lady, we often shared the company of the charming ladies of Winchester town.”
			

			
				“Please, gentlemen, sit down and enjoy the food and drink,” invited Henry. The men complied, and servants moved forward to serve everyone. The conversation was lively and the group got on well as they enjoyed the provisions that Henry had laid on.
			

			
				By the time everyone was sated with food and wine, Isabella couldn’t contain her curiosity any longer. “Henry, my love,” she said quietly to him, “This is wonderful, but I still feel like there is something more happening that I do not understand.”
			

			
				Henry smiled, “You remember the gift you made for me on our wedding night?” Isabella flushed, her breathing quickening as she suddenly understood what was about to happen. “Well, now I am returning the favour,” he said, smiling at her expression, “with three of my most trusted and well-endowed friends.”
			

			
				Isabella glanced around at the gentlemen, her chest rising and falling quickly at the thought, “Just the idea is making me quite giddy,” she gasped.
			

			
				“I think it’s time for the party to begin,” said Henry. He motioned to the servants, and they all turned and retired to the house, leaving the group alone under the oak tree.
			

			
				William rose from his own seat and sat next to Isabella. Henry was on her other side and he leaned in, kissing her neck lightly. Isabella closed her eyes, enjoying the sensation. William put his hand on Isabella’s cheek and gently turned her to face him. She opened her mouth in anticipation and he kissed her, their tongues entwining and her heart racing.
			

			
				John approached and knelt before Isabella. She lifted her bottom up so he could pull down her layered skirts and undergarments. When she was naked from the waist down, he parted her legs and began to plant little kisses all the way up her thighs. When he reached the trimmed hair around her core, he parted her lips with his fingers and began to explore her with his tongue. Isabella threw her head back in pleasure, her eyes tightly closed.
			

			
				Henry helped her remove her blouse so that she was completely naked. Then he and William took a hard nipple each into their mouth and licked and sucked them, making her moan even louder. Her hands went to their laps, where they had both already exposed their large, hard cocks. She took one in each hand, stroking up and down the shafts enthusiastically. 
			

			
				While this was going on, Phillipe had come to stand behind the sopha. His hard, black cock was also sticking out proudly from his trousers. Isabella turned her head and took it into her mouth, enjoying the hardness and heat of it. Henry had spoken truly about all his friends being well-endowed.
			

			
				Meanwhile, John had added two fingers inside her opening as he sucked on her swollen nub. Suddenly, she came, her cries muffled by Phillipe’s cock in her mouth.
			

			
				When she recovered, Isabella turned on the sopha, kneeling on it and wiggling her naked bottom. “Which of my lords is going to take me first?” she giggled.
			

			
				John, already standing behind her, moved closer. His hands gripped her hips firmly as he aligned himself with her entrance. He thrust forward, filling her completely. Isabella gasped, arching her back as she adjusted to his size. She reached for Henry and William’s cocks, still seated on either side watching, and took Philippe’s in her mouth once more.
			

			
				As John picked up his pace, Isabella's body rocked in rhythm, her breasts bouncing enticingly with each thrust as she sucked Philippe. Henry and William joined her, the three of them kissing and running their tongues around his large erection at the same time as Philippe closed his eyes in bliss.
			

			
				When John finally withdrew, his cock was wet with her essence. Phillipe came around behind her and took his place, making Isabella moan anew as he slid inside her. Isabella sucked and stroked the other three, hungrily grabbing whichever cock she could get. Until, that is, she began to climax again; then she buried her panting face in the cushions and let out a muffled scream.
			

			
				Isabella lay back on the sopha, her breath coming hard and fast as she recovered from her climax. She opened her legs as wide as she could, showing off her gaping, wet cunt to the gentlemen standing around her.
			

			
				Looking up at Henry, she said, “Henry, my love, I’ve always fantasised about having two gentlemen’s cocks inside me at the same time. Would you make my rear entrance ready so that we can try it?”
			

			
				“Of course, my lady,” grinned Henry.
			

			
				He moved between her legs, and she lifted them higher, exposing herself more to him. He looked at the wonderfully tight ring of muscles between her cheeks with hunger. Kneeling before her, he began to lick her most private area, running his tongue around in circles before stretching her open with his fingers and licking her as deep inside as he could. 
			

			
				Isabella immediately thrust her head back and started moaning with pleasure. “Oh yes, that’s so good,” she gasped. When Henry had made her nice and wet with his tongue, he got his middle two fingers and began to circle the area with them, driving her even more wild. Finally, he pressed them inside the tight muscles, which relaxed before his onslaught as he penetrated her.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” Isabella moaned, as Henry moved his fingers in and out of her rear entrance. The other gentlemen stood around watching eagerly and stroking their cocks. “Now fuck me!” she ordered.
			

			
				Henry stood up and guided his cock between her cheeks. Pressing against the relaxed opening, he slid easily inside, penetrating her to a long, low moan of delight. He began to thrust inside her, working his way deeper. At first, she put a hand on his leg, slowing him and limiting how deeply he could penetrate her, but as she got used to the sensations and she opened up more fully, she allowed him deeper, until he was fully inside her and his body was pressed up against her bottom.
			

			
				“Don’t stop, I’m so close,” she gasped, and suddenly she came hard. As she did so, a fountain of clear fluid erupted from her cunt, spraying over both of them. As Henry rode her orgasm, thrusting gently inside her, the fountain rose up again and again as more splashed over them. When she had finally finished, he withdrew and left her soaked and shaking on the bed.
			

			
				“Oh my goodness,” Isabella panted, “Did you see my release? There was so much!”
			

			
				When she got her breath back, she indicated to William that he should sit on the sopha. She straddled him and let her cunt swallow him. Looking behind her at Henry, she said, “Now to fulfil my fantasy, my lord,”
			

			
				Henry moved closer and guided his cock into her rear entrance. It felt different now, with William filling her cunt. He could feel William’s cock through her walls, making her even tighter. Isabella let out another breathless “Oh my god.”
			

			
				She began to rock her hips, riding William’s cock. Henry thrust in time, the sensations heavenly. Isabella pulled John closer, taking his member all the way into her mouth until it filled her throat. Her desperate, big eyes looked up at him as he too began to thrust into her.
			

			
				When Henry felt he couldn’t keep going any longer without meeting his own release, he withdrew and allowed Philippe to take his place. Standing back, he couldn’t help but admire his wife taking three cocks at the same time; she had never looked more beautiful.
			

			
				Suddenly, her eyes rolled back in her head and she gagged on John’s cock at the same time as an immense climax washed over her, making her whole body shake and convulse. She released another waterfall of liquid over William, and eventually pulled away, collapsing on the sopha and shaking uncontrollably.
			

			
				But it wasn’t long before she was ready for more. They took turns in fucking her in every position and combination possible, bringing her to climax after climax.
			

			
				It took a while, but eventually, she was sated. She knelt naked on the grass, the dappled sunlight casting shadows across her pale skin. “Gentlemen, you may spill your seed on my face,” she begged.
			

			
				The men stood around her in a circle, stroking their cocks. Phillipe had the idea to each stroke the one to their left, instead of their own. And that was how, eventually, they covered her in their release. Henry was first, long strands of his seed spreading across her lips and hair. William was close behind, his release dripping into her open mouth and down her chin to her breasts. Phillipe and John came in unison, criss-crossing her face and causing her to clamp her eyes shut as it pooled on her unturned face.
			

			
				Through all of this, Isabella was giggling and gasping in delight, “Oh, my lords!” she laughed when they had finished. “I cannot see!”
			

			
				Henry fetched her a silk napkin and gently wiped her face clean. He gave her a long, open-mouth kiss, tasting their release on her lips. “You are so beautiful, my love,” he told her, “I’m so happy that you are my wife.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
				Some weeks later, Henry and Isabella were sitting in the morning room enjoying a leisurely breakfast as sunlight streamed through the windows. Now they were married, Isabella was free to accompany Henry to the artist's studio whenever they wished, and they were quietly discussing the debauchery from the previous evening.
			

			
				Isabella was in the early stages of pregnancy, her belly only just starting to swell and her breasts to grow. Henry looked at her admiringly as she seemed to glow with good health.
			

			
				A servant entered, bringing some more tea. Henry saw it was Molly, the one who had been pregnant last time he had seen her. She had obviously had the baby, and her stomach had almost returned to normal. However, her breasts were even bigger now than they had been before.
			

			
				“Molly!” greeted Henry, “It’s wonderful to see you back. Is everything well with you and the baby?”
			

			
				“Oh yes, thank you m’lord,” she replied, treating him to her wonderfully open smile, “I had thought to name him Henry, after you m’lord, if that would please you.”
			

			
				“It would be an honour,” replied Henry. Turning to Isabella, he introduced her, “Isabella, this is one of my most valued servants, Molly. And Molly, please meet my beautiful wife, Isabella.”
			

			
				Molly did a deep curtsy, “Pleasure to meet you, m’lady,” she said, “I look forward to serving you just as I have Lord Ashford.” She gave him a side glance as she said this, her meaning clear.
			

			
				Henry stood and moved behind Molly. He put his hands on her hips and leaned in, brushing her neck with his lips. Molly let out a loud gasp of pleasure, visibly melting in his arms. “Oh, m’lord!” she breathed.
			

			
				Smiling, Isabella also stood up and approached. “You’re beautiful, Molly,” she purred. Isabella reached up and touched Molly gently on the cheek, stroking her face. Molly closed her eyes in pleasure, her breathing coming fast. Isabella’s hand moved sensually to her mouth, brushing Molly’s lips and opening her mouth. Molly was panting with desire now as Isabella leaned in and gently bit Molly’s lower lip.
			

			
				Henry was still holding Molly; otherwise, she might have swooned to the floor. He reached up to her top, pulling it down to release her enormous, heavy breasts. They were an impressive sight, with visible veins running through them. Her swollen nipples were the biggest he had ever seen and were dark brown. Isabella and Molly were kissing frantically now. Henry squeezed one of Molly’s breasts and watched in fascination as milk leaked out, running down her body.
			

			
				Isabella pushed Molly roughly back onto the table, spilling some of the breakfast things. She lifted her legs, sliding up her skirts and then pulling her undergarments off. Henry caught a glimpse of Molly’s thick, curly hair between her legs as Isabella buried her face in it. Molly threw her head back and moaned with pleasure, her eyes tightly closed as Isabella explored her cunt with her tongue.
			

			
				Henry squeezed Molly’s breasts again, watching as more milk oozed from the dark nipples. He brought one to his mouth, sucking on the erect nipple. Molly let out a long sigh of pleasure as he sucked on it, his mouth filling with her milk. It was much sweeter than he had expected, almost sickly sweet. As he enjoyed the sensation of it in his mouth, Molly’s hand found his stiff cock and rubbed it through his breeches.
			

			
				Isabella’s attentions soon proved too much for Molly and she let out an almighty scream as she climaxed, her hand clamping around Henry’s cock. Isabella stood up, wiping her wet face with the back of her hand. “Now I want to see you fuck her,” she told Henry.
			

			
				Henry was more than happy to comply. He pulled down his breeches just enough for his hard cock to spring out. Moving between Molly’s legs as she lay back on the table, he admired her soaking wet opening, the hair thick and matted with her essence. Isabella reached over and spread Molly’s cunt open for him. He could see the pink walls deep inside her. Slowly at first, he slid his cock into her as Isabella held her open for him.
			

			
				When he was fully inside her, Isabella began to circle Molly’s swollen nub with her fingers. Henry thrust in and out of her, almost completely withdrawing before thrusting all the way inside her again. Between them, they were sending Molly into a state of ecstasy, and it wasn’t long before her fingers gripped the tablecloth, causing more breakfast things to spill. She screamed as her release rushed through her.
			

			
				Henry continued to fuck her, not knowing how much longer he could delay his own release. Isabella moved to Molly’s breasts, sucking on them and licking up the milk that spilled out. Henry picked up the pace, his breath coming fast as he felt the pressure building inside him. Suddenly, he let out a loud cry and filled her with his seed, continuing to thrust as more and more pulsed out to flood her insides.
			

			
				When he finally withdrew, his seed poured out of her onto the table and dripped down to the floor. Isabella knelt between Molly’s legs and licked it up off her opening and even where it dripped down to her rear entrance, making Molly gasp with surprise.
			

			
				Isabella stood up and wrapped her hand around Henry’s cock, which was still hard. She gave it a few strokes. “How about the three of us retire to the bedroom for the rest of the morning,” said Isabella with a smirk.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				Erin is bored and lonely after moving to a quiet new town. She joins the local book club, hoping for some company and a little conversation. But despite the innocent setting in the church hall, the books are anything but normal. In fact, they’re downright filthy, and none of the other members seem remotely bothered.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Before long, Erin is exploring every sexual adventure imaginable, spurred on by what she reads in the books and her slutty new friends at the book club. With permission from her husband, she’s soon experimenting with bisexual experiences, anal play, threesomes, and more. And that’s before the book club social…
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				When Claire and Andy decide to spend a weekend at a luxurious wellness retreat, they expect a serene escape from their busy lives, complete with massages, relaxation, and a little romance. But when the retreat burns down just before they arrive, they find themselves booked into The Haven: A Sex And Wellness Retreat instead.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Surrounded by free-spirited guests embracing the “clothing optional” rule, Claire and Andy find themselves enjoying naked yoga, couples massage with a happy ending, and opening up in ways they never would have imagined. Discover how one accidental booking can transform an ordinary weekend into a very explicit swinging adventure full of orgasms and new experiences, including the ultimate one - the final night orgy.
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				When Georgina’s parents find her in bed with half the crew of their yacht, they send her to a finishing school in deepest, darkest Devon to straighten her out. But as all the girls there have similar scandalous pasts, things don’t quite work out as they planned.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Soon, Georgina meets a charming young man named Will, and she hatches a plan to escape the school and take control of her future. Join her in this funny, daring, and unashamedly explicit tale of sneaky adventures, bisexuality, threesomes, and group sex with very horny rich girls.
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				Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies and to each other.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As they explore this new world, the couple soon realise they're not just improving their own relationship, they're unlocking desires that involve other people too. Soon, passion, lust, and graphic sex lead the way in this fun and filthy adventure.
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