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Chapter 1


London, 1816

“Phillip, your son has done it again!” said Lady Elena Emelot while reviewing her correspondence at the breakfast table.

For his part, Phillip barely lowered the gazette he was reading. “Has he now?”

Elena, Viscountess Fairclough, crushed the letter notifying her of their son’s latest gambling debts in her small hands and glared at her husband.

Phillip was a handsome man approaching 60, and like so many aristocrats his age, he was deeply interested in horses, the latest Parliamentary debates, and not bedding his own wife. It posed a problem for the much younger Elena, who was still vibrant and reminded of her own needs with growing regularity.

Each time the door connecting their bedrooms failed to open at night, the deep want within her grew. She could have taken up with any number of men over the years, but she’d been raising her children and hoping that Phillip’s attentions would return in full force. She was 38 years old, still ravishing, and determined not to spend the rest of her life neglected in and out of the bedroom. And now she also had the issue of her son’s debt to solve.

“This letter claims he owes a gaming hell one hundred pounds!” she cried, distraught that her husband seemed to have little interest in the problem.

“He’s really done it this time,” said Phillip in the same tone he’d asked her to pass the butter.

“And what are you going to do about it?”

“I? I am going to do precisely nothing, my dear,” he said, flipping a page.

“But,” she sputtered, “we’re rich! And he’s just a boy!”

“Darling, I am rich. Bernard is a young man of 21. It’s high time he took responsibility for his actions.” He lowered his paper and looked at Elena pityingly. “Young blades get into scrapes all the time and it all works out. Best for him to handle such matters on his own. I had to learn the same, and the experience benefited me greatly.”

Elena could have launched the silver platter full of deviled kidneys at her husband’s head. “When you were a young rake 40 years ago, the French Revolution hadn’t yet occurred!” she cried. “Sentiments towards aristocrats have changed markedly in the last few decades. Why, Lady Barkworth’s nephew was stabbed outside his club and taken to the Marshalsea when he failed to pay his gaming debts.”

“Time in debtor’s prison might do Bernard some good.”

“The gaol fever is so widespread there that they must stack corpses,” she said, sinking into her seat as she thought of her dear eldest son.

“He should have thought of that before engaging in deep play,” said Phillip, rising from the table. “I’m due at my club.”

“I doubt you’d be so casual if it were William that had run up these debts,” she said, poking at the sore spot that was the Viscount’s treatment of his eldest son, who had been born to Phillip by his deceased first wife. His beloved first wife.

Phillip’s temper finally emerged. “William never gave me such trouble a day in his life. He understood responsibility from a young age, likely because I handled his education after Flori’s passing.”

There it was: the unfavorable comparison to the perfect, lost true love Florianora. Why, she even had a remarkable name that made ‘Elena’ seem ordinary and downright un-aristocratic. At the start of their marriage, Phillip had been more than happy to welcome Elena into his life and certainly his bed, but with middle and then old age, he turned increasingly melancholy when reflecting on the woman that had never aged or disappointed him.

“Maybe I’ll handle this in my own way, using feminine means,” she warned. Elena wanted to see how he’d react to her threat of exerting womanly charm on the problem; would he even care?

Phillip clapped a hand on her shoulder when walking out. “I’m sure your saved pin money can remedy the problem. This time. But what about the next?”

With that, he sailed out of the breakfast room and left Elena utterly without support at one of the darkest moments of her life.


Chapter 2


There was no pin money to be lobbed at this disastrous problem and Bernard hadn’t been seen at his bachelor’s lodgings this week. Besides the fact that one hundred pounds was an enormous sum, Elena had just emptied her purse most willingly to aid the foundation of a new orphanage for children of the Seven Dials slum.

“Blast,” she said, slumped at her dressing table while her lady’s maid Delamare pinned up her hair for the Gotebedde musicale that evening. No doubt the performances would be dreadful, the company either infantile or aged, and refreshments limited to ratafia. She hated ratafia.

Her bosom strained from being pushed aloft by her half corset, and she laughed when catching sight of herself in the mirror. Would that she could walk into the gaming hell, show off those beauties, and satisfy the debt.

Elena paused. What if there was something to that? She withdrew the note that had arrived on the gaming hell’s stationery — the red wax seal with an embossed flame was a good touch, she had to admit.

Roger Malebraunche, the owner, signed the letter. She thought back to the many hours of gossip she’d had to endure, and remembered something about him being an aristocrat’s by-blow, an illegitimate child left to make his own way in the world. That could either work for her or against her. No matter, she thought, it was up to her to solve this debt crisis.

“The red velvet this evening, I think,” she said to Delamare. It was time to exert some womanly charm on this problem after all.

***

When the carriage arrived at the gaming hell, the sight of a respectable townhouse, rather than a portal to the underworld, surprised Elena. She’d taken a domino in place of her usual cloak but ultimately left her half mask on the seat; it seemed silly now that she was here to go about as if attired for a masquerade.

She requested an audience with Roger Malebraunche at the door. This must not have been the first time a lady sought to meet with him upon arriving, since the large man minding the entrance merely made a signal to a runner, who was quickly up the stairs heading to the first floor.

“I say, Rounthwaite, has The Branch hired new girls?” said a man who was openly assessing Elena’s figure with the aid of a quizzing glass.

The gent next to him squinted at Elena for a few seconds before recognition hit. “I say, isn’t that Bernard’s mummy?”

Elena swept the hood over her hair and darted up the stairs. Perhaps the half mask would have been a good choice.

She ducked behind a tall clock when she saw the runner emerge from an office, then made for the same door.

Upon opening it, she paused. “I believe you wished to see me, Mr. Malebraunche?”

He looked up from his mahogany desk and momentarily seemed stunned. Elena had pulled back the cloak before entering, and she knew her charms were on display to their best advantage.

“I had hoped to summon your money, but that was prior to seeing the holder of the purse,” he said, coming around the desk to sit on the front. And study her figure, if his roving eyes were any indication.

“Yes, I’m afraid there’s been a terrible misunderstanding. My son Bernard—”

“Has a predilection for Faro, I’m afraid,” said Malebraunche. “And not much skill at the game.”

Elena sank into a chair before him, all the better to play aggrieved mother and show off her body to its best advantage. “Yes, you see, he’s not very good at maths, no matter how many tutors his father hired for him.”

“In that case, it would be better for him to stay away from the tables.”

“I’ve tried reasoning with him,” said Elena, truly slumping in the chair this time.

“Well, I’ll leave you to that family conundrum. If you just deposit the hundred pounds on the desk, I’ll write you a receipt and you can be on your way.”

Elena’s spirits flagged further. “There are no hundred pounds,” she said. “His father wouldn’t provide it, and my pin money is feeding and sheltering orphans.”

“Admirable, I’m sure,” said Malebraunche. “The boy’s father is unconcerned about him going to prison for debts?”

“Phillip thinks it would be good for Bernard to experience the Marshalsea.”

Malebraunche paused. “Is the man trying to kill him?”

“That’s what I said,” cried Elena, her bosom heaving with righteous indignation at her husband’s lack of concern. “One hundred pounds would be nothing to Phillip, but he wants to teach the boy a lesson. And, trust me, I’ve tried to rein him in after plenty of lesser scrapes. Nothing I do registers with my son!”

“I might have an idea that could solve both Reginald’s behavior issues and eliminate the debt.”

“Bernard,” corrected Elena, trying to remove a small stone from her slipper in a way that caused the neckline of her dress to dip.

“Yes, him too,” said Malebraunche distractedly, rising from his seat to get a view of what he thought was an errant nipple emerging from the viscountess’s bodice.

Elena finally caught the pebble and tossed it into the refuse basket beside the grand desk. “As if I’m not agitated enough as it is, what with my husband ignoring my needs, now there are stones trying to get in my shoes!”

She froze.

“Your husband is failing to attend to your needs, my lady?” asked Malebraunche.

“I didn’t say that,” breathed Elena.

“Oh, but you just did.”

“Pray forget I said it. You know enough about this family’s shame as it is.”

“But I find myself quite intrigued, and I am so rarely intrigued by anything these days. You’ve an inattentive husband and a son who both racks up debts and fails to listen to good counsel on how to avoid accruing more?”

Elena’s shoulders slumped. This gambling hell owner had her entirely figured out, which meant she’d never convince him to discharge Bernard’s debt.

“Yes.”

“And you’ll do anything to deal with these problems, even if it comes at great personal cost to you?”

“Of course,” she said. “I am a mother.”

“I’d like to make you one again,” growled Malebraunche under his breath while surveying those fine tits currently on display.

“What am I to do?” she asked, wholly defeated.

“I’d be happy to offer you a chance to take on and then work off your son’s debt.”

Her face brightened. “But how?”

“On your back.”


Chapter 3


“On my…”

“On your back, knees, any number of positions, really,” said Malebraunche, waving his hand. “Perhaps the best way to put it would be to say that you’ll pay off the debt by giving up your holes.”

“Sir!” said Elena, shocked at his vulgarity.

“Now, madam—”

“My lady,” said Elena stubbornly.

“Yes, yes, my aristocratic lady, weren’t you just telling me that your husband hasn’t been fucking you the way you deserve?”

“I said nothing of the sort.”

“And yet you indicated as much obliquely. When was the last time your husband made you scream and moan?” asked Malebraunche.

Elena studied the molding on the ceiling as she counted back the years.

“If you have to do higher maths to find the answer, it has been too long.”

He came around to the front of the desk again. “And don’t tell me you wore a dress like that to pay a merely friendly call upon my office. A call where you planned to deliver no money while owing a rather enormous debt.”

“I had hoped that my neckline might make a rhetorical argument,” said Elena, sniffing at him for picking up on her attempt at a trick.

“Rhetorical tits?” said Malebraunche with a smirk. “That’s a first. Why don’t you let them try to convince me? Pull those bubbies out so I might see them.”

Elena regarded him with some suspicion.

“I need to assess what your body is worth,” said Malebraunche, as if regretful that they needed to engage in negotiations.

She pulled at her bodice, bringing down a cap sleeve, then lifting a breast and lowering her half corset until she had one full tit on display for the man who could send her son to a deadly prison.

The matter should have outraged or sickened her, leaving her wholly incensed and storming from his office. Instead, she was on fire inside, her pussy blooming at the thought of him entering her, her channel wet as she considered the many ways he might take her to satisfy both the debt and her raging lust.

“Tease that nipple, viscountess,” said Malebraunche, palming his cock over his breeches as he perched on the desk only feet away from where she exposed her body to him.

“You must know it’s rude to refer to nobles by titles only, sir,” she said, but her mid-sentence moan dulled the sharpness of her words.

“You have how many children?” he asked, salivating at her mature, womanly body. She was both a lady and a woman who could take a hard fuck. Just his type.

Elena covered her exposed bosom, offended at his question. Could he somehow see the effect of nursing five babies? She felt hot and mortified. She very much wanted to rush from the room.

As Elena struggled to set her garments to rights, Malebraunche came up off the desk and caught her hands in his. “I can see you’ve taken that question the worst possible way when I sought only to admire you.”

He cupped a hand under her heavy breast and let the weight of it rest in his palm. “These have been earned, and I want nothing more than to suck you so hard your milk comes back in.” He dipped his mouth to her nipple and attempted to do just that, causing Elena’s hands to tangle in his thick hair and her cunt to spasm with need.

He pulled off of her nipple with a pop, and Elena stared at where his mouth had deposited moisture on her breast. Her vision seemed to swim and need coursed through her.

“Shall we make a deal, my lady?” he asked softly.

“A deal?” she asked, still foggy with pleasure.

“Yes, let’s say you give me… a chance to plow your field four times to settle the debt,” he said, bringing her hand to his bulging falls in case she had any doubt about his meaning.

“Four times!” she said, shocked at his offer. “It was hard enough to get away once!”

“Fine, I’ll settle for three then.”

“I can give you no more than two. Today included,” she added hastily, in case he thought to dismiss their activities this evening.

Malebraunche pinched her nipple until she ground her pussy into the seat of the chair for want of filling. “I accept, my lady.”

Elena stood, pleased that this whole affair had been conducted so civilly. Of course, she had her second visit to Malebraunche to worry over, but that could be a problem for another day. She gathered her domino around her and made to leave.

“And where do you think you’re going?” he asked.

“To my home in Grosvenor Square?”

“Not if you want today’s visit to count towards your two,” he said, laughing. “Was I not clear that you need your holes filled to discharge the debt?”

Elena paused, her heart both sinking and soaring at the same time. He meant to… tup her? Here? Today?

“That’s right,” said Malebraunche, helping her out of her domino and escorting her to the front of the desk where he’d been sitting.

“You mean to have a viscountess over a desk?” she asked, fixing him with a stare worthy of a dowager duchess.

He groaned, flipping the buttons on his falls open in quick succession as he sought to free his cock from its prison. “Yes.”

Dropping her hands to the desk and leaning over slightly, Elena looked back at him. “Well?”

He pulled up the voluminous fabric of her dress with one hand while removing his cock from his smalls with the other. At this rate, he’d be glad to have young blades in his debt if it meant plowing an unbroken line of their delectable mothers.

“Knee on the desk,” he bit out upon seeing that the viscountess wore no drawers, just a chemise.

He helped her bring one leg up to desk height and then stuffed the domino below her knee to cushion it. Roger would hate for the wood to hurt her; he planned to fuck her hard and fast and didn’t want to pause for readjustments.

And now she was spread before him on the mahogany desk. The same desk he’d obtained from his father’s family after acquiring their debts in bankruptcy. He felt like the king of the world, having one aristocrat’s wife about to take his cock on the desk of another. He smothered a laugh, not wanting her to think he was in any way failing to admire the view.

Malebraunche held her dress higher and fitted his cock at her entrance. “Oh, that’s a good girl,” he babbled, as he watched her swollen, wet lips spread to take in his cockhead. “Swallow it right up, that’s it.”

Elena let her head drop to a pile of papers on his desk as she relished the feeling of being filled once again. Malebraunche was thick and hot in her channel and stretched her cunny in ways she hadn’t experienced since the early days of her marriage.

“Are you sure you’ve had five children, my lady?” he ground out while trying to get control of his cock.

“Why’s that?” she slurred into the handwritten documents as he plunged into her so well and made her rock to meet his thrusts almost without thinking.

“You’ve got the tightest little pussycat,” he said, pulling all the way out just so he could watch himself push back in. “Fuck.”

She felt herself grow wetter and wetter at his words and ministrations. He was proving to be just the lover she needed after those long years of neglect by Phillip.

“I know why your husband got five babies on you,” said Malebraunche, stroking deep and letting her feel the full length of his cock. “I’d always keep you in a breeding state if I had this pussy in my home.”

He let his cock drag over the parts of her channel that set her fluttering, then pulled her arse apart to watch her little back passage wink at him with the promise of delights to come. “What’s your given name, my lady?”

“Elena,” she said. “Why do you ask?”

“It seems only right to know your name when I’m going to leave a load of seed dripping out of your cunny,” he said, making her groan with desire. “You like the sound of that, Elena? Bunching up your chemise and domino to contain my spend as it drips out of you on the ride home in your husband’s carriage?”

“And your given name is Roger, is it not?” she asked.

He grunted in time with his thrusts.

“Then roger me and fill my cunny,” she said, bracing as he drove into her harder.

Roger slipped a hand to the front of her wet, spread cunt and played his fingertips over her throbbing nub until she cried out so loudly that he wondered if the Faro game downstairs would halt while someone ran up to investigate the sound.

Her tight cunt clamped down on his cock as her pleasure mounted. He almost regretted that this would be a fast fuck, but how could he complain when she was taking his shaft so well? He’d always dismissed the idea that aristocratic pussy was sweeter, but this lush viscountess was making him question all of his previous assumptions.

He was hot and hard as he worked her neglected cunny with admirable skill. Elena moaned as he stroked her pulsing nub and set off waves of flutters inside her wet pussy.

“You hear that sound?” asked Roger as he relentlessly filled her cunny with his thick shaft. “That’s a wet little pussycat gripping my cock. The best music I know.”

Elena’s eyelids drifted lower, and she had to stop herself before she drooled on the papers covering his desk. She was just here to discharge a debt. She shouldn’t be enjoying the humiliating task of letting this man fill her so much!

But he was so skilled and hard in her hungry pussy, and she’d needed this feeling of being desirable for years. She’d needed to come hard for years.

“Are you going to come on my cock?” he asked, slamming deep as if to test how much she could take.

“Yesh,” she said, her lips pressed against a document that looked like a land deed.

Roger somehow increased the speed at which he fucked her and worked her straining clitoris until she squealed and broke apart while spread across the front of his desk.

He pulled from her hot, wet clasp and jerked his cock to the point he felt his balls surge, then painted that delectable full arse with his seed.

She looked back. “I thought you were going to come inside of me.”

Fuck, another rope of spend shot from his cock at those words, and he found himself momentarily unable to speak because of the erotic sight of her dripping backside and gaping cunny before him.

“Had I known it was so desired, I’d have most certainly complied with your wishes, my lady,” said Roger, sincerely this time.

“It’s no matter,” she said, gracing him with the sort of winning smile that made her a celebrated hostess. “There’s always next time… and teas to prevent ending up in an interesting condition.”


Chapter 4


Following her encounter with Roger Malebraunche, Elena was guilty about her infidelity, even though she’d acted to solve a problem Phillip could have resolved with a stroke of his pen — yet chose to ignore.

Several days later, in the carriage home from the Pougher ball, Elena felt compelled to speak.

“I have been looking into Bernard’s debt.”

“Have you now?” asked Phillip softly while cleaning his spectacles.

“Yes. The gambling hell owner who holds the debt is a very disreputable man.”

“Gambling hell owners tend to be disreputable.”

She was getting nowhere. “I met with the man. True to his class, he proposed a very unorthodox solution!”

There, Phillip wasn’t stupid: he’d be able to pick up on what she was saying.

Yet he remained silent, turning his spectacles this way and that to study his cleaning efforts, as if streaks on the glass were more important than the trials and tribulations of his wife. She was furious, but unsurprised. With her conscience clear, she’d solve this problem with a stroke of her cunny.

***

A note arrived for Elena at the house on a Tuesday, requesting that she visit the gaming club the same evening. She huffed at Roger’s presumption but quickly conveyed her regrets to Lady Bithewater; Elena had suddenly taken to her bed and wouldn’t be able to attend tonight’s card party, to her great regret.

On the ride over, Elena rocked against the seat of the carriage, her cunny feeling hot and increasingly wet as she considered how Roger might use her that evening. Eventually, she had to hike up the skirt of her gown, peel off a glove, and stroke her nub until she broke apart in a most unsatisfying orgasm. It was unsatisfying on account of her need to stay quiet, so the coachman and her footmen didn’t suspect she’d been playing under her own skirt in anticipation of a liaison with a most disreputable man.

On the second floor of the gaming hell, Elena went for Roger’s office, but he came from another wing of the townhouse and led her by the hand down the hallway from which he’d come.

“There’s been a change of plans,” he said, kissing her glove and leading her into a bedroom decorated in dark red and black.

There was a man standing next to the fire. He was tall and broad of shoulder, radiating a power that could only come from a lifetime of knowing he could best anyone. Elena halted.

“May I introduce Edward Blaimester? You’ve likely heard of him as a man of industry and holder of several patents that aided our victory over Boney,” said Roger.

“I’m pleased to meet you,” said Elena, unsure of why she was encountering this Blaimester man at the gaming hell rather than at a picnic.

“I can see the questions in your eyes, my lady,” he said apologetically while taking her gloved hand. “I am a man of business, so allow me to be frank: your son owes me quite a bit of money.”

“Oh god,” said Elena, sinking against Roger as if struck by a blow. “How much?”

“He failed to deliver the eight hundred pounds he’d pledged for his share in a new industrial press. After selling his share to another young blade.”

Her head spun. This was not merely debt, but potentially fraud. He’d be ruined. The whole family would be ruined. She had four other children yet to reach adulthood, including three daughters to launch. This was a disaster.

“Do you have proof?” she asked, sinking into a chair with Roger’s help.

Blaimester withdrew a set of papers from inside his coat and she studied them, all the while wondering how she could be expected to read and understand words when the world was ending. This was not the matter of one hundred pounds; this was a fortune.

“I am… I am deeply sorry for my son’s actions,” she said, knowing that her apology would be insufficient for the gravity of Bernard’s crime.

“How sorry are you, my lady?” Blaimester asked. He placed a kidskin gloved finger in her open mouth and pushed it inside. Elena should have been shocked and furious, but she only felt her cunt clench and grow wet at the intrusion. He removed his finger to allow her to speak.

“Very sorry indeed,” she said, rubbing her cheek against his breeches where she saw his cock straining.

“I told you the viscountess is an eminently reasonable woman,” said Roger. He leaned over and cupped a breast over her bodice. “Beautiful, too.”

Blaimester unbuttoned his falls right before Elena’s face. When she saw him guiding his cockhead towards her, she opened her mouth obediently and let him slide smoothly between her lips.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, patting her on the head like she was still a lass in plaits. “Let’s discuss how we will discharge this debt. For I mean to discharge.” He rocked further into Elena’s untrained throat to emphasize his point.

He tasted musky, with a hint of the leather from his breeches. Elena moaned around him, wishing he was using this hard cock to plow her ready cunny.

“Eight hundred pounds is a considerable sum,” said Blaimester, stroking in and out of Elena’s mouth as Roger worked her breasts free of her bodice. “I could have a St. Giles girl for, well, eternity for a sum like that.”

Elena made a squeak of dismay.

“Yes, yes, I know that aristocratic cunt is worth more, because of the novelty of the thing,” said Blaimester. “So, I propose a solution: two nights, this being one of them.”

Elena looked up at this man, her savior, with admiration. He held her jaw tenderly while easing his cock deeper than ever before. Her eyes watered, but she let him use her, loving that he was testing her depths.

“But you should know that I am not a man who makes poor deals. I will work you hard and get my money’s worth,” he said. “You will do things that are considered unnatural and immoral.”

He pulled his cock from Elena’s mouth and allowed her to speak. Roger was working her nipples in a way that made her cunny throb, and she wanted nothing more than to do these things with Blaimester. Then she recalled a detail that posed a problem.

“I am most amenable to your generous offer, but I’m afraid I’ve already promised my company to Roger this evening.”

The two men traded glances. “We’re willing to share you. Most willing,” they said simultaneously.


Chapter 5


Roger had an ingenious chair similar to the one rumored to be owned by the Prince Regent: a piece of furniture designed to assist in sexual activities.

The two men had stripped Elena of her clothes with a speed and deftness that suggested a long acquaintance with raking, then settled her into the contraption.

The chair held her legs open, knees aloft, and head supported so she needed merely to lie back and let the men who owned all of this ruinous debt use her body as they wished — which just so happened to match her wishes, too.

Elena’s back arched and she mewled as Roger plunged his cock into her cunny. She had no way to slow his advance since her legs were spread, and he seated himself deep before withdrawing and allowing Edward to take his place.

He was thick and hot as he slid into Elena’s ready cunny, and he used his thumbs to pull her nether lips apart to better see how he tested her channel.

“Told you that it was a fine little pussycat,” said Roger, slapping Edward on the back.

“A tight, wet, aristocratic pussy,” said Edward with a pleasured sigh as he withdrew from Elena’s cunny.

Roger was back at her entrance again, this time stroking in and out while playing with her nub distractedly in a way that only inflamed her need.

“I felt that,” said Roger, smiling down at Elena when she jerked reflexively as he hit a spot that was particularly sensitive. He retracted and let Edward take his place.

“Are you going to take turns all night?” she asked, unsure if anyone would come at this rate.

Edward slid a finger into her wet cunny before forcing his cock in alongside it. “We don’t mean to take turns. We were merely preparing you for our true plans.”

Elena’s breathing picked up. She was both scared and deeply aroused. “What are your true plans?”

“We mean to share you,” said Edward, working his finger in and out in time with his cock. “Both of us. At the same time.”

At his incendiary, most arousing words, Elena broke apart with a scream and clenched down on the finger and cock currently taxing her cunny.

“Just as you said, Roger, she’s a good girl, a good little slut.”

Elena only shook harder at his degrading language and felt herself release liquid as the tremors of her sexual paroxysm continued on and on.

“That’s it, get that little cunt ready for us,” said Edward, admiring how she uncomplainingly took everything he had to give her. “We mean to use it hard.”

Edward withdrew from her body and let her stare at the ceiling for a moment. “Too much already?”

“Not enough,” she replied with a dazed smile. Roger was again toying with her nipples but switched to helping her up from the chair when she regained her faculties.

“How do two men…”

“Fuck the same cunny?”

“Yes,” said Elena, “how do two men fit?”

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it, viscountess. We’ll teach you how to take two cocks at once,” said Roger.

With Roger taking one hand and Edward the other, they led her to the enormous bed covered in dark red blankets.

“Is this a warning that I’ll die here?” she asked skeptically.

“Die of pleasure,” said Roger, lying down at the edge of the bed and stroking his cock to full hardness. “Why don’t you come here and sit on this hard piece I’ve got for you?”

Edward helped Elena crawl onto the bed and straddle Malebraunche’s narrow hips. He held her full breasts as she worked Roger’s cock into her hole and sank upon him.

“I feel so full already like this,” she said, skeptical that her body could handle another cock.

“Yes, that’s it, take that cock,” said Edward as he used his hands on Elena’s breasts to help her bounce on his friend’s shaft. “We’ll get them both in our little slut.”

Elena’s head dropped as pleasure rolled over her again at the humiliating word.

“She loves it when you call her that, Edward,” Roger said while lifting his hips to thrust up in quick punches.

Edward slid onto the bed behind Elena and whispered into her ear. “You like being reminded that we’re going to stretch your slutty little hole, viscountess? How about you bend over and show me where you want me to stuff this hard cock I’ve got for you?”

He directed Elena forward until she rested against Roger’s chest. “You’re going to let Blaimester in, pussycat?”

She mewed playfully and felt Roger’s cock jerk in her. “Well, that was unexpected,” she said, lightly scratching her nails down his firm chest.

“I’m coming in,” said Edward as he fed his unrelentingly hard cock into the hint of an opening he’d found in Elena’s cunny, sliding right in beside Roger.

“Oh god, oh god,” cried Elena at the stretch, the likes of which she hadn’t encountered before outside of childbirth.

“Fuck, that’s a tight fit,” said Edward, pulling her apart to see where her pussy lips gripped both men’s shafts. “Fuck.”

For his part, Roger said nothing, just stared at the canopy over the bed until he cried out. “I’m going to come. Get moving!”

The two men held Elena upright and then steady as they worked their cocks into her in tandem, using every bit of her arousal to test her limits and lubricate the slide.

“Oh no,” she cried, feeling her orgasm approach. “Oh no, I’m going to bear down, but there’s too much inside.”

“Fuck, I’m going to flood her,” said Edward, speeding up his pace.

Roger merely stuffed a fist in his mouth and tried to hold on as his bedmates worked against his overstimulated cock.

Edward reached around and tweaked Elena’s nipple before whispering, “I hear you longed to be filled, my lady,” in her ear.

At his words, she screamed and squeezed relentlessly on the cocks impaling her, then shooting ropes of seed directly into the mouth of her womb. She felt them sliding through the mess and depositing more, then broke again as the first drops of their combined spend hit her inner thigh and traveled down her leg.

“What a good little slut,” said Edward. “I think you’ll be ready for what I have in store the next time.”


Chapter 6


The front page of the gazette Phillip held before his face at the breakfast table shouted about the plight of the laboring classes. The cold summer of 1816 had produced an anemic harvest, and work was not to be had as soldiers returned from the Napoleonic Wars and attempted to resume their occupations.

There was discontentment in the air — the same mix of hunger and rage that had sent the heads of French nobles falling in the last century. Not so long ago.

Elena shifted the pork on her plate and wondered if her efforts to aid orphans would be enough to spare her neck when the sentences came down. She shivered, causing Phillip to look around the gazette.

“Yes?” he asked.

“Just a bit concerned about the state of political relations here in England.”

He raised a brow. “Is that what they’re calling the latest hat designs these days? Or perhaps the menus for a garden party?”

He was truly the worst. Phillip hadn’t been so careless and dismissive earlier in their marriage, but he’d somehow, over time, slumped into a caricature of a put-upon husband despite Elena’s attempts to be a model wife and viscountess.

“You’re not the least bit concerned about unrest? Resentment of the common man towards aristocrats with full bellies and plenty of coal in the grates?”

Phillip narrowed his eyes at his wife. “Of course I’m concerned about that. It’s why I read this infernal gazette each morning and take in the talk of the day. But I am best positioned, seeing as I am in Parliament, to deal with these matters.”

He rose from the breakfast table and patted Elena on the head dismissively. “Don’t worry about such things when there’s nothing you can do to solve the problem. Enjoy the benefits your position affords.”

She stewed until a letter she’d been waiting for arrived. There was something — rather, someone — she could do.

***

When Elena reached the gaming hell, it surprised her to find the foyer quiet. The large man minding the entrance took her domino and escorted her upstairs personally.

“Is the hell closed this evening?” she asked the man brightly, concerned that perhaps there had been a raid on the premises that might disrupt her plans.

“Closed,” he said. “For a private party.”

Elena looked around, trying to catch sight of this private party. Maybe Prinny himself was visiting!

“There you are,” said Roger Malebraunche, emerging from his office. “I thought we might take tea. You see, there’s been a change of plans.”

He escorted her into a cozy sitting room, not at all the sort of place she’d have expected in a gaming hell, and asked her to pour when the tray arrived.

“I’d have expected a bottle of gin,” she said.

Roger leaned back, a smile on his face. “We like to surprise guests. And never let it be said that The Branch isn’t aboveboard in all dealings. It wouldn’t do for us to ply you with liquor and then leave you to, well…”

Elena’s pulse quickened at that pause. It was the sort of pause that promised adventure, daring, and — hopefully — a good deal of pleasure.

He continued. “How familiar are you with the trades?”

“The trades?” she asked. “Butcher, baker, candlestick maker?”

“Yes, precisely. The people who make the things we need. The people who labor from morning to night so others might live in comfort.”

She drew herself up, feeling infantilized by the conversation. “Of course I know about the trades. They make things and receive money for their efforts.”

“And what happens when they don’t receive money for their work? When they extend credit to, say, no-good scions of aristocratic families and go unpaid for their labor and materials?”

Elena felt the blood sink from the top of her head to her feet, the warm thrum of sexual anticipation replaced by an icy dread. “You don’t mean…”

“Your son’s landlord came to my place of business looking for him. The rent on his bachelor’s lodgings hadn’t been paid since spring.”

She sunk into the plush cushions and moaned.

“I took proof of his losses and promised to report back to him; then your son’s stationer heard about possible restitution and came to file paperwork with me.”

“How many?” asked Elena, panic setting in. These poor tradespeople left without payment for months! She was going to toss Bernard into the Marshalsea herself, no matter the gaol fever!

“Following a thorough survey, I identified eighteen tradespeople, ranging from a jeweler to his, yes, butcher, baker, and candlestick maker, which have gone unpaid.”

“I don’t think I’ll have enough in my purse to pay them all,” she said. “I’ll need to return to the house and ask Phillip, he’ll need to, to open a safe or go to the bank and—”

Roger tapped his fingers on a handsome bound book she hadn’t noticed before. “I believe there might be an alternate way.”

Understanding slowly dawned. “Roger, I don’t think I have time to… entertain eighteen people. Getting away every few days has been a challenge. And what if more emerge?”

He leaned in and brushed Elena’s hair back from her forehead, where it had been growing damp because of her perspiration. “Worry not. I took a thorough accounting before bringing this problem to you. I think that after tonight, all debts will be discharged.”

She looked up in confusion. “But I am to entertain Mr. Blaimester this evening.”

“He has agreed to share you with the tradespeople. All eighteen of them.”


Chapter 7


The billiards room on the ground level was a hive of activity when Roger Malebraunche escorted Elena downstairs to meet the people to whom Bernard was indebted.

“Oh god,” she said, slumping against him in shame as she saw the varied tradespeople who had extended her son credit.

“This her?” asked a man skeptically. “Where are all the jewels and cakes?”

“I thought her hair would be taller,” said a wiry man, picking at his teeth.

“This is Viscountess Fairclough, as I promised,” said Roger, supporting her arm.

“How do we know this isn’t some strumpet dressed up as the lady?” asked someone from the back.

Elena and Roger exchanged glances. “That’s actually a good question,” she said. “I don’t know how to prove that I am myself.”

“I saw the good lady on her wedding day, in the last century,” said a man with a tidy beard. “I am the family jeweler and fitted her ring myself. That is the viscountess.”

The crowd mumbled approvingly. One problem solved.

“How do we know she’s willing to do this?” asked a lady from the back. “We can’t be a horde descending on a woman who wants no part of this scheme. Why, she didn’t even accrue the debts.”

“Seller of scandalous books,” explained Roger in a low voice. “Has a place on Holywell Street, a sharp woman, if there ever was one.”

“She certainly earned my patronage today,” replied Elena. Speaking louder, she said, “I am here of my own free will. Rest assured and thank you for your concern.”

A man with bushy eyebrows regarded Roger and Elena with suspicion. “She could be just saying that you know. Fast-talking gents like Malebraunche put plenty of ladies up to things they don’t actually want to do.”

“Then I suppose we’ll need to prove her ladyship’s willingness to take part in tonight’s festivities,” proclaimed Roger. “Shall we show them your willingness, my lady?”

He swept the domino from her naked body and revealed her voluptuous form to the assembled crowd. “I’d like to knead those fine bubbies,” said a man Elena could only imagine was a baker.

A man with a neck like an ox merely grunted.

“How does that—” asked a skeptical voice when Roger spun Elena around like a debutante at a ball, then bent her nude body over the nearest billiards table.

Elena could only see the felt surface of the gaming table, but she could hear everything behind her naked arse so much more clearly now that she was on display.

“Legs wider, my dear,” said Roger, helping her spread for the assembled crowd.

She opened her body and braced. Surely someone would throw something or hurl insults as if she was in the stocks.

“She looks wet,” murmured one man appreciatively.

“She is indeed,” said Roger, using his fingertips to spread her cunny lips to their view. “Wet and very willing to make restitution for the injury caused by her family member.”

“Can I touch?” asked one voice.

“Be my guest,” said Roger, allowing the young man to approach the table and slide one finger into Elena’s hot, hungry hole.

He stumbled back. “My god, I’ve been inside a nob. I wonder if being inside her pussy could cure scrofula! Or the clap!”

Elena made a noise of distress, and Roger reassured her while patting her back. “We have checked all participants for contagion, dear.”

Roger thumped the bound book he’d carried down from upstairs to get the attention of the crowd. “I have in this ledger an accurate accounting of the debts owed by the viscountess’s son, as well as your statements that participation in tonight’s event will discharge those debts.”

The assembled tradespeople murmured agreeably.

“Since you are each owed different sums of money, you will have different rights to her ladyship’s cunny. First up, Mr. Bademan, baker on Chesterfield Street. Owed two pounds, eight shillings, and five pence. You are allowed two strokes.”

“First up, sounds only right for a baker,” the man shouted cheerfully while approaching the billiard table. The crowd hooted but quickly grew quiet as he took up his position between Elena’s legs.

“Mr. Bademan, please discharge your debt, but do not discharge within the lady,” said Roger, overseeing the ledger and proceedings.

The baker lifted his tunic and pulled his cock from within his old-fashioned hose before giving it a stroke. Elena felt the man against her arse and thighs. Then he was feeding his short, fat cock into her cunny.

“If my mum could see me now!” he said with a cheer, pumping into her twice, then withdrawing with Roger’s aid to spend immediately on the floor.

“My carpets will never be the same,” said Roger glumly before summoning the next debtor.

“The widow Parchmentar, purveyor of fine filthy books on Holywell Street. Owed five pounds, three shillings. She will make use of a clever little diletto offered by her shop, imported from the finest glass blowers of Venice. Six strokes.”

Elena turned to watch the woman with graying blonde hair approach the table, holding the dildo aloft. “I don’t know that I’d call this little, Roger,” the widow said good-naturedly before fitting the head at Elena’s entrance.

The viscountess moaned as she stretched around the glass implement, her brain struggling to understand how a false cock could feel so delicious. She rocked as she took the thrusts, but all too soon, it was over. She made a mental note to visit Holywell Street and acquire just such an implement for herself.

The cobbler, candlestick maker, and stationer also just stoked Elena’s growing need because of the modest debts owed to those tradespeople.

The jeweler was far more promising. “Mr. Goshawke and Sons, Fine Jewelers, are owed a debt of 80 pounds.”

“And sons?” asked Elena with some horror, not imagining that tonight might be a family affair.

“I am representing the family and will make full use of the allotment,” said Mr. Goshawke, sliding smoothly into her wet cunt.

“That’s a noise I like to hear,” he said, petting Elena’s blushing arse cheeks, already stimulated because of the number of people taking their place behind her.

“And you’ll contribute more to the sound on account of being afforded the right to spend within the viscountess,” said Roger, making notes in his ledger.

The man crowded against Elena’s thighs and rogered her cunny with efficient relish but ultimately spent without her reaching the peak of sexual paroxysm. She was growing frustrated.

“Roger,” she said, tapping him on the arm. “I need to come. Give me something that will make me come.”

He surveyed the list and hit upon a name that made him smile. “Mr. Scorchebof, if you please.”

Elena turned to look behind her as a positively enormous man parted from the crowd, the grunting man with an ox neck.

“Oh,” said Elena, clenching her core muscles in anticipation of being used by such a hulking specimen of manhood.

“I doubt I need to tell you that Mr. Scorchebof is the butcher,” said Roger. In response, the butcher merely grunted.

“Do you have a piece to match that neck?” asked Elena.

The butcher didn’t bother unbuttoning his falls, just reached into his breeches and pulled out the thickest, longest cock Elena had ever seen. She smiled. At last, she was about to get used in the way she’d been anticipating.

The butcher walked between Elena’s legs, kicked them apart, then thought better of it and hefted one leg in the air by holding her under the knee. She was completely open to him, and he fitted his cockhead against her cunny entrance with a deftness she wouldn’t have expected.

And then he slid in. The stretch was profound, leaving Elena panting over the felt billiard table as she struggled to take all of him inside.

“God, my lady, are you well?” asked Roger, somewhat dismayed at how her cunny was being filled by the muscle-bound butcher.

“I’ve dreamed of this,” she mumbled, while absorbing the man’s powerful thrusts. The man pushed her to her limit, controlling her completely. Fearful of disrupting their perfect balance and the intense pleasure, she didn’t dare touch herself.

Finally, the butcher executed a deft move and brushed against her straining clitoris in a way that sent Elena shuddering and screaming as she spasmed around his oversized cock. For his part, Scorchebof let her enjoy the initial explosion and many cascading aftershocks before pressing himself deep and roaring as he poured an enormous load of seed inside the viscountess.

The room was quiet as he withdrew from Elena’s body and carefully laid her on the billiard table, one knee lifted so her stretched, seeded cunt could be seen by all.

The sound of cocks working among the crowd grew louder and tradesperson after tradesperson shouted to take their turn.

Elena took them all, bent over the table, then reclined on it with her legs spread when she needed to change positions. With Elena stretched and seeded, they gave her thrusts with less precise counts, helping her reach climax repeatedly.

As she took cock after cock, Roger gave her sips of water, smoothed her hair when it proved troublesome, and rubbed her nub when she couldn’t quite reach paroxysm.

As the last tradesperson stumbled from between Elena’s legs, Roger wiped the dripping seed from her thighs with a length of toweling and surveyed the mess. He gingerly pulled her cunny lips apart and rushed to catch another drip of spend when her internal muscles reflexively pushed it out.

“They’ve used you well,” he said.

“A considerable sum was due to them.”

“You owe a considerable sum to one more person.”

“We agreed that the debt would be discharged with our last visit,” she said, cradling Roger’s face like the dear man he was. “No matter, I can take you.”

“I think he meant me, my lady,” said Mr. Blaimester.

Elena gasped, covering her cunny with her hands. What would he think of her, used by all and sundry before he took his place?

The industrialist walked over and pulled her hands from their place before her swollen nether lips and hole. He roughly unbuttoned his falls to remove his cock. “I like nothing better than a well-used, sloppy pussy.”

Edward stroked his cock with rough movements while running his free hand over Elena’s breasts.

“They used you hard, did they?”

Elena nodded yes, curling her lips to contain a smirk. It was, by far, the most thrilling night of her life, and she wondered how she could experience something so heady again — ideally without her son disgracing the family.

Edward took a seat on one chair not desperately in need of a good cleaning and motioned for Elena to join him. She toddled over to the industrialist, the last person to whom she owed a debt. She leaned forward, displaying her full breasts before him. “How do you want me?”

He groaned and took Elena’s hand to help her straddle his angry cock. Their chests met, and he cradled her exhausted body while thrusting up into her wrecked cunny.

“My lady sounds wet tonight. Did those rough tradesmen use you hard?” he asked in a playful voice.

“So hard,” she responded in kind. “They ruined my little cunny and got seed all over me. You’ll have to wash it out with your spend.”

Edward groaned against her shoulder and quickened his pace. He wouldn’t last long, not if she kept saying the things that made his engine run dangerously hot.

“Is there room for me?” asked Roger from Elena’s back. She let her head fall back against his chest, which gave Edward a chance to suck on her tender nipples.

“You wish to break me?” she asked, willing to experience anything despite the trials she’d been through that evening.

“I wonder if I might,” he said, letting an oiled finger dip into the first ring of her back passage, “try somewhere new.”

“Why does that feel—” asked Elena with a hiccup. “Feel good?”

“That’s it, my lady,” said Roger while replacing his fingers with his generously oiled cock. “Taking two cocks in your holes like a strumpet. We’ve trained you up well.”

Edward kissed up her neck and set her cunt fluttering around him. “That’s right, we’ve got a good little slut taking our cocks so well. Are you going to make us spend in your slutty little holes, my lady?”

Roger kissed the other side of Elena’s neck and worked himself in tandem with Edward. “I don’t think we’re going to give her back. When a pussycat is this good, we need to keep her filled, don’t we?”

“Would you like that, my lady?” intoned Edward. “Taking our cocks over and over, at the same time? We can make it worth your while.”

Both men reached for Elena’s nub, and they worked together to stroke her until she broke in their arms, shaking as her muscles finally gave out after hours of hard use. She was drifting off to sleep as she felt Roger and Edward shoot their loads deep inside of her, cradling her tenderly as they used the last of her strength to wring the spend from their balls.

“She’s ours,” she heard one of them say. “Our little slut of a matron. Knowing she’s at ton parties with our seed leaking out of her holes gets me hard again.”

“If all young blades had mothers this delectable, I’d extend credit more freely.”

Elena drifted off to sleep with a satisfied smile on her face.


Chapter 8


Several days later

“Mother, what have you done?”

Elena stumbled at the unexpected noise from within her sitting room. She had been up from dawn in bed reading a scandalous book, and she hoped Bernard hadn’t been draped on the chaise for too long, or he might have heard sounds.

“Why Bernard, how kind of you to visit the house after many requests for the pleasure of your company,” she said, her eyes narrowed.

He slumped forward and held his head in his hands. “I had to come when I heard the whispers.”

“As a man about town, I’m sure you hear many whispers,” said Elena. “They’ve never inspired you to visit us before breakfast.”

“These whispers were about you,” he said. “My mother.”

Elena sat across from him and stared into her son’s eyes, neither confirming nor denying the gossip. She was a viscountess, mother to five children, and overlooked by her husband. Moreover, she wasn’t apologizing for anything — or anyone — she deemed worthy of doing. And she especially wasn’t apologizing or making excuses to Bernard!

“So, it’s true,” said Bernard, listing sideways and looking about for a vase in which he might be ill.

Elena wanted to rage at him, but that had proved ineffective on many occasions. Instead, she took a different approach. “I rather enjoyed getting your debts discharged.”

Bernard moaned into a cushion.

“I did not know that a young man could owe so much money to so many different tradespeople. I had the pleasure of meeting your cobbler, landlord, and butcher. A viscountess has so few occasions to mix with such people, and I was grateful for the chance to get to know them better.”

“Not the butcher,” wheezed Bernard.

“Yes, him especially,” said Elena with a smile. “I found it quite interesting to have an encounter with a man who knows so much about the ways of the flesh—”

Bernard was well and truly sick now. His head thrust out the sitting-room window while he regretted putting away a bottle of gin after hearing about his mother’s exploits.

Elena waited patiently for her son to finish his dramatics and considered which gown she would wear today for a demimonde picnic. Now that she had tasted the many flavors of freedom, she was never going back to gossiping in stuffy parlors with judgmental biddies.

Bernard returned to his chaise and regarded his mother with newfound fear. And perhaps respect. “What could convince you to stop this nonsense?”

“Stop?” she asked, her brows delicately arched. “I have no intention of stopping anything, and it’s rich for the person who set all of this in motion to ask such a thing of me.”

“Mother,” Bernard whispered. “How am I to make a good marriage if my mother is out… out cavorting with men of all classes?”

“Your father was prepared to allow debt collectors to take you to the Marshalsea,” she said. “Are you familiar with that institution?”

Bernard traced some stitching on his waistcoat, one of many things she’d paid for so pleasurably with her cunt, now that she thought about it. “I toured it while slumming with some other gents.”

“I presume you did not want a more intimate experience of the interior?” she asked.

Bernard gulped, finally looking ashamed.

“Listen to me and listen well: you are not the heir. And I don’t have nearly enough pin money to pay off your debts with coin. I love you and will not see you in that infernal jail. Is my meaning plain?”

“Will you continue to discharge my debts by engaging in prostitution?” asked Bernard weakly.

Elena mulled over his words. She hadn’t considered her actions related to the work performed by women in Covent Garden alleys and townhouse écoles but found that she enjoyed the idea of belonging to this group.

“Yes.”

The sitting room was silent. Bernard was clearly thinking, and Elena wasn’t about to interrupt his rare introspection when he was so close to turning a corner.

“Is father home?” asked Bernard. “Can I expect to see him at breakfast?”

“He should be,” said Elena, wondering if her son planned to rant and rave at his father about her actions. Phillip would likely just hold his gazette higher.

“You win, mother,” said Bernard. “I’ll manage the estate father has been offering.”

Elena brightened. Had her gambit worked?

“Thank you for settling my debts this final time. I’m sorry that it had to be done… that way,” he said, blanching.

“I’m not,” she said, smirking after Bernard had slunk from her sitting room to negotiate with his father.

Elena ducked back into her bedroom and caught sight of her lady’s maid. “Delamare, I’ll need you to pick up some books for me today. From Holywell Street,” she said with a grin. “And fetch the green velvet with lace on the bodice. I have an appointment to keep.”

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1816

In a Grosvenor Square drawing room, a recently arrived letter sowed confusion among a group of married ladies.

“Elena sends her regrets. Her youngest… has a splinter,” said Abigail Taillere, Baroness Taillere. She frowned while looking at the brief missive and stirred her tea.

“Last week it was a paper cut,” said Sarah Seneschal, Countess Bithewater, with some skepticism, grabbing the note and another biscuit from the tray.

Margery Dowlande, Marchioness of Argenteyn, picked up a half mask delivered with Elena’s letter. “Is there to be a masquerade?”

“Postscript: she encloses a mask that brought her good luck in her recent endeavors and hopes one of us might find it useful when chaperoning the debutantes at the Pinsemaille ball this evening,” said Abigail, groaning. “She cannot attend because of the distressing splinter situation.”

The three ladies stared at the mask suspiciously, as if it were a trojan horse or carrier of the plague.

“Nothing good can come of wearing a mask like that,” said Sarah. “We’re matrons now, and the escapades that require a mask are over, thankfully.”

“I’m tired just thinking about such things,” said Margery, raising an elegant brow knowingly. “These days, Reginald knows not to test the connecting door between our rooms because he’ll find it locked. My sleep is important.”

“Walter says not to expect a night-time call as long as I keep enjoying cakes and biscuits,” said Sarah, biting into a tea cake rebelliously as the other ladies grumbled once again about Waspish Walter.

Abigail couldn’t bring herself to contribute to the conversation, such was the extent of the pain caused by her husband George, Baron Taillere.

“I’ll take the mask and chaperone the debutantes tonight,” she said. “After all, shepherding young ladies was how I made my way in the world before marriage.”

***

A decade ago, Miss Abigail Kersall was a 28-year-old governess, recently arrived at a moody Northumberland estate. The post had promised a well-behaved girl of seven and a master who spent his time haring about the Continent, unlikely to interfere in the girl’s education.

Unrest in Europe had brought Lord Taillere back to Northumberland, and for a summer, he teased, needled, and eventually romanced Abbie until she consented to marry him. He’d tested the bounds of propriety during their furtive courtship, but ultimately did not carry Abbie off to his bed, though her increasingly amorous thoughts nearly sent her there nightly.

As her wedding day approached, Abbie had dreamed of what it would be like to lie in George’s arms at last, and experience the delights of marriage. The night after they exchanged vows, George had entered her chamber, lifted her fine bridal night-rail, performed his marital duty perfunctorily, and then left.

Never to return to her bed again.

He’d made it clear over the subsequent ten years that he was happy to have Abbie serve as his daughter’s mother, but he had no intention of treating her as a wife or giving her children of her own.

The flames that burned so hot during their courtship were smothered because of his sudden disinterest in Abbie after getting her to the altar and securing her… as a mother for his child. Now 38, Abbie felt regret, though she was pleased to see her lovely step-daughter Amanda launched this year. After the girl found happiness with a worthy gentleman, Abbie could then think about her own. And the deep need that sometimes caught her unawares as she tossed and turned in her huge, cold bed.

Abbie clutched the mask in her lap, feeling every bump as the carriage conveyed her, Amanda, and George to the Pinsemaille ball that evening.

“Mama, are you sure this dress is pretty enough for the ball? I wore it at the assembly in Newcastle. What if someone tonight has already seen it?” asked Amanda.

“Anyone who has a memory that sharp and bent towards embarrassing young ladies is likely to be no friend worth having,” said Abbie, placing a reassuring hand on Amanda’s gloved arm.

The carriage slowed to a stop. “As close as we can get, I’m afraid,” called the coachman.

George swung out of the barouche and handed Abbie, then Amanda, down. Before Amanda had a chance to right her cloak, he was off without another word, likely bound for the card room.

No matter, it would give Abbie time to remind Amanda of some particulars. She took the girl’s arm and they made their way towards the Pinsemaille townhouse.

“No more than two dances with any gentleman,” Abbie instructed firmly.

“But what if I meet a gentleman I like very much indeed? Two dances, even at a string of balls, might result in just 25 words exchanged altogether. How is that a foundation for marriage?”

Abbie thought back to the many conversations near the fire she’d had with George prior to their marriage, where they exchanged far more than 25 words. Yet here she was, deeply unhappy, and even more deeply unsatisfied.

“There will be picnics and drives where you might get to know each other better and enjoy genuine conversation. Just don’t let the ton catch you breaking that rule; these ladies are ruthless,” said Abbie.

Amanda nodded glumly, seeing her hopes at a fine marriage disappear because of a silly limit on dances.

“And, above all, do not converse with rakes. Avoid speaking to men you haven’t been introduced to. And especially do not go out into the garden with a young man, since any man hoping to lure you away from your chaperones is a rake.”

“Mama!” said Amanda. “Even I know that, and this is just my first season! I don’t want to be ruined or let those vile men get their filthy hands on me. Imagine!”

Yes, imagine, thought Abbie.


Chapter 2


“The rakes are out in full force tonight,” said Margery when Abbie walked in, handing her a glass of ratafia.

“Lady Pinsemaille wouldn’t be serving anything stronger, would she?” asked Abbie, looking askance at the sweet, watered down wine and cherry cordial. She suddenly longed for a dash of brandy.

“Wouldn’t want soused debutantes to wander into the garden with a rake,” said Sarah while surveying the crowd. “I say, is that Lord Simon heading out?”

Abbie followed her gaze and saw Lord Simon Damsell, a buck of the first head, darting through the terrace doors into the garden.

Margery groaned. “So it begins.”

Sarah patted Abbie’s arm. “Take care they don’t catch you, my dear,” she said with a sly smile.

“At my age, they’re most likely to catch me falling down stairs or from a missed carriage step,” said Abbie drily, heading towards the doors. “I’m going to do my matronly duty and see what Lord Simon is up to outside.”

“The right man could have you feeling much younger,” said Sarah teasingly as Abbie departed.

The right man, mused Abbie. Certainly not George, who was, as ever, in the card room and winning, by the looks of it.

Across the room, Amanda was chatting with other debutantes under the watchful eye of some dragons. It would be a miracle if an eligible gentleman approached the girls and signed their dance cards.

Sliding through the open double doors onto the terrace, Abbie surveyed the Pinsemaille gardens, hoping to find Lord Simon and verify that he was merely smoking a cheroot or kicking stones for a moment so she could return to the ball.

He was nowhere to be seen, and Abbie had a sinking feeling that he was up to no good. She pulled on the half mask sent by Elena, just in case talk should ensue from her trip into the greenery, and descended the stairs to search for him.

***

Lord Simon Damsell was indeed kicking rocks in the garden, but doing so quietly to avoid notice. His father had ordered him to the ball, with threats of a cut to his allowance, should he not show his face and act like a man interested in courting. After all, why was his father paying for him to live in London if not to meet and settle down with a respectable girl?

Why indeed, thought Simon, thinking of the many pleasurable nights and sometimes days he’d spent in the city enjoying its more voluptuary pleasures. Oh, he’d play the game to keep his tailoress and landlord paid, all the while carrying on as a young blade should.

Speaking of which… He heard a crunch on the gravel path that sounded gentle enough to be promising. Yes, if he wasn’t mistaken, that was the sound of a lady’s slippers. Very promising indeed.

Simon leaned to look around the hedgerow and caught sight of a girl.

No, not a girlish debutante, but a woman. Her lithe figure initially confused him, but she was a mature specimen — ripe for the tasting — just as he preferred.

She made her way down the path confidently as though she knew the way, and she wore a half mask. She must be a lady of experience, just the type one hoped to meet in a secluded garden during a very dull ball. Perhaps the Pinsemaille crush wouldn’t be a waste of an evening after all.

As she walked parallel to where he stood in the shadows, Simon shot out a hand and pulled the woman to his side.

***

Abbie hit Simon’s chest with a thud.

“Well, hello there,” he said. “Looking for me?”

She squinted from under the mask, surveying him sternly.

“You are a tempting piece, aren’t you? My older sisters had a governess who used to look at me like that when I misbehaved. Would you like to rap my knuckles and make me reform?”

Abbie blew out a breath. Thankfully, for her health and sanity, she’d never been a governess in the Damsell household. That didn’t mean she couldn’t discipline this young blade and discover what he had planned in the garden.

“Where is the lady you’re meeting out here?” she asked, grabbing him by the ear.

“You are a saucy one, aren’t you?” he asked, placing his hands on Abbie’s hips to draw her near.

“Lord Simon,” she said.

“Guilty as charged,” he drawled.

“I don’t smell cheroot smoke on you, so don’t make excuses to me. The lady you’re meeting: is she an innocent debutante?”

Simon leaned in and sniffed the skin on Abbie’s neck. “You would know best, wouldn’t you? I initially thought you might be one of those girls shoved down our throats the moment they’re out of leading strings, but once you got closer, I recognized signs of maturity,” he said, letting his hand travel from her hips, over her waist, and finally to her breasts. “Precisely my type.”

“You are not in the garden for a liaison?” she asked skeptically, eyeing his hand on her bodice.

“I wasn’t,” he said. “Just biding time until I could leave. I show my face at the start and end and disappear in the middle. My allowance lives to see another day.”

“Oh,” she breathed, suddenly feeling silly.

“But I could be in the garden for a liaison.”

“I beg your pardon?”

He pressed his fattening cock into the soft place between her legs. He dropped his mouth just over her ear and let his breath flow hot over her exposed neck.

“I could,” he ground his cock against what felt like her cunny, “go for a fuck.”

“But I’m in this garden to protect debutantes,” she said, her voice breathy. Promising.

“And I — a known rake — could grab one for a rendezvous at any time. It would be a shame. Meanwhile, my raking ways might be diverted if I had some place to divert them,” he said, thrusting rhythmically now into the folds of her dress.

“Oh, I, my,” she said, her bosom heaving as she struggled to think.

Lord Simon dropped a hand to Abbie’s shoulder and flicked off the cap sleeve of her dress.

“I didn’t realize that was possible,” she said, looking at her own dress in wonder.

“There are likely many things you don’t realize are possible,” he said, settling a hand over her arse and pressing her deeper into his hardness. “Are you getting wet for me?”

Lord Simon set to shifting Abbie’s dress down. He trailed his hot mouth lower and lower, all the while Abbie only held his head and anticipated his next moves. She felt like a wanton, allowing this young blade to have his way with her body in a garden, but his potent masculinity and unrelenting attention were like water to someone dying of thirst in a desert.

He finally got her breast free and latched on her straining nipple, drawing up her skirts and letting his experienced hand trail up her leg.

Abbie brought her legs together on instinct, her core aching as she swelled to take him after so long without a man’s cock there.

Simon tapped her thigh and looked up at Abbie playfully. “Open up for me, mystery woman. I have something you’ll like there, but I need to make sure you’re ready to handle it.”

She let her legs open, and Simon slid down her body. “Take over,” he said, placing her hand on her own nipple.

Obediently, Abbie strummed and watched Simon lower to the gravel path, then duck under her skirts. “Oh!” she said, shocked to see him dive under her dress without hesitation.

Seeing Lord Simon’s head outlined in her grecian-style skirts gave Abbie a thrill. She placed her hands lightly on the fabric and directed him closer to her needy cunny.

“Yes,” he said, leaning forward to kiss her pussy through her sensible linen drawers. He placed one of Abbie’s thighs on his shoulder and opened her body to his unrelenting mouth. She felt hot, unsteady, and more alive than she’d been in ages. Tangling her fingers in some overhead vines, she tilted her body to allow him greater access.

From below her skirts, she picked up grumbling. “In the way,” was all she heard before Lord Simon used the slit in her drawers to rip the fabric apart for better access to her cunny.

“Sir!” she cried out. His only response was a smile pressed into her hot, wet pussy.

“Oh, you really are a rake,” she moaned, letting her hips move as he applied his flattened tongue to her throbbing nub and swollen nether lips.

“You like it,” she heard from below her dress, where he was tasting her over and over like she was an ice at Gunter’s Tea Shop.

Abbie tilted her hips so Simon’s lips and tongue would hit her nub just the way that set her toes tingling, using the hand not keeping her upright to direct his head beneath her dress. He bobbed under that fabric bought by her neglectful husband, and she suddenly felt a rush of pleasurable rebellion. If her husband wasn’t using his wife, why should he get to dictate that no man could?

“You got wetter,” said Simon, growling with appreciation as he used his fingers to feel every part of where she was spread.

“Lord Simon,” she breathed while nearly ripping the vine she held from its trellis. “I need more.”

“I have no doubt you do,” he said, popping his head out from under her dress. “Tell me I can test your cunny.”

“Test?”

He watched her expression — what he could see of it around the mask — as he trailed a finger through her wet folds and entered her channel. His solitary finger was the first thing she’d had in that place for a decade, and her body contracted to trap it almost upon entry.

“Oh, you’re going to have to do better than that,” he said, cajoling. “Let me in, madam, let me use your cunt. I promise rakes know how to make it feel good.”

“Oh, you are wicked,” she said, as her body softened around him and allowed his finger to proceed.

“I should say so,” he said, applying his mouth to her nub once again while slowly pumping his finger in and out of her hole. Abbie ran her hands through Simon’s thick hair and over his darling ears as he ate her cunny with relish, causing him to giggle into the place she was wet and needy.

“No laughs,” she said sternly.

“Yes, madam,” he said solemnly, adding a finger to her passage. It felt tight and achy, the stretch a delicious antidote to all those nights tossing and turning alone without relief. “There’s no way you’re married with a cunt like this.”

“Merely neglected,” she said honestly.

“I can fuck you until you wish you were neglected,” he said. “Keep you filled all hours of the day.”

“I am a matron with many responsibilities,” she said, rolling against his mouth and fingers now.

“Then how about at balls?” he bargained between licks. “I’ll drain my balls in you at these dreadful events.”

“But I’m supposed to be protecting debutantes from rakes,” she said playfully, bouncing to get his fingers just where she needed them.

“And are you not doing that, taking the chief rake out of commission so generously?” he asked, spreading his fingers to lick from her entrance up and over her clitoris.

“But what of the others?” she asked, fluttering around him as the pleasure became unbearable.

Simon thrust into her cunny harder and prepared her for what he had in store. “I suppose you’ll just have to learn how to entertain us.”

“Entertain?” she asked, wondering if her singing was in any way good enough to captivate a band of rakes.

“Yes, entertain,” said Simon, grinding his fingers into the front wall of her channel in a way that had her legs trembling. “All of us, together. Here.”

He couldn’t mean that, her taking a whole band of rakes, could he? She felt his skilled fingers grow more insistent and images of her being used by the most licentious men in London flashed before her dazed vision.

“Simon,” she moaned, and then he twisted within her cunny — a move honed by years of experience — and she broke around him, wailing into the crook of her arm as he thrust and churned, intent on extracting every ounce of pleasure.

“You like that?” he asked.

“You know I did,” she said lazily, gazing down at his smiling face and lips still wet from her spend.

“Then grab that trellis behind you and bend over. You owe me the use of your cunt.”

Abbie spun around, her cheeks feeling heated as she scrambled to lift her skirts and give him access to her body.

“That’s it, legs wider,” he directed, fitting his hot, hard cock at her entrance. “Take it, my mystery garden woman.”

He wasn’t gentle, and Abbie braced as he worked his shaft in mercilessly.

“Now, now, no fighting me,” he scolded. “I don’t want a scared little debutante. I want a grown woman I can plow hard and fast,” he said, stroking in and out without remorse.

It was the realization of dreams for Abbie, who had always imagined George might take inspiration from the wild moors of his estate when making love. But in their only sexual encounter, he had been restrained and civilized. Meanwhile, Simon was demanding and just a bit degrading in the way that made her blood hotter.

“That’s it, I want you to let me in deep,” he said, pressing in and holding his hips to her arse so she could feel his sack rest momentarily on her cunny lips. “You feel my balls? What I’ve got for you?”

She panted, her channel coming alive again at his crude words. She made a noise of understanding.

“I’ll not flood your womb tonight because I don’t know if you need to take precautions or if your husband would welcome my cuckoo in the nest—”

Abbie moaned, unbelievably aroused at the idea of him putting a baby in her belly.

“—but if you let me fuck this little pussy again, know that you should have preventative measures on hand or I will get you pregnant.”

“Oh god, Simon,” she whimpered as she felt herself contract around him.

“You’re practicing milking me, are you?” he kept his strokes long and firm, pushing her up the final ascent to orgasm.

“Simon, touch me, please.”

“No, you’re going to come from my words and cock alone, mystery woman. I won’t know who you are for some months, but one day I’ll see a lady with a special glow at a ball and I’ll know that I gave her that.” He placed his hand on Abbie’s lower belly and she felt her cunny somehow expand to let him thrust deeper.

“That’s it,” he continued. “I won’t spend inside of you this time, but at the next ball, I’m going to make you a mother.”

Simon pressed up on her lower belly and Abbie felt the movement add compression on his cock, right on the front wall where she felt deep spasms of pleasure each time his cockhead passed.

“And don’t tell me there won’t be a next time,” he said, thrusting faster until she gasped as sexual paroxysm seized her body and made her muscles quake with delicious relief. “I’ll find you again and take this cunny again. And then I’ll fill you with my baby.”


Chapter 3


On the ride home from the ball, Abbie shifted uncomfortably on the seat of the carriage. Not because of Lord Simon’s spend being within her — true to his word, he’d pulled from her channel the moment her orgasm had ended and let his seed splatter over a row of prize roses — but because of her cunny being used for the first time in a decade.

She felt stretched and suddenly desirable. Remembering Simon’s promise, her cheeks flushed, and she pressed her kidskin gloves to her skin to cool them.

“Not feeling unwell, are you?” asked George.

He wouldn’t like that, would he? His wife-chaperone taking ill and making him watch his own daughter, heaven forfend!

The years of resentment boiled within Abbie’s chest and she must have felt a little reckless because, when she saw it tip from her pocket, Elena’s half mask hit the carriage floor before she could conceal it in her cloak.

George retrieved the mask and handed it to her, looking at it consideringly.

That wasn’t all: when he handed her down from the carriage, George leaned in and sniffed near Abbie, as if trying to pick up the scent of another man. Would this be the day their fragile union broke at last? Or perhaps he would finally claim her for the first time in a decade.

When the connecting door between their rooms didn’t open that night, Abbie made peace with the truth of things: her husband would never make love to her again, and if she wanted satisfaction, she needed to look outside of her marriage for it.

***

By the time the next ton ball arrived, Abbie was hot, wet, and ready for Lord Simon to make good on his promises.

She wore the same dress as the last ball, despite fashion dictating that it Was Not Done, just so he could recognize his mystery woman. She left off the half mask, Sarah having volunteered to cover the gardens; walking around indoors while masked would draw remarks. Abbie could only hope that Simon might remember her… and remember what he’d said.

She walked the corridors of Lord and Lady Basingbourne’s townhouse, ostensibly patrolling to ensure no tricks from the assembled rakes, but hoping to encounter one rake in particular.

Abbie passed through the halls, thankfully without drawing much attention aside from brief hellos from other matrons. It was nearing the supper dance, and ‌most of the rakes had stayed away from the Basingbourne ball in droves. On an ordinary night, that would be a cause for celebration. But this was not an ordinary night.

While walking down a corridor, Abbie heard a tune from a distant chamber. She had nothing else to occupy her time, so she followed the noise to a music room.

Inside, a man was playing the pianoforte, his shoulders seeming to almost span the width and his hat perched on the lid. He must have come directly from outside to this music room. How odd. A branch of candles illuminated his handsome form, leaving the rest of the room in shadow.

Abbie paused.

“Lock that door,” said the man, turning.

It was Lord Simon, looking disheveled. Abbie’s heart leaped at the sight of him. He was here!

“Why should I lock the door?” she asked, her voice trembling.

“Because I mean to have you over this piano.”

She turned the key in the lock.

“Now take off that dress.”

His voice was tight, as if she wasn’t the only one frustrated by their long separation. Was he too feeling that his skin was too tight and his blood too hot?

Abbie unlaced herself and wiggled out of her bodice.

“I was in the garden searching for you this evening.”

“Oh?”

“For hours.”

“I was assigned to the house,” she explained, tugging free of her corset and then her chemise. Soon, she stood naked near the door, shy about walking closer.

“Come here,” he said.

She stepped free of her discarded clothing and crossed to the piano bench, naked as the day she was born. The candles illuminated her body, and as she came within arm’s reach of Simon, recognition dawned on his face.

“You’re Taillere’s wife?”

She smarted at the idea she should be merely a man’s wife — while he did so little to claim her.

“I’m Abigail. Abbie.”

Simon slapped his thigh. He sat on the piano bench, and his legs looked as solid as the wood. “Have a seat.”

Abbie daintily lowered herself to his thigh, which he flexed below her bare arse. Lord Simon brought his hand up to Abbie’s breast and pinched a nipple.

“Ow!” she cried.

“That’s for making me wonder if anything happened to you after our encounter. I wandered the garden and imagined the worst. What if her husband or father discovered our affair? What if she’d been hurt and kept home as a result? I lost years of my life worrying over you.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, bringing a hand to his face. In return, he pressed his cheek to hers and gentled his fondling of her breast.

“Did you think of me after the garden, Abbie?”

“Yes, of course,” she said.

“And did you touch your little cunny while thinking of me?”

She shifted uncomfortably at his words, ashamed to admit that she’d been abed very late every morning trying to quench the need he’d awakened in her.

“Embarrassed to say it?” he asked. “It’s no matter. Why don’t you show me?”

He directed Abbie’s back to his chest and helped arrange her legs so they were on either side of his. When Simon flexed his thighs and drew his legs further apart, Abbie’s followed.

Simon trailed his hand down her belly and let his fingers run over the hair on her nether lips.

“Are you wet for me? Is your cunny swollen and ready to cushion my cock?” he whispered in her ear.

“Lord Simon, you are so wicked,” she said, arching her back as his fingertips fluttered over her nub without giving her the touch she needed.

“You’ve no idea,” he said, gently stroking her cunny lips until her thighs shook for want of an orgasm. “Shall I tell you a secret?”

Abbie moaned in response when he came close to stroking her clitoris in the way she needed.

“Look into that dark corner of the room,” he said, pointing to a shadowed place she hadn’t noticed before. It was too dark to make out the furniture, but she squinted, hoping to see what he wished to show her.

“Do you see?”

“I see nothing,” she said, leaning to get a better look.

“Maybe if we give him a better view, he’ll give us a better view.” Lord Simon opened her folds as if showing the shadowed entrance of her channel to that darkened corner of the music room.

Suddenly, a match flared and one candle, then two, were lit from that corner.

Abbie braced against Simon, suddenly afraid of who might be there. It couldn’t be a ghost; spectral creatures couldn’t light candles, but she was spooked all the same.

As her eyes came into focus, she saw a seated man, his thick thighs spread and his hand moving in his lap. As her vision adjusted, she realized he had the falls of his buckskin breeches open, and was working his cock while watching her.

Satisfaction roared within Abbie, and her hips instinctively tilted to give this man a better view.

It worked. He rose from his seat, still stroking his impressive shaft, and walked closer.

She recognized this very tall man. It was Lord Geoffrey Maynwaryng, heir to the Duke of Maynwaryng, and noted cock of the walk. Judging by the size of the piece filling his hand, that reputation was deserved in more than one way.

“You haven’t exaggerated one bit,” said Lord Geoffrey admiringly. “She’s a pretty one.”

Abbie preened under their shared admiration.

“Are you going to thank Geoffrey?”

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

“Ahh, but he hears so much flattery, as the son of a duke. Best to thank him with actions,” said Simon. “Open your mouth to him, darling.”

Abbie opened her jaw as Lord Geoffrey placed a large, warm hand on her cheek. She smelled his musky cock on his hand and turned her head to plant a kiss on the palm of his hand.

“Now that’s a good girl,” said Simon, rewarding her with fingers teasing her entrance. “Stick your tongue out so he might anoint you with his sword.”

She felt almost dazed and let Lord Geoffrey settle the head of his cock on her tongue, then stroke it up and down gently. Since he was so tall, she only needed to dip her head slightly to take him in. He smoothly pressed deeper into her mouth, deeper and deeper until she felt as though she might gag or lose the ability to take in air — unsurprising since this was the first cock she’d taken in her mouth.

Simon stroked her hair and comforted her, whispering, “Breathe through the nose. You can handle it.”

As she settled, Abbie felt Lord Geoffrey’s sack on her chin and she raised an experimental hand to it.

“You want the contents of my balls, baroness?”

Abbie hummed to signal her interest in being filled by the rake.

“You keep that up and I won’t have any left to shoot into your little hole,” said Geoffrey, holding himself tight at the base of his shaft.

“I already told you I’d deliver a load straight to your womb, but what about Geoffrey?” asked Simon. “Are you going to let him fill and seed your little cunny? I told him about our plans for tonight and he wanted in, too. He wants inside of your tight little snatch. One of us is going to be your baby’s father.”

She moaned louder this time, desperate for one of them to fill her.

Geoffrey pulled out of her mouth and worked with Simon to help Abbie sit upon the keys of the pianoforte. “But what if I break them? And what if we’re heard?” asked Abbie, her eyes growing round with fear.

“This ghastly thing has needed tuning since the last century,” scoffed Lord Geoffrey. “Should we break it and spare the world another Basingbourne musicale, Prinny might elevate us all in rank.”

Abbie sprawled across the pianoforte, her backside on the keys, legs spread with one knee hooked over the side and the other resting on the angled bench. She was scandalously open, and every movement caused the tinkling of music.

“I hear you wish to be bred,” said Lord Geoffrey, pumping his hard cock. “I’ve got something that might help with that.”

She watched as he settled his cockhead at her entrance and paused, making her back arch as she tried to draw him in. Geoffrey laughed and then pressed inside. He halted when their intimate hair met, panting.

“You sure you fucked her already?” he asked Simon. “Because that sure feels like a virgin pussy.”

Lord Simon slapped him on the back and laughed. “I told you she was a good girl with a sweet cunny, didn’t I?” He leaned forward and kissed Abbie on the lips sweetly, as if courting her. Then he fondled her nipple and let himself stare into her beautiful eyes.

“I’ve been thinking of getting you with child,” he breathed.

“Oh, she likes that,” said Geoffrey. “Squeezed my cock tight.”

“You like the idea of me making your belly swell?” asked Simon. “But what will your husband say when he finds out? He’s going to be furious that another man got into his henhouse.”

“That? She really likes,” said Geoffrey, wincing as he sought to control his cock and not spend too soon.

“Geoffrey is going to unload his seed inside your pretty little cunny, and then I’m going to add more. Would you like that?” asked Simon, fondling Abbie’s nub.

“He told me all about how he’s going to put a baby in you,” said Geoffrey, earning a playful whack from his friend.

“Only if you want it,” said Simon, lowering himself until he was over her hip and approaching the place Geoffrey was filling her so well. He dipped his head and licked over her nub, causing the pianoforte’s keys to tinkle as her body jolted.

His licks and sucks became more lavish as he ran his tongue over her spread lips, explored each fold, and glanced over the place she was stretched around Lord Geoffrey’s punishing cock. Abbie felt her body grow tighter and more hungry, needing to feel seed deep within her channel.

“Simon,” Abbie gasped, earning her a smile against her spread cunny. Simon directed her hand to the back of his head and let her guide him where she needed his ministrations.

“Fuck, she’s going to take this baby right out of my balls,” moaned Geoffrey as he felt Abbie start to spasm around his taxed cock.

“Fill her belly,” Simon said as he stroked her skin below the navel, where the barest hint of movement could be seen in the right light. “Give me something to thrust through when I slide in to seed that womb.”

Abbie screamed into her arm as she splintered in ecstatic release when Lord Geoffrey pumped her full of spend. The slippery seed only prolonged her orgasm, and she felt well used when he finally pulled from her body and wiped his hair from his brow.

“Fuck,” said Geoffrey, regarding her as if dazed by their encounter.

Lord Simon didn’t hesitate to take his friend’s place between Abbie’s legs. Before a single drop of Geoffrey’s spend could escape, he was pushing into Abbie’s channel, and reveling in the feeling of the mess they’d made of her cunt.

“You feel that, darling?” he asked, tucking a piece of hair behind her ear. “I think I promised to make you a mother tonight.”

“Oh, Simon,” she moaned. “I almost don’t want it to take so that you and your friend can keep filling me.”

“You like it when my friend Geoffrey here seeds your little cunny?”

She nodded frantically as he pushed deeper into her clasp.

“You’re such a good girl, and you deserve a baby, don’t you?” he asked, nuzzling her neck as she fluttered around his cock.

“Since Geoffrey got in that cunny first, I’m going to have to unload more seed than usual to make sure it’s my baby that takes,” grunted Simon.

“That’s so filthy,” moaned Abbie, nearly mindless as she took Simon’s thrusts.

“It is filthy, but you’re a filthy girl, deep down, aren’t you?” asked Simon, grinding his cock extra deep as if to emphasize his point. “Admit it: you love taking more than one man.”

“Yes! I love it,” she gasped, her orgasm winding ever closer.

“It’s too bad your husband George isn’t filling this cunny properly,” said Simon. “Thankfully I know plenty of men who would be pleased to step in.”

Abbie couldn’t resist letting her hand drift down to her clitoris, which she rubbed with abandon.

“Oh, you like the idea of taking an unbroken string of men at once? Getting your womb washed with the seed of different men, all vying to put a baby in you?”

Abbie’s cunt tightened around Simon until she orgasmed again, this time so hard the keys seemed to crash as if played by a virtuoso. He followed her over the edge and held his cock inside long after he ceased pumping spend into her channel.

Their faces were scant inches apart, and Simon ran his lips over Abbie’s cheek before whispering in her ear. “How about you bend over this pianoforte and let Geoffrey fuck you again while I tell you what I have in mind for the next ton ball?”


Chapter 4


Abbie felt like a jittery mess as she prepared for the next ball. Would Simon deliver on the fantasy he’d whispered into her ear? Might she finally become a mother after all of this time? And what would George say when she was carrying a child most definitely not his?

She paused in her dressing room and stood before the mirror, turning to the side to see if perhaps something had already changed about her body that might indicate early pregnancy. She was stroking her lower belly, willing a baby to take up residence, when George opened the door and saw her.

“Amanda wished to know if she might borrow your bracelet this evening,” asked George, not commenting on his wife’s curious behavior.

“Most certainly,” she said. “It’s in my dressing-table drawer.”

She remained breathless while completing her preparations, but fear loomed in her head. Above all, what would happen if George was to learn the extent of her infidelity — especially what she had planned tonight?

***

At the entrance of the Lavander residence, Abbie greeted Sarah and Margery, who were both clearly distracted.

“Have you seen Priscilla?” asked Margery, while ducking behind a column.

“Priscilla Sorel? Not tonight,” said Abbie, confused why her friend was behaving strangely.

Sarah grabbed Abbie’s arm and hauled her towards a display of sugared fruit. “She’s been hiding from every man in uniform all night. Let’s get a bite. I’m starving. Walter has me on a reducing regimen that’s mostly coffee. I feel like my head is going to spin into the atmosphere.”

Abbie groused with her friend, Waspish Walter being the least popular husband of the bunch. “Why were you searching for Priscilla?”

“Oh, she’s due to assist with guarding against unacceptable behavior from rakes,” said Sarah, biting into a plum.

Abbie began to cough and choke on her own piece of apricot. “Well, you might find that the rakes are very well-behaved tonight. Why, they might not even set foot in the house at all!”

Sarah regarded her with curiosity. “Why would they do that? I thought they lived to make trouble.”

“Perhaps they plan to get up to trouble elsewhere,” said Abbie, regarding the ceiling so as not to give the plan away.

“That doesn’t sound like them at all,” said Sarah, deeply confused. “You said you’d take the stables tonight? I hardly think that would be the site of anything scandalous.”

“We can never be too sure, dear,” said Abbie, turning her head to conceal what she feared was a deep and incriminating blush.

***

By the time Abbie made it to the stables, the ball was well and truly underway. She’d left Amanda under the watchful eye of Sarah and the other matrons and carefully walked through the darkened grounds towards the place Simon had described.

She rounded the corner and immediately saw him. Simon came to her side and placed a courting kiss on her lips.

“Someone is sweet tonight,” she said, regarding her lover with a smile.

“Just thinking of that sweet cunny,” he said, nuzzling her neck and trailing kisses behind her ear. He pulled her inside the stables. “Is my girl wet already?”

“You might have to help me with that.”

He fumbled with her bodice in his haste to get access to her generous bosom. At the same time, Abbie heard a noise from within the stables and froze.

“What’s that?” she asked, still terrified that George might somehow discover her adventures.

“Just workers taking care of the horses,” said Simon, working her breasts free of her dress and sucking on one exposed nipple. “They won’t take part tonight, but we can hardly eject them from their own stable.”

“Oh,” she said, her blood heating when she thought she saw a flash of an eye directed at her exposed breasts from the other side of the barn.

“You don’t mind them being here, do you? They’re hardly the type of men to talk.”

“I don’t know, Simon,” she said. “What if they think ill of me for being unfaithful to my husband? What if they find my body wanting?”

“I suspect they’ll want your body,” said Simon, growling as he rubbed his unshaven cheek to her soft breasts.

“Should I remove my clothes?” she asked, her eyes still darting around the stables.

Lord Simon’s eyes roved over her body, and he growled, pulling her against his erection. “Leave them on. The idea of catching a lost matron and tossing up her skirts for a quick fuck gets my cock leaking.”

“Doesn’t everything get your cock leaking?” asked Abbie in a rare moment of teasing.

“Where you’re concerned, yes,” he said, grinding into her aching cleft.

“I say, Simon, didn’t you promise us a pretty matron with a ripe cunny?” Abbie heard from around the walls of the loose box in which they were standing.

“Over here, lads,” said Simon, fondling Abbie’s exposed breasts while positioning her in front of him for their delectation.

“Well, fuck me,” said one man, who stopped walking when he saw Abbie. “Those are some nice titties.”

“Aren’t you a duke’s son? Have some class,” said another lad rounding the corner. He, too, paused at the sight of Simon playing with Abbie’s nipples. “That’s a prime piece, Damsell.”

A third man rounded the corner and simply stared. “Cunny,” he said.

In response, Lord Simon raised Abbie’s skirt to reveal her frilly drawers.

“You stayed out of her cunt until we arrived?” asked the second man, going to his knees before Abbie, seemingly unconcerned about the hay in the loose box getting on his trousers.

He pulled Abbie’s drawers down her legs with care and helped her step out of them.

“This one’s named George,” said Simon into her ear as George stared at her cunny before diving in to part her folds and lick her with abandon.

“That’s my husband’s name,” she said with a giggle.

“I know, we talked about it,” said Simon, still holding her breasts to support her as George got her thigh on his shoulder because of enthusiasm for tasting her cunny.

“Damsell, are you going to let us taste those sweet tits, or are you going to hold them for yourself all night?” asked the third man.

Simon settled his hands at her waist and let the two gents suck at Abbie’s nipples.

“Heard you want these filled with milk,” said one of them.

“We’ll gladly fill you to get the job done,” said the other.

Abbie quaked a little at the thought of these young bucks breeding her in the stables. When the man applying himself to tasting every bit of her cunny slid a finger into her channel, Abbie let out a moan that caused a nearby horse to sputter in response.

“I haven’t told you the best part, my girl,” said Simon from behind her. “Those two gents trying to bring in your milk? They’re named George, too.”

Abbie felt her legs slightly fold as pleasure ripped from her scalp to her cunt and made her spasm around George the first’s solitary finger. She cried out as he stroked with an expert’s touch and drew forth wave after wave of pleasure.

“How does she feel?” asked one of the Georges at her breast.

“Wet and sweet and ripe for a cock,” said George from the ground, where he was licking his lips with relish.

“You see,” said Simon, stroking his cheek along hers, “if one George isn’t performing his marital duty, it’s only right that you should have three, in honor of His Majesty.”

“That’s, that’s,” she sputtered, “sacrilege!”

“Not in England,” said Simon. “And what man wouldn’t be honored by a lady taking his namesakes like a prize strumpet?”

“Is that what I am now, a strumpet?”

“My prize strumpet,” said Simon, rubbing her waist where she’d soon be carrying some man’s child. “My tasty crumpet. My darling pet.”

“It feels good to be desired,” she said as he ran his fingers over her ear.

On the ground, the Georges had assembled and one held her hem, another hoisted her thigh, and the third pressed a kiss into her spread cunt.

“Where did you find them, Simon?” she asked, laughing as the men pretended to fight for the chance to worship her cunt.

“Georges are a ha’penny a dozen since the Hanovers took over,” said Simon with a laugh. “Now, ‘Simon’ is a rare bird indeed. Wouldn’t want to let a special one like that get away.”

“Indeed,” she said, laughing as he held her breasts and looked down at her assemblage of worshippers.

“May we fuck her cunny?” asked one of the Georges.

“She’s very wet and ready,” said another.

“What say you, my dear?” he asked Abbie. “Shall we let some George give you a baby?”

***

Abbie was bent over, her hands gripping the half wall of the loose box. As he’d stated before, Simon didn’t want her fully nude; rather, he pulled and tucked her gown this way and that so her body was exposed. She supposed she looked like a Covent Garden harlot entertaining a gent for a three-penny standup — while being a baroness, and married to one of the most powerful men in the land.

One of the Georges stepped behind her and ran his hand up her stockinged leg. He eased his cock into her hungry channel in a slow push while keeping the fabric of her dress anchored to her back.

“He told me it was a sweet little cunny, but he failed to say it was this sweet,” said a George, exhaling as he bottomed out in Abbie’s cunt.

Simon leaned against the wall, smiling as he watched his lover take his friends’ cocks. “You like getting railed by a gang of rakes?”

“You know I do,” she said, letting out tiny, high noises each time George thrust in.

“Let me in,” said another of the Georges, pulling his friend off to take his place in Abbie’s cunny.

This man was thicker and had her gasping as he stretched her channel on his first glide.

“Fuck, were you even in there?” that George asked the other. “She’s so tight I might see stars.”

The third George applied himself to rubbing Abbie’s nub and licking at her breast while simultaneously palming his cock inside of his breeches. “If we get our balls drained this good every time, we might come to all the ton balls.”

Abbie turned a stern glare at him. “Only if you restrict your amorous activities to matrons and leave the debutantes alone!”

“Fuck,” he said, “I’m going to come. Get out of my way, I need in that cunt.”

There was a scuffle, but the scolded George made it into Abbie before he unloaded his sack at the mouth of her womb.

“George the first,” he said, pulling out with a new swagger. “Perhaps that will mean it’s my child she carries.”

The thick George pushed back in and rutted Abbie until she wailed with pleasure.

“Your hair is a mess,” said Simon as he swept a piece of hay from her coiffure as her crisis approached. “But I suppose it will be disarranged when you’re having the baby, so you should get used to it. We’ll give you as many as you’d like.”

Abbie broke at his words, her fingers clawing into the wood of the half wall and her channel milking the George currently pouring himself into her to completion.

“Are you well?” asked Simon, toying with her nipple and watching her expression for signs of discomfort.

“I’ve another George to take, haven’t I?” she asked gamely.

“We’d hate to disrespect our current dynasty,” said Simon with a smile, directing his friend to take his place at Abbie’s back. Soon, he too had filled Abbie and pulled free of her tight clasp.

Simon helped Abbie stand and held her to his muscular body as she caught her breath for a moment.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“I feel as though there might be seed running down my legs,” she said drily.

He groaned and palmed his clothed cock.

“Do you have room for one more?” he asked.

“You have no objection to taking a well-used woman?”

He growled. “I like nothing better. Some men feel that way. They enjoy the sight, taste, and sensation of another man having been there first.”

“Would that all husbands and lovers think as you do,” she said.

“I might not be as unique as you imagine,” he said, helping her resume her bent-over position.

“Now, I want you to be as loud as you’d like. Scream and cry and moan. Summon that neglectful husband of yours and make him see his wife used by rakes who actually appreciate her sweet little cunny.”

Abbie rubbed at her nub furiously, getting ever hotter at his words. “But what of the stable men? I was trying to be quiet so they wouldn’t discover us.”

“The stable men?” asked Simon with a laugh. “They’ve been hearing everything and are no doubt beating their cocks at the sight of your beautiful body getting used. Come out!”

She heard hay crunching before she saw the men in their rough clothes at the entrance of the box. A few had their hands down their trousers while one had his cock fully out, beating it restlessly as he stared at Abbie’s puffy and seeded cunny lips.

Nearby, the Georges also observed the scene before them, their cocks in hand as they beat them back to hardness.

“Oh god, Simon,” said Abbie, trembling until Simon wrapped a reassuring arm around her waist and fitted his cock at her entrance while she braced her hands on the half wall.

“They like what they see, these men of all classes: a beautiful matron with the hottest little cunny in London. You see how they admire you? And desire you? You’ve got their cocks hard as oak, love.”

Abbie wailed as Simon pushed his thick cock into her well-used cunt, sliding into her slippery channel with ease until he could go no further.

“You want a baby, Abbie? We can stay here all night fucking you until you’re awash in spend. You’ve got a line of them hard and ready to fill you all night.”

She clenched on Simon’s cock at his crude, yet enticing words.

“That’s it, Abbie, work it out of me. Take that baby into your womb. I want to plant that seed in you.” He thrust deep and reached around to rub her clitoris until she was shaking.

“You’re close?” he asked. She moaned her answer, pulsing as she felt her orgasm draw near.

“Tell your husband who is fucking you. Who is going to put a baby in his wife?”

“I’m taking the rakes, George, and they’re going to make me a mother at last!” she yelled. Abbie giggled, but screamed when her orgasm suddenly broke, leaving her boneless and bent over as Simon grunted while unloading his sack deep within her cunny.

The barn was quiet save the sound of the stable men and the Georges beating their cocks.

And then disaster struck.

“Abigail Taillere, what is the meaning of this?”

The George who was most definitely her husband had arrived.


Chapter 5


“Abigail…” said George, surveying the stables and then alighting on several of the Georges, hastily pulling on their trousers and scurrying off. It hardly seemed like the most dashing of activities for a lover to do — racing from the scene of an amorous encounter, leaving their lady behind to deal with an enraged husband. The stable men shot out from the barn like they were on fire, leading to shouts of alarm from outside that had to be quieted.

The whole thing was rather funny. In fact, it was enormously funny, and Abbie laughed.

“Abigail, I hardly think—”

Simon stepped forward as if to challenge George.

She’d reached her limit; she wouldn’t put up with George blaming her for a problem he’d caused, particularly since she’d finally been satisfied. And she would not make this Simon’s problem, either. She gestured for him to leave, and he nodded his understanding and goodbye to her before departing.

“If you think to lecture me on wifely behavior, return to the card room and allow me to clean myself up alone,” she said sternly. “If you left your purse unguarded and unused for ten years, would even the assize court blame it for walking off?”

“I hardly think those men are begging for womanly attentions,” muttered George.

“And yet I have been left untouched all this time. For ten years, I went without sexual contact. And when you visited me on our wedding night, your attentions were perfunctory, despite a very promising courtship.”

Abbie was still bent over, her arse bare and on display, and she was looking over her shoulder to berate George. The position was getting ridiculous, so she made to stand up.

“No, stay as you were. Like that,” said George, approaching her.

She wanted to cover her bare cunny, swollen and dripping with semen from the many men who had used her in the stables. Abbie clenched, remembering them taking her, one after another, and unloading their seed inside of her channel. She felt some of their collective seed escape and run further down her thigh.

George settled his hands on her hips — he was so near, so suddenly — and Abbie trembled with fear at what he might do when confronted with the evidence of other men thoroughly using his wife. He dropped to his knees, his fine trousers landing in the hay.

“What are you—”

And then his mouth was on her. His licks were tentative at first, barely skimming her well-used nether lips. But soon, he was pressing his face into her wrecked cunny. His nose and lips and tongue worked her in ways she’d never imagined a man would after seeing firsthand the hard use of his wife by a band of rakes.

“Seeing you like this,” moaned George, using his hands to pull her body more open for his ravening mouth. “The way they used you, pumped you full of seed. I fear I might spend in my trousers.”

Abbie gasped. He liked this? All this time, the solution to her marital woes was… letting other men fuck her? Many other men?

George turned his neck to better suck at her nub, then ran his fingers into her stretched and seeded cunt.

“Don’t think to remove the seed,” she warned, desperate for the chance to be a mother to her own child at last.

“Fear not, my lady wife,” said George, working her harder. “Anything I displace, I will replace personally.”

Abbie screamed as she reached the heights of pleasure at his words, gripping the stable stall to remain in position for his ruthless tongue that sent her shaking as she squeezed his fingers over and over as if they were a hard cock that could get her pregnant.

When she recovered from her orgasm, George wrapped her in his cape, then escorted her to the carriage for what could only be an interesting ride home.

***

Minutes after reaching their carriage she was exposed again, bouncing in George’s lap on his hard cock for the first time in a decade. He’d let Abbie know Margery had offered to see Amanda home, so they had time to talk… and fuck.

“Seeing you with them. Seeing evidence of how they used you,” George groaned as he held Abbie’s waist and let her ride his shaft. “I’m going to be hard for years just remembering that.”

“I certainly hope you’ll put that hard cock to good use,” said Abbie sternly, sending him her best governess eyebrow raise. “I mean to get a baby from you. Or them. The true paternity matters not.”

“You say things like this and I’ll spend,” he warned.

“No,” she said sternly. “You’ll stay hard and only release your seed when I give you permission.”

“Yes, baroness.”

“Moreover, this will not be the last time I play with other men. Lord Simon Damsell especially.”

“Fuck, Abbie, my balls can’t take it.”

“They’ll have to take it. You left me waiting for ten years. Surely you can control your cock for a few minutes.”

“I love it when you’re stern,” he said, grabbing her bare breasts and fondling her nipples as she bounced on him. “Together, we’ll fill these tits for our babies.”

Abbie whimpered as the sensations built again. But she needed to make something clear. “You’ve made catastrophic decisions for a decade, George. A quick tup in a carriage can’t undo that. You need to make amends.”

He thrust up into his wife — his ravishing, irresistible wife — and worked to make her come. “I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life pleasuring you. And sharing you with as many rakes as your heart desires.”

At these words, delivered so sincerely, Abbie felt herself break yet again and rode George’s cock until his hands gripped the carriage bench in an effort not to come.

“Fill me, baron,” she said. “Give me a baby, or push some other man’s seed deeper.”

At that, he groaned and unloaded into his wife, all while holding her close and whispering sweet nothings into her ear.

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1816

“Abbie writes that she’s unable to rise from her bed. She says not to worry about her health. She expects an interesting arrival in about eight months,” read Margery Dowlande, Marchioness of Argenteyn.

She put down the letter, trying to recall dates in her social calendar. At the most recent ball, Abbie’s cheeks had been flushed and her eyes bright; however, her husband had always parked himself in the card room at gatherings and resolutely ignored his wife. And now she was pregnant. Curious.

Sarah Seneschal, Countess Bithewater, gasped. “Is it true? Abbie is going to have a baby at last? After all this time?”

“Ten years since her marriage, if I’m not mistaken,” said Margery, still wondering at the unexpected turn of events that was likely making their friend deliriously happy.

“A miracle,” said Priscilla Sorel, wife of industrialist extraordinaire Robert Sorel, stirring her tea in the same beautiful way she did everything.

“Between Abbie’s interesting condition and Elena’s family constantly getting into minor scrapes, our numbers are dwindling!” said Sarah. “Thankfully Mrs. Sorel has paid a call, or we would have been a tiny party indeed.”

“I was delighted to find you at home,” said Priscilla, taking a small sip.

“I’m always at home to my friends,” said Margery. “After all, how else would I fill my time?”

***

That night, after unhesitatingly locking the door that connected her chamber to that of her husband, Margery drew on a dressing gown and made her way to the marquess’s study. She pulled a spare key from her pocket and carefully unlocked the door.

Once inside, she tucked a piece of toweling in the gap under the door and lit a candle. She surveyed the ledgers behind his desk.

“I shouldn’t be surprised to find my wife snooping in my office.”

She froze, recognizing that voice. She turned and saw the last man she wanted to see right now: her husband, Reginald.

He sat in a large leather chair, his firm thighs spread wide and a glass of brown liquid in his hand. If she knew him, it would be brandy. French brandy.

“I forgot a book in here earlier today,” she said, as if she’d forgotten anything since she was in leading strings.

“Is that why you put a cloth under the door? To help yourself find a book?” he asked, rising from his chair.

“I didn’t want the servants to notice the candle shining and become alarmed,” she said, trying to make light of her error. “They might have thought there was a thief in the house.”

“But there is a thief in the house, isn’t there?” he asked. “My ledgers have been disappearing.”

“The same number of ledgers sit on your shelves as always,” she said.

“And how would you know that?”

Margery paused. She was in dangerous territory.

“The same number of ledgers are in this office, but someone has altered the contents considerably, haven’t they?” he asked, coming behind her.

“It is a wife’s duty to protect her household.”

“And what do you think you are protecting this household from?” he asked, his mouth positioned over her ear. His breath was hot, and where she would have once squirmed with anticipatory pleasure, now she just squirmed.

“From the truth,” she admitted softly. “Of what you got up to during the war.”

“And just what do you think I got up to during the war with Napoleon?”

“I know you engaged in smuggling with the French while we were at war. Including supplies meant to aid their war effort. Which makes you a traitor.”

***

Margery Dowlande had not always been married to a traitor. As far as she knew.

She and Reginald, Marquess of Argenteyn, had been a love match, complete with a beautiful courtship, wedding at St. George’s Church, and three lovely children. Reggie, their heir, was at Harrow now, and she should have been enjoying the few years before she’d need to bring out their two daughters.

Instead, she had a problem with French brandy to deal with.

At first, it was a question that had been raised by their butler several years before: why did the household have vast stores of French brandy despite the war on the Continent? Some bottles here and there were to be expected, but their supply seemed infinite.

From there, she’d discovered that their seat in Cornwall had unexplained stores of munitions. Munitions that were concealed in caves near the coast. Munitions that seemed to disappear quickly, provided the moon was full.

Over the course of the war, Margery had undertaken a one-woman crusade against her husband’s smuggling efforts. She’d sabotaged the stores and fired off shots during attempts to move the supplies. For fear of labeling the whole family — including her innocent children — as traitors and losing the Argenteyn Marquesate, she’d undertaken her own war silently.

Until now, Reginald had not known she was aware of his activities.

“Am I a traitor?” he asked with a laugh. “I suppose I am.”

“Why did you do it? Why risk your position and that of our children?”

He turned her a bit more roughly than he would have in their courting days. But those days were long gone. “You sit with ladies all day and take tea, observing nothing. I see the future. The aristocracy? We’re through. Men like Sorel are printing money and these crumbling agrarian estates will be a millstone around our necks. Around our son’s neck.”

“So you sold war supplies to Napoleon?” she asked in horror. “So we could, what, have carriages and venison and more servants than we could need?”

“It was either do something small now or doom our descendants to penury.”

“But Reginald,” she said, truly pleading, hoping to get him to understand the gravity of the problem. “Prinny has launched investigations into smuggling during the war. It’s been a hard year, and he’s no doubt looking to direct ire at traitors rather than himself. Account books like yours are being reviewed daily.”

“Then I suppose it’s a good thing that I have a canny wife who thinks of everything. I’ll be at the hunting lodge in Scotland,” he said. “If the officers charged with reviewing records come, distract them. You haven’t forgotten how to distract a man, have you, Margie?”

With that, he swept from the room and left Margery to handle his mess all alone. Seemingly with an order to use her charms and even body to cover up his crimes.


Chapter 2


The officers arrived on a Tuesday. She had been reviewing menus for the upcoming week with her housekeeper when the butler discreetly alerted her to ‌two army officers awaiting her in the drawing room. The officers didn’t leave a card or offer her a chance to feign absence; their visit was unavoidable.

Margery raced to her chambers and reviewed her appearance in the looking glass. She wore a serviceable gown and had neatly knotted her hair. Margery could have been mistaken for the housekeeper herself, but she had no time to change into something more alluring. She whipped the modest fichu from her neckline; she needed to go down now and buy time to further alter her husband’s records.

When she swept into the drawing room, she immediately knew that this interview would not go as she had planned.

The butler first introduced the ranking officer, Lieutenant Colonel William Passavaunt. The surname Passavaunt had been around for ages, and she suspected William was a second or third son of someone important. She was too overwhelmed to summon her mental copy of Debrett’s Peerage & Baronetage and merely curtseyed in greeting to the handsome officer with broad shoulders, graying temples, and an imperious bearing.

Even less promising was Major Thomas Hythe, a tall man with a healed, deep scar running down his cheek. When Margery gaped at him when she should have been dipping into a curtsey, he growled, “Won it in the war.”

She lowered gracefully to a chaise facing the men. Was she supposed to make some inane comment about the weather? Or inquire how the soldiers were faring now that they had come home? Well, the living ones, that is.

“Terribly cold year, isn’t it?” she asked, casting about for something to say. Weather it was.

The men simply stared at her until the atmosphere in the room grew so awkward Margery wanted to jump out of her skin. Finally, a tea tray arrived, and she could occupy herself with pouring for the officers.

When she leaned over to take up the teapot, Margery realized her error: she’d removed her fichu and was now leaning over in a gown she’d first worn before having children. With each pregnancy, she’d gained a few ounces of padding, and most of it had landed in her bosom. As a result, an innocent pour nearly had her pouring out of the gown.

One man cleared his throat while the other uncrossed and recrossed his legs. Perhaps this harebrained scheme to use her body — a body she’d long thought too old for anything other than sleeping and drying her children’s tears — might distract these officers from the very real evidence of treason still within this house?

She pressed her bosom forward while filling the cups.

“How do you take your tea, Lieutenant Colonel Passavaunt?” she asked, angling her body to give him a view straight down her bodice.

“Sugar,” he gritted out, his posture rigid. Perhaps he didn’t appreciate her machinations.

“And you, Major Hythe?”

No response. She looked up. He was staring down at her bodice where the top of one dark pink areola had emerged from her neckline.

“Milk,” he finally said.

Margery set to preparing the cups, all while leaning ever lower and moving as much as possible to dislodge her breasts incrementally.

“We’re so pleased to see our soldiers come home from the Continent, at last,” she said. “So grateful for their — your — service, protecting us from the rapacious greed of Bonaparte.”

“Not all our soldiers came home,” said Lieutenant Colonel Passavaunt.

“And many returned to farms and shops in disarray. Sweethearts long gone. Parents dead,” said Major Hythe, regaining control of his faculties. “Not to mention contending with broken bodies.”

Lieutenant Colonel Passavaunt rose from his chair to collect his cup and saucer. “We ladies are very concerned about our men coming home,” said Margery. “Why, just last week, some ladies organized a fundraiser for the ongoing care of wounded men.”

Passavaunt collected his cup, but remained standing over Margery. She grew nervous. “We collected our pin money and wrapped bandages. We…”

She looked up at the stern officer, and her heart leaped into her throat when she saw him staring down at her intently. Margery licked her lips, wishing she could gulp down her tea.

“We ladies are very serious about aiding the war effort. Even now that the war with Boney has concluded.”

“Are you now?” asked Passavaunt, his lips curling slightly. He set his saucer and cup on the tea table before them, still looming over her.

“Yes, indeed. In fact, if there’s any way we can aid our army — and our navy! — we would appreciate details…so that we might…”

Margery trailed off as Passavaunt approached her. Hythe sat back and regarded her with a hunger she hadn’t seen a man display in over a decade.

“You were saying?” asked Passavaunt as he stood so close to her that his dress uniform sword brushed against her hair.

“Well, it’s just that we want to help,” she said softly. “Want so very much to—”

She felt Passavaunt’s gentle hand at the back of her head, guiding her face towards his woolen trousers. She let him press her forward until her soft cheek rested against the bulge where his smalls must be containing his cock.

“Oh,” she said, her mouth moving over the fabric in a way that made his cock jump in response.

“We do so appreciate the support of ladies,” said Passavaunt. “More specifically, the direct support of ladies.”

He brought forth his plumed hat and tipped it upside down so that the long feather ran over the exposed tops of her bosom. “The warm welcome we’ve received after coming home has been most stimulating for the men.”

As if in a trance, Margery lowered her bodice to expose more of her breasts to the soldiers. Her nipples now sat above her neckline, where the lieutenant colonel teased them over and over with the plume.

“I don’t suppose I could interest you in offering me a warmer welcome?” asked Passavaunt.

Margery looked up at him, trying to understand his meaning.

“If you take out my piece, you might find that it fits nicely between those fine tits you’ve been displaying for our admiration, my lady.”

Oh. Oh, he meant to…to have her cradle his staff between her breasts? Was this possible? Where did these army men discover such acts? Surely not in England!

“I’m unfamiliar with such a practice,” she said, feeling very much out of her element. Did this man presume to defile her bosom in the room where she served tea?

Passavaunt stroked her hair gently, in that way Reginald no longer did. “Take those fine bubbies out so we might admire them,” he said. “Then lie back, and I’ll handle the rest. I do so enjoy a bit of larking.”

Her eyes flew to Hythe, watching the exchange intently. She drew forth her breasts, hands trembling, and leaned back on the chaise.

“Now, that’s a sight,” said Passavaunt, cupping himself over his regimentals. He withdrew a handkerchief from his pocket and placed it on the chaise next to Margery, drawing a look of confusion from her.

“Wouldn’t want to defile your furniture,” he said, placing a booted food on the upholstery. His hips were now before her, level with her chest. She waited for him to move, but he just stayed where he was.

“Why don’t you take it out?” he asked.

Margery reached for his falls and slowly opened each button until the front of his breeches dropped for her. Within, she found his manly parts contained in his smalls. Impatiently, he untied the string at his waist and pushed down the fabric; it rested below his sack. Rising from a nest of neat hair was an impressive cock that had Margery’s mouth watering.

“Far be it from me to stop you from getting my cock wet,” he said, offering it up for her delectation.

She leaned closer and took the head in her mouth, working her tongue over every bit of him. He was a war hero, after all.

Soon, he pulled away. “Much more of that, and I won’t have a chance to go larking,” he said with a rare laugh. “Hold them together.”

Margery brought her hands to her breasts and held them as if making an offering.

“That’s it,” said Passavaunt, fitting the head of his cock in the valley between them and easing along her smooth skin. He pressed up, flexing his hips and continuing until his sack rested against her bodice.

He replaced her hands with his own large, weathered ones, which ably pressed her against his shaft as he roughly worked her nipples with his dexterous thumbs. “This is precisely what we were fighting to protect,” he said with a growl.

Margery moaned at the feeling of her body coming alive thanks to his ministrations. Her sensitive nipples sent zinging jolts of pleasure down her body to her core, but she couldn’t risk moving to ease the ache without upsetting the balance that was pleasing the lieutenant colonel so well.

“Hythe, our rear flank needs attention,” he said.

The major quickly moved into position at the end of the chaise and worked Margery’s skirts up until he reached her drawers.

“Colonel Passavaunt, did you just refer to me as a rear flank?” she asked, somewhat put out.

“That’s Lieutenant Colonel. And yes, but I promise you’ll enjoy the outcome of my orders,” he said.

She felt Hythe gently run his fingers through the slit in her drawers and over her nether lips. “The conditions are good,” reported Hythe, working one fingertip over her sensitive nub.

“Oh,” said Margery, her bosom heaving as she sought to control her breathing.

“Sounds wet,” bit out Passavaunt. “I could use some of that here.” He spat into the place where Margery’s breasts were cushioning his cock and drove himself through the mess to lubricate his slide.

“Sir!” she exclaimed, thoroughly insulted by the idea of a man spitting on her but enjoying the degrading pleasure of it at the same time.

“We’ve upset the marchioness,” said Passavaunt. “Best to deploy the infantry to recover from that misstep.”

“What does that—oh!” cried Margery as she felt Hythe slide two fingers into her channel, grinding them deep before pumping in and out.

Passavaunt looked down at her, that sharp nose and those cold eyes making her long to obey. “The enemy has been subdued,” he said.

“I’m hardly the enemy,” she said, squirming as he played with her nipples so pleasurably while using her full breasts for his satisfaction.

“I need a taste,” she heard from between her legs before feeling Hythe dive into the slit in her drawers, using his nose to get inside, then licking and sucking her nub and lips and folds with abandon.

“I can’t decide if I want to unload in that wet cunt or right here in these heavenly breasts,” muttered Passavaunt, thrusting harder now. “You displayed them so appealingly that it’s only right one of us should use them, but that cunny sounds like the sweetest little snatch. What say you, Hythe?”

“If we test this channel, we’ll never make it out to the parade grounds for this afternoon’s event,” said the major, a note of disappointment in his voice.

“Stand by for firing,” said Passavaunt, picking up the speed at which he ran his cock through the valley of Margery’s bosom.

“Loading the cannon now, Lieutenant Colonel,” said Hythe from between her legs, where he was grinding three fingers into her channel more emphatically than before.

Margery gripped the edges of the chaise as she held on and tried not to move to send them all tumbling, though she longed to buck and kick as pleasure descended upon her.

“What I wouldn’t give to unload in this fine cunt,” said Hythe against her straining pussy before he dove in to suck at her nub.

“Meanwhile, I plan to unload on these pretty bubbies. And you won’t be too distressed if an officer paints your face with a little seed, will you, marchioness?” asked Passavaunt. “Just a little drop or two that scatters like buckshot due to how loaded you’ve got my balls.”

Margery opened her mouth and let her tongue peek out a bit. “Anything to help a hero in uniform,” she said, mindful of her predicament even while on the brink of sexual paroxysm.

“It has been a pleasure to serve,” said Passavaunt, grimacing as seed shot from his cock and spurted onto Margery’s chest, some of it reaching her chin and even lips. She felt Hythe focus his efforts on some place in her that made her inner muscles quake and she slipped over into orgasm just as her tongue reached an errant drop of the lieutenant colonel’s seed. He thrust through the sticky mess on her chest with relish until he retreated with a groan.

“She has vanquished me. You’d best take your place on the firing line,” said Passavaunt, bending down to pick up his handkerchief so he could cradle his wet cock with it.

Hythe scrambled up the chaise until he worked his freed cock over Margery’s painted breasts. He dipped his tip in the commanding officer’s spend. “We’re making quite a mess of you, my lady.”

“Then it’s fortunate that I rather enjoy getting dirty,” she said, casting him an encouraging glance.

He ejaculated with a grunt, directing his spend to pool between her breasts and on her chest. When he’d drained himself on her, he pressed his hips forward so the head of his cock hovered before Margery’s mouth. “Clean me up, my lady. We wouldn’t want my regimentals to have a stain, would we?”

Margery ran her flattened tongue all around his bobbing cock, licking every stray drop from his head until he drew back as if in pain. “I’d like to have a pretty, game girl like this with us, following the drum,” he said appreciatively. “I bet all the boys would like you.”

“I can think of many ways the men would like her,” said Passavaunt, regarding her messy chest with a gleam in his eye as he fastened his breeches shut. He ineffectually tried to mop up the spill with his handkerchief, but it proved too much for the scrap of fabric.

“I fear we have stayed longer than is proper for a visiting call,” said Passavaunt, smirking.

“You are always welcome in our home. And let me know of anything we might do to aid the soldiers who struggle to adjust to peacetime.”

“That reminds me,” said Hythe. “We came originally to share that the Prince Regent has requested a special assessment. To be paid by the aristocracy for the benefit of wounded and otherwise unwell soldiers and sailors who served on the Continent.”

“Of course,” said Margery. “Please do let me know the amount, and I will pass that along to my husband and his steward.”

The officers traded glances. “His Royal Highness ordered that the amount be determined only after a thorough review of the estate account books,” said Hythe.

“We will conduct the audit,” said Passavaunt.


Chapter 3


“Margery. Margery!”

She looked up, her hands instinctively coming to accept the saucer and teacup handed to her by Sarah Seneschal.

“Are you feeling well?” asked Priscilla Sorel as she nibbled on a sable biscuit.

They were meeting in Sarah’s morning room, which was a relief, since Margery hadn’t been able to enter her own drawing room without blushing after her visit from the officers.

“I’m just tired, I suppose,” she said. “I received a concerning note from Reggie at school, and I could not sleep.”

“Oh dear, he’s not being mistreated by the other boys, is he? I’ll have Harry keep an eye out,” said Sarah.

“Nothing like that,” said Margery. “He said he wants to join the cavalry when he comes of age. The idea of my son, my only son, going to war is too much to bear.”

“Would your husband allow him to purchase a commission?” asked Priscilla. “After all, he is the heir.”

“The only heir,” said Margery, sinking lower. She wasn’t inventing the devastating missive: Reggie really had written about his dreams to join the army. It was as if he’d absorbed all the patriotic valor for both men in the family, to her horror.

“Perhaps you might have another son or sons and allow Reggie to follow his heart’s desire. Clipping his wings might only lead to a rift. You know how young men are when prevented from doing what their conscience says is right,” said Sarah.

Margery thought to the locked connecting door between her chambers and those of her treasonous husband. She would not be engaging in another moment of intimacy with the man who had broken her heart.

“Yes, perhaps. Another son or two might give Reggie the space to follow his heart,” said Margery, discreetly wiping her eyes as she thought of Major Hythe and his deep scar. “Now, let’s discuss the fundraiser for veterans of the Peninsular War. I understand we’re going to have a booth with knitted goods?”

***

“Knitted goods,” said Major Hythe, regarding the socks Margery had handed him upon his arrival at the Argenteyn townhouse.

“Well, these are some rather lumpy examples,” she said, shy about giving the officers socks — which were of perfect quality — without an excuse. “We ladies are hosting a charity bazaar for the wounded men, and I’m afraid these didn’t pass inspection.”

Lieutenant Colonel Passavaunt wordlessly turned the socks and knitted muffler in his hands, seemingly unable to find something to say in response to the unexpected gift.

“Shall we enter my husband’s study? I’m afraid he’s away from town right now, but he left a key for my use in case of an emergency.”

Margery unlocked the door, the hinges having been well-oiled because of her many nighttime visits to the room as she sought to finish the revision of Reginald’s ledgers. Between the knitting and artful transcription, her hands ached, and she hadn’t slept in days.

“Shall I send for a tea tray?” she asked.

The men traded glances. “We do rather enjoy tea in your household, my lady,” said Passavaunt, his eyes lingering on her neckline.

“Your cook makes the most delightful tea cakes,” said Hythe, hunger in his eyes.

Margery bustled into the hall to summon a tray and collect her breath. She really needed to remember herself! She was a grown woman of 36 with three children and barely concealed treason in her house. The officers should audit the family’s account books hastily so she could send them on their way!

By the time the tray arrived, Margery had regained her composure. The men were already reviewing the ledgers.

“During the war, how did you spend your time, my lady?” asked Hythe.

It was a simple enough question, but she paused, thinking about the shock of discovering munitions and her nighttime attempts — alone — to scare off the men working to smuggle them to the French ships on the coast.

“Like most ladies, I conducted calls and did needlepoint,” she said, not sounding convincing even to herself.

“Did you write many letters while you were away from London?” asked Hythe casually.

“Oh, yes, I’m a prolific correspondent,” she said, recalling the happy hours spent at her writing desk overlooking the sea. But how did Hythe know that she had been away from London during the most intense period of fighting?

“In the course of our training as officers, we briefly studied writing,” said Passavaunt.

“I’m glad to hear that the army reminds men about the art of maintaining correspondence. If only all men could be so thoughtful.”

“We did not study how to compose letters. Our training focused on reading them,” he said.

Margery’s heart sped up, and she didn’t know why. “Learning how to understand what people are truly saying certainly requires some training,” she said weakly.

“We studied different hands.”

She held up her dainty hand, her wedding ring glinting on her finger in a way that seemed to make a mockery of her life. Hythe took her hand into his and held her at the wrist.

“We studied the distinctive ways writers make letters,” said Passavaunt. “How women write compared to how men write.”

“I should hardly think that an exact science,” she said, alarmed that such a thing was possible. “My father taught me my letters, and I tried to write like him. And plenty of men have prettier hands than mine!”

“I should think not,” said Hythe, planting a quick kiss on her knuckles.

“Differences in the sexes are a scientific quandary, but we have ways to match handwriting. To know if it belongs to the same person or not,” said Passavaunt.

“Oh,” said Margery, her heart thumping as the implications of their training became clear.

“Why is your pulse racing, marchioness? Should we summon the doctor?” asked Hythe. He had his fingers on her wrist and could clearly feel the speed at which her guilty heart sent blood sloshing through her body.

“Just recalled some letters I forgot to answer,” she said.

Passavaunt stood from where he’d been sitting and took up the ledger beside him. “I’m going to place this ledger on the desk, and we shall do an experiment, my lady.”

“I am glad to be of help in whatever way I can to His Majesty’s officers,” she whispered, feeling the blade of doom lowering on her neck.

“Hythe, bring the marchioness closer. I’ll need her help with this experiment. You asked about our training, my lady? We shall give you a demonstration.”

Margery shuffled across the study, her arm in Hythe’s. He wasn’t rough with her, ‌merely steady, as if guiding a skittish animal to the abattoir.

“I seem to have forgotten that I had a question for you!” she exclaimed, seeking to delay the inevitable. “My son has inquired about the cavalry. He’s at school yet, but perhaps you might have thoughts I could share with him? He’s an impressionable boy and…”

Hythe brought Margery to the desk and slowly leaned her over the front of it. “Major, my son’s letter is upstairs. I could run up and get it or send a maid.”

“We’ll deal with Reggie’s interest in serving later,” said Passavaunt.

“How did you know that my son’s name is Reggie?” asked Margery, her heart somehow beating faster.

“We know a great many things. Please study the writing in this ledger,” he requested.

Before her, spread all over the page, was her own handwriting, painstakingly scratched out under candlelight over the past week. She longed to cry, but she owed it to her children to maintain a facade of innocence as long as possible, hoping to spare them the deaths of their parents and loss of the family’s titles and wealth.

“Well, this seems to be a whole mess of numbers,” said Margery, aiming to sound silly. “I’m so thankful that my husband and his estate managers handle such complicated matters so I might enjoy tea.”

“We too enjoy tea in this household, but right now, we’re forced to contend with a problem,” said Passavaunt. “Hythe: lock the door.”

Margery heard the bolt shoot in the lock. Her growing sense of dread made her stomach churn. She remained silent, only to hear the men before making her confession.

Hythe walked to the desk and let a volume thump upon the solid wood top. It resembled the volume open before her exactly in terms of binding, but when he carefully opened it, she realized what it was.

Spread on the page before her was a perfect match for the pages she had recopied. But these were the original pages, in the original ledger, written in her husband’s very distinctive hand.

She heard the rustle of her skirts before she felt the cool air on her backside. Passavaunt was drawing up her hem smoothly as Hythe placed the original and altered volumes before her guilty face.

The lieutenant colonel stepped behind Margery and let her feel his hard, clothed cock through her exposed drawers. She sighed and wiggled her bum against him.

Suddenly, his hand came down on her shoulder and pushed her forward. “There’ll be none of that,” growled Passavaunt, directing her gaze to the open ledgers. “What trickery have you attempted, madam?”

“I have done nothing of the sort,” she said. “This is the first time I have seen these books! To what do they pertain?”

Whack! She heard and felt his large hand come down on her bottom at the same time. Margery gasped.

“Sir!” she cried. “I am a marchioness and mother!”

He brought his hand down again, this time favoring her other arse cheek. “You have sought to hide evidence from officers acting on the orders of the Prince Regent himself, potentially committing treason,” said Passavaunt. “Something is amiss here, and you are attempting to use womanly charms to evade our search for the truth.”

“I have done no such thing!” she cried out, feeling the lieutenant colonel pull down her drawers to bare her arse.

“Please tell us what you know,” said Hythe, looking at Margery with concern. “These ledgers are damning, and one of them is filled with your handwriting.”

“I am merely a wife and mother,” she said, “busy with tea and raising my children. I know nothing about any sort of subterfuge, certainly not directed at the army!”

Passavaunt’s hand came down with a crack, this time spanking her bare skin. She cried out; the pain of his slap unlocked something within her she’d suppressed upon discovering Reginald’s treason. He spanked her twice more in quick succession. Her thighs squeezed together in response, her core suddenly running hot.

“We said nothing of subterfuge directed at the army,” said Passavaunt when he paused. “What do you know?”

“We know you are an innocent party in this, my lady,” said Hythe, covering her trembling hand with his own. “Reveal the plot, and we will make this better.”

“I can’t…” she said, her voice cracking. “I can’t condemn my children to a figurative noose fashioned by their father, not after everything I’ve done to stop him and protect them.”

Passavaunt applied three more quick spanks, his touch expert. She moaned on the third and lifted her arse to better receive him.

“What’s that, my lady?” asked Hythe.

“How did you find it?” she asked, aware of her defeat.

“The original ledger? We’re unable to reveal our source. But we know you have been altering your husband’s account books for weeks,” said Hythe.

“And we know you were up to something on the coast during the war,” said Passavaunt. “At night.”

Margery hung her head. This was it. They knew enough to execute her and Reginald and divest the marquessate of its titles and wealth. The only thing remaining was to confess and plead mercy. She drew a shaky breath.

“I went out each night during the full moon to stop them,” she said, her voice hollow. “I would put on breeches, load a gun, and watch over the caves containing the munitions.”

“You should have summoned the authorities,” said Passavaunt, raining another set of spanks on her arse. She relaxed under his ministrations, enjoying how the pain seemed to free her from a burden she’d been carrying alone all this time.

“Once I discovered Reginald’s plot, he didn’t get munitions to his contacts!” she protested. “I fought alone against him and his confederates! They didn’t get the supplies through to Bonaparte.”

Hythe wiped Margery’s hair back from her brow. “That wasn’t for you to decide. And you didn’t have to fight alone,” he said.

She looked down at the ledgers with nearly matching pages and very different handwriting, and the magnitude of her folly struck her harder than any of Passavaunt’s slaps. If only they’d been with her in those dark nights. The pages swam before her, and she felt the dam of her emotions break.

“Shh,” said Passavaunt behind her, running a soothing hand over her arse and down to her slit. He stroked over her nether lips and collected the wetness that had gathered there. “Did you enjoy your punishment?”

“No!” she cried, groaning when he slid a testing finger into her channel.

“You say that, and yet, the sound of your cunny suggests otherwise,” said Hythe, admiring Margery’s tear-streaked face.

“Shall we interrogate you more soundly to learn the full extent of the plot?” asked Passavaunt.

“Please,” said Margery, desperation coloring her voice, “do whatever you wish with me, but please let my children live happily.”

“And what of their mother? Should she live happily?” asked Passavaunt as he notched the head of his cock in her dripping entrance. He eased his cock into her channel, the first man to roger her since her terrible discovery.

“I don’t care about myself, just let me,” she moaned, “oh let me…” He was stretching her in ways she’d missed, breaking her cunny in after so long without a shaft to fill her. She’d been a lustful girl in her youth, but she’d locked Reginald out of their marriage the moment she’d discovered evidence of his treachery. And now his treachery had her bent over his desk and filled by an officer he’d imperiled because of his selfish actions. She resolved to take everything they had to give her.

Hythe slid a hand into her neckline, feeling her breast as she took the lieutenant colonel from behind. “You’ve made some mistakes, my lady, but we’re here to help you.”

“We mean to help you,” repeated Passavaunt.

“Then help me she ground out, bracing against the front of the desk as she felt the strength of his thrusts increase.

“But first, we intend to use you,” said Hythe, suddenly pinching her nipple without remorse. Behind her, Passavaunt ground his cock into her roughly and tested the depth of her channel.

“You thought to conceal treason from sworn officers?” asked Passavaunt, holding himself deep. “For that, we should seed you and leave you filled with our child.”

“Oh no,” she moaned, feeling herself contract around him involuntarily. It was a forbidden thought: being bred by the officers investigating her actions, taking her husband’s place in her cunny and womb, and the idea set her on fire.

“You mean to deny us?” asked Hythe, tearing at the buttons on his falls. “You concealed and dissembled too long. We mean to have the truth out of you, my lady.”

He stood beside the desk, his cock out, drooling from his slit. Margery leaned over to him and licked it, knowing what he’d demand.

“Get him wet,” said Passavaunt. “He gets a turn on you next.”

Margery sucked Hythe’s fat cockhead into her mouth. He threaded his hand in her hair and helped her bob on his shaft with a pleasing rhythm, her inexperience dwarfed by the enthusiasm she brought to the task.

Behind her, Passavaunt pulled out of her taxed hole. “I should give my brother-in-arms a go before I ruin this cunt for good,” he said, causing her to clench on nothing before Hythe slid in and took his place.

“The sweetest fucking cunny,” breathed Hythe as he sank into her channel. “I could share you forever, my lady.”

Passavaunt sidled up to the desk, his cock still erect and sticking out of his breeches. “How about you keep my cock warm while the Major fucks your cunny?”

She let him feed his cock into her waiting mouth and moaned when she tasted her own juices on his slick skin. “You taste how wet your cunt is for the men who know everything about what you’ve been trying to hide from us? Lay down your weapons and surrender to the men that have laid claim to your pussy.”

Margery let him thrust into her mouth and then the start of her throat while Hythe further opened her cunny with his thick cock. “Much better than a corporal and four,” he ground out.

“While your husband enjoyed French brandy and French coins, we had to toss one off in the camps,” said the lieutenant colonel, patiently penetrating Margery’s throat with his cock. Tears sprang into her eyes as she thought of these men, who meant so much to her, deprived of all comforts while fighting to keep Napoleon on the other side of the Channel.

“So we mean to enjoy the spoils of war,” said Hythe behind her. “And ruthlessly take from those who profited from working against us.”

She cried out. Passavaunt’s cock was in the way of her words, and tears rolled down her face. He pulled himself from her throat and used his thumbs to wipe her face.

“I was always loyal to His Majesty, the British Army, and our soldiers,” she said emphatically. She looked down at the ledgers spread before her. “But I should not have concealed my husband’s crimes from you or from the authorities during the war. My only thought was for my children.”

“There are men who died abroad so your children might live happily,” said Hythe. “And others home now with wounds that will probably prevent them from leading normal lives or fathering children of their own.”

“I’ll do anything to help them!” she cried as Hythe thrust deep, working her quickly. “Anything at all.”

Hythe cried out, pouring his seed deep at her provocative words. He stepped aside quickly, seeing the look in the lieutenant colonel’s eye.

Margery was sobbing now into the ledgers as she finally set down the burden heaped upon her by her husband, thanks to these heroic men inflicting pleasure upon her body. She moaned when she felt Passavaunt re-enter her and thrust without mercy through Hythe’s seed now coating her channel.

She felt her climax approach, and her cunny gripped the cock currently working her relentlessly.

“There may be a way you can help the men,” said Passavaunt, holding her hips firmly as he pulled her back in time with his thrusts forward. Her arse bounced against him until the pair made a lusty percussive noise that filled the study. Her husband’s study.

“Many men,” said Hythe, his voice grave.

As Passavaunt fucked her hard, the major poured his plan into her ear. At first, she was shocked, then she grew wetter at the thought of what he had planned and put her tear-stained face down to the ledgers that had ruined — perhaps for the better — her life.

When Margery exploded around the officer’s long, heavy cock at the mention of a more provocative aspect of Hythe’s plan, she knew that the only way forward was to pay for her concealment of treason. And the way she needed to pay? With her suddenly liberated body.


Chapter 4


“This way with the knitted things, Reggie,” said Margery as they entered the convalescent house for soldiers injured on the Continent. The charity bazaar had ended an hour before, and she’d volunteered to bring the few remaining unsold items for the use of the men still recovering from their wounds. Realistically, she knew some soldiers would never recover.

“I say, is that the Marchioness of Argenteyn?” asked Major Thomas Hythe from the end of a hallway. “Might you introduce me to this fine young recruit?”

Reggie stood rooted to the floor, struck by hero worship and shock at the major’s deep facial scar.

“My son, Viscount Aron,” said Margery with pride.

“Reginald,” the boy said. “Reggie.”

“Well, Reggie, would you like to meet some heroes that kept Boney on his side of the Channel?” asked Hythe with good cheer. “I can’t say that all of their stories will be suitable for a younger man, but they certainly are entertaining.”

With her son tempted away by stories of valor, Margery was standing alone, arms full of socks, when Lieutenant Colonel William Passavaunt materialized from the other wing.

“Might I help you with those?” he asked, escorting her to a locked office down the hall. Once he closed the door and deposited the socks on his desk, he reached for Margery, his greedy hands pushing into her bodice.

“Are you hot and wet for us?” he asked, kissing her neck and pinching her nipples. “All of us?”

“I’ve been thinking of nothing but what you and Major Hythe said since last week. Did you really mean it?”

He drew up her skirts and slid a finger into her slick channel. “It seems you are serious about undertaking a more hands-on kind of charitable work, my lady,” he said. There was a knock at the door.

“I hardly think this a work of charity,” she said, holding in a moan. “More a balancing of the scales of justice. And a pleasurable afternoon spent in the company of heroic men.”

“Come in!” said Passavaunt, removing his hand from under Margery’s skirts.

A young man with an amputated arm entered the office.

“Captain, may I introduce the Marchioness of Argenteyn? Margery, this is Captain Clark, hero of the Battle of Nivelle.”

“One of thousands,” he said modestly, bowing to Margery.

“Margie, the Captain lost his arm because of his heroics when an artillery shell landed near wounded men.”

She nodded, holding back tears at the thought of his valor and pain.

“That was his dominant hand before the war,” said Passavaunt, his brows raised. “You know what men do with their dominant hands, do you not?”

“Oh,” she said, her eyes flicking to the Captain’s breeches, which had tented slightly since walking in the room.

“Perhaps you might show a hero of Nivelle how much you appreciate his sacrifice,” said William, sending her a small smile.

Margery rushed to the Captain’s side, eager to make good on her promise to service the regiment. “If you might permit me, Captain?” she asked, her fingers on the buttons of his falls.

“By all means, my lady,” he said, a broad and boyish smile breaking across his face that reassured her that this plan might have precisely the effect she desired.

Popping open the Captain’s buttons, she reached into his smalls and felt his leaking cock. “You’re ready for battle, Captain,” she said in a low voice with a sly smile. She encircled his cock with her hand and pumped his hard shaft.

“I’m sure those socks are very nice, but I vastly prefer this charitable project,” he said.

“Not charity,” she replied, twisting her hand around the head of his shaft. “Justice. I can think of nothing I’d like better than to thank a hero of Nivelle personally.”

“How personally?” he asked, his breathing becoming ragged.

“Very personally indeed,” she said, dropping to her knees gracefully and sucking his cockhead into her wet, warm mouth as she continued to stroke his shaft.

William Passavaunt tenderly tucked a stray piece of hair back into her coiffure as she enthusiastically bobbed her head to suck the Captain’s cock.

“The marchioness is a great enthusiast of artillery,” he said, looking down at her with a soft smile. Her luxurious gown rested on the floor, and she was enthusiastically taking the Captain into her throat when she made a noise of questioning that made the young man groan. “Likes when big guns go off.”

The Captain grunted and suddenly shot his load into Margery’s throat as she delicately fondled his balls while humming her agreement. She continued to suck him until he cried out in pleasurable pain, his overstimulated cock demanding rest.

He looked at Margery when she rose from the floor like she was an angel in heaven and planted an impulsive kiss on her lips before dashing off with an enormous smile on his face.

“I hope he will not yell about this encounter throughout the convalescent home; my son is still inside,” she said sheepishly.

“I arranged for Hythe to take Reggie on a quick tour of the wards, then return him to your townhouse with the coachman. Hope you don’t mind?” asked William, wiping at the corner of her well-used mouth.

“With planning and coordination like that, I know why we won the war, Lieutenant Colonel,” she said with a wry smile.

“Would you like to meet the rest of the men?”

“Would I ever.”

***

“A grand lady, you say?”

A man in a metal bed with a bandage over his eyes sat up when Margery and Passavaunt stopped by his bed. She took his hands in hers.

“Connors lost his sight at Quatre Bras,” said William, clapping a hand on his old comrade’s shoulder.

“Missed Waterloo by days,” said Connors. “Mind you, I don’t miss that as much as I miss…well, I could hardly say such a thing to a great lady.”

“Then it is fortunate that I am no great lady,” she said, sinking at an open spot on his bed. “Might you like to whisper what you were thinking in my ear?”

She slid closer to the man, allowing her bosom to run over his chest. He brought a hand instinctively to her back and breathed in heavily as she came near. “The smell of a woman,” he said with relish. “And not one of those clean and pious sisters that nurse us, but a real tasty morsel.”

“You sure know how to make a woman feel special,” she said, running her hand across Connors’ jawline in appreciation.

“I’ve missed that,” he said. “But what I miss even more is the feel of a cunny on my lips. I bet you could sit right down on my face and take me to heaven, my lady.”

It was the work of a moment to hike her skirts and gently sink her bare cunt onto Connors’ mouth. William helped her remain balanced as she sought not to harm the man currently licking her with abandon.

“I may be injured,” said Connors, “but I can handle a fine pussy smothering me.” He wrapped his arms around her hips and drove her spread cunny into his hungry mouth, where he sucked and licked lustily.

“Oh, Lieutenant!” she cried, overcome by his skill and enthusiasm as he found the places she needed pleasure most by touch and memory alone.

Connors rested his hands at Margery’s waist and then roved up to her bodice, which was currently pulled low enough to expose her hardened nipples to the view of the ward.

All around her, convalescing men were watching her ride Connors’ face with interest. Some initially looked away to give them privacy, but soon she had their attention as her moans of pleasure echoed through the large room filled with men in their beds.

“You’ve got her worked up, Connors,” said Hythe, coming to Margery’s other side and taking her arm to further aid her balance.

“Wettest cunt of my life,” said the man from between her thighs. “Let me drown in this cunny.”

“How’s her little hole?” shouted a man from a bed nearby who was beating his cock without remorse while watching.

“If I may?” asked Connors, his manners fine as a duke’s if not better.

“I’ll be furious if you don’t,” said Margery, biting her lip and trying to delay her orgasm.

Connors slid an experienced finger into her grasping channel and she broke against his questing mouth at last, shaking as he drew pleasure from her body.

“I’m afraid I’ve made a mess of my bedclothes,” said Connors with a smirk, licking his lips as he savored Margery’s taste.

“I’m honored to have been of service,” she said, dropping a kiss on his skillful lips.

Passavaunt and Hythe helped Margery up from the bed and next introduced her to a man named Davies, who had lost his leg early in the war.

“Lost a limb in France, but I still have a hard one for you, ma’am,” he said, gripping his fattened cock through the sheets.

“Our men keep their fighting spirit no matter what, my lady,” said Hythe with a smile.

The major and lieutenant colonel helped her mount Davies’ cock — a fine, hard specimen that hadn’t seen action since before Waterloo — and set a rapid riding pace. Margery settled her hands on Corporal Davies’ chest, and he placed his own over hers, delighted at the chance to feel the many ways a woman might join with him.

“Did you get that wet for my cock?” Davies asked lowly, as if they were the only two people in the room.

“Are you going to get it even wetter?” Margery asked back, withdrawing her hands from his chest to pinch her aching nipples.

With a smile, Davies reached towards her spread core and quickly found the nub straining for his attention. He brushed over it a few times before she screamed and contracted on his hard shaft, drawing him into orgasm alongside her.

After that, the mood in the convalescent room changed. Cocks were beat hard and fast as men imagined all the ways they might once again experience the delights of being with a woman.

Margery laid back on an open bed, her arse perched at the edge, and spread her legs for all who wished to use her.

A man using a crutch to walk was up first. He balanced a knee on the edge of the bed, then let his hard member fall against Margery’s waiting cunny and thrust through her swollen lips.

“Like water in the desert,” he said on an exhale.

The next man wore an eye patch and trembled slightly when he took out his cock.

“Never thought I’d be able to do this again,” he said as he fit himself into Margery’s channel.

A man who must have been a junior recruit when he fought said nothing at all, merely regarded the marchioness tenderly while touching her breasts and thrusting into her gently.

“You’re likely Jack’s first woman,” said Thomas, looking down at her with a soft smile.

“He’s a lucky man indeed,” said William.

The day ended with Hythe and Passavaunt bringing Margery to the lieutenant colonel’s private office. William sat on the edge of his desk and Margery straddled him and rode his shaft, with Thomas easing his cock into her well-used channel from behind.

“My brother-in-arms, I never thought we’d share a cunny,” said William, gritting his teeth as he fought to remain in control as cock and cunny moved against his over-sensitized shaft.

“And what a fine cunny indeed,” said Thomas, kissing up Margery’s neck. “I hope you’ve taken some measures to prevent pregnancy, or you’ll be bearing a soldier’s baby soon.”

“I considered it, but I always wanted more children, and only stopped at three because of my husband’s treasonous actions. Why not let a heroic man take his place in every sense?” asked Margery.

At that, the officers rutted her harder, their fingers tangling as they sought to rub her nub. “I’ll race you to fill our little darling,” said Thomas, bringing his other hand to play with Margery’s nipple.

“May the best man get our girl with child,” said William, coaxing the marchioness into an open-mouthed kiss.

As she thought of swelling with a hero’s baby, her cunny bore down on the two cocks filling her so ably, and she cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain, shaking in their arms as she reached the heights of paroxysm when they finally released their seed at the mouth of her womb.

When she returned to full awareness, the soldiers were tender in their words and care. “Mission accomplished, my lady,” said Thomas as he stroked her hair.

“We are your very willing prisoners of war,” said William, nibbling on her earlobe.


Epilogue


A few weeks later.

“Reggie says that he’s applying himself to the study of Latin and Greek these days since he plans to be a Cambridge man, said Margery, looking up from her letter in shock. “There’s no more mention of joining the cavalry at the first opportunity. Did you two have something to do with that?”

She looked at Hythe and Passavaunt, currently stretched on the bed on either side of her. They’d woken late, fetched their respective correspondence, and resolved to enjoy a lazy morning together — which included a very pleasant slow fuck by Hythe as Passavaunt licked Margery until she screamed into a pillow.

“I was with you the entire time, and I’m sure Tom was merely honest about the experience of war,” said Passavaunt, nibbling her ear and trailing kisses down her neck.

“I said nothing,” said Hythe, placing a hand at Margery’s waist and drawing her chemise up once again. “But the scar makes the point for me.”

Margery ran her hand over Hythe’s dear face. “Earned honorably by an honorable man, Thomas.”

Passavaunt wrapped a possessive arm about Margery’s middle and pulled her into his chest. “And what of my scar, Margie?”

She felt behind herself until she connected with his strong thigh, over which ran the knitted scar from a fierce bayonet wound. “I should think that the number of times I’ve licked it would tell you what I think of heroic wounds. You and your iron will, William. Walking all those miles after sustaining such a gash.”

They lay tangled in the blankets, their coffee and chocolate abandoned on a nearby table. At this rate, they’d never get out of bed.

“We’ve also received correspondence,” said Thomas, exchanging a meaningful glance with William. “About your husband.”

Margery paused. “Oh?”

“The Prince Regent has ordered that this matter be kept strictly confidential. The marquessate will remain technically in your husband’s name until your son comes of age. Until that time, he appointed you to serve as the chief trustee. With the help of two additional trustees.”

“How is the matter to remain secret if there are so many people aware of this legal arrangement?” she asked, perplexed and concerned.

“I think you’ll find that the trustees are men of discretion,” said Thomas, capturing her lips.

“Yes, they’ll do anything to make the woman they love happy,” said William, rubbing Margery’s hip comfortingly.

“Will they now?” asked Margery, her concerns slipping away as she realized Prinny had appointed her lovers as the trustees of the estate. “And what is to become of my husband? If this arrangement is to be kept secret, I can only imagine that His Royal Highness does not plan for a large public trial?”

“His Royal Highness was persuaded that a quiet, confidential house arrest would serve the country best,” said William. “The hunting lodge in Scotland is where he will spend the rest of his days.”

“I suppose that means I have a permanent space free in my bed,” said Margery playfully.

“Two places, we hope,” said Thomas, twirling a piece of her hair around his finger.

“We might need a bigger bed, in that case,” she said, a sly smile on her lips.

“Do you plan to invite a man from the regiment to join us?” asked William, cupping her between the thighs, letting his middle finger trail between her wet cunny lips.

“I might become ungainly soon,” she said softly. “It’s early days yet, but…”

Thomas pulled her chemise higher and regarded her slightly rounded belly with wonder. “There’s no way,” he said, rubbing his cheek against her skin, feeling quite overcome.

“How will we know who the father is?” asked William out loud, befuddled, and stroking Margery’s tender breasts.

“You’ll both be the papa,” she said. “And if the baby looks like one more than the other or neither at all, I suppose we’ll just have to try again until you both get all the babies you wish by me.”

“What a gift you are, my lady love,” said Thomas, sliding down to lick at Margery’s weeping cunt.

“We’ll gladly enjoy our spoils of war, darling,” said William, sucking her nipple into his mouth.

“Woe to the conquered,” said Margery, writhing under the force of their loving attentions. “I have nothing to give you but the use of my body. And all of my love.”

“Consider the treaty signed,” said Thomas, lavishing her with his tongue.

“We accept the terms of your surrender,” said William, bathing her nipple as if to draw forth their baby’s milk.

“Then let us beat these swords into plowshares and live in peace forever,” she said, reaching for their cocks.

THE END


Pleasing the Members

Elizabeth Roubaix
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Chapter 1


London, 1816

Morning calls had become decidedly dreary in the last few months.

“It’s just us today, Prissy,” said Sarah Seneschal, Countess Bithewater, as she welcomed her friend.

Priscilla Sorel looked at Sarah with some concern. “Do you think Abbie, Elena, and Margery are well? Should we summon a footman and pay calls on them to investigate?”

“Not to worry,” said Sarah, pouring tea. “Margery has joined Abbie in the interesting condition club.”

“Margery is expecting a baby!” exclaimed Priscilla. “After all of her talk about not welcoming her husband’s attentions, it’s unexpected that she’s expecting. She has been active with her charity work lately; perhaps she’s been feeling charitably towards him.”

Sarah hummed, unsure that the Earl — currently in Scotland at his hunting lodge — had been successful at opening his countess’s connecting door.

Then there was the matter of Abbie, now pregnant after ten years of marriage. Not to mention Elena, throwing around the most dubious of excuses to evade tea while being spotted at scandalous events all over town.

It was almost as if…something had happened without her even being aware of the change. And here she was, dowdy and dismissed as ever, trying once again to adhere to her husband’s prescribed reducing regimen.

“That’s a lovely gown,” said Priscilla, complimenting her on the worked-over dress first worn a decade ago. “The colorful panels on the sides are beautiful.”

“You’re too kind,” said Sarah, taking her coffee black and leaving the cook’s delicious biscuits untouched.

***

In her workroom, Sarah carefully opened the seams of a dress from the early days of her marriage. She remembered going to the modiste as a young bride, before six pregnancies and the demands of motherhood had changed her body, and ordering the gown with some hope that she would become a regular client.

Instead of becoming the fashionably attired countess she imagined, her husband had cut her clothing allowance, claiming that she should make do with dresses she already owned and regain her figure.

Sarah’s friends called her husband Waspish Walter, and it was hard not to laugh and agree when he always had an unkind word for her and a new way to control what he deemed to be unruly appetites.

Unruly appetites! His sneering rants in his study about her cake-eating sounded vulgar and could easily be misconstrued by those who overheard him. Not that Sarah had any thought of…bedtime matters, not when the idea of exposing any part of her body to a man made her stomach churn unpleasantly.

“More panels?”

Sarah looked up in alarm and saw Walter in the doorway.

“I’m altering a dress,” she said, her face down as she picked open the stitches.

“If you adhered to the reducing regimen, you’d be back in the original dress in a week, two at worst.”

“I’ve been drinking coffee and eschewing biscuits for weeks now, Walter. The only change is that I feel as though the complete works of Shakespeare are bearing down on my head.”

“Then you leave me no choice,” he said. Sarah looked up, fearful of what he’d next lob at her to control her body. “You’ve an appointment to see a doctor specializing in the health of women.”

“I already have a doctor, the one who helped me deliver the children,” said Sarah, confused.

“This doctor specializes in ailments of married women. Women who have fallen short of expectations. Perhaps with the help of an expert, you’ll return to being the girl I courted and married.”

Without bidding farewell, Walter left her workroom, causing Sarah to fight back tears as she sewed more panels into old dresses.


Chapter 2


Sarah arrived at Dr. Weld’s practice on a Tuesday. She wore her reworked dress and a new hat; hats were a favorite of hers since she’d never cried while trying one on. The variety of feathers and ribbons and little flowers also offered a creative way to pass a late afternoon.

True to her word, she’d had only coffee that morning, and her hands shook as she handed her hat and cloak to the housekeeper minding the door.

“The doctor’s study is just this way, my lady,” said the plump woman with rosy cheeks and a warm smile.

With a haughty expression, Sarah entered the study, just as one would expect from a matronly countess.

A man sat on the other side of a large wooden desk, far younger than she’d expected. She looked at the housekeeper for reassurance.

“Dr. Weld has had all the necessary training. He comes from Edinburgh, where the newest techniques for health are being developed,” she said. “Please take a seat.”

Sarah sank into a chair before the doctor’s desk and waited for him to look up from a large volume he was consulting. He scribbled a note and then closed the cover before regarding her intently.

“Countess Bithewater, your husband tells me you are unwell.”

Sarah licked her lips, unsure of what to say. Finally, she replied, “He has been concerned that I am not keeping up my figure.”

The doctor lifted a brow, and she watched as his eyes roved over her body, lingering on some places longer than others. Suddenly, she felt hot.

The housekeeper bustled back into the room bearing a tray. She settled it on a low table before a divan.

“Please join me for a consultation,” said Dr. Weld, gesturing to the plush cushions at the side of the room.

Sarah made her way to the divan and took her seat before the doctor lowered himself next to her. In fact, he sat so near that her skirts brushed against the side of his breeches. She felt mortified and wondered what he’d think of her taking up so much space on the seat. She angled herself away so as not to inconvenience him.

“That won’t do,” he said, looping an arm around Sarah’s waist and drawing her even closer. “I find it best to conduct consultations while intimately ensconced with patients.”

Sarah felt her cheeks flush, but she didn’t argue with the doctor. Clearly, he was a man of science and an expert in medical matters despite his youthful appearance.

“Where were we?” he asked, then recalled the tray before them. “Ahh, yes, I was just about to offer you a bite to eat.”

She looked at her trembling hands and then at the array of sweet and savory delights. Surely this wasn’t what her husband had in mind when he sent her for medical treatment!

“I’m currently reducing,” said Sarah, waiting to hear approbation because of finally addressing her “waistline problem,” as Walter called it, or shaming on account of allowing said problem to go on for so long.

Dr. Weld regarded Sarah once again, then looked at the tray with some regret. “I had hoped to share these bites with you. I’m afraid you’ll think my hospitality is quite poor if I tempt you with food and you eat nothing.”

He leaned forward and slathered a preserve on a water cracker, then topped it with cheese. “For example, these flavors are some of my favorites.” He held the assembled bite before her mouth as if to feed her like a child. The smells combined and Sarah felt her resolve crumble; she really did love cheese.

“I suppose…if my husband won’t be upset.”

“He doesn’t need to know,” said the doctor, offering the cracker as if to feed her from his own hand. Sarah moved to take the cracker from him, but he swept it away.

“Offering bites for your delectation is part of the consultation, I’m afraid.”

She nodded and opened her mouth.

“You’ll need to open wider to take it all in,” said Dr. Weld.

Sarah opened, suddenly feeling rather daring. The doctor fed her the cracker and observed as she chewed it.

“What do you think of the flavors?” he asked, preparing the same combination for himself.

She was so overcome by his kind attentions and the taste of the bite he’d offered that she could not speak at first. Her bodice suddenly felt tight, but not in the way it usually did.

“I think that is one of the most delicious things I’ve ever eaten,” said Sarah in all honesty.

“Wait until you try this,” said the doctor, grabbing a morsel of what looked like chocolate.

On and on, he plied Sarah with treats, and she found her spine softening as she grew comfortable with the feel of him beside her. Something more profound than mere hunger awakened; well, it was a hunger of sorts, but a world away from that she usually felt.

“Countess Bithewater,” said the doctor, his eyes roving over her neckline, “I wonder if you might permit me to examine you? I suspect an alternate treatment plan, different from the usual one, would benefit you. I so very much want to help.”

***

Sarah had hastily tugged off her restrictive gown and pulled on a loose, soft robe in the doctor’s examination room next door to his study. The long garment was warm and cut to flow over her belly and hips in a way that few things in her own wardrobe did these days. She twirled for a moment and enjoyed the sensation of the fabric running over her skin.

Something about this doctor and his methods felt deeply at odds with her husband’s view of her failures and how they should be corrected, but if he wanted to order her here for treatment, she’d enjoy every minute without guilt or second-guessing.

The doctor knocked at the door and entered when she gave permission.

“Just as I suspected, you’re fresh as a daisy,” he said, looking at her appreciatively.

Sarah didn’t know what to say. She took a seat on the examination table and tried not to seem too eager for the young man’s kind words.

“You’ve had six children?” he asked, consulting his papers.

“Six pregnancies. I have three living children. I struggled before producing our heir.”

The doctor looked up with concern and set the papers aside. He took up Sarah’s hands. “I am desperately sorry to hear of your struggles.”

She thought back to the days when such a kind comment would have saved an entire miserable week, those dark days when she feared she’d never produce the required heir for the earldom.

“It was all some time ago, and women know to expect difficulties sometimes,” she said, sounding unconvinced even to herself.

“It doesn’t make the road easier,” he said, running a comforting hand over her shoulder.

“It doesn’t,” she agreed, biting her lower lip.

The doctor allowed for silence before moving to the next of his questions. “And what of the marriage bed?” he asked gently.

“We have separate beds,” answered Sarah automatically, thinking of the connecting door between her chambers and those of her husband. By now, the unused hinges probably squeaked. She laughed unexpectedly.

“I’m presuming that means no regular marital activities?” asked Dr. Weld.

“With the way my husband despises my body? I should think not,” said Sarah airily, as if Walter’s rejection meant nothing.

The doctor dropped his eyes from hers and took in her form under the robe. “I find that some of the silliest men in the whole of the United Kingdom live in London,” he said. “Men who have voluptuary delights in their homes and ask for hardtack.”

“That’s a very kind statement, doctor,” said Sarah modestly, trying not to misinterpret his words. Did he really suggest that she might be…desirable to a man? It was almost laughable, but with his eyes so warm and his body pressed close as he offered reassurance and comfort, she wondered if he simply had unique tastes.

“Would you mind lying down for the examination?” asked Dr. Weld, reaching under the table to configure it into something approximating a chair.

“How clever,” said Sarah, leaning back with her hands tucked over her waist to avoid accidentally brushing against the doctor.

“I’m glad you think so,” he said, smiling down at her. “The newest techniques are about putting the patient at their ease and allowing them to find the health and energy already flowing through their body.”

She watched, fascinated by the handsome young doctor.

“Take, for instance, this path,” he said, running his hand slowly down her cheeks and over her neck, briefly glancing across her bosom and belly, and ending when he hovered over the suddenly awakened area between her legs. “A path of hunger. If one area starves, the other falls into disorder.”

“I do so want to be an orderly wife and mother,” she said softly as an ache bloomed within her.

“And you are,” he reassured. “Open your mouth.”

“I — what?”

He turned to wash his hands. “To understand the connection between different types of hunger, I should examine you thoroughly.”

Sarah opened her mouth to Dr. Weld once again, her eyes widening when he pressed his fingers into her tense jaw muscles while using his thumbs to massage the same places from inside.

Sarah moaned when he hit upon a particularly tight area and gently coaxed the muscle into relaxation. She froze. Had he heard her? He must have heard her. Oh no, he’d think she was enjoying a medical exam. How humiliating!

Dr. Weld continued to work her jaw muscles, then cheeks and lips until she felt thoroughly relaxed. She heard him wash his hands again but kept her eyes closed so she wouldn’t need to make eye contact with the doctor after her display of brazenness. Imagine another lady of the ton making such a spectacle of herself!

“Feeling better?” he asked, his voice kind as he pressed his fingertips into the muscles at the back of her neck.

“Oh, yes,” Sarah breathed, her core drawing tight and nipples gathering as her neck unwound in his hands. She was humiliated at responding so profoundly to him, but then Dr. Weld moved closer and she felt it.

At first, she was unsure of what that feeling could be, but the warmth of his body met hers through their clothes, and she discovered that currently pressed against her was a man’s interested cock. She wiggled against it to be sure, unwilling to believe that a man could react in such a way while she was in the room.

“May I open the robe?” asked the doctor, his hand on her ribs. She was terrified to disappoint or disgust him with the sight of her nude form, but he was so gentle and his touch so soothing that Sarah merely nodded.

He unwrapped the tie holding the robe closed almost reverently and opened the panels. He drew in a deep breath as he gazed upon her bared body. She felt his cock jerk against her side. Was he…so aroused by…her?

“My lady,” he whispered, running the back of a hand over the swell of one breast. “I might need to compose myself before continuing the examination.”

Sarah grabbed for his hand, desperate to see where this strange afternoon would lead. “Please, examine me,” she said. “I will leave my modesty aside and permit you whatever is necessary to ensure my health.”

He fingered the tightening bud of her nipple. “The line running from your mouth to your neck is tight. But the points further south are deliciously soft,” he said, brushing his hand over her belly in a way that made Sarah’s insides flutter as if preparing to receive him. “How soft can you get for me?” he asked, pressing his clothed cock more insistently into her side.

She trembled, thinking of the ways she could be soft for Dr. Weld. “If I felt between your thighs, would your cunny be wet and hungry for me, just like your mouth?”

“Doctor, I…”

“Would you like to swallow me right up, gobble my cock down to the root and milk it of its goodness? I want nothing more than to fill your belly and satisfy you. I want you to be satisfied.”

“The things you say, doctor,” she said, amazed that the professional young man had such filthy thoughts in his head. And for her!

“Won’t you open your legs to me and let me give you your fill?”

Sarah opened her thighs, revealing her lower belly and mons to the clearly enraptured doctor.

“Where to start first,” he whispered, taking her in. “The thermometer.”

From the table of instruments, he withdrew a large thermometer, which he oiled. “I’ll assess your inner temperature with this.”

Using one hand, he parted her arse and slid the girthy instrument inside her pucker. Sarah squirmed.

“Shh,” said Dr. Weld playfully. We’ll have to be good until your temperature has been recorded. “How shall we pass the time?” His fingertips brushed over Sarah’s swollen cunny lips, and she jolted.

“Now, now,” he said. “You need to behave and not break the thermometer. I don’t want to see you harmed. You’ll just have to be a very patient, good girl and maintain your composure no matter what happens.”

“But doctor,” said Sarah, “you’re teasing me. My body aches.”

He let a fingertip run over her clitoris, and her legs shook as she tried to maintain her composure. “Where does it ache?”

“Inside.”

“Inside where?”

“Inside my cunny.”

“Are you hungry for me there?”

Sarah tried not to squirm. She really did, but Dr. Weld’s eyes took her in with such undisguised lust that she longed to shift on the table.

“We must be sure that the reading is accurate,” he said, grasping the thermometer and gently working it in and out. “Why don’t you assess the state of your nipples while I make sure we take the temperature here correctly?”

Her breasts felt soft, with hard peaks that begged to be pinched between her fingers. When was the last time she’d touched herself so lovingly?

Dr. Weld removed the thermometer, and she was of a mind to ask him to continue. As he washed his hands, he said, “A perfect temperature for a perfect arse. Now let’s assess the rest of your health.”

He leaned over a tray filled with what seemed to be instruments of torture at first glance. Now, Sarah suspected they were actually instruments of the deepest pleasure. He held up a tool with what appeared to be a beak. “May I see just how hungry you are inside that beautiful cunny?”

Sarah opened her legs further to him, and he slid the device into her channel. She flexed around it, causing it to jerk in the doctor’s hand.

“You like that, being filled, my lady?” he asked with approbation as he dropped his thumb to work her nub.

Sarah rocked against his hand and the instrument, feeling that ecstatic release was but a few strokes away.

“That cunny is so wet it can’t grip my speculum,” he said, placing his hand — slightly wet — on the bulge testing the front placket of his breeches. “Let me see inside that hole.”

He dropped his head and brought a candle closer to look inside of Sarah, who was salivating over the sight of his head between her thighs.

“I’m going to remove the instrument now,” he said hoarsely as he pulled the speculum from within her channel. He used his fingers to open her inner cunny lips. “Fuck, that’s a pretty sight.”

“Doctor,” said Sarah softly, fearful of earning a scolding but starving for more from this young man who clearly appreciated her form. “I need to be filled.”

“Hungry, are you?” he said, gazing down at the countess with a gentle smile. “I’ll fill your belly in every way. Have no fear.”

When the doctor held up a beautiful glass object, Sarah gasped. The phallus-shaped piece was smooth, and its colors reminded Sarah of summer sunsets.

“Venetian delight,” said Dr. Weld knowingly. “A favorite of the ladies.”

“It is a replacement for a…man’s…”

“For some ladies, it’s a replacement. For others, it’s a delight all its own. And even some men enjoy a trip to Venice.”

“Men? But where…oh!” said Sarah, suddenly realizing that if a thermometer in her arse felt lovely, a thick glass shaft would simultaneously test her limits and take her to heaven.

“Would you like to take a trip to Venice?” asked the doctor.

“Yes, please,” she begged.

“And where do you want me to insert it?” he asked.

“In my…” Sarah breathed harder, twisting her nipples. “In my cunny.”

“And what do you want me to do with it once it’s in your cunny?”

“I want you to fuck me with it,” moaned Sarah. “In and out.”

The doctor slid the phallus into her wet channel and let her adjust to the slide before pulling it out and slamming it home.

She groaned, her unused muscles suddenly stretched and pleasured in ways she’d never previously imagined.

“Fuck, seeing you taking this false cock has my very real one harder than glass,” bit out Dr. Weld, currently transfixed by the sight of Sarah’s juices covering the Venetian diletto he’d imported just to awaken the sensual impulses of women like her. He watched her soft, beautiful body take his aggressive advances and absorb all the lust he directed at her. It was intoxicating to see a fertile goddess in the flesh, her furred, pudgy cunny lips calling to his aching cock that wanted nothing more than to drown in her clasp.

“My lady, I’ll die if I don’t feed you personally,” whined Dr. Weld, not above begging to get into that delicious cunt that was opening so well under his ministrations. He took a hand from her breast and brought it to his cock, which she groped with interest.

“Doctor, you certainly are a fine specimen of man,” she said, her body fluttering around the Venetian diletto.

“Are you coming? Don’t come yet,” he warned, pulling the phallus from her and rapidly unbuttoning the falls on his breeches. One button pinged off and hit the table of instruments.

Sarah rose on her elbows to watch the doctor frantically race to get inside her cunt. More than anything today, his genuine lust unlocked something she thought had died the first few times Walter had rejected her in the marriage bed.

The glass phallus clanked on the instrument tray, and Sarah felt Dr. Weld’s warm, firm cock at her channel entrance. She looked down, and the sight of him pressing into her body unleashed small warning tremors.

“No, stay with me,” he cried out. “If you come immediately, so will I, and I want to enjoy this fine pussy, my lady.”

Sarah’s elbows could take the strain no longer, and she laid back and gazed at the ceiling in unfocused wonder as Dr. Weld’s cock stroked in and out. She held her breasts to prevent them from bouncing painfully, and she imagined them swollen with milk again while bathing in admiration from a man who truly desired her.

“Doctor,” she said, feeling paroxysm building deep within her. “Fill me up. I promise to swallow it all into my belly.”

“Fuck,” he said, running an admiring hand over her stomach, where he imagined her swelling with his spend. “You’re going to suck me dry, my lady, and leave my humors unbalanced.”

“Is that why I’m so wet and always hungry?” she moaned as she felt her body break from her control and spasm around his hard cock. “Doctor, please, give me something to balance my humors.”

“I’ll give you something, all right,” he growled as he stroked her nub with his thumb and her cunny with his cock in an irresistible combination that made Sarah’s back arch as she orgasmed more completely than ever before in her life. As she squealed with delight, the doctor unleashed his seed, letting it wash over the mouth of her womb.

When he caught his breath, Dr. Weld took one of Sarah’s hands in his own and kissed her knuckles before laying his palm on her soft belly. “Wait until the men at the club meet you, my lady. They’ll never get their fill, but they’ll fill you all the same.”

Her eyes widened at the promise of his words, not knowing precisely what was in store but more aroused than ever before in her life.


Chapter 3


A few days later, Waspish Walter visited Sarah’s workroom.

“I heard thumping and wondered if you’d gone mad and taken up dancing as part of your reducing regimen,” he said, leaning in the doorway.

Sarah sat on an adult-sized rocking horse, which she rode with abandon. Her brow was sweaty and her breasts ached from the stimulating motion.

“The doctor sent this medical device to assist with my health,” she said, not missing a single rock.

“I thought you’d be altering more of your clothes up here,” he said.

“Dr. Weld prescribed a visit to the modiste, so I will no longer be altering my old things,” she said with her head held high. “He says that I must wear the garments he recommends or risk losing my progress.”

“No doubt he’ll wisely insist that you cover yourself with loose clothing, as befits a matron and mother to many children. By the by, you look vulgar on that child’s toy,” he sneered, closing the door on his wife.

Inside the workroom, she smiled and let her back arch. Unbeknownst to Walter, a firm leather cock was mounted to the horse’s seat, and she was pleasurably fucking herself while rocking. Sarah had left off her drawers since receiving the gift, and she rode her stallion to completion several times per day. The saddle even had a clever little bump that rested against her nub and helped her reach orgasm.

She lifted from the saddle, her thighs shaking as her orgasm approached, and then dropped with force to mimic the feeling of Dr. Weld taking her hard, but she missed the sensation of a warm cock inside her channel.

Most of all, she missed a man’s admiring gaze on her body as she reveled in the power of her orgasm. Oh, she still reached paroxysm, but she did it by imagining an entire group of men watching her nude form writhe and quake. Where this image came from, she didn’t know, but it made her cry with ecstatic delight into her arm each time she broke over her pony’s ingenious addition.

***

On a Wednesday, Sarah descended from the carriage to keep her appointment with the modiste recommended by Dr. Weld.

She half expected to see a shop filled with drab fabrics and sample dresses with loose draping designed to hide the figure. She should have realized that the good doctor would never prescribe pedestrian when fabulous could be obtained. What she found were silks and linens in all colors, feathers, and beads. Sarah saw a gown with a neckline so low that she was tempted to adjust it on the mannequin, fearing it might shock another lady.

“Lady Bithewater, right this way,” said a young woman whose arms were full of organza.

As they bustled through the shop, Sarah took in the mirrors, tufted seats, and displays of lovely gloves in all lengths. It was quiet today, likely because of the early hour, and Sarah reveled at being able to enjoy the sensory pleasure of selecting what was sure to be a stunning wardrobe.

After a morning of measurements and consultations, the modiste left her with a tea tray and a book of fabrics while she checked her stock and began altering a garment for Sarah to take home that day. She was enjoying the texture of velvet and eating a sable biscuit when she heard a man’s voice from within the room.

“He was not lying. You are a tasty morsel.”

Sarah looked up, stunned that a man was in the shop.

“If you look at me with your pretty little mouth open like that, I’ll fill it,” said the man, advancing on Sarah.

He was tall with long legs encased in buckskin breeches, as was the fashion, and he swaggered like a young blade on the prowl. But why was he approaching her?

“Sir, I’m afraid you have me confused with someone else,” she said, brushing the crumbs from her biscuit aside surreptitiously.

“Countess Bithewater, tastiest little bite in London, from what I hear?” he responded.

She was all amazement. This had to be a cruel joke orchestrated by Walter or some group of young bucks.

“I’m afraid we haven’t been introduced,” she said stiffly, hoping to remind him of proprieties so he would depart before insulting her.

The man dropped onto the tufted seat beside her, his thighs pressed against hers. “Viscount Lumley, but when you wail my name, ‌use ‘James’,” he said.

“You are a very forward young man,” she said, getting huffy at his many presumptions.

“Not as forward as I’ll be when I’m betwixt your thighs,” he said with a leer. “Do say you’ll give me a taste?”

“Young man! I’m not sure who you’ve mistaken me for, but I am a matron and mother!”

“And I could make you one again,” he growled.

“My goodness,” she said, gathering her skirts to leave.

He placed a reassuring hand on her forearm. “I’ve been too randy, I fear,” he said softly, changing his address dramatically. “It’s merely that when Justinian Weld told the club members about you, I couldn’t resist leaping ahead of the pack to see you for myself.”

Sarah relaxed and studied his face for signs that he was joking.

“I apologize, my lady.”

She nodded and gave him a small smile.

“You see,” he said, his eyes lingering on her slightly exposed bosom — she was between fittings and wore only a robe — “men become competitive when they find beautiful women who satisfy their appetites.”

Sarah looked around the room, hoping to discover where such a woman was hiding.

James laughed and brushed a finger over her jaw. “You’re a funny one, aren’t you?”

“I promise I’m not,” she said, still more confused than she’d been in her life by this unexpected romantic interlude.

“I see that you’re unaware of some particulars,” he said. “There’s a club.”

“Dr. Weld mentioned a club.”

“Yes, and the men all have a shared interest.”

“What kind of interest?”

“We enjoy women with a certain zest for life. Women who take pleasure in the senses — and delight our own. Women with blooming figures and an appetite for men.”

“You’re men who like large ladies?” Sarah asked, unsure whether to feel insulted or intrigued.

“We prefer the term ‘voluptuous,’ from the Latin voluptuosus for pleasure and delight, but we are amenable to whatever words you prefer. Since you are so very delightful,” he said, shifting closer once again.

“You’re telling me that men like women…who look like this,” she said, gesturing to herself.

He drew nearer, hovering over her ear as he ever so gently pulled up the hem of her robe. “Have you not felt the eyes of hungry men upon you at ton events? How are we supposed to control our cocks when we’ve a fertile goddess nearby?”

Sarah snorted. “If it’s fertility you want, you should know that only half of my pregnancies have produced living children.”

James stroked her hair comfortingly and pulled her into an embrace. “We don’t want you for what you can make, but for you. You are the prize.”

She studied his face for a sign that this was all a joke.

“Let me show you how hungry we are for you,” he said. Was that a note of begging in his cultured tones?

Sarah shifted on the seat, suddenly feeling her breasts grow tight and her cunny aching to be touched.

James slid from the chair and lowered gracefully to the floor. He brushed aside her robe as if it was nothing and grabbed under Sarah’s thighs to draw her forward.

“Sir!” she cried as he exposed her body and brought her closer to his mouth.

“Mmm,” he said from between her legs as he buried his face in her cunny lips.

“Oh my,” breathed Sarah, trembling. She placed a hand behind herself to steady her body as her spine threatened to collapse because of the sudden pleasure washing over her. She held her other hand over her breast and plucked her nipple through the thin fabric of the robe.

“That’s it,” James growled. “Get that little cunt ready for plowing. My cock wants to use her hard.”

“You’re so bad,” Sarah moaned, watching Viscount Lumley open his mouth wide to run his large tongue all over her cunny.

“You do not know how bad I can be,” he said, using one hand to hold her puffy inner lips open as he tormented her clitoris with unimaginable pleasure. “Have you been working this little cunt with your toy rocking horse? Weld told us how he’s helping you prepare to take us. Would that I could see you riding.”

“I work myself on it every day,” moaned Sarah, wishing the thick leather cock could fill her now and help her reach orgasm.

James brought his hand to the entrance of her channel and pressed one finger in. “That is a fine little hole. But we need to break you in further for all that the club has in store for you. Get this cunny ready for taking us.”

“Give it to me,” she whined, wishing he’d fill her more completely so she could orgasm.

“I think I need a demonstration of your riding talents, my lady,” he said, looking up at her with a sly grin on his wet lips. “And my cock is going to explode in my breeches unless I get it out.”

He rose from the floor and flipped open his falls. From within, he drew forth a thick, long cock that appeared to be drooling from the slit at his tip.

“You can kiss it,” he said, shuffling nearer to where Sarah sat and offering his piece for her delectation. She opened her mouth and let him run his cockhead over her flattened tongue until he stepped back, panting.

“If I don’t get in you, I’ll unload on the floor and regret it all of my days,” he said, lying on the nearby chaise longue, flat on his back. “Come, climb on me and show me how you like to take your pony.”

Sarah walked to the chaise and straddled James’s lap with his help. She lifted and set the tip of his cock at the entrance of her channel but paused. “You should know that Dr. Weld has given me seeds and herbs to prevent an interesting condition. I won’t cause a problem for you.”

“I wish you would,” he moaned, pulling back her furred lips to watch himself split her. “Why don’t you lower onto this wet head I’ve got for you? Just the tip.”

Sarah used her newfound strength to lower with excruciating slowness onto his cockhead. Once she felt him spreading her, she lifted right back up.

“Oh, you are the veriest minx,” James sighed, covering his eyes with his forearm. “That cunny is too soft for words, like the sweetest little pillow grip for my boy there.”

She watched him with amazement, still finding it difficult to believe that she had such power over a finely formed man like Viscount Lumley. He removed the arm from his eyes and flashed her a devilish smile, then settled his hands on her full hips. His thumbs rested where her lower belly was soft, and she initially held her breath, waiting for him to react the way Walter did.

“Keep breathing through it,” said James, catching that she’d held her breath. “Each breath you take moves that gorgeous cunny over my cock just a little, and it feels like heaven.”

He used his hips to thrust up into her minutely, stimulating the sensitive entrance of her channel and spreading the slippery liquid leaking from his cock around her hole until their bodies made the faintest wet sound when he entered her and withdrew.

“James, you feel so good,” whispered Sarah, rocking further onto his shaft.

“Opening that cunny right up, am I?” he asked, smirking. He had the gaze of a jaded rake, but his hands gripped the fabric of the chaise as he sought to remain in control of his cock when faced with the erotic delights offered by Sarah’s lush body. “What if you were to lower that cunny all the way onto my cock, sweetheart?”

“All the way?” she asked, sliding down his shaft to take him fully within her.

“Fuck,” he said, thrusting up into her as she moved atop him. “Clap these cods with that arse. Ride me.” He settled his hands on Sarah’s full arse, which shook as she bounced on his cock, their skin slapping because of the force with which they were fucking each other.

“I’m so full, James,” moaned Sarah while she held her breasts and tweaked her nipples.

“You do not know how full you’re about to be, my lady,” he ground out, imagining himself pouring his seed into this ravishing goddess. “I intend to satisfy your cunny’s hunger, give you the milk from these cods. You’ll suck it up, won’t you? Let me shoot my load into your womb?”

Sarah wailed as her riding grew less coordinated, pleasure sweeping through her body. “Oh no, I’ll be a sloppy mess all over my new clothes! And only getting them after doing without for so long!”

“I’ll buy you whatever your heart desires, my lady,” he bit out, stroking her furred mons admiringly. “You’re letting me fuck this pudgy little rabbit so well I’ll do anything to release my seed inside.”

As his thumb glanced over her throbbing clitoris, Sarah broke and squealed, her movements resembling thrashing more than riding as James caught her around the waist and thrust up while pouring himself into her grasping channel.

“What a good girl, our beautiful Venus,” he babbled as he released another spurt of his seed. “Thumpering around me like a beating heart. Never had better.”

Sarah slowed her motions, rocking minutely in James’s lap while he held her hips and gazed up at her admiringly.

“Just wait until the other club members catch sight of you, my lady,” he said, nodding. “I hope that little pussy is ready for what we have in store.”


Chapter 4


“I hope that little pussy is ready for what we have in store.”

Sarah looked out the window of the carriage as the wheels slowed before a palatial townhouse.

“It’s funny that I’ve never seen this gentlemen’s club before,” she mused.

“I can hardly see the place because your bosoms are escaping your bodice, Sarah.”

Waspish Walter would try to ruin her excitement over this evening. He was glaring at her from the forward-facing seat.

“It’s one of my new gowns,” she said breezily. “I wouldn’t want to disgrace the family by arriving at the soirée in rags.”

“You look like a slut,” said Walter as the door to the carriage opened and the footman dropped the stairs.

Initially, Sarah felt as if she’d been struck. What a thing to say to one’s wife! But as she waited for him to exit, she realized she could add that word to the list of things said by Walter that couldn’t wound her. Maybe she even wanted her husband to know she was a wanton wife, spreading her legs for any man who appreciated her.

The thought made her wet: not just one man lavishing her with attention, but many men. While her husband watched helplessly. And what if she aroused him, but he could not vent his lust? Where the thought came from, she didn’t know, but it set the nub between her cunny lips throbbing.

Sarah made her way up the club’s stone steps without Walter’s help. At the entrance, a tall older man greeted her, Walter having already disappeared into the building.

“My lady,” he said, his eyes shining. “We have been waiting for you. May I take your cloak?”

“Of course,” she murmured, sweeping the garment from her shoulders. “And what is your name, sir?”

He took a moment to respond, his eyes having fallen to her bosom. “I am Mills. I’m pleased to serve you, my lady. In any way that you allow.”

“Our lady!”

Sarah heard a cry from down the hall and spotted Dr. Weld approaching her with his arms extended, wearing a kilt. She raised her hand in greeting, but froze when she saw Viscount Lumley walking beside him.

Oh no, her two lovers were in the same room! Had they discussed her? Did they mean to fight each other for her favors? She huffed a laugh at the idea and approached them.

Dr. Weld wrapped an arm around her waist and planted a bold kiss on her cheek.

Viscount Lumley stood before her, his eyes appreciating the gown he’d helped her order after their tryst at the modiste. He placed his fingers on her exposed chest and let them dip into her neckline, where he ran them from one side to the other. He felt the dips and swells, his touch so gentle that Sarah wanted to beg him to pull her bodice down and lavish her aching nipples with attention.

“Have you been riding your pony?” asked Dr. Weld in a low voice, straight into her ear.

Sarah’s eyes met James’s, and she nodded shyly, remembering how she’d bounced on his cock at the modiste.

“And how’s our little pussy?” asked Dr. Weld.

Sarah glanced between the men, looking for hints that they were unhappy with her conduct, but she only saw heat in their eyes.

She licked her lips, stalling for time. “Wet.”

The doctor groaned and took Sarah’s hand in his own, placing it over the bulge in his kilt. She let her fingers feel the outline of his cock, and he sighed with pleasure.

“What about me, my lady?” asked James, taking her other hand in his, then guiding her to his own interested shaft, encased in superfine trousers. He held his palm over her hand, directing her movements as he had at the modiste.

“The men have been anxiously awaiting your arrival,” said Weld, toying with a curl at the nape of Sarah’s neck. “Shall we adjourn to the dining room?”

She nodded her assent, and they walked down a corridor filled with paintings of an erotic nature. “What are these?” she asked in wonder.

“Representations of Venus throughout the ages,” replied James, pointing to one particularly lavish example. “Welcome to the Voluptuary Club, where we worship womanly beauty.”

“These ladies are quite…voluptuous,” she said, surprised that these Venuses had precisely the sort of figures Walter had been disparaging for years.

“We are men of exceptional taste,” said Dr. Weld, his gaze hot. “And we mean to taste every exquisite bit.”

“If your pussy isn’t wet now, we’ll get it wet,” growled James as they approached what seemed to be a great hall.

The trio swept between the open doors, and applause greeted them, leaving Sarah frozen. Men in fine eveningwear stood as they entered and smiled in their direction, as if they were guests of honor.

The nearest of the men surged forward. “Josiah Blakewell, my lady,” said a man Sarah recognized as a leading voice for abolition, his father having been an enslaved man in Barbados. “A pleasure to meet you at last.”

“Andrei Mikhailovich Rostov,” said another man with a Russian accent and admiring leer.

“Attaché to the Russian ambassador,” said Dr. Weld in a low voice, “and the Tsar’s first cousin.”

The introductions to important men continued until Sarah found herself on the other side of the room. Before her, there was a carved chair, almost like a throne. Atop it was a set of real antlers. And in the chair sat Walter.

He was glaring down at Sarah, his sloppily shaved cheek cradled in his palm.

“A chair for fools,” said James under his breath. “Do you know what those horns mean?”

Sarah regarded the antlers and nodded no.

“He wears the horns. He’s a cuckold. Your husband has a beautiful woman in his home. That man has made you suffer for far too long, and it’s his turn to feel the consequences of his actions,” said Dr. Weld.

“These men are your worshippers, and we mean to make sure that your bed and cunt are as full as pleases you. And to ensure your husband treats our Venus with care — while never enjoying your favors unless you specifically request them for your own pleasure.”

“These could be grounds for him divorcing me!” gasped Sarah.

“Do we seem like men so inconsequential that we’d allow that to happen?” asked James, a brow raised.

“Now, why don’t you show us what Venus looks like in the flesh?” asked Dr. Weld.

“These men have been dreaming of you,” said James.

“Let us help you out of your gown,” said Dr. Weld, his eyes fixed on her bosom.

“Here?” she asked, looking around the room.

“We want to watch our treat get unwrapped,” said James, his voice heated.

Sarah faced the crowd of men watching her intently and rolled down one long evening glove. Someone hooted, another groaned. “She’s gorgeous!” shouted a man from the back.

Sarah smiled and rolled the next glove down even more slowly. She saw men adjusting their cocks in evening trousers and leering at her body. James assisted with her bodice’s laces and buttons. Then Dr. Weld helped her peel off the half corset that had lifted her bosom so enticingly.

She stood before the club, her breasts covered only by her own arm and hand, wearing drawers, stockings, and evening slippers. Sarah’s cheeks heated at the thought of these men seeing her nearly nude form that had proved so inadequate to her husband, but the men’s reactions obliterated any concerns she’d once had. A room full of men was watching her, and more than one had his hand within the waist of his trousers, moving below the cloth.

“This way, my lady,” said Josiah Blakewell, taking her hand in his and leading her further into the room.

As she passed, some men reached out and touched her, their fingers running over her arms or hair. One man trailed a hand over the tops of her breasts.

As Sarah walked, she grew bolder, and she strutted with her hands at her side, shoulders back, her full breasts swaying.

“Can I help you onto the table?” asked Josiah, showing her to the head of an enormous polished dining table with at least thirty chairs arranged around it.

“I hardly feel that I should take the place of honor at the head of the table,” said Sarah modestly, certain that an important man would be seated there.

“Ah, but you’re not to take the seat,” he said with a smirk. “You’ll be served on the table.”

Two servants bustled into the room and laid what seemed to be a soft feather mattress on the table before the head seat.

“The Voluptuary Club is hosting a feast tonight,” said Josiah. “And you’re on the menu.”

Sarah’s breaths quickened as she realized what he meant. Josiah helped her sit at the end of the table, on top of the mattress, and he fondled Sarah’s nipples for a moment, as if transfixed. “Seeing our Venus in the flesh makes a man hungry. Won’t you let us eat?”

He sank into the large chair and set to work, pulling Sarah’s drawers slowly down her hips and legs. The chair made her remember Walter was watching nearby, and she gave a laugh when she saw him scowling while gripping his cock over his trousers. Served him right, and she’d make this as painful for him as possible.

Josiah pulled off Sarah’s drawers and handed them to a man nearby, who held them to his face and drew in a great breath. The sight so distracted her she was momentarily shocked when Josiah removed her evening slipper and placed one of her feet on his shoulder.

“I need to see to our cunny,” he mumbled before planting his face between Sarah’s thighs. She squealed in delighted shock as his lips and tongue slid over her nub and entrance. The sensation overwhelmed her, and she brought her hand down to his head to direct him between her entrance, aching to be filled with a cock, and her needy nub.

The club members gathered round the table, some of them beating their hard cocks as they watched Sarah receive Josiah’s expert worship. One man gently lifted Sarah’s dangling foot and brought her arch to his clothed cock and ground himself against her. Another moved up the table until he could take Sarah’s hand in his own, kissing the back of it, then directing her palm to his exposed shaft. He held her hand and showed her how to jerk his cock as he preferred. Then another man found his way to her other side and repeated the process.

“Look at how Venus swells so beautifully for us,” said Josiah, backing away from her so the other men could view her hungry cunt. He ran his fingers across her inner lips, showing the men the wetness from his mouth and her cunny.

“This little nub,” he said, tapping it in a way that made Sarah jolt with pleasure, “is straining.”

Sarah wished she could fondle her own nipples as Josiah talked through her arousal, but she had the cocks of worshippers to satisfy.

“And this hole,” he said, exposing it to the view of the surrounding men, using his fingers to spread her entrance to show where their cocks would fit, “is hungry. Starving for a good meal, which her husband hasn’t been providing at home.”

The men grumbled and cast disparaging glances at Walter on his cuckold’s throne.

“Are you prepared to fill our Venus’s belly?” asked Josiah.

The assembled men roared, and Sarah could hear a few beating their cocks in anticipation of a chance on her.

“Look at it, feel how ready she is,” said Josiah, as he let the other men take his position at the head of the table. “She’s bearing down on nothing, awaiting your worship. Fill her.”

One man lunged forward and attached himself to Sarah’s clitoris while another wiggled a finger into her channel. Men came forward and touched her breasts reverently, plucking her nipples and feeling the soft weight of them.

“Lick our Venus until she begs for our cocks. Until she begs, we progress no further,” said Dr. Weld sternly.

The men complied. More than one pulled off his dinner jacket so he could perform his service wearing only his shirtsleeves and waistcoat. Another used his brawny strength to lift Sarah’s hips from the table and devoured her cunny with enthusiasm.

As one man gently swirled his tongue around Sarah’s throbbing clitoris, two men worked their fingers into her cunny together at the same time. She watched them coordinate their movements to stretch her channel, and she felt her body wind tightly as orgasm approached.

“Jack and Edmond are opening that little pussy right up, my lady,” said James into Sarah’s ear as he toyed with her breast. “Are you going to let their cocks play together, too?”

Sarah burst with a shout as she felt oiled fingers penetrate the ring of her arse and work in and out.

“Lads, I think our Venus likes the idea of taking more than one of you at a time,” said James, stroking Sarah’s hair. “We should have known our goddess would be generous with her favors.”

A man stepped to the head of the table and slid his cock into Sarah’s oiled arse, and she moaned as she took a shaft in her back passage for the first time.

“You like that, do you, my lady?” asked the handsome man, who was slowly opening her up on his solid piece. “We’ll fill your belly from every direction.”

Another man climbed upon the table and straddled Sarah’s face so he could feed his cock into her open mouth until his sack rested against her chin. “She has a fine little mouth, doesn’t she?” said the man as he worked his hips to thrust in and out of her lips.

All the while, men were watching and touching Sarah’s spread cunny, feeling the grip of her interior muscles and bestowing glancing touches on her swollen nub.

She was spread, pinned, and pleasured, taken by a whole gentlemen’s club of admirers while her husband watched helplessly. It was enough to make Sarah moan. She imagined Walter’s fury as he witnessed his despised wife treated like the diamond of the season — if debutantes received cocks instead of proposals.

The cock in Sarah’s mouth jerked, and she felt it flood her with seed, which she tried to swallow ineffectually. As she sputtered and coughed, the man filling her arse roared and unloaded his sack. Several men offered support and handkerchiefs.

Dr. Weld came to Sarah and stroked her hair while making sure she felt well enough to continue.

“The volume of this man’s spend surprised me,” she told the doctor, smiling.

“We have a lot of seed to deliver to you, my lady,” he said, adjusting his cock in his trousers. “Are you ready to receive us in that wet, warm cunny?”

“Yes, doctor,” she said, sighing as the first man in line slid into her channel and stroked in and out slowly.

“You are well?” he asked, continuing to play with a curl near her ear.

“I’ve never been wetter,” she said. “I mean better.”

He placed a tender kiss on her lips and then applied himself to sucking on her hard nipple as the first man shouted while filling Sarah’s hole with his spend.

“You’re going to get so messy, darling,” said James. “I can’t decide if I want in now or if I want to wait until you have a wrecked, sloppy little hole that can’t grip me properly so I can rut you like a beast.”

Sarah exploded in orgasm at his words and the feeling of James sucking her other nipple into his mouth. The aftershocks and orgasms continued as the club members fucked and filled her repeatedly.

She suspected that the gathering was reaching its conclusion when most of the men took their seats with sated expressions. But there was one more surprise.

“This way, my lady,” said Josiah, helping Sarah up from the table. He led her to the place just before Walter’s cuckold throne. On the seat, her husband slumped, his cock freed from his trousers and spend staining the fine fabric. He had the look of a man defeated, who knew more defeat lay in store for him.

“If you’ll permit me, I’d like to pick you up, my Venus,” said Josiah. “I promise the outcome will be most stimulating.”

Sarah paused, fear and shame causing her face to feel hot and eyes watery. “I’m afraid I must be quite heavy,” she whispered, not wanting to ruin this pleasurable night.

“I should like nothing more than to demonstrate my strength for you,” he said. “While you ride my cock.”

Sarah gasped, the idea of being held and pumped full by a hard shaft too delicious to decline.

“And Edmond will assist me,” Josiah said as the strapping young man came up behind her. “He wants to hold and fuck you, too, if you permit it?”

Sarah hung on, tightly at first, but as she grew comfortable in Josiah’s and Edmond’s arms — and they fed their hard cocks into her well-used hole — she gave herself over to pleasure.

Their broad chests and powerful arms held her aloft and controlled every movement as they thrust up into her wet and welcoming cunny.

And when Walter cried out ineffectually at the sight of his wife fucked and adored before him, Sarah threw back her head and orgasmed so erotically that the sated men sitting around the table soon found themselves ready to fill her once again.


Epilogue


“But it’s my turn to lick her cunny!” cried one young blade, lunging to take the place between Sarah’s thighs on her once-cold bed.

Things had certainly changed since Waspish Walter had sent her to Dr. Weld’s practice for treatment.

Her clothes? New and alluring. Her bed? Filled every night she had the merest wish for company. Her understanding of her own power and desirability? Dramatically transformed.

She wished she’d somehow stumbled into the reality of how beautiful and ravishing she was on her own, but years of cruel comments from Walter — the man she’d once thought best positioned to assess her charms — had left her with a warped view of things.

Not warped at all was Sarah’s view of her body, stretched on the bed in a large mirror mounted over the four-poster. She spread her thighs wider and allowed a rake she believed to be named David to lavish her cunny with his best ministrations. She trailed a hand over his thick hair and helped him find the spots that gave her pleasure, all the while watching herself writhe in the mirror.

“But what about me?” asked another man, pouting as he edged closer, vying for a chance to lick her.

She ran a hand through his hair, too, and he settled against her belly with a blissful smile.

Sarah looked up when she heard the squeaking hinges on the door that connected her rooms to those of Walter. In the doorway, her husband stood, glowering at Sarah’s bed, as he did so many nights now.

She lifted a hand in casual greeting to her husband, unwilling to distract the bucks currently attending to her every need. Sadly for Walter, her dance card was full, and she took no notice of his conversation or opinions now that she had so many men eager for her time and attention.

Walter’s face contorted into a frown, and he stroked his cock grimly under his dressing gown as he surveyed the scene of his wife being worshipped by young men of the first fashion.

Sarah contained a smile as she moaned loudly enough for the sound to reach Walter, who beat his cock more ferociously.

As she arched her back and let one young buck feed his cock into her channel while the other licked her clitoris, Sarah had a thought: Walter should really see a doctor about the way he was treating his body.

She laughed with abandon as she enjoyed every taste of her new life.

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1816

“Finally, I’d like to toast my beautiful wife, Priscilla, who has uncomplainingly accepted the many late nights I’ve spent at my offices while we’ve completed plans for the factory. As always, thank you, my darling.”

Priscilla Sorel bowed her head to acknowledge the claps from investors and business partners at the opening of the new Sorel Foundry, her husband’s latest triumph in the world of industrial engineering. Robert had promised that once the factory opened, he’d never again miss another dinner or soirée. He really was the most creative, dear man, and soon, he’d be all hers again. Now that work was complete, she looked forward to lingering over drinks in the dining room, cozy evenings in the drawing room together on the chaise longue she’d ordered from Paris, and regular attempts at adding to their nursery.

Thoughts of her husband visiting her bed made Priscilla’s cheeks flush as she considered the many ways he’d found to make her wail. Those activities had produced Elizabeth, their daughter, now six years old. Hopefully, she’d be getting a sibling or two soon.

At the conclusion of the event, Robert escorted Priscilla to the fine Sorel barouche, handed her in, and tipped his hat. “I had some ideas for the combustion engine we’re working on, and I’d hate to lose them before I can make annotations to the plans. Martin and Samuel will see you safely home.”

Into the carriage, right on the bench where her husband should sit, climbed the two hulking bodyguards Robert had hired to protect the family when unrest at a northern factory made him concerned about Priscilla’s and Lizzie’s safety. She’d laughed it off, mostly finding the almost silent, gargantuan men to be somewhat ridiculous shadows as she went about paying calls and shopping. Why, they even slept in a passageway just outside the bedroom Prissy and Robert shared! Surely, footmen could handle any disturbances, but Robert had insisted on employing both.

They spent the ride home in silence, Priscilla picking at the beading on her reticule while the giants resolutely stared at the carriage doors as if someone might burst into the moving vehicle at any moment.

***

In her dressing room that night, after her lady’s maid had helped her out of the slippers, gown, and stays she’d worn to celebrate the opening of the factory, Priscilla slumped on a plush chair as she halfheartedly took inventory of her gloves. What possessed her to count the pairs after midnight, she didn’t know. Rather, she did, and she didn’t want to admit it: she was devastated that Robert had already gone back on his promise of no more late nights at work. Her mind slid from one thought to another, landing on something new and horrible each time.

What if Robert wasn’t working at all and was instead conducting an affair? He wouldn’t be the first powerful man to step out on his wife, though he seemed truly obsessed with his work and present in his office on the occasions Prissy had stopped by with a picnic basket and offer of a warm bed at home.

Might he never return to spending regular time at home? His office at the factory had a narrow bed and even a shower bath, but she hadn’t imagined that Robert would eschew the comforts of their townhouse outside of absolute emergencies.

Priscilla grabbed a fine handkerchief from the stacks awaiting her use and wiped her eyes. Looking at those piles of snowy, embroidered fabric made her sick; she didn’t want these things, she wanted her husband! She was batting at a tower of handkerchiefs before she knew what she was doing, then another. Her dressing room floor was covered with them, and she felt ashamed of losing her temper. She set to folding them again and stacking them as they were.

***

An hour later, Priscilla dragged herself towards the enormous bed she ostensibly shared with Robert. He wasn’t there.

She dropped onto her side of the plush mattress, not bothering to remove her dressing gown. The candle burned on her bedside table, and she should have leaned over to blow it out, but she needed to wallow in her misery for a moment.

Then she spotted it. That small, green book she’d received from Lady Elena Emelot at a ball some nights ago.

Elena had looked radiant, her cheeks flushed, with two men escorting her as she departed the crush. A little something to warm your nights, dear, she’d said while passing along the volume before fleeing into the night with those rakish-looking young men.

She’d expected it to burn through her gloves when she took it from Elena, but it was just a book. It might even be something innocuous, a volume of small maps, for all she knew!

But she suspected it was something quite provocative, perhaps indecent. She’d heard that booksellers on Holywell Street sold pornographic works, and the idea of such books polluting English decency and morals properly affronted her. After settling her feathers back into place, she wondered what could be inside.

What could be in that book by her bed? She grabbed the volume and flipped it open to the title page, just to understand what she’d been sleeping next to since Elena had handed it off.

A Lady’s Complaint;

OR The Adventures of a wife

Most heated

And the men who balanced her humors

Prissy frowned, trying to understand why Elena had given her this gift. It sounded as if this heated wife needed to see a doctor most expeditiously. But why would she want to read about such a case?

***

When Priscilla closed the small book an hour later, sleep forgotten, she knew that the wife in question did not need to seek doctors. Lady X in the tale had seen several, all of them working intently to ensure she reached exuberant paroxysm. Why, some doctors even worked together to bring her to orgasm!

Priscilla looked towards the barely opened door to her bedroom. Just outside, the bodyguards, Martin and Samuel, must be on guard or asleep. The idea of two men working together to ravish a lady was shocking, but what if, instead of lean gentleman physicians, they were brawny brutes? And what if those strapping men were forceful about getting their needs met? Their demands would almost overwhelm a delicate lady unable to hold off their rough advances.

Priscilla’s hand drifted to the spot between her legs, almost without conscious thought. She felt hot and wet, as if she too had imbalanced humors. She pressed the heel of her hand between her thighs, hoping to find quick relief.

She heard her own moan before she could contain it. Priscilla jerked her hand away from that spot that felt like heaven, her eyes swinging to the crack in the door. She pulled back the blankets and sheets, crawled into her plush bed, and tried not to address the throbbing need between her thighs.

She did not sleep well that night.


Chapter 2


Three days had passed since Robert had put her in the carriage, in the care of Martin and Samuel, and he still had not come home from the office.

Priscilla took tea alone in her morning room, her friends having suddenly become too busy to pay regular calls. Her daughter, Lizzie, was occupied with her lessons. Perhaps it was time Prissy considered a lap dog; she suddenly understood the appeal of an affectionate if somewhat hairy companion.

The bodyguards were stationed in the house, Samuel by the front door and Martin in a hall where he could observe both the schoolroom and Prissy’s morning room.

Her tea grew cold before she thought to drink it, but summoning a fresh pot seemed like such a waste when that too would grow cold. She laughed when she realized that a solution might be offering tea to the bodyguards, but they seemed the sort to decline.

And she liked the idea of them being mysterious and remote. Finally, she took a drink of the lukewarm tea, her throat parched as she thought about the many things these men could observe in her household.

She took out a fresh piece of paper and began writing her ideas.

***

By the time Priscilla had finished a draft — she was hesitant to call the scratchings a story — the beeswax candles on her desk were half gone and she’d had to sharpen her quill several times over with the jeweled pen knife Robert had given her as a second wedding anniversary present.

It somehow felt disloyal to be using the beautiful object to prime her quill for writing lustful, pornographic thoughts, but she reasoned that if Robert wanted to keep his household from falling into disorder, he needed to occasionally set foot in it.

Priscilla breathed deeply, wishing the plush chair could offer some relief where she required it most. She hadn’t tossed up her own hem and rubbed her cunny to completion, but she wasn’t far from considering it. She needed to take herself to bed before she defiled the chair in which she conducted her correspondence.

When Priscilla exited the morning room, candelabra in hand, Martin assisted with the door.

“Here the whole time?” she asked lightly, imagining him wondering what had her writing so intently. If only he knew.

He merely bowed and grunted softly, as usual.

She knew the bodyguards had fine speaking voices and accents somewhere between that of a lord and a slum inhabitant. She’d heard her lady’s maid say both men served honorably on the Continent in the infantry before joining Robert’s employ. No wonder they had powerful bodies and a gift for protection. She shivered, thinking of the ways they could protect her. Or advance on her. Pierce her with their long, hard bayonets and make her moan.

“Madam?”

She’d stopped moving, swept away by her lust, and she’d alarmed Martin so much that he’d deigned to speak to her. How daft he must think her.

As she scurried up the stairs, Priscilla resolved to put an end to these illicit thoughts.

***

Sleep did not come, and those illicit thoughts failed to disappear despite willing them away most sincerely.

She jolted, realizing that she had hit upon a title for her tale: Spreading for the Bodyguards; OR a neglected Wife’s trials and tribulations.

She retrieved her quill from her writing desk and began composing before the voice in her head caught on. She was halfway through a new scene involving said neglected wife bathing in a grotto like a nymph while the bodyguards in question watched over her — with increasingly tight breeches — when she paused.

Was the title of this story too lewd? Just seeing it scratched on the page gave her a shiver of rebellious pleasure. But what if someone found the manuscript?

What if Samuel and Martin found the manuscript in the course of their work for her husband? They might feel horrified or offended that the lady of the house wrote such things about men in their position.

Or they might not. They might pore over her heated words and find their own breeches getting tight. Their eyes might linger on her when they would usually snap away respectfully. They might find themselves at that cracked-open door to the Sorel bedroom, straining for a glimpse of her sleeping form, imagining the ways they could take her on that big, cold bed.

Priscilla squeezed her thighs together, her eyes darting to the door where they could look at her even now.

She shuddered. What if they saw her touching herself? Priscilla had never done such a thing before, but she’d also never experienced a need so profound as this. And when she had felt certain needs, Robert had been the one to stoke and satisfy them.

There, she was sad again, no need to put her hands there or try something new. She blew out a breath, which came out more lascivious sounding than she’d intended.

And then she saw it: a flash of an eye at the crack of the bedroom door.

Following a fraught period in which the Prussian Empire sought to steal the Sorel factory’s most sensitive plans, Robert, Samuel, and Martin had met and somehow concluded that the bedroom door should remain slightly ajar in case of penetration from within the room itself. Priscilla had been surprised by the obvious lapse in propriety, but accepted that she would be sleeping next to her husband and therefore protected from the bodyguards, should their interests turn prurient.

Penetration by the Prussians wasn’t what she had in mind now as she looked back at that eye, watching her so intently. This was the moment: she could let her fantasies live on the page or breathe life into them here and now. Here and now, where she was wet and wanting, desperate to be taken while her husband’s work made her virtually a widow.

She slipped a hand below her nightgown’s hem and made sure not to expose her body to the man watching her; she wasn’t certain which of the bodyguards was at the door. Her fingertips danced up her thighs. Priscilla paused. She didn’t have to do this. She could remove her hand, go to sleep, and forget this whole silly thing. Priscilla didn’t even want to touch herself. She wanted Robert to do it for her.

Then she shifted and felt how her cunny ached for touch, needing stimulation.

Priscilla started with a teasing finger at her seam, running over the soft hair that grew in that place only ever seen by her husband. She pressed deeper and felt how wet her body had become at those indecent thoughts about the guards just on the other side of the door.

Atop the piled bedclothes, she writhed, her body heated and hungry as her most powerful urges all demanded that she be filled and taken hard.

“Oh,” she gasped when her finger slid over that straining, slick nub at the front. Priscilla’s eyes darted towards the door. At first, she saw nothing, but eventually she could make out the unmoving eye still watching her as she frigged herself.

The unflinching gaze upon her made her grow hotter. She tugged off the sleeves of her nightgown and pulled down the top to bare her breasts for the man. They felt heavy, her nipples gathered. She brought her free hand to cradle them, pinching one nipple as she continued to tease the little button between her nether lips.

Priscilla wanted the man at the door to want her, to feel his cock grow hard as he saw evidence of her desire and wonder if she was hot thinking of him. Of them.

She tugged off her nightgown the rest of the way. It caught on her hips, and she worried that she might have ruined the magic of the moment, but that eye still observed her when she was finally free of the fabric.

And this was where she grew bold. She knelt on the bed, her gaze and knees facing that crack in the door. And then she opened her legs to let that eye see her hot and hungry cunny.

After months of silence outside the bedroom, she heard a gasp at precisely the moment she spread her legs fully and felt her cunny bloom for the man watching her. She looked down to take in what he saw. That place was open and glossy to her view, but mostly shrouded in shadow still because of the candelabra’s placement. Leaning back, she used her fingers to open that place to show the man standing just outside her bedroom door where she wanted him to fuck her.

Priscilla moaned at the thought of her needy channel getting stretched and filled by a big, hard cock. By a big, brawny bodyguard’s thick and demanding cock. Her thoughts alone made her so wet that it felt like Robert had just seeded her, his spend not yet running down. If she plunged a finger into her hole, would she feel as messy as after he’d been trying to fill her with a baby?

She slipped an experimental finger into her channel and gasped at how wet and grasping that place was. It seemed to pulse around her finger and change, swallowing in reverse as she played with herself for the first time.

Was this what it felt like for a cock? It must. She imagined owning a hard shaft of her own and the feel of plunging into something so delicious, so slick and constantly moving as her primed cunny. Why Robert, who had experienced this very sensation, couldn’t bring himself home to fuck and fill her, she couldn’t understand.

That man whose eye was watching her must be nearly in pain for want of getting in her cunny. She squinted into the darkness to see if he’d changed his stance at all, but he was still there as he’d always been, watching her perform for his gaze alone.

Priscilla felt like a celebrated actress on the stage, her every move watched by that bodyguard who clearly wanted her. She let her motions become playful. A pluck of the nipple here, a finger trailing from her navel to nub there.

His discipline was admirable; she didn’t think she could stay so still when presented with an erotic tableau.

“Oh, Martin,” she moaned, picking one of the guards’ names to cry as she stroked in and out of the hole she wanted him to fill. “My cunny is wet and ready for you.”

She felt a tinge of foreboding, knowing that she was luring forth a sexual power she couldn’t control. At any moment, the man watching at the door could walk in, take control of her delicate body, and slam into her neglected cunny. She moaned more loudly just thinking of what it would be like to lose control and have a powerful man cover her like an animal and force his cock into her tight clasp while she wailed in pleasure.

Priscilla cradled her breasts, letting the heat from her hands soothe them. They felt tender as she imagined swelling with milk once again, heavy and dripping for a baby, made this night out of passion and lust.

“Samuel, you’d fill me so well,” she whined as she returned a finger to circle her nub.

And then she heard it. It was soft, just a little repeated slap from behind that door, but for the first time in months, she heard a bodyguard make noise from that passageway. It sounded lewd, like the slap of skin on skin or a cock taking a wet cunny.

She slowed her motions as she thought. They’d been entirely silent for months, and suddenly, on this night of all nights, there was a noise? Was he letting her hear? She decided to find out.

“Are you hot from watching me, Samuel?” she asked. “Do you like what you see?”

She heard a grunt, and the strokes sped up.

“Would you like to slide into me? Open me up?” Priscilla asked, plunging two fingers into her channel to feel what it might be like to take such a brawny man’s cock.

She felt that rising wave of crashing pleasure. Would she allow this man to see her break alone on the bed as she moaned his name?

Perhaps that was too much, too lewd even for a wanton and forgotten wife. She didn’t need to disgust this man who was attempting to perform his work honorably in her household, all while never making her feel concerned about her safety.

As she resolved to calm herself and go to bed like nothing had happened, she saw him. Well, part of him. That crack in the door widened just enough to show a man’s enormous cock, worked by an equally gargantuan hand. He was showing her his piece.

Priscilla watched him, transfixed, saw how he beat that shaft with a roughness she’d have thought most undesirable. Would he fill her so hard as that? She bore down on her fingers, just imagining him working her with such brutal efficiency, plunging in and out as she had to receive what he delivered.

And what of the other man, presumably elsewhere in the house or sleeping? What if he entered the bedroom, too? She couldn’t imagine that he’d be content to watch the proceedings without taking his share. But what if he helped his brother in arms and held Prissy in place as his hard thrusts wracked her body?

“On your knees. Arse up. Head on the bed. Cunt facing the door. Show me that slit.”

She nearly experienced paroxysm from those commanding words alone. He spoke! And such lewd words!

She should have been offended and slammed the bedroom door shut, but Priscilla scrambled to her knees and turned to show him her backside. Dropping her head to the bedclothes, she waited, hearing the faint slaps of the man she guessed was Samuel furiously beating his cock.

She was wet and uncovered. Anyone could walk into the room and plunge into her waiting channel before she’d realized that she should cover up. It was an arousing, forbidden thought that made her tease her aching nipples against the sheets and blankets while she waited to see if the man had more to say…or do.

“Reach back and spread for me. I want to see that hole open.”

He was so commanding, and she was going to obey every word. She rested her cheek and shoulders against the bed and reached back, pulling her arse open and spreading her wet cunny further to his view. The chill night air reminded her of how slick it was as she prepared to take a cock. An enormous cock.

“Could fill that slutty little slit. Stuff your fingers in there.”

Priscilla raced to comply, bringing one hand down to work her fingers in and out of that place, desperate for a warm cock. She moaned, the sound sudden and echoing around the large room.

“Do you need me to come in and shut you up? Stuff this hard cock down your throat?”

She nodded no against the sheets, terrified of breaking the spell that was transporting her to the realm of her most forbidden fantasies before she could experience release.

“Show me you’re ready for this cock. Show me we won’t break you.”

Oh, he was too filthy, but she used her fingers to open her channel to his view. Did this mean he planned to take her this very night? She didn’t know if she was ready for such a monumental task.

“Good girl. But you’re going to need to stretch further to take us. Now make that slutty little pussy come for me.”

It was the work of an instant. Priscilla rubbed her wet fingers over her nub and thought of the promise in those words, and her body caught fire, the orgasm ripping down her spine and grounding her knees to the mattress where she shook. Fearful of making noise, she pressed her face against the blankets and tried to contain her wails, but they came from a place so far from her control that they escaped and could only be muffled by the bedclothes.

She heard him grunt from the door, and she imagined he was stroking himself to completion while watching her come apart on the bed according to his instructions. What if he spilled on the floor, sprayed his seed on the extortionate Axminster carpets purchased through her husband’s continuous labor? More shocking would be if he walked into the bedroom and slid his spend-covered fingers into her waiting cunt, frigging her until she broke again.

Priscilla remained in the contorted position for several minutes before realizing that their little play had concluded. She felt ashamed of her behavior — a far cry from the ladylike demeanor she was known for — and inwardly raged at Robert for leading her into this indiscretion. If he was just home once in a while, attending to her needs, she’d have never behaved like this.

When she wiped tears from her beautiful face, Prissy smelled the traces of her wetness, the unfamiliar salty musk seeming to emphasize that she’d done something new and terrible. After scrubbing her hands using the pitcher and basin in her dressing room, she rebelliously closed the door to the bedroom and cried herself to sleep.


Chapter 3


“And will Mr. Sorel be attending the dinner party?” asked Mrs. Hummel, Priscilla’s housekeeper.

They’d been going over the plans for a soirée to be held at the Sorel townhouse two nights hence, and Mrs. Hummel finally asked the question hanging over their preparations: would the host’s chair be unforgivably empty? Would it be as forgotten as the man’s wife?

Prissy pulled on a brave smile and reassured the older woman that their efforts would not be for naught.

“The meal should be served à la russe, and I hope Cook makes that lovely sauce with the fish. Now, let’s go over the seating plan,“ said Priscilla, resolving to focus on the aspects she could control right now.

***

On the day of the dinner party, in the late afternoon, Priscilla paused in the hallway outside the schoolroom, where Martin was keeping watch. She’d spent days after that heated night in her bedroom avoiding both bodyguards, but they’d been professional and detached as ever when she ran into them around the house. It was time she got over her embarrassment at her conduct.

“Please fetch my husband,” she said resolutely.

He jolted to attention. “Is something wrong, madam?”

“Yes, he’s needed at home.”

“I’ll send a runner to alert him.”

“No, you must go to the factory and bring him home. Do not depart without him,” she said, her whole body trembling as she felt energy and rage meet somewhere in her stomach.

She didn’t know what Robert would do when he found out the bodyguard had brought him home for no reason. No reason other than that he’d been gone for over a week without word and his wife was unraveling like cheap lace.

Martin looked closely at Priscilla’s face, concern clear on his carved features. He put a finger under her chin and angled her face up. It was a shocking act of impropriety, but she allowed it, even enjoyed it. That index finger softly pressing against her jaw was certainly one more finger than Robert was currently lifting to care for his wife.

***

Priscilla was already greeting their guests when Robert swept into the townhouse in the company of Martin. He was upstairs in a moment and quickly returned freshly shaved and washed, attired in evening clothes.

Each course arrived and departed with precision, Prissy’s plans carried off without a hitch, but still he didn’t look down that long table at her, didn’t raise a toast to their hostess, didn’t send her so much as a small smile. By the time the trifle arrived, Priscilla felt she would be ill. Wouldn’t that be grand: the Sorel notably absent during the party wouldn’t be Robert, but her.

After their guests left, Robert closed himself in his study, which gave Priscilla time to wash up and slide between the sheets alone. After so many nights wanting her husband, she finally had him in the house — and she prayed he’d depart again for the factory rather than demand an explanation for why she’d fetched him home so abruptly.

After lying in bed for hours, tense and sleepless, Priscilla fell asleep. Robert was in the house, and he still didn’t bring himself to their bed.

***

When she woke, it was to Robert standing over her, papers in his hand.

He regarded the pages, then looked down at her, and back again.

“Darling?” she asked, confused by his silence. Had he brought papers from work to their bedroom? The Sorel marriage was sinking to new lows daily!

“I know your hand,” he intoned, as he examined the handwriting, “and this is it.”

What pages had she written that would set the space between his brows in such a pinch? She certainly composed several letters each day, but she couldn’t think of a single missive that might transform his expression so dramatically.

Unless. Oh, no.

“I must admit that when I found a sheaf of papers on my bedside table, I expected them to be notes regarding menus or instructions for your modiste. Instead, ‌you — my wife — have been recording your exploits with the bodyguards in our employ.”

“No!” exclaimed Priscilla, shocked that he’d jump to such a conclusion.

“Then what is this, Prissy? You imagined such scenarios involving bodyguards named Simon and Miles, who certainly sound like our men, completely from thin air? It takes ore to make iron. Don’t tell me you’ve been a faithful wife all this time when your own hand tells a very different story.”

“I have not engaged in activities with the bodyguards,” she whispered, hoping that any of the Sorel household staff, especially Samuel and Martin, did not hear their exchange.

“What does this mean, ‘activities’?” asked Robert. “They have not fucked you?”

“Those men have not penetrated me. I swear to you, Robert.”

He lowered the pages and finally met her eyes for the first time in over a week. She had gone from the wounded party to being markedly on the defensive, and she knew she’d rue the day she’d summoned him home for that damned dinner party. Those pages would prove sufficient grounds for divorce, should he choose to discard her!

“Your phrasing is quite precise, wife.”

Prissy’s eyes dropped to the blankets. She had hoped Robert wouldn’t pick up on her attempted verbal sleight of hand, but he had her dangling from a hook of her own making.

“What have you done, Priscilla? You claim not to have fucked them. Have you touched them? Have they touched you?”

“No,” she hissed vehemently, afraid to say more in case he might move along to some other topic.

“And yet you’re behaving as though very guilty about your conduct while I’ve been away.”

“Away for a week!” she exclaimed, the dam holding back her anger breaking. “You leave our home for a week and send no word, ignoring your wife and child. You claim to want another baby, perhaps several more, but you don’t even return to our bed to put a baby in me. I’ve been abandoned, and suddenly you care when the bodyguard watches me touching myself in our cold bed?”

It was a rare outburst for the ladylike Priscilla, and her inexperience with outbursts resulted in her accidental disclosure of what she’d been doing in their bed while Robert had been away.

He pinned her with his calculating eyes. “He watched you? Saw you touching your pussy? Which of the men? Or was it both?”

“I’m uncertain which man was watching,” she said, eager to avoid getting him in trouble.

“I should fire both of them for failing to respect my wife.”

“How were they to know you even care about me, given that you live at the factory?”

Robert placed a hand on the strap of Priscilla’s nightgown. “According to your logic, those men should be able to see and taste and fuck you if I remain at my labors. Is that how you see it?”

“Only one man helped me achieve paroxysm this week, and it was not my husband.”

Robert tugged at the strap. “Off.”

She was afraid of what lay in store for her, but she intended to keep his attention now that she had it. Priscilla removed the nightgown.

“Show me what he saw.”

“You’ve seen it already,” she said, thinking of the days early in their marriage, when Robert’s work had proved less consuming than his need for his young wife.

“Recreate the moment for me. The most erotic moment.”

Priscilla got to her knees on the bed, turned to face the opposite wall, then dropped her shoulders to the mattress.

“You presented yourself to him like this?” asked Robert, his voice tight.

Priscilla didn’t answer, just reached back to spread herself to Robert’s view. She shifted her thighs apart.

“I’m going to fuck you. You don’t mind if your husband, of all people, sticks his cock in you?” Robert asked.

Prissy moaned against the sheets, feeling her cunny bloom for him.

Robert used his thumbs to spread her lips and expose her channel. “I need to hear you,” he growled.

“Yes, Robert,” she whispered submissively.

He ripped at the falls of his evening breeches, plunging his hand into his smalls to draw forth his leaking cock. The head was an angry red, as if it too was insulted by his wife’s antics. He settled the tip at her entrance but moved no further.

“You feel that, wife?”

“Yes, Robert.”

“Are you sure only I have stuffed your little hole?”

“Yes, Robert.”

“I’m furious with you, Prissy. This is my cunny, and you’ve been showing it to other men. Not just other men, but men in my employ.”

“I’m sorry, Robert. I’m sorry for being a slut wife.”

He eased the head of his cock into the entrance of her channel, and Priscilla’s back arched as pleasure overtook her.

Robert warmed to the theme Prissy had introduced. “Are you so much of a slut that this is all it takes to get you to spread? Should I show you off to the footmen, our butler, and Cook, too?”

Priscilla whimpered into the sheets as he eased his shaft further inside.

“I’m going to work this cunt hard and fast — my wife’s cunt — and spend before you even feel a tremor of pleasure. You’ve had your paroxysm already, and I mean to take mine now.”

“Oh, Robert,” she cried as he thrust into her quickly, his strokes growing uneven before he established a rhythm.

“Fuck, Prissy, I’m seeding this slut hole,” he gritted out as he unloaded his sack.

***

She was lying in her husband’s arms at last, just not as she’d imagined. He’d pulled her naked body against his clothed form and cradled her in their bed, stroking her hair as she longed to cry out for his touch on her wet cunny. Her lack of release set her teeth on edge and nipples hard as the fine fabric of his evening clothes ran against her skin.

“I’ve been longing to hold you like this,” Robert said against her hair.

“Then why were you so many days gone from our home?” she asked.

He looked down at her, assessing. “The Sorel factory has been attempting to fulfill a request from His Royal Highness, the Prince Regent. I can’t say more now, but I hope to serve the nation. My experiments’ success might even earn me a knighthood.”

She studied his face in amazement. “You’ve been working on something for Prinny himself?”

“I’ve not met the Prince Regent; the request was relayed via his advisor.”

“Still,” she said, shocked that they had asked Robert to complete such a high-profile task.

“Each night in that narrow bed, I dreamed of you,” he said, pulling her even closer. “No wonder I found myself quickly overcome when sliding into your wet little cunny.”

“You were away so long I wondered if you’d found another woman to see to your desires.”

Robert moved his hand between her thighs, feeling the seam of her cunny lips. “I love three things: my work, my wife, and our child.”

Priscilla regarded him, the exhaustion and sadness clear on her face. “I am not unaware of the order in which you listed us. It’s not just Prinny’s commission, is it? You find yourself drawn to, nay, obsessed with your work?”

“It’s like a siren song,” he whispered. “We’re making things people can’t even fathom today.”

“But what about me?” she asked, tears filling her eyes. “What about adding to our nursery and living as a family? I need you in the drawing room and also here in our bedroom. I ache for you.”

Robert slid his fingers between her cunny lips and stroked that nub that remained unsated after his quick use. He slid one digit into her seeded channel, still primed for orgasm. “You’re not wrong, wife, but I am not some idle aristocrat with a fortune already made.”

“We have more than enough,” she moaned as he worked his finger in and out. “But I don’t have enough of you.”

“Would that I could make another of me, just for your use,” he said against her hair while picking up his strokes.

Priscilla looked at him with tears in her eyes. “Can’t you?” she asked, punctuated by a moan.

“I can’t yet,” he said, fitting another finger inside of her. “But what if there was a way for you to be satisfied while I was away?”

Robert leaned close, pouring his filthy plan into his wife’s reddening ears as he worked her with ruthless efficiency.

When Priscilla moaned, she made sure to let the sound carry past the cracked door and into the entryway of their bedroom. Where the bodyguards were keeping watch.


Chapter 4


Priscilla received a note at the house late in the afternoon. The day had finally arrived.

She bathed in her lovely shower bath, combing and then drying her hair before the fire. When it came time to prepare for dinner, she instead pulled on a dressing gown and took the meal in the bedroom. She needed to find the resolve to go through with this plan that had set her cunny pulsing since Robert had whispered it in her ear.

When the tray had been cleared and it was time to set things in motion, Prissy loosened the belt and allowed the dressing gown to fall from her shoulders.

The door was cracked, as was customary, and Priscilla couldn’t bring herself to look there as she ran her hands over her body. She moaned, taking care to be loud, then cupped her breasts and fondled her own nipples.

Her cunny was wet and had been begging to be touched since Robert had departed their bed ten days before. She’d been good, following his plan, but she was about to explode for want of an orgasm. She needed to be certain she’d get one tonight.

As she let a hand trail down to her nub, Priscilla sighed, “Samuel,” and then, “Martin,” loudly. When her strokes centered on her little bump in earnest, she vocalized rather than spoke, her need being reported in that primal way that broadcast to the whole of the forest that she needed to be taken hard.

At the door, there were two men who seemed interested in assisting with that.

Martin and Samuel entered the room together, their eyes darting between her exposed breasts and spread cunny but mostly fixated on the place she was working between her legs.

Good. She had that spot wet and ready for them, open for their delectation.

Samuel entered the room and spoke first. “Told you she’s a good little slut,” he said to Martin.

The other man looked momentarily horrified at his fellow bodyguard’s words, his eyes flicking between Prissy and Sam.

“Thank you for being affronted on my behalf, Martin, but Sam speaks the truth: I am a little slut.”

If anything, his eyes got wider.

“And I’d like to be your little slut,” she said, letting her legs open further so they could see where she was working herself on her own fingers.

“Mrs. Sorel,” he whispered. “You should cover yourself. You’re too tempting for words.”

She leaned back to give them a better look at where she wanted her body guarded. “How about you cover me?”

Samuel wasted no time, feeling his cock over his breeches with one hand while the other ripped at the falls separating it from the delectable Priscilla Sorel.

“You’re really going to take this cock inside that cunt? Not just leave me spending in the entry of your door and unsatisfied that I haven’t planted my seed in you?” asked Sam.

“So it was you,” she said, reaching out a hand to feel where Samuel’s cock was fighting his smallclothes.

“You do that and I’ll spend in my drawers when we both want me planting this cock deep inside your slut cunt.”

“Samuel!” exclaimed Martin, stunned that a man with whom he’d served honorably on the Continent had taken to cuckolding their employer in his own bed while insulting his wife. Shock silenced him, his mouth open, and no further words were forthcoming.

“I’m so desperate to be filled Samuel can say whatever he wants to me,” said Prissy, pouting as she helped Sam get his cock out.

“Mrs. Sorel,” begged Martin when he saw Prissy lean forward and take Samuel’s cockhead into her mouth, “please, we’ll summon your husband — anything — but you shouldn’t lie with another man! Samuel!”

Sam threw back his head and laughed, having learned of Robert and Priscilla’s plotting when he accompanied his employer back to the factory that debauched night, after the industrialist made his wife wail with pleasure for hours. The plan involved Samuel facilitating the evening’s debauchery, and then drawing Martin into their games, while allowing Martin to think that their actions were disloyal.

“I want to give my wife the experience of an illicit affair, as much as possible, with a man I trust. I know that cunny will get hot and wet if he’s uncertain and only gives in when she turns on her full powers of seduction. Let’s empower her to lure Martin in — ideally, all the way in,” said Robert as the Sorel carriage had neared his factory.

“She’s a perfect lady…with a strumpet’s mouth,” Samuel said now as he thrust his cock into Priscilla’s tightly gathered lips, dragging his cockhead along her wet tongue. “Are you going to take this cock like a harlot, Mrs. Sorel?”

She moaned, letting him test the entrance of her throat. She immediately gagged, her husband never having troubled her by pushing so far. Samuel wasn’t her husband.

“You’re disappointing me, Prissy,” he said sternly. “If you want us to use you like a whore, you’re going to need to suck this cock like a woman paid coin for the service.”

Priscilla cried out and tried to take him deeper, her eyes filling with tears as she struggled with his enormous shaft.

Martin stumbled away from where Sam was fucking the boss’s wife on their bed and collapsed in a chair. He felt he should stop these two from their coupling but found he couldn’t look away or will his cock to settle. Samuel was using Mrs. Sorel, a fine and gracious lady, like a Covent Garden harlot — all while she appeared to be enjoying every minute of his rough treatment.

“Rub on those bubbies,” intoned Samuel while working his hips to fuck Priscilla’s mouth. She looked up at him with those big, innocent eyes and cupped her breasts while plucking at her nipples.

Martin ran a hand over his face, his shock mounting almost as fast as his pikestaff, currently fighting with the fabric of his breeches. He bit the meat of his hand and willed himself not to touch anywhere near his cock; he might not summon the will to separate the lovers or look away, but at least he could keep his piece in his trousers.

“You’re going to let me come down your throat, aren’t you, Mrs. Sorel?” asked Samuel, taunting the mistress of the house as he finally worked his cockhead into her throat.

She hummed her response, and he came with a shout, holding Prissy gently at the back of her neck as he emptied himself into her mouth.

“Fuck,” whispered Martin, setting aside his earlier strictures and fumbling with his falls to retrieve his cock. It was the work of a moment, and he was stroking his shaft as he watched Samuel withdraw from Priscilla’s mouth.

“Are you going to wipe that up, slattern?” asked Sam.

“God, Sam, have some respect,” said Martin, rising from the chair with his cock in one hand, fumbling for his handkerchief with the other.

Mrs. Sorel sat on the bed, her legs slightly open and beautiful breasts on display. Most appealingly, her mouth had taken on a rosy hue from sucking Samuel’s cock and some of her lashes had stuck together; he must have used her hard enough to make her eyes water.

Martin held out the handkerchief to her, but she didn’t move to take it. “Please clean me up,” she said in a small voice.

He had to slow his strokes for fear he might erupt right there before her. Martin lifted the cloth and wiped gently at the corners of Priscilla’s mouth, where spit and seed had escaped.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Is that how you thank a man who has done you a service, Mrs. Sorel? Do you think that’s sufficient?” asked Sam.

Priscilla nodded no and got to her knees on the bed, turning so she could bend over and present her bottom to Martin. She gripped the sheets, feeling more wet than ever before in her life, and hoped the plan would work.

“When you’ve lured him in, show him that wet cunny of yours and let him take you hard. He’s going to resist at first, but I know you can get him to fuck you. That sweet cunt would torment any man,” said Robert ten days ago in their bed.

She waited, still at first, then spread her legs ‌wider so Martin might see the gloss on her inner lips, ready to ease the passage of his cock.

“You want to see that hole?” asked Samuel. He reached down and opened Prissy’s cunny for Martin’s view, much as she’d done for Sam all those nights ago.

Martin covered his mouth, trying not to cry out for want of sinking in that red, tempting channel he knew would pump around him until he lost himself deep within. Sam slipped the tip of a finger in and Mrs. Sorel moaned.

“Need more. I need a cock.”

In a moment, Martin had his breeches down and cock fully out, stroking himself as he prepared to enter his boss’s wife’s cunt.

“You want this?”

He didn’t need to say who the question was for. She dropped her head, overcome by the pleasure of her impending ravishment and answered, “Yes.”

Martin lined his cock up at her hole. He let the angry member rest at the entrance, watching her stretch around his big cockhead. He stilled his motion.

“You’re sure you want this? You want your bodyguard to fuck you?”

“Yes,” she moaned, and he plunged in fast, pressing his shaft in all the way.

Priscilla’s nails scratched against the sheets she was gripping, the stretch of Martin’s cock just short of too much. Her breasts rested against the blankets, and she arched her back to rub her nipples against the fabric and take him deeper.

She was doing it, taking within her cunny the cock of a man who wasn’t her husband for the first time. She must have been all those dirty words Samuel had called her in jest; Priscilla loved being used hard and fast by a hulking man who shoved himself in and didn’t care that she was a lady.

Martin was growing erratic in his motions before Prissy could demand that Samuel pet her nub. He exploded with a yell, and she felt his seed spurt deep within her channel, making the whole passage wetter as he thrust through his orgasm.

When Martin pulled out, Priscilla whimpered.

“You need me to take his place? Need more than one cock to be satisfied?” asked Samuel, with a swat to her presented arse.

The sight of her stretched cunny, already seeded, had Samuel thrusting inside fast, and Priscilla pressed her face into the mattress to keep her cries of pleasure contained.

“What’s the matter, Mrs. Sorel?” asked Samuel, taunting her. “Don’t want to summon your cuckold husband home to see you getting fucked hard by your bodyguards?”

“No, no, please don’t make me wail,” she said. As she moaned, Martin roused himself from his stupor and fingered her slick nub, realizing that she hadn’t yet come. “I don’t want my husband to know that I’m being fucked by other men.”

“Yet he should know he’s got a slut for a wife,” said Samuel, feeling his sack draw tight at the degrading words. “A slut wife with a sloppy hole, taking it hard and fast from other men.”

And that was when all hell broke loose. The door to the bedroom slammed open, and Robert Sorel walked inside to find one of his bodyguards balls-deep in his precious wife while the other played with her pussy.

“Priscilla Sorel, what is the meaning of this?” he roared from the doorway.

She gasped and covered her breasts, which were still swaying as she took Samuel’s thrusts. Spurred on by discovery, Sam erupted inside of her, his spend mixing with Martin’s.

Robert walked to the bed and pulled Samuel away from his wife by the arm. This had the effect of dislodging Sam’s cock, which dribbled the last of his seed onto the fine carpet.

“Not the first time I’ve seeded your rug,” he said.

“So you men think that just because I’ve been occupied with business, you can, what, fuck my wife? Fill my wife?”

Priscilla turned, her arse still on display.

“Robert, please!” she cried.

He turned to her. “The less you say, the better. Show me how you let these men use you.”

Priscilla widened her knees and allowed Robert to peer upon the mess the bodyguards had made of the place once only the domain of her husband.

“I’m very upset with you, Prissy,” he said. “I came home hoping to enjoy a fine meal and read my paper near the fire, but I’m going to have to fuck these men’s seed out of you. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry, Robert.”

“Sorry for what?”

“I’m sorry for being a slut wife, Robert.”

He had his cock out already, hard as the steel forged so effortlessly in his factories. If Robert Sorel had been asked last month if he’d nearly spend on his carpet at the evidence of two men in his employ fucking his wife, he’d have been tempted to demand satisfaction on the dueling field. Now he just wanted satisfaction, his blood so loud in his ears he thought his heart might be in danger of exploding like a poorly tended blast furnace.

“Oh, fuck, Prissy, that’s a good cunt,” he said as he eased his cock in the channel already plowed and seeded by his bodyguards. It was hot and messy, his wife’s grip on his shaft both ravishingly tight and loose in a way that made his balls ache for want of spending in that ruined cunny.

“Use me, Robert,” she said, smiling against the sheets as she finally took her husband’s cock.

“Help her come, lads,” she heard her husband say, and the bodyguards set to rubbing her nub and lips, aided by their collective spend, until she seized and bucked, yelling into the mattress as she came at last.

Robert followed, his cock milked by his wife’s spasming cunny, his seed flooding the mouth of her womb and mixing with that of Martin and Samuel.

When he pulled out, Robert clasped hands with Samuel in a friendly manner that shocked Martin.

“You mean to say that…”

“I brought Samuel in on our plan,” said Robert, extending a hand to Martin, too. “Several days ago.”

He was dazed as they shook like old chums. “And Mrs. Sorel?” he asked, looking at the ravishing beauty, now sitting primly on the bed.

“Oh, she helped hatch this scheme. Be sure of it,” said Robert, dropping a lingering kiss on her lips.

“I never thought I’d see the day I rogered my employer’s wife,” said Martin softly, all amazement.

“About that,” replied Robert. “I’m not home as often as I’d like to be, and Mrs. Sorel ends up lonely in this enormous bed. Perhaps you gentlemen might see to her comfort and pleasure on other nights as well?”


Epilogue


Priscilla lay on her side, her enormous belly cradled by a pillow that she had positioned so she could also bite it when the pleasure was overwhelming. Behind her, Samuel had lifted her leg below the knee and thrust into her channel.

“Sam, it’s so good,” she moaned. “Take it slow. Let me enjoy this.”

He lowered her leg, the tight clasp of Prissy’s cunny only intensifying, then looped his other hand around her chest and fondled her breasts, plucking at a nipple that would soon feed the new baby. Priscilla had suspected that their efforts had been successful several weeks after that first erotic encounter with the bodyguards and Robert. But one could never be sure of an impending arrival until quickening several months into pregnancy, so the men had continued to share her and pump her full of seed, the bodyguards nightly, with her husband joining in on evenings he could tear himself away from his work.

And Robert saw fit to tear himself away from his work with more regularity, as he had a blooming wife at home whose wanton desires increasingly counteracted the siren song of his factory. He found he liked nothing more than returning home to find his wife being used by the bodyguards, her passage slippery with their spend when he thrust inside to fill her.

Martin snaked a hand between Priscilla’s thighs and flicked at her straining nub as Samuel rocked his cock in and out.

“We filled you good, and we’ll do it again,” said Samuel.

Priscilla’s cunny clamped down on the hard cock working her relentlessly, her body always aflame when her men said crude words while lovingly using her for their pleasure.

“Filled me too well, I fear,” she said, cradling her belly as she took Sam’s cock again and again.

“I’m going to unload in you, dear,” said Samuel, now prone to endearments despite his limited experience with feelings. Priscilla enjoyed their adoration and sweet nothings almost as much as she loved their efforts in her bed. Almost.

“But I haven’t reached my peak yet!” Priscilla whined.

“Looks like I’ll need to step in and give you one,” said Martin, adjusting his cock in his breeches.

It was a game they liked to play: one man seeding Prissy and denying her an orgasm, the other finally bringing her to paroxysm. Samuel grunted as he thrust deep and delivered his spend, which made Priscilla’s cunny sound extra wet when Martin slid inside after placing her on her hands and knees.

“Is this position too strenuous for you now?” asked Samuel, stroking her hair back from her face, where it was getting slightly damp because of her exertions.

“I’ll be fine for a little while,” she said, placing a small kiss on his well-formed lips.

“What’s this, I see? Bodyguards fucking my wife?” asked Robert loudly from the door, slamming it shut.

It was a scene they’d played over and over in every permutation imaginable: the unfaithful wife taking her big, bad bodyguards and the husband returning home to claim her.

Priscilla turned on the bed, covering her breasts as she pleaded with him for leniency. “Please, Robert,” she said, “they’ve done nothing wrong! I was a slut wife and demanded pleasure!”

Robert reared back as if shocked at her pregnancy. “And you let them breed you? Why, I should horsewhip these men, our faithless servants, taking what’s mine!”

The bodyguards exchanged smirks, knowing what was coming next and all too eager to help the Sorels enjoy their play.

“Show me your pussy, Prissy. Show me where these men have used you.”

Priscilla stayed where she was, her swollen belly making it difficult to assume a deep bend. The bodyguards instead helped to spread her arse and cunny to Robert’s view, which he took in while stroking his cock, having shed his clothes immediately upon entering the bedroom.

“I see you’re stuffed with evidence of infidelity, dripping with it. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry, Robert,” she moaned as one of the bodyguards opened her inner lips and slid a finger into her wet hole.

“I’m just going to have to fuck the slut out of you. Is that what you want, Prissy?”

She groaned as Robert slid his cock in alongside the finger. “Yes, Robert, get this need out of me.”

He thrust into her as hard as he dared, given that Priscilla was heavy with child. “What if I don’t fuck it out of you?” he asked. “What if I fuck it further in?”

She grunted when she felt rubbing at her nub as another finger and Robert’s cock fucked her hole. Priscilla shattered under their loving attentions, her moans long and keening as the men brought her through aftershocks and rolling waves of pleasure.

When they helped Prissy rest in her nest of pillows, Robert recalled the gift he’d brought her. He was occupied with sucking on one of her sore, enlarged nipples, so he gestured for Samuel to grab the package from his coat.

“You didn’t need to bring me anything,” she said, kissing her husband’s brow before she leaned back against Martin’s broad chest. “You’ve brought me the thing I want most: you.”

Robert looked up, his eyes playful and relaxed. Time at home was doing him well.

“I think you’ll like this. Perhaps Sam can unwrap it for us?”

Samuel removed the paper wrapping meant to keep the gift protected from the elements. He withdrew a book: a small bound volume.

“Spreading for the…” he read out.

“...Bodyguards,” finished Priscilla, her cheeks heating.

“You wrote about us?” asked Martin, stroking her belly, seemingly untroubled by the revelation.

“I’m afraid I was having rather wanton thoughts when I was alone in this bed and wrote some of them down.”

Samuel palmed his hard cock over his breeches. “We’re honored to have our exploits captured in a book, Pris.”

She smiled fondly at his endearment. “Well, these were my fantasies before we’d ever so much as clasped hands.”

“You’ve done so many things with the guards since then,” said Robert, stroking the straining belly that brought them all nothing but joy. “If you record your further adventures, I’ll see to the binding.”

“What say you, Sam, Martin? Shall we write the next chapter?” she asked.

The bodyguards placed their hands on her belly, too, and reveled in the feeling of being part of this growing family. “Always,” they said in unison.

THE END
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