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Dedication


To my readers who asked, “what happened with the maid and that hot stud?”

Funny that you should ask…


Read a spicy prequel scene


Wonder what happened right after we last saw Lucy Makeblythe and Adam Chevestrer in Filled by the Stud, the fifth book in the His Duchess’s Lovers series (elizabethroubaix.com/duchess5)?

Let’s just say they didn’t make it past the hallway before acting on their feelings. And accidentally making a little something together.

“Maid a Mother” is a spicy prequel scene for The Mogul and the Maid, just for my newsletter subscribers. Find it at elizabethroubaix.com/Maid.


Chapter 1


London, 1880

“Lucy, open the door, love.”

Noted businessman Adam Chevestrer heard a noise and grew hopeful that the door would finally open to him, but the scraping turned out to be the setting of a bolt.

He slumped against the townhouse wall, wishing he smoked so he’d have some way to pass the time as he waited for Lucy Makeblythe, lady’s maid and apple of his eye, to talk to him. He’d risen from the slums to become a leading mogul of the high street, but he wasn’t currently high in Lucy’s estimation.

It had been months since he’d seen her, and he was growing frantic that she’d locked him out for good. After what they’d shared in a ducal hallway—

The bolt scraped again, and the door opened slowly.

“I heard you’ve been making a racket at my servant’s entrance,” drawled a voice from inside. “I’ve been told to send you off.”

There, in the doorway to his kitchen, leaned Laurence Balistarius, Duke of Astwell.

“Don’t look so smug,” said Adam, shouldering his way in and taking a seat at the scarred work table used all day by the duke’s and duchess’s staff. Thankfully, it was late at night and the servants had all gone to bed already, hence Adam’s visit.

“Tell me: was your brilliant idea to holler like a fishwife until you stole Makeblythe’s heart, or did you have some other plan that I can’t fathom despite my exceptional intelligence?” asked Laurence, settling at the head of the humble table.

Adam regarded his friend. “You’re a real smug prig now that you’re happily in love, you know that?”

The duke accepted the jab with good humor, having just come down from the bed he now shared with his wife — to which he hoped to return most expeditiously. He owed some of that happiness to Adam. He’d give his friend five minutes.

“I’m required upstairs,” said Laurence, smiling as he thought of what had been promised when he left his wife Julia’s side, “so we should discuss your strategy. Quickly.”

Adam looked at his hands, trying to formulate a response. “Strategy? I’m rich, she’s a maid. I’ve tried to tell her how I feel. Is this not enough?”

Laurence regarded Adam with horror. “Jaysus, man! Are you proposing with a balance sheet?”

“Who said anything about proposing?” asked Adam, alarmed at the sudden escalation.

“Proposing an arrangement then,” said Laurence. “It’s not the eighteenth century. You can’t expect a fine girl like Makeblythe to come rushing into your arms because you’ve a splendid carriage and patronize my tailor.”

Adam slumped, shooting his cuffs. “He’s an excellent tailor.”

“That he is. Now, what’s your actual plan?”

“Return every night until she agrees to speak with me?”

Laurence nodded no, as if confronted with the most hopeless of cases. Thankfully, he knew something about how to recover from being a hopeless case.

“Why are you here, anyway?”

“Because I want to speak with her?”

“What would you say to her if she was the one sitting at this table?”

“I don’t want to tell you,” said Adam, scoffing.

Laurence looked to the heavens, as if asking for patience. Under his breath, he said, “Pretend that she is listening nearby, then. What would you say to her?”

Adam was not a stupid man. His heart beat faster knowing that she was near, likely eavesdropping on their conversation. He gathered the last shreds of his composure and spoke a little louder.

“Having known Lucy,” he said, letting the verb fill in some blanks for the duke, “I would like to know her better. Spend time with her.”

Laurence leaned back in his chair, allowing the light from the gas lamp to caress his aristocratic nose. “What are you saying, man? You want to take her for ices?”

“Yes, ices,” said Adam, confused about what sort of game they were playing.

Laurence rotated his hand in a circular motion, prompting Adam to continue.

“And we can go to the theater!” he said, warming to the theme.

“I’m guessing that, as your girl, you’d ensure she’s properly outfitted for such occasions? The duchess keeps Makeblythe in a very particular sort of maid’s uniform these days that would no doubt raise eyebrows in public.”

Adam salivated, recalling just that uniform and how good she felt when he got under it.

“Focus, man,” said Laurence under his breath.

“I’d make sure that Lucy is turned out splendidly on such occasions.”

Laurence raised his brows.

“With new dresses, hats, and all the underthings,” he said, projecting his voice in the direction he believed her to be hiding. “I own shops; I can outfit her in anything she likes.”

“Shoes.”

Adam bolted from his seat. “Lucy?”

Her small voice came from nearby, and Adam’s heart leaped at finally finding out that she was alive, somewhat willing to speak to him, and apparently desirous of footwear.

She didn’t reply, but he broke into a grin at hearing her voice for the first time in months. “How do you fare, Lucy?”

She didn’t respond, but he knew he had at last broken the wall between them.

“I’ll have your things delivered — including the shoes — and perhaps we might enjoy a day in the park. I could row you around the Serpentine and take you for an ice. When is your day off, love?”

“Sunday.”

Her voice came from the same place, and it took everything not to advance on what appeared to be the Astwell still room and capture her lips. But he was a patient man, and he meant to repair things with Miss Lucy Makeblythe.

“Sunday, then,” he said. “I’ll collect you after church?”

She didn’t respond, but Laurence’s smile as he rose from the table said that Adam was well on his way to a very pleasant interlude with the duchess’s lady’s maid.

“I’ll see that the packages arrive tomorrow,” said Adam loudly as he walked out the servant’s entrance after finally gaining entry.

Laurence saw to the door himself and called out as Adam nearly skipped up the steps to the street.

“You’ll take care with her, won’t you?” Laurence asked, pensive.

“Of course,” said Adam, amazed that his friend, once notorious for philandering, was now protective of women down to his wife’s lady’s maid.

“She’s had a rough go since you last saw her. She’ll need gentle treatment.”

As Adam walked away, he wondered what had given Lucy such a terrible time, when he was the one doing all the suffering.


Chapter 2


Lucy Makeblythe regarded Adam Chevestrer warily across his carriage. He was turned out splendidly in shoes with a mirror shine, a shirt with a modern oxford collar, and the finest beaver top hat she’d ever seen. The whole combined to emphasize that he was a man of fashion — read: relentless change — and was not to be trusted.

She tried not to notice how handsome he was. Tried and failed.

They’d had a nice day in the park and she certainly liked her new togs, but she needed to return to being a maid while he returned to whatever he did to make money (business of some sort) and whatever he did for amusement (fucking other women, likely). Lucy did not plan on being his amusement again.

“Where’d you grow up, Luce?” he asked while looking out the window.

Why was he asking? It was one thing to buy her a bunch of nosegays while on a stroll and another entirely to share confidences.

“London,” she said breezily.

“I’m a London boy myself. Took years to hoe over the Covent Garden accent.”

She looked up in surprise. So he could share something of himself — other than his copious seed, which he’d failed to direct away from her womb, as they’d agreed in the ducal hallway several months ago.

Lucy had felt the past few months that she was living in a moralistic novel: she, a maid and a maiden, seduced by the handsome and wealthy man; their immediate lust leading them to that fateful encounter; and her filled, first with his seed, and now his baby. At the end of the ecstatic, disastrous tup, he’d shoved a wad of banknotes into her hand and run off as if chased, barely getting his trousers secured before racing away.

Lucy, who had been so careful thus far, had landed in a real scrape.

She imagined what they’d say at the orphanage at which she’d been raised if they could see her now, some rich man’s fancy piece, and with a baby on the way to boot.

Having read stacks of books from the highest of moral literature to the works kept in secret rooms at less reputable booksellers, Lucy knew what would happen if she confronted Adam with the growing consequence of his error. Surprise, hurt, anger, and deflection.

If Lucy Makeblythe had one great sin, it was pride. A pride that meant she would not go quietly. He had decided to continue their relationship, and for that, she would extract a price.

The carriage slowed, and Lucy looked out to find that they were not outside the Astwell townhouse.

“Thought we could enjoy a refreshment at my own place afore I take you home,” he said as the footman opened the door to his spectacular carriage, which framed his even more stunning townhouse. Adam’s face was innocent, but she knew what this meant: a quick tumble and pat on the arse before she was sent back to service. She’d ignored the lessons in her books to her own detriment once; never again.

She was about to refuse to exit the carriage when he slid his gloved hand into her own. Lucy’s insides twisted, and not in the way they’d been doing each morning since shortly after the messy hallway encounter. Now, she recalled that irresistible pull that had led her there. That feeling of being entirely in this man’s control.

Lucy let him pull her into the house, but she decided she would use whatever means she had to get the upper hand on her erstwhile beau.

***

They’d toured the townhouse’s extensive gardens and enjoyed tea in his opulent drawing room. Lucy had remarked on liking the pattern in the watered silk used to upholster his chairs. She possessed the refined taste of a duchess, and he knew several.

Adam was so convinced that the afternoon was going well that he saw nothing amiss about Lucy’s request to tour the rest of the house. They’d had such a marvelous time in the duchess’s hallway. Maybe she wanted to tryst in his own place. He certainly did.

Adam adjusted himself discreetly in his trousers as he watched Lucy walk before him down the hall, her bustle swaying most appealingly. He knew from first-hand experience that the bits of her under all that fabric swayed most appealingly, too.

“Your rooms are this way?” she asked over her shoulder.

Oh, she wanted to see his bedchamber? He’d give her something to look at, something to feel, something to—

She stopped at the door to Adam’s own apartments, and he took out the key to unlock the door. Lucy plucked it from his fingers.

“Just what I needed,” she said, setting to work opening his door.

The lacing running down her back distracted Adam, so he didn’t immediately move when she entered his inner sanctum. The urge to lift her skirts overwhelmed him.

“Very nice,” she said, sailing by the grand four-poster covered in plush red. He wasn’t sure of the name for the blankets and pillows heaped on his bed — and they did have names, if the decorator’s invoice was to be believed, but home furnishings were not his domain. They came from France and cost a fortune, so he was pleased to let his girl see them. Perhaps she’d like to feel them on her back.

Lucy was skipping ahead and entered his dressing room before him. When Adam rounded the corner, Lucy was regarding his pocket watches, all displayed on ultramarine velvet.

“When I raised capital for my business ventures by being a stud, I never imagined I’d have so much money that even my pocket watches would wear jewels,” he said, admiring a particularly fine timepiece from Switzerland.

Lucy’s brow creased. “But there aren’t any gems on the case.”

Adam turned a watch over and popped open the back. “The jewels are inside,” he said over her shoulder. “To better keep the time.”

Lucy peered at the timepiece, her jaw slack. “It’s all hidden inside? You have jewels nobody can even see?”

Adam popped the back cases open for the entire row of watches, proud to show off the fruits of his business acumen.

Inside, Lucy raged. This handsome peacock was outfitted with secret jewels, and she was about to be the destitute mother of his child because he couldn’t control his cock?

Adam Chevestrer was living without consequences. Why, aristocratic families had even paid him to serve as a stud, imagine!

Then and there, Lucy decided now was the time for Adam to experience the consequences.

“This is a fine collection,” she said, snapping the back case in place on one watch.

“Thank you, Luce. Now, if you just come over—”

She wasn’t attending. Instead, she was opening her new reticule determinedly. In went the key to his bedroom. He watched her, unsure of how to respond.

With her eyes on his, she plucked the first pocket watch from its velvet bed and dropped it in her bag.

“Lucy…” he breathed.

She held his gaze, then snapped the back case on another of the fine watches.

“What are you doing, Lucy?”

Dropping the second watch into her bag, she let it clink against the other before responding.

“You have so many. Four pocket watches with hidden jewels for one man. I would like half.”

Her heart beat so loudly she thought it might shake the walls of that room filled with Adam’s beautiful things. At any moment, he would be within his rights to call the constable and have her arrested for theft. But she knew he wouldn’t do that to her. He wouldn’t hurt her, at least not because she took his treasures right before his eyes. The pain he inflicted was of a different variety.

And how could she say that what she wanted wasn’t a watch or even those interior gems, but a way to drive a stiletto in this untouchable man who would otherwise never experience a consequence for what he’d done? She could hardly explain the impulse to herself.

“But those are mine,” he intoned. “You can’t just take things. You’re in service, you know that.”

Oh, that rankled. Of course she was in service, for fuck’s sake. And laws of morality extended to all but the highest tiers of society; Adam thought he’d entered that echelon. He was wrong.

Lucy placed her gloved hand on a third watch.

“Luce, is this because of what happened outside the closet?” He was now moving his hands as he talked. He’d thought to plow over his Covent Garden roots? She’d bring up those weeds yet.

In went the third pocket watch.

“Lucy, I’m sorry! I should have controlled my cock and not come inside. It’s just that I was a stud so long—”

He wanted to blame his actions on seeding women professionally?

Clink. The fourth and final watch hit the interior of her bag with the others. Lucy turned to take in the rest of the dressing room. Her work wasn’t finished.

“But I worked hard for those,” he railed, following behind her as she stuffed so many of his monogrammed handkerchiefs into her reticule that it wouldn’t close.

Satisfied and unwilling to walk out of his townhouse with men’s shirts in her arms, Lucy turned to him.

“Taking things of value to you is the only way you’ll learn,” she said sternly.

She was on thin ice. But for once, she wanted a moralistic novel to end with a fallen woman getting revenge rather than dying in a pile of rags, in a cold attic. If she couldn’t find such a tale already published, she’d write one herself — all over Adam Chevestrer’s life.

“Fuck, Lucy,” Adam growled, adjusting his cock in those fine trousers. “I don’t know why, but you’ve got me so hot.”

She wanted to hit him with the bag. He was getting hard over her efforts to extract justice?

“I’ll give you more. Anything. Just let me in that cunny again. I promise I’ll pull out this time.”

Lucy groaned and spun on her heel. In her confusion, she went deeper into his dressing room and jerked on two cupboards before spinning around.

Then she paused and realized what she’d seen. Lucy walked back as if in a trance, all signs of panic gone. She opened the door.

“It’s quite something, isn’t it?” asked Adam, coming behind her and pressing ever so slightly against her bustle.

Before her was a mask. Not just any mask: a stag mask with papier-mâché antlers of the sort worn by the Grand Bucks.

Lucy had never entered the inner sanctum of the Grand Bucks, a group of elite men who came together to wear nothing but masks and share one woman at a time. But when she’d heard Julia, Duchess of Astwell, talk about the experience of being fucked all night by the Bucks, Lucy had been jealous.

Jealous and wet. Would a man react the same way? Would he be jealous if he saw a woman — his woman — passed around by these virile, anonymous stags? Was she even important enough for him to care?

Adam hooked his chin over her shoulder. “That, you can’t take.”

But what if I can? she thought, imagining a crowd of men using her body.

“You know what that mask is?”

“You must be one of the Grand Bucks. Did you fuck my mistress when she went to them?” asked Lucy. She’d seen him pleasure Julia at the Astwell townhouse, but she’d never considered that he might have already secretly taken her before that night.

“A Buck never tells,” he said with an enigmatic smile.

“What’s next to it?” she asked, touching the metal contraption displayed on a bed of that ultramarine velvet he liked so much.

He brought his big hand to the front of her waist. It was warm and settled just over where his baby was growing. Lucy’s breasts were heavy.

“A medieval chastity device,” he said. “Had to have such a novelty for my collection. And you know what those glass objects are. Dilettos. I bought a set after seeing you use them so beautifully on the duchess. Do you take them so well, too?”

She felt him smile against her cheek, that midafternoon stubble scraping her skin pleasantly. He wore the faintest of scents, so she could smell that hint of his own musk and sweat from when he’d rowed them across the Serpentine. Her entire stomach rearranged itself suddenly, as if to make way for its master’s cock.

Lucy wanted him. She’d never stopped, despite her fury at his mistake.

“I think about your pudgy little cunt all the time, Luce,” he breathed into her ear. “I need you.”

Her knees felt soft, and she gripped the cupboard shelf to steady herself.

“That’s right, bend over for me,” he said, stroking her corseted waist.

“I’m not letting you fuck me again,” she bit out, but the breathiness in her voice gave her arousal away. She was furious that he’d turned her will like a crank yet again, and here she was, wound up. At least this time, they had the sense to tryst inside of a closet.

“I’ll take you however I can get you, love.”

Lucy wished he’d insist and cajole until she had no choice but to give in to his seduction, but Adam simply held her from behind as she took in the sight of his sexual trophies.

“You want me to push one of these false cocks into your soft little cunny?” he asked, using his chin to point to the collection of dilettos in a line.

Of course she did. Her whole quim felt swollen and wet, and she feared that a single stroke against her nub would send her breaking. She wanted this unwanted attraction to break.

“A glass dildo. Not your cock,” she said sternly.

“Of course, love. Now, which were you thinking?”

Lucy took in the array and her cunny clenched at the thought of one pushing inside of where she was so hot and needy.

“Biggest,” she said, her grip hard on the shelf.

Adam trailed his fingers over the enormous glass shaft while moving his hand up to her bodice. “Your bubbies sure do look nice these days, Luce.”

Yes, they did, and it was all because she was currently making his baby.

“New underthings,” she gasped. “Thank you for sending the package, by the way.”

Adam’s hand kept moving down the row of dilettos. “I’ve got another package for you, should you wish to open it,” he said, pressing his bulging cock against her drawers. When had he lifted her skirts? He was impossible! And so irresistible when he decided he wanted something. Right now, he wanted Lucy’s cunny, and she was nearly frantic for want of something inside her channel. And enraged that she was willingly letting him take her again, even if he didn’t get to feel her body reacting to him.

He grabbed the second smallest dildo from the row and brought it in front of her face.

“How about you get the head wet, Luce? Make it slide real nice.”

Lucy leaned forward and took the entire head in her mouth, wetting and tonguing the glass as if it was a cock. Perhaps Adam would see her lavishing it with attention and feel some remorse for how he’d treated her.

“Fuck, my girl, save some for me,” he said, gently drawing the phallus from her mouth. “Are you ready to take it?”

“That small thing?”

Adam chuckled and helped Lucy lean forward, her head resting atop her hands where they gripped the shelf.

“If I take down your underthings, I’ll make a mess of my trousers,” he said. “Thankfully, you have this lovely little slit in your drawers leading to your own slit.”

She felt him using his fingers to delve into the fabric. “You’ve got your new silk knickers wet,” he rasped.

Lucy puffed up. “I did not!” she said, horrified that he suggested she’d had an accident.

“Not like that,” said Adam, chuckling. “Your little puss is getting wet. Shall I touch it and show you?”

She wanted to scream. Both for want of his hands on her cunny and at herself for falling under his spell again. “Do it,” she spit out.

Adam trailed just a finger along her seam, letting them both feel how slick she was from a few words and a bit of touching.

“How’s your little nub been, love? Has she been wanting me?”

He didn’t move to part her lips and slide deeper inside, just slowly petted his fingers through that seam, letting her feel him make incidental contact with her inner lips and bump until her legs shook.

“Adam, you’re cruel,” she sighed.

“I am, aren’t I?” he said with a laugh.

“Give me the diletto,” she said.

“Only if you grant me a boon. In the future.”

“I’m not letting you fuck me,” she said sternly.

“Not that. Something I haven’t decided.”

“Just do it!” she cried.

“Then you agree to my terms?”

“Adam!”

He slid the head of the glass cock between her wet cunny lips and let it run over her nub until she could not form words. She was so close.

And then he pulled the glass shaft back and notched it to her entrance and slowly — ever so slowly — pressed it inside. She was spasming. It was happening too fast! She wanted to enjoy her orgasm, and she was instantly shaking with brief tremors of pleasure as the diletto opened her up and filled her just enough to unleash it.

“Fuck, Lucy, you’ve got this thing slick with your juices. What I wouldn’t give to shove my fingers in and feel that fat little rabbit from the inside.”

“A boon,” she gasped, looking at that mask and medieval device contemplatively. Julia, her mistress, had once used a boon to change her life; perhaps the same might happen for Lucy. “You’ll owe me a boon if I let you feel it.”

“Fuck, Luce,” he said, pulling the diletto from her hole and tossing it on the shelf. He ripped off the cufflink securing his shirt and tossed it next to the glass cock.

“Take that, too,” he said about the diamond cufflink. “I’ll give you the matching one, gladly.”

Of course he always mixed money and sex; working as a stud for capital was how he’d begun to make his fortune, after all. And she was just another thing to be bought or bought off. The anger and frustration nearly sent her running for the door. And then he was pressing in, two fingers sliding between her lips and driving right into her primed channel.

Her breath exited in a huff as he opened her so well she wondered if he’d broken his promise and inserted his cock. And then she felt him slide a third finger in, and she wailed, the stretch just on the right side of painful as her pussy got even wetter to receive him.

“Goddamn, Lucy!” Adam yelled, ripping at his trousers to dig out his cock before he made a mess of his drawers.

She was shaking, finally feeling the deep spasms that heralded the sort of profound orgasm she’d been longing for since he took her virginity in that hallway.

“Oh, god, Adam,” she babbled, her breasts feeling tight and heavy as she clenched around his digits. The slapping sound of Adam beating his cock sent her tipping headlong into convulsive waves of pleasure that seemed to go on and on as he drove his fingers home.

“You’ve got me wet past my knuckles, you minx,” growled Adam.

“Too much,” she mewled, the sensations becoming overwhelming in the wake of her total ecstasy.

“Watch me, love,” he said, as he withdrew his hand from within her channel.

Lucy turned, and that devil had the audacity to smirk while licking her juices from his fingers. “That little rabbit still tastes the sweetest,” he said. “Did you leave my spend inside after I came in you? If it’s already there, might as well let it marinate my tasty little bunny.”

She was furious that he talked so casually about inseminating her, but her cunny wasn’t mad at all; it clenched at his crude words, and she was of half a mind to beg him to do it again.

“You haven’t even tasted my rabbit,” she bit out.

“An oversight I hope to remedy soon, indeed.”

Then he wrapped that big hand around his thick cock and stroked himself while holding her eyes.

She was looking back and forth between that tempting head emerging from his grasp and his beautiful face, angry that she’d already come. She wanted more.

“Fuck, Luce, you lick your lips like that and I’m gonna bust,” he whined.

Lucy looked around the dressing room with a maid’s sense of tidiness. She grabbed one of his handkerchiefs from her reticule and shoved it at him; she didn’t want some other woman cleaning up his spend.

She was just in time. Adam roared and seed painted that crisp, ironed cloth embroidered with his monogram.

“I’ll take that,” she said, immediately snatching it from his hand and carefully tucking it back in her bag.

She was facing the cupboard again, pushing the contents of her reticule around to protect her treasures. She scooped up the diamond cufflink and dropped it in her bag before turning back to him expectantly.

“You’ll have to take it,” he said, smiling as if cufflinks with bulbous diamonds on them meant nothing to him. Lucy raged that he was baiting her, drawing her forth for more, but her common sense dictated that she must lower herself to collect that cufflink. He didn’t hold out his arm to make it easy for her. Oh no, he’d never do that. She came close, and he slid his hand at her waist and nuzzled her ear.

“You sure do look pretty these days, Lucy. When are you going to let me lick your pussy?”

She felt herself clench around nothing, despite having come repeatedly in that very room.

“You want it, don’t you, beautiful? I’ll get on my knees for you. Give you anything.”

She released the cufflink and, as she put it in her reticule, remembered Adam had promised her a boon.

“The Bucks,” she said. He pulled her closer, so her bodice rested against his firm chest. He was so solid and warm.

“Yes, the Grand Bucks. You want me to promise I won’t go to the Forest and fuck other women? Consider it done, love.”

“The Forest?”

“Our headquarters. Big townhouse in Belgravia.”

“Not that,” she clarified. “You needn’t cease your bucking. I have no claim on you.”

For the first time that day, his face creased in anger. And then he was back to his usual jovial expression, as if it had never happened.

“I have a boon, do I not?” she asked, studying the pattern on the Axminster carpet. It was time to find out whether she meant anything to him at all. She would drown those years of moralistic sermons for the sake of knowing how he truly felt about her. It’s not like she could get pregnant as a result; Adam had already taken care of that.

“You do,” he said slowly, while stroking her sleeve.

“I want the Grand Bucks. For one night.”

His face split into a broad grin. “Why didn’t you say so! I’d be happy to share you with my mates, love.”

No sign of jealousy, only cheerful acceptance. She needed more: either his regard or his pain. She was almost regretful about what she was about to say. How she’d knock that smile from his face and make him curse her to the heavens. But Lucy had a boon, righteous anger, and several years’ worth of wages in jewelry in her reticule, so she had to do it.

“Yes, you’ll share me with the Bucks. But only as you watch, wearing that medieval chastity cage.”


Chapter 3


All things considered, Adam Chevestrer had taken the news Lucy wanted to spend a night with his fellow Grand Bucks — while he watched, caged by that medieval torture device — rather well.

He’d seen her off with a chaste kiss, gone back to the dressing room to stare at his novelty chastity cage, and beaten his cock until his balls threatened to send forth blood.

The only thing that got him harder was seeing the expanse of velvet where his pocket watches had been. Why hadn’t he thought to show her his wall safe? He might be poorer as a result, but he’d be stiff til his dying day if she stuffed cash in that sweet little reticule he’d picked out for her.

***

A few days later, Lucy pulled her beaded velvet wrap closer as the carriage slowed before the Forest, where the Grand Bucks met. She wore a half-mask that partially concealed her guarded expression.

“I needn’t ask if you’re sure. I know you are. As I was when I went to the Bucks.”

Across the way sat Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell. She’d lent Lucy clothes for the occasion and had explained what to expect from an evening in the Forest.

And then they’d taken out Julia’s medical implement dilettos and used every waking minute to prepare Lucy’s body for what was in store.

It was when Lucy was learning how to take an enormous cock in her arse — via a particularly girthy phallus — that the duke had finally walked over the threshold connecting the ducal apartments and collected his wife for several hours of enthusiastic lovemaking.

“You’re loud,” he said to Lucy as he carried his wife off. “They’ll love that.”

She didn’t need to please the Bucks, or even Adam. She just needed to inflict pain on him so she could move on with her life and feel as though she’d extracted justice.

***

Lucy had wrapped her nude body in the velvet cloak, self-conscious of her generous hips, heavy breasts, and the slight extra swell at her belly. She wished there was a mirror so she could look herself over before going to the Bucks, but the room was bare save a chair. Her half-mask remained on, assuring her of the Bucks’ discretion.

“Are you ready, my dear?”

She looked up and took in a nude, masked man with a thick chest and powerful shoulders. Her eyes drifted down his waist, wrapped in muscles until she saw he was enormous everywhere. Even there.

His cock stiffened when she stared, causing Lucy to jolt.

“Oh, I apologize!” she said, bolting from where she sat and looking anywhere else. Her mistake brought back memories of her early days in service, when she constantly faced corrections while learning to scrub and sweep properly.

But unlike the housekeeper at that first house, the man simply held out a hand to her. “So you’re my brother’s little rabbit.”

Lucy started. “Adam has a brother?” she asked.

“My brother Buck,” he clarified, stroking the velvet that covered her arm.

“Oh,” she said, allowing him to lead her deeper into the townhouse. The Grand Bucks’ headquarters’ interior was as Julia had described, decorated like a forest, with trees reaching the ceiling and a soft green fabric covering the floor until it reached a reflecting pool.

It felt like she was entering a dream or someone else’s life. She never thought she’d experience this, but she was escorted by a man wearing the deer mask she’d imagined almost every night since Julia had whispered the details to her.

Lucy felt both on-edge and wet, wanting everything the Bucks had for her and also terrified of the game she was about to play with the richest and most powerful men in the land. She expected to feel shame, but the lights illuminating those strange, naked trees made the room feel magical. Like a place out of time and the constraints of society. Here, she could shed her burdens, silence her doubtful mind, and fully experience pleasure. Outside, she was an orphaned, unmarried, pregnant lady’s maid.

For one night, she was The Woman. This night could ruin everything — or make her dreams come true.

And Adam — her Adam — had been one of those masked men the whole time. Lucy’s nipples pebbled below her cloak at the thought of who else might wear those Buck masks tonight. Who might see her body, almost imperceptibly carrying Adam’s child?

“So he’s been coming here to share women and talking about me all the while?” she asked drily as they moved towards eerie music. Julia had mentioned that a chamber orchestra played haunting melodies that sounded like the wind in the trees, but it took hearing those spectral notes to understand the effect. She was somewhere strange, doing a strange thing. Rather than feeling creeping dread, her heart soared at the possibilities.

“He’s been absent these few months,” said the man, failing to elaborate further even when Lucy stared at him.

Perhaps he’d been busy with his work. Perhaps his cock had forgotten how to function. Not really her problem, though some part of her reveled in his loss of bucking.

At the end of the great hall, four seated men, nude save their deer head masks complete with towering papier-mâché antlers, stood from their chairs.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” whispered Lucy. Suddenly, she realized she was going to fuck multiple virile men, all while the father of her child watched — with his cock caged by some medieval chastity device. According to every rule of the day, this was wrong. So why did she feel so free and excited?

Her Buck escort turned her away from the intimidating men. “What if you can’t not do this?” he asked gently.

Lucy thought for a moment and was mortified when tears came to her eyes. “I need him to feel as helpless and hurt as I feel.”

“So you asked for a night with the Bucks? You’re not the first wife to ask to visit the Forest.”

“We’re not married,” she said, her cheeks hot as she thought of her condition. Lucy reached for the clasp on her cloak and let the velvet fall.

The Buck drew in a small breath when he saw her body revealed and instinctively reached out a hand to her burgeoning belly.

“How far along?” he asked.

Lucy felt all of her blood rush to her feet. “What do you mean?” she whispered, looking over her shoulder to where the other four Bucks, including Adam, sat.

“You’re carrying, aren’t you?” he asked, his fingertips feathering over her belly in a way that made her cunny ache for his touch. Ache to let the truth be known to her child’s father. But how would he react?

“Is it so obvious?” she asked, her hand drifting over her midsection.

He stroked the side of her swollen breast comfortingly. “The others won’t notice. I recently became a father for the first time, so I’m very aware of the changes.”

“I hope your wife and baby fare well,” she said automatically.

“My wife has been…silent about the new addition,” he said wryly. “My mistress and the child are doing well.”

“Oh,” she said, struggling with the implications. He had fathered a child on his mistress before producing an heir with his wife? It wasn’t unheard of by any means, but even the most understanding wife might object to having her husband’s infidelity thrown in her face. Lucy felt tremendous sympathy for the wife before realizing that she had more in common with the mistress. It was a shock to the gut after so many months of seeing herself as the wronged party.

The Buck let his hand drift to her cleft and stroked the soft hair that covered her mound. His touch felt soft and stimulating, and Lucy wanted more. But she was concerned about a very public revelation of her secret.

“Do you really think he won’t be able to see my condition?” asked Lucy.

The man glanced back at the four standing Bucks, focusing on one who had metal glinting where his cock should have been hanging. Or hard. “I’ll draw the others to us and insist that he remain seated until our activities prove distracting. But consider telling him, won’t you?”

Lucy hummed, and he looked at her in a way that made his mask seem to have a stern expression.

“You want to do this?” asked the man. “You want our cocks in your cunny?”

“Yes,” said Lucy, far more confident than she felt.

“Then get on your hands and knees and prepare to get that little cunt fucked.”


Chapter 4


Adam was nearly frantic as he watched Lucy — his Lucy — being touched by the Rutlord, the Grand Buck currently serving as chief of the Forest. He wanted to be the one fondling her, but seeing his brother Buck stroking her luscious tit made him unspeakably hard.

Which posed problems. True to his word, he’d had that medieval chastity device oiled, his balls shaved, and a belt fitted so his manhood could be caged for the occasion of Lucy’s sharing. What seemed like a lark was becoming a very painful problem indeed.

Adam’s cock jerked when the Rutlord placed his hand lower, presumably between Lucy’s thighs; it was hard to see her. He was so hard against the thick wires encasing his cock’s shaft and head that it was already unbearable. His girl had forced him into a perfect torture. He tried to conceal just how much he was enjoying it.

“Did your cock just clang against that cage?” asked the High Buckthorn, the second-in-command at the Forest. He looked down at the chastity device dubiously, and Adam could almost see a quizzing glass of the sort used decades ago in his hand.

Why men who gathered to wear masks and share women needed a clearly defined hierarchy, Adam wasn’t sure. Why they even needed masks was unclear to him — though they were strictly required in the Forest. It likely had something to do with only being able to get hard when told they were superior and special; most of these gents were aristocrats, and they had all the quirks to prove it.

Selective arousal was not a problem Adam was currently experiencing. He looked down at his best friend, and the thing was straining so hard against the cage he feared it might leave marks. He shivered at the idea, his dick pressing harder into the restraint. What if Lucy took him out of his cage and saw those marks? Licked—

“Living up to your name, aren’t you, Sapwood?” asked Stagshade from the throne next to him.

Adam looked lower, and of course his cock was drooling onto the plush green fabric meant to mimic the forest floor. His lack of dominion over his cock’s emissions had gotten him into this mess in the first place, so it only seemed right that he should leak while suffering through his punishment.

Only…it didn’t feel so much like an unwanted punishment. More like a pleasurable game he was playing with Lucy while she wouldn’t deign to touch him. As long as she played with him, somehow, he’d do anything for her. While he was skeptical of why men needed a hierarchy for fucking, he reveled in the idea of his girl lording over him. And dominating his needy cock.

“Lovely girl,” grunted Thorncock. “Nice thighs and hips and tits. Since you can’t, I’ll fill her real good. Maybe we’ll put a baby in her. You wouldn’t mind, would you, Sapwood?” The fiend had the audacity to turn to Adam as if flashing him a grin before directing his gaze back to where Lucy was being touched by the Rutlord.

Adam pressed his knuckles into his lips, grinding the flesh against his teeth to contain the keening wail that threatened to escape. The flash of an image had him almost twisting in his chair for want of stimulation: Lucy, heavy with a baby, those curves more generous than ever, her breasts swollen with milk.

He opened his thighs wider, then closed them, rocking his cock against the cage wires that tried to restrain him. The pain of being held in place as he hardened was becoming pleasure, all inflicted on him from a distance by that minx he adored.

“I don’t think you’re keeping to the spirit of your punishment,” said Stagshade, his voice suggesting that he had a rare smile behind that papier-mâché mask.

They were enjoying his suffering too much, but Adam refused to feel humiliated by the lengths to which he’d go to win Lucy. But win her for what? It was a question he’d been pondering since he began pounding on that service door all those months ago. He wanted her. But for what?

“That harp,” muttered the High Buckthorn, looking towards the tapestry barrier that divided the musicians and their delicate sensibilities from the ritual ravishment carried out only steps away. He grasped his thick cock and worked a thumb over his exposed cockhead slowly, in time with the strange melody that seemed to enchant him.

“Is your girl as soft on the inside as she is on the outside?” asked Stagshade, stroking his shaft and admiring Lucy.

“How does she feel about big boys?” asked Thorncock, his enormous cock in his meaty hand. His broad, thick frame turned to watch as Lucy lowered to the ground before the Rutlord.

At their leader’s signal, the three uncaged men stood and walked to the banks of the reflecting pool to fuck Lucy. Adam stayed behind, as ordered.

He was harder and more frustrated than he’d ever been in his life but determined to do whatever it took to win Lucy.

He had no idea how far he’d have to go to secure her.


Chapter 5


As Lucy lowered to the soft floor of the Forest, she experienced another moment of panic. Was she really doing this? Allowing all these many men to have their way with her, while Adam watched?

But, she reflected, they weren’t having their way with her. They were going to have her way with her, a decadent ritual very much in line with her own wishes and desires if the slick feeling between her thighs was anything to go by.

As Lucy assumed the position on her hands and knees, she locked eyes with Adam. Then looked lower to see the chastity cage she’d ordered him to wear, now glinting between his legs. He shifted his thighs further apart as if to show her he’d followed her instructions, and she wanted nothing more than to go to him and observe his restrained cock. She’d have been surprised if Wellington at Waterloo felt so much as a fraction of the triumph she was feeling now on the floor of the Forest, seeing her man willingly caged for her. She was so hot, so beyond the limits of pain that she could have taken every cock in Belgravia before she floated down to reality again.

“You ready for your first Buck?” asked the man who had recognized signs of her pregnancy.

Was she ready to be fucked and filled by four virile men? Lucy supposed she wouldn’t truly know until the events began, but her body hummed with anticipation.

“Yes,” she said.

And then she felt him, his thick cockhead pushing into her entrance and spreading her without mercy. It was a sudden claiming, and she wanted it but found that she longed for Adam’s teasing and slow seduction.

“Oh, I see why he likes you,” the man said as he grasped the flesh on her hips and eased her back onto his shaft.

She was full after so many months of swinging from exhaustion to getting ill to bursts of sexual desire. Lucy had rubbed her own cunny until her hand cramped some nights; finally, a man was taking care of that need deep within.

But not the right man. Adam slumped in his chair, hand flitting down as if to stroke his cock, then darting away when he remembered that cage he was wearing. Good. Eventually he propped his elbow on the armrest and held his masked head in his hand, all the while watching her getting fucked by his fellow Buck. She felt torn: she wanted his pain and restriction, but wanted the ecstatic release they seemed to create so well together more.

The other three Grand Bucks arrived at where the man was fucking Lucy on the floor.

“She’s a pretty girl,” said one man. “I like the shapely ones.”

“Don’t we all,” said another, cupping his balls.

“I’d like to fuck those titties,” said the third, his hand working over his shaft as he watched her breasts sway with the Buck’s thrusts.

The Grand Buck fucking Lucy helped her lift from her hands, and he held her from behind while continuing to force his cock into her from below. “I brought you to kneel so you could serve a Buck. You know what I mean, don’t you, pretty girl?”

Lucy nodded yes and opened her mouth to show she was ready to receive them. Some part of her felt like a bad girl for receiving multiple men at once, all while carrying another man’s baby, but she liked the way Adam slumped even lower as he watched. Finally, she was extracting a justice her words alone could never deliver. If she happened to experience repeated pleasure in the course of handing down his sentence, so be it. Maybe she wasn’t so much a bad girl as a protagonist.

The Buck behind Lucy held her carefully so as not to place pressure on her belly, and she appreciated that kind man with a baby born on the wrong side of the blanket but no heir.

“How’s her pussy?” asked the man holding his cock to feed it into Lucy’s waiting mouth.

“I see why he’s so wild about her he’s willing to wear the horns. And the cage,” said the man fucking her.

Lucy began to say that Adam couldn’t be a cuckold because they weren’t married, but the Buck filled her mouth with smooth efficiency and she was soon recalling every lesson with Julia about how to accept a cock in her throat without choking or panicking.

The man in her throat held the back of her neck, his fingers moving slowly as if to gentle her into submission so he could use her that much more effectively.

The two other men came to either side of her body and they each touched her breasts curiously, one toying with her gathered nipple and the other feeling the weight of her breast in his hand.

“You’ve got her gripping me,” said the Buck in her cunny, his voice strained. “She likes that.”

She did indeed, her body so overwhelmed by pleasurable sensations that she wanted to shiver and scream.

Then she saw him and what he was doing: Adam had one armrest in his great big hand and his other working his balls beneath that medieval cage. He watched her take these men with undisguised hunger.

“Lucy!” he finally cried, his voice breaking with anguish. Anguished to be parted from her? Anguished to see her taking other men? She was unsure, but his exhortation called to some part of her that needed his pain, needed to know he felt something for her. He was no longer the laughing, carefree mogul in control of everything within his sight. Adam could laugh off losing watches and diamonds, but he seemed to have one attachment that she could see. He was desperate for her, only her, at least in that room, at that moment.

And that did her in. Lucy tried to cry out as she broke, her body fighting that cock that worked in her mouth and the one in her cunny, but all that she made was a guttural moan. And then she was lost to her senses as she shook in her Bucks’ powerful arms.

“Fuck, she’s fucking choking it!” exclaimed the Buck in her mouth as he released into her throat.

“Not in front of a lady, Thorncock,” growled the man currently working her breast as if he wanted to milk her.

The man’s consideration for a mere maid — delivered in cultured tones that marked the aristocracy — made Lucy spasm again around the cock in her channel.

“No wonder he loves you,” whispered the gentle god, only the second man to take her cunt. “You’re soft and beautiful on the inside and the outside.”

Lucy’s eyes rolled up uncontrollably on his next thrust, Adam’s cry combining with the man’s tender words to make her break from somewhere deep, the quakes seeming to run up her core until her lungs itched with the profound orgasm he drew from her.

As the man poured himself inside her cunny, leaving her pussy wet and sloppy, Lucy wailed loudly enough for Adam to bolt from his seat.

“Stay there,” she ordered. “We’ll come to you when we’re ready.”


Chapter 6


Adam sat back as Lucy walked towards him, flanked by the other four Grand Bucks. He’d never considered how strange their paper antlers looked in the Forest, but now, nearly out of his mind with desire and feelings he could barely contain, he recognized they must seem very odd to visitors.

He’d joined the Grand Bucks because they’d asked. Adam enjoyed fucking and his cock had raised capital, but he especially enjoyed being invited into the lives of the elite. Into the wives of the elite.

Yet that rationale for his behavior seemed like a mere patch on the cloth of his broken boyhood. Now, he wanted fabric of his own, whole and plush, strong with a bold pattern. Lucy. He wanted her, above all.

He was struck by seeing her fully nude form for the first time. Her breasts and hips and thighs had a delicious jiggle with each step, and he longed to sink his hands in her unmarked flesh and hold her while thrusting into her, on her, anywhere.

Lucy’s eyes were cautious. Guarded. He needed to set his girl free so she could enjoy every minute of this.

“My pretty rabbit,” he said, holding out his hands to take hers while he remained seated, as she’d insisted. She halted for a moment and then took his hands in hers.

He had her. His heart soared as he gently pulled her closer until he could give her a kiss with the snout of his stag mask.

“How do you fare, my love?” he asked softly, tucking hair behind her ear.

She studied his face, still searching for some sign that this was a ruse. Adam felt her heavy breast and stroked the backs of his fingers over her nipple to reassure her. Had this night changed her? Woken his virgin up to the many delights available in this city to a beautiful woman with no attachments?

“How fare thee?” he asked again while pressing the cheek of his mask to hers as if four impatient and horny men weren’t waiting for the chance to sink into his wife. Or rather, his girl. He swallowed down his nervousness, reasoning that Lucy had every right to experience this and whatever else her heart — and cunny — desired.

Adam paused and drew back to look at her. And then she smirked. “Don’t go quoting Shakespeare to me, Adam Chevestrer, not when you’re still in trouble.”

He laughed. He wasn’t quoting anything but the stuttering rhythm of his heart, yet he liked to see Lucy with fire in her eyes. Game for her next conquest.

With that, she leaned her forearms against the armrest of his chair to present to Stagshade, who was oiling his cock in that showy manner he favored.

“Has your girl got a virgin arse, Sapwood? Would be a shame for someone that is me,” he said, clearly fitting himself at her entrance, “to take it. Right in front of you.”

Adam groaned as he watched Lucy’s eyelashes flutter as she took Stagshade’s cock in her untried hole. “Easy on her, that’s my girl’s virgin arse you’re taking.”

“Oh, Adam,” she moaned, her head hanging as she took that thick cock. He couldn’t wait to test her there himself. He’d start in her cunny, then slide into her back passage and flood her without concern about happy accidents.

Adam paused. And what if tonight resulted in a happy accident? What if Lucy swelled with some other man’s child?

Rage swept through him. If one of these Bucks thought they’d marry his Lucy, they had another think coming. Nobody was taking her from him on some technicality that came about because of his own mistake. He’d be the one beside her, the one raising the baby.

“Adam, your cock,” she whispered, bringing him back to the room and settling his rage at the hypothetical loss of his wife.

He’d gotten used to the feeling of pleasurable restriction, but when he glanced down and saw that his boy was standing against the cage again, trying to press through, Adam winced. He shifted his thighs and tried to minimize the disturbing sight of his caged cock. “It’s fine, love, he’s just reaching for you.”

Lucy braced a hand on the back of his chair to take Stagshade’s thrusts and ran her fingers over the wires his erection had been fighting with all night. She pressed at a small place his cockhead emerged from between the wires, then stroked his shaft in a way that made Adam flex his thighs to keep himself in check.

He wasn’t showing his boy to his best advantage, crammed against those wires. The Bucks had seen him in many stages, but not bound and controlled. And what of Lucy? Did she think him less a man for containing his cock? Or — and the thought sent a shiver of pleasure down his spine — would she want him like this again?

“Fuck, she’s taking me, milking me,” grit out Stagshade as he pounded into Lucy with a roar.

“You’re taking the Bucks so well, love,” said Adam, pressing the snout of his mask to her ear as if to kiss it and whispering cant from his Covent Garden days to her alone. What did he say? He couldn’t remember the meaning by now, so paved over was his past. But he didn’t want to pretend to be some son of a rich man with her, some scion of the aristocracy. He’d humble himself to be her match.

Stagshade pulled out of Lucy, and another Buck took his place.

“On the Forest floor, like you did for the Rutlord,” said the High Buckthorn behind Lucy.

She scrambled to her hands and knees, placing her at eye level with Adam’s bound cock. “You look good like this,” she said with an impish smile, bringing her gaze to his eyes within the mask.

His heart leaped, and he groaned at the surge of his flesh against those metal wires. She approved of him. Approved of him like this. When he’d bought that cage as a novelty, he never imagined that he’d wear it, certainly not for a woman, in front of men he respected. But it was always meant to be this way; he’d been drawn to that cage for a reason: so he might feel more free. And she was the person teaching him to fly.

Adam ran a finger below her chin, happy to have her with him again.

“But I think it’s time you submit to me,” she said, her expression stern.


Chapter 7


Lucy Makeblythe was on top of the world. She had the admiring attention of an entire group of men, a cock in her cunny, and Adam Chevestrer caged for her delectation.

And, oh, it was delicious to see that fine piece restrained on her orders. He shifted on his throne uncomfortably. Though his deer mask prevented Lucy from seeing his expression, she imagined a pained grimace on his face. Good. She only wished she could see it.

“Does it hurt, love?” she asked with a too-sweet voice. The High Buckthorn was alternating teasing strokes at the entrance of her channel with long thrusts, and she feared she wouldn’t last long. She needed to break Adam before she departed the Forest.

“It hurts so good, as you know, minx,” he ground out, the whine in his voice healing something deep within her. “How does my brother Buck feel?”

“Big,” she moaned dramatically. “Like I’ve never properly had to take a cock before.”

She was overdoing it, but teasing Adam was probably her favorite thing, fighting for the title with taking his money and fucking him. After a lifetime of forcing herself into a social cage in hopes of being good enough to survive in a harsh world, she was reveling in how much she loved breaking the rules and being in control. If that made her a bad girl, so be it.

“You’re so close to my cock, Luce. Why don’t you give it a kiss? The cage won’t bite you, only me.”

Lucy drew close, then backed away. “I don’t think I will.”

His whines were extravagant and his anguish at being separated from his Lucy, real. Adam reached for her dear face and held those darling cheeks in his hands. What he wouldn’t give to hold her like this every day.

“Don’t you want to tie my hands down?” he asked. “Restrain me?”

Lucy let out a wail as the High Buckthorn hit a spot that felt incredible, then stroked that place again and again until she knew he must be a master of the cock. Well, they all were, but her Adam needed some training.

“You need to restrain yourself,” she finally said.

“But how am I supposed to while inside the softest, prettiest cunny in the world?”

Lucy groaned. He suspected it wasn’t just because the Buckthorn was fucking her right.

And then Adam grew serious, staring deep into her eyes and stroking her neck. “I’m sorry for failing to withdraw, Lucy. I’d never mean to hurt you.”

“You could have put a baby inside of me!” she hissed.

Adam moaned, picturing Lucy at his side, swollen with his child. He wanted that, perhaps wanted it on some level even in the Astwell hallway where he’d made the mistake that had ruined the past few months.

“I’m sorry, Luce,” he said to her pleasured, anguished face. “So sorry.”

His voluptuous maid with the softest cunny was pretty as a cameo, and she knew how to get him hotter than sin. How to dominate him and his unruly cock until the pain and pleasure mixed. He didn’t need to lower himself, just elevate her socially so she could hold sway over everyone else, as she did him.

She didn’t need the fine watches, a wall of shoes, and monogrammed handkerchiefs to remind her of her place in the order of things, the way he did. She may have been born in an orphanage and worked as a maid, but that didn’t reflect a dignity and dominion usually seen only in queens. Unlike Victoria, Lucy didn’t need a grand name or trappings of empire to rule. She was enough. And he'd do anything to take his place at her side.

Lucy saw something in Adam’s eyes behind his Buck mask and wanted to see his expression. More than anything, she needed to see him.

“Take it off,” she gasped as the High Buckthorn thrust deep. “Your mask. I want to see you.”

Adam reacted without hesitation and reached for the mask.

“Sapwood!” exclaimed Thorncock. “Know this: the Grand Bucks will rescind your membership if you remove that mask in the Forest.”

“Don’t let a momentary flight of fancy end your bucking days,” said Stagshade.

“It’s true, Sapwood,” said the Rutlord ominously. “The mask must stay on in the Forest, should you wish to remain a Buck.”

Adam looked at the Bucks fondly, then at those spindly trees reaching towards the ceiling of the ballroom. This place, this brotherhood, used to mean so much. And then he looked at Lucy, gazing up at him expectantly. He wouldn’t let her down, not now.

He decisively pulled the Buck mask from his head, shaking out his hair to remove any stray paper.

“My lady commands me, and I must obey,” he said, showing Lucy the love-struck smile he’d been hiding all along. “You see, she has a very special claim on me.”

She was stunned. Adam Chevestrer had not only submitted to her demands publicly, but he was forgoing further membership in the Bucks simply to give her what she wanted at this moment? Her heart stuttered. Could he truly care for her? He certainly acted like a man full of remorse. Would that be enough?

“Make my girl come hard, High Buckthorn,” said Adam, his gaze tender as Lucy took the shock of his friend’s thrusts.

And she finally knew then, finally understood some truth of what magical thing was happening between them. And Lucy wanted to reward Adam for submitting to her so completely, so publicly.

She ran her small hands up his thighs, pushing through the hair on them and feeling the muscles within.

“Luce, that feels so good,” he said, his head lolling to one side.

Then she trailed a finger over his shaved sack, imagining that he must be sensitive there and wanting to prime him for exquisite pleasure.

“Fuck, Lucy, you’re gonna make me bust inside this cage if you keep that up,” he whined.

He could orgasm within the cage? How interesting, she thought as she watched his cock twitch against the wires. Those squares of engorged flesh made her mouth water, and she dreamed of licking the pressed pattern away until his seed overflowed in her mouth.

Part of her wanted to open those wires and press his cock into her thighs, her belly, her mouth, her cunny, her arse, anywhere to get the weight of him against her and his essence on her. In her. But he seemed to be so enjoying this that she didn’t want to snatch pleasure away too soon, just as he didn’t throw the High Buckthorn from his place at her cunny.

“You’ve been a very good boy tonight, Adam,” she said, her voice still slightly scratchy from the hard use by Thorncock.

Adam gripped the armrests of his chair. “Don’t say that, Lucy. I’m too hot for you and I’ll blow inside this cage, I’m warning you.”

The strain in his voice warmed her heart, and she found she wanted him to lose control despite his best efforts. Wanted to overpower the restraint she’d asked him to wear and explode before her and the remaining Grand Bucks because of the power of her seduction.

“You’re already so wet though,” she said, working her thumbs into his straining thigh muscles. “It would be nothing to allow yourself to release.”

Adam threw back his head, panting.

“Why, I’d hardly notice.”

“I can’t disappoint you, love.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t be disappointed at all. I want to see you fight that cage because your little cock wants to see me so badly.”

It was a farce; Adam’s cock was a thick club, but she could tell that he loved hearing it diminished by the way his legs shook while seated.

“Please, Lucy,” he begged. “I’m trying to be good for you. I want to be good.”

He pleaded as if powerful men he’d once dreamed of impressing with his wealth and influence weren’t in the room, watching their every move. In this room of the most elite men in the land, she reigned supreme. She could barely hold in her triumphant smile; she may have been on her knees taking a cock, but she’d never felt taller. Or wetter. And in surrendering to Lucy, Adam was becoming more free.

“You’ve been such a good boy, Adam,” she said, licking her lips suggestively. “And now it’s time for your reward.”

Lucy placed her hands on his biceps to brace while being pounded from behind and dipped her head to lick Adam’s caged cock from head to base.

He yelled, his leg muscles tightening as he sought to avoid bucking the metal contraption into her teeth. Tears formed in his eyes; release was imminent.

In his lap was Lucy’s head, the precious curls at her nape displayed, but he couldn’t move his arms to touch them for fear it would upset her balance. He found this to be the most painful restraint of all, an absolute torture that made the cage seem insignificant in comparison. Adam couldn’t go the rest of his life without twining his fingers in those wisps; he’d rather live his life in a medieval chastity cage than do without them.

And then she turned her head so he could see her little tongue poking between the wires to prod his restrained cock and wet each straining square of flesh.

“Lucy, oh no, I’m going to—”

“Yes, darling,” she said, her voice low and sweet and encouraging. “Let it happen.”

His orgasm wasn’t so much a gentle happening as an accidental explosion of gunpowder, his shaft pressed so pleasurably against those wires and Lucy’s tongue, his sack shooting forth ropes of seed that dripped from his cage until his love scooped some into her mouth and began pressing it back into his cockhead.

“Goddamn, Lucy!” he cried, his balls trying to send forth everything within for the chance to get it into his love. And he did. He loved her. Needed her. And he found that his thoughts similarly had to explode, so they might enter her as well.

“I love you, Lucy,” he said, easing her tongue from his pained, spent cock. “I really do.”

At first, her expression was confused, as if she hadn’t heard him or heard him incorrectly. And then her eyes closed in pleasure and she rested her head against his left thigh as she took the High Buckthorn’s thrusts while Adam finally stroked those curls at her nape.

“I love these, too,” he breathed.

And that was what made her break at last, his tender caress as she took another man’s cock. It was shocking to believe that Adam loved her, could love her after such a brief acquaintance, but it couldn’t be impossible because she felt the same way.

When she came, it was like her spine rearranged as every part of her felt the pleasure of being thoroughly adored. She wished it was Adam’s cock filling her and making her channel shiver, but she knew his time would come soon enough. They had unfinished business, and she meant to finish it properly.


Chapter 8


“You’re licking me so well,” Lucy moaned while gripping the squabs of Adam’s plush carriage.

He had dressed her in the Forest — in a charmingly awkward way that showed he’d never been a lady’s maid — and whisked her into his lacquered vehicle before tossing up her skirts and diving into her well-used cunny.

As she held her skirts, Adam had pulled back from her quim to let the interior lamps show the remains of other men's spend on his lips.

“Oh god,” she groaned, bringing her fingers down to rub at her hard little nub. His willingness to share her and then clean up the seed made her unspeakably hot, unable to go for even a moment without touching her cunt.

But what would he say and do when he discovered that she’d been hiding the fact that they already had a baby on the way?

It had been one thing when she assumed he was a callous arse. Why, when confronted with the news, he might reveal himself to be one yet and revert to tossing some banknotes in her direction. She didn’t want to lose the magic of what they’d shared this night to an unhappy ending. Now pregnant with emotions and Adam’s baby, her heart couldn’t handle it.

Yet she suspected his feelings were genuine, which meant that she’d been keeping a considerable secret from him. A secret that involved him directly.

But then Adam dove in and sucked her nub so hard she had to scratch at the leather interior of his fine conveyance.

“Oh no, I’ve marked it!” she cried, looking at the gouges made by her nails.

Adam’s head popped up, his lips glazed. “Do it all over. Gush on my seats. Mark this place as yours, as you have done me.”

When she felt the tanned leather give way again under her nails as she exploded on Adam’s tongue and fingers, Lucy reflected that if he broke her heart now, she might never recover.

***

As Adam handed Lucy down from the carriage in front of the Astwell townhouse, he drew her nearer.

“I want you to have something,” he said.

She must have looked stricken because he rushed to say, “No, not that. God, not that. I am deeply sorry for my awkward mistake. I should have never…”

She waited patiently.

“I should have never given you banknotes after taking your virginity in the duke’s hallway. I wanted you to have money for things you like, and I only realized later that you might have understood the gesture differently.”

Lucy continued to regard him silently.

“I won’t apologize for wanting you to have things,” he said stubbornly. “I want to provide many things for you that please you. And if you prefer to take them from me rather than receiving them, we can do that. You can have anything on my person, including my pocketbook.”

Lucy drew near, looping an arm around his waist beneath his finely tailored coat. Then she deftly reached into his front pocket and withdrew his pocketbook.

“Is that the case?” she asked, opening the billfold and extracting all the notes, then stuffing them into her bodice.

He groaned. “You know that gets me so hard, Luce. It’s unfair to do this to me on the street. When I’m still caged.”

She settled the billfold back in his pocket and cupped Adam where the wires restrained him. “Your little unruly cock is still hard for me?” she asked. “After all I’ve done for him? I think he needs a good long time to learn how to behave.”

“Keep talking like that, Luce, and he’s going to erupt whether or not I want him to.”

“And stain your fine trousers? You want to make a wet spot for me? Are you so hot you can’t contain your drooling little nub?”

“Lucy, Lucy, you’re a minx, a goddess, the devil,” he babbled, desperate for relief.

Lucy Makeblythe was not a tall woman, but in the Astwell townhouse drive, she soared with new power. If only they could share all their secrets, so they might discover their shared future.

“I want you to show me how badly you need me,” she said. “I will not touch you and you will not touch your cock, but you’re going to stain your trousers for me.”

Adam glanced to see that the coachmen and outriders weren’t listening in. Then he fixed Lucy with a predatory smile.

“You better keep me caged,” he said. “Because if you let me out, I’m going to put a baby in you. I might need to use French letters to prevent actually doing it, but my cock is going to need to put a baby in you.”

Lucy’s breasts felt heavy, and she wished they were inside the carriage again so she might rub her cunt as he talked, so provocative were his words. Did this mean he wanted a baby by her? Could he possibly want the baby they’d already made? Or did he want to merely play at getting her pregnant, as he had with the duchess?

“And when I get you properly knocked up, know that I will be a beast. Hiring the best doctors and nurses, checking on your progress, seeing that you’re outfitted with the prettiest gowns that show off your condition. The condition I put you in. If you don’t want that, keep me locked.”

Lucy’s hand drifted to her bodice, where she was restraining herself from rubbing her breasts to get some sort of pleasurable friction. He was narrating her most private of fantasies, what she wanted and could not request or demand. Her brain felt like it was folding in on itself as if made of nothing more than honeycomb, sending viscous liquid down her spine. What he’d done in that hallway was nothing; this was the ultimate seduction. But what if he was enraged or disappointed to discover that she was already pregnant — and hadn’t invited him to share these moments he so clearly wanted?

“If you think the contents of my pocketbook are anything, wait until the baby arrives, love. I’ll be beating my cock raw as you nurse my child and raring to give you another. You’ll be dripping in my jewels. I’ve made babies all over town, but I’ve never had one of my own. One with you.”

Lucy shook almost imperceptibly, realizing that he wanted exactly the thing he already had — and simply didn’t know it yet. What if she told him now? Tears sprang to her eyes, her emotions bigger than ever because of the baby. What if she’d ruined everything by not telling him before?

“How was I living without you?” he asked, moving his hand to stroke her hair, then pulling back when he recalled her orders not to touch her. She couldn’t think about the larger issues now. She’d have to send him on his way so she could think. Sort out what to do.

Lucy moved close, her full skirts pressing against his legs and clothed, caged cock, then laid a gentle kiss on his lips. He opened his mouth to her and let her tongue slide along his own as they nibbled and sucked at each other's lips.

“Adam, don’t you want to come?” she asked, giving his arse a squeeze.

He gripped the carriage door handle as his orgasm sent his cock against that delicious cage, his sack giving up the last of his seed. The wet spot spread on his fine tailoring like a brand. Her brand.

Lucy ran her fingers over the patch of seed while she nodded playfully, covering up her fear and the waves of feelings that had become difficult to contain in the closed space. “You seem to have made a mess. Looks like you’ll have to go home and clean yourself up.”

“I’ll clean myself up,” he said. “And I’ll keep this contraption clean, so I’m ready for you.”

Lucy raised her brows. He pressed a small key into her palm.

“When you’re ready, come and unlock me. I’ll wait for you.”


Chapter 9


He waited six long days for her to come to him.

When she finally arrived, she found him twisted in the sheets, with his hard cock trapped in that cursed cage and his chest sweaty.

When his eyes adjusted to the light after waking from the pressure of something against him, he startled. She was a vision. Her body was nude and more shapely than ever before. Those full breasts were heavy and calling for his touch. Was she a fever dream or had his dreams come true?

At her neck, she wore a chain. On the chain, there were two keys.

“You kept the key to my bedroom, did you, love? And sweet-talked my butler into letting you in?”

Adam could hear the waver in his own voice, the emotions that were threatening to break through.

Lucy straddled his thighs, and he could just make out the shadow of her quim. She’d come to him with keys and — despite obsessive planning — he suddenly had no thoughts other than getting his cock free and planting himself in that cunny.

She placed her hand on his belly, her thumb stroking over the line of hair that ran to where he needed her most.

“I must tell you something,” she said.

She was bare and beautiful, carrying the keys to his heart and cage…and she wanted to talk?

“Go ahead, love.”

Never let it be said that Adam wasn’t a patient man.

She shifted on his thighs, and he imagined for a moment that he could feel how wet she was. Oh, this was actual torture.

“Remember how you released inside of me in the duchess’s hallway?” she asked, her eyes downcast.

Her heart was beating at a rate that might kill her. This was when she needed to risk the greatest disappointment of her life, hoping she’d fallen in love with a man who would love her back. And love their child.

“I think about it every day, and I am so sorry, love.”

“And do you remember what you said about a child in the future?”

“That I want to put a baby in you?”

“Yes, that.”

“I remember,” he said, smiling at his nighttime apparition. “I remember that very well.”

“Well, you see…”

She drew in a great breath and took one of his hands in hers. He seemed confused by her actions until she placed his hand on her belly, where the first quickenings and flutters of butterflies in her stomach combined to make her feel quite ill.

“You don’t mean?”

“I do.”

“Unlock me, Lucy,” he said hoarsely. She must have been mistaken, but she thought she saw the hint of tears in his eyes.

She fumbled with the key as emotions overtook her. Any reaction from him, good or bad, would send forth a torrent of her tears now. She was so overwhelmed with feelings and also wet and needy for no cock but his. How he acted now would determine everything.

The cage clicked open, and Lucy worked with Adam to draw the chastity device from his body. She regarded the marks on his cock from where he’d pressed into the wires as he’d grown hard from her presence. Running one finger along the indentations, she traced her meridians of control over this powerful man.

“Don’t touch me, Lucy,” he ground out.

She drew back immediately as if burned. Was this to be the end?

“Mount me. I want that quim surrounding my cock as I tell you some things.”

She clambered up, and together, they fit his cockhead at her entrance. Once he was in position, she lowered herself onto him, reveling in the feeling of riding a man for the first time.

“Slowly now,” he whispered. “I’m barely holding on, and I’ve a hair trigger.”

“Maybe you didn’t hear, but the baby is already growing. You knocked me up, so there’s no reason to hold back now,” she said.

“Ahh, but how am I supposed to learn to control myself without practice?” he asked, letting her determine the speed and depth of their coupling.

She felt full and good and uncertain about the direction of this conversation.

“I assume you’ll want a little space between babies,” he continued. “So I’ll need to learn to control myself. Just a little.”

She felt a tremor of hope. Was he saying what she thought he was?

“You want more than one child? By me?” She supposed she'd need to insist on a house where she could live with these offspring of his. And nurses and governesses and…shoes.

“I want as many as you’ll give me,” he said, finally bucking up into her as he’d wanted to do for so long.

Adam was thick and hot and stroking her belly reverently. If only he’d touch her lower and make her explode with pleasure. She could barely follow their conversation because of how close she was to ecstatic release. But she needed to know more about how he imagined their relationship to work with all of these imagined children!

“I hate to interrupt this most pleasurable interlude, but I wonder if you might like to check my dressing room. Where the watches used to be,” he said.

Lucy stilled on his lap, then rose from his body and the bed in succession. What on earth could be so important that she needed to stop fucking him and pause their conversation?

Adam remained on the bed, adding pillows behind his back and turning the gas lights up so he might see his love’s face when she returned.

Return she did, her expression guarded.

“It was on the velvet,” she said faintly. “Ultramarine velvet. Like the watches.”

“Do you like it?” he asked encouragingly.

Lucy held out the enormous diamond ring, her hand shaking. This object was far too precious for her to toss into a bag and take home. It also meant something to him, but she needed to hear him explain his intent.

“Back up here, love,” he said, patting his thighs. “We have things to discuss.”

She was on him again in a moment, eager to know if this meant what she hoped it did. All the while, that spectacular ring stayed in her closed hand; she was terrified of setting it down for fear it might go missing. She had something within her grasp, and she would not let it go.

His head was now level with hers, his cock stretching her so deliciously, as she’d wanted for months. Adam brought his hands to her breasts as if seeing and touching them for the first time. She supposed it was his first time imagining them swollen with milk for his baby. Her cunny fluttered.

“Oh, that’s it, love,” he growled. “But before I make you gush all over this cock, I want my ring on your finger. That’s my boon: just let me see my ring on your finger.”

As if in a trance, she held out the sparkling solitaire for him to see in her palm. He couldn’t mean to…could he? She was a mere maid, and he was a man in his ascendancy. He could marry some impoverished virgin aristocrat and send his boys to Harrow like the nobility. It hardly seemed possible if he aligned himself with Miss Lucy Makeblythe, a woman whose only connection to the aristocracy was service to a duchess.

“I can see doubts in your eyes, Lucy,” he said sternly.

“I don’t think—”

“No, I don’t wish to debate this. Do you love me?”

She paused, then rolled her hips to feel him move within her.

“Do you?” he repeated, his face tense.

“Yes, of course I do!” she exclaimed, bouncing in his lap as her frustration erupted. “But—”

“I don’t want to debate this. I love you. You love me. I dislike tragic operas, so don’t make this harder than it needs to be. Put that ring on your finger.”

“What if I don’t want to?” she asked. “Perhaps I want a proposal more romantic than this.”

Adam plucked the ring from Lucy’s palm and placed it on her ring finger challengingly. “In this family, we do things backwards. First, we make a baby, then we fall in love, then we decide to get married. And now it’s time for the groom-to-be’s confession.”

She regarded him expectantly. And then he leaned forward and used his nose to trace hers, as tender a gesture as she could imagine from a man, especially one filling her so well.

He was quiet, his voice on the edge of breaking.

“I am desperately in love with you, Lucy.”

She had to pull back from his gentle caresses to wipe tears from her face.

“Don’t cry, love,” he said, his voice breaking. “We’re going to be parents, and I don’t think they’re allowed to cry.”

“We might not have the best sense of what parents do,” she said gently, “neither of us having much experience with them. Maybe we’ll reverse things in this family and the parents will cry, but the children will always be happy.”

“Haven’t we cried enough?” he asked, pulling her forward until her breasts rested against his firm chest.

Adam knew her. Who else in the world could see through her sassy exterior to the orphan who had buried her parents and then tears in her pillow? He knew because he too had been cast upon the mercy of the world at a young age, with tears to match.

And they were a match. Let the visiting cards fall where they may, Lucy reckoned. If she conquered this proud man, this former Grand Buck, what was London society?

“And I am desperately in love with you. Adam.”

He grabbed her hand and kissed it, exuberant because he knew — at last — that his suit was successful. And he had more things to tell her.

“I’ve a new set of watches for you to take,” he said eagerly as Lucy bounced on his lap.

“With jewels?” she asked, her own enormous jewel glinting on her hand.

“Of course, nothing but the best for my little thief.”

“I’m not a thief!” she cried. “I merely needed to ensure sufficient support for our child.”

He nuzzled against her ear. “I think you enjoyed taking them.”

She considered his point and shrugged. “What else?”

Adam chuckled. He loved her like this. Loved her in all forms, but especially loved her hungry and demanding, and in control of both of them. She’d run his household expertly and keep him entertained always.

“Shoes. An entire wall. You merely need to visit the cobbler. They’re expecting you.”

She hummed, working herself on his cock as if she’d done this a million times before.

“How would you feel about a pretty little lady’s maid of your own?” he asked, fondling Lucy’s nipple and feeling her clench around him. Whether it was at his words or actions, he didn’t know, but it felt like heaven on his freed cock.

“Of my own?” she asked faintly.

Adam ran his fingers through those curls at the nape of her neck, and she shivered. “Yes, a girl to dress and undress you, wipe your body when you emerge from the bath, and organize your collection of pocket watches and handkerchiefs. And perhaps, if you’re both amenable, you might like to play together.”

“You wouldn’t be angry?”

“Angry that my wife is being kept wet and pleasured by her lady’s maid? Hardly. Though I might come home from my offices rather randy.”

“Oh,” she gasped, feeling his hand drift over her growing belly to the nub that was straining for him.

“I might struggle to get out of my cage,” he said. “I’ll be so hard thinking of you all day.”

“You’ll keep wearing it?” she asked hopefully.

“As long as my wife consents to lock me in,” he said, with equal hopefulness.

“That can be arranged. I’ll keep your key on my chatelaine,” she whispered in his ear. His strokes within her channel and over that needy bump were precise, the product of long experience now devoted to her pleasure.

“I’ll be hard each time I hear you walking,” he whined.

Lucy bounced more forcefully in his lap. “That's the idea. You’ll also be wet and primed, won’t you? Your little cock ready to be taken out for my use alone.”

“Fuck, Lucy,” he groaned into her shoulder. “I’ve been hanging on, but I can’t when you say things like that.”

“Are you going to come inside?” she asked hopefully.

“But I promised not to.”

“We have time to train you, my love. Release in me.”

Lucy caught sight of that ring on her finger and let the light hold her attention until Adam hit a spot that sent her spiraling over the edge, taking him with her.

“Luce, I’m gonna—if you don’t—tell me—”

“Come inside of me,” she said, rocking through her last waves of orgasm and setting his loose.

***

In the wake of their coupling, Lucy collapsed against Adam’s chest, his softening cock still within her.

“You’re inside of me,” she said, rubbing her hand on his midnight stubble.

“Am I?” he asked, his cock jerking in response to her warning squeeze.

“In more ways than one,” she said, thinking of their growing baby.

He turned them so her back was against the bed. “I’m not merely within you. We are each other, Lucy. And we’ll grow together further until this marriage is a tree with a great trunk and many branches.”

“You’re quite the poet, Adam Chevestrer. But I know you, and what you’re really saying is that you want to get me with child over and over.”

“I’m not not saying that, Mrs. Chevestrer, you clever girl,” he said before thrusting his reawakened cock into the woman who had stolen his heart and would soon be his bride.

THE END

***
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Edmund Wake, Marquess of Montfort, thought he’d done the honorable thing by leaving his too-young bride untouched. But Ann is no longer a girl. She’s a woman now — sharp-tongued, determined, and aching for the one thing he cannot give her: a child. If he can't satisfy her longing...perhaps his masked Grand Buck brothers can.

She came seeking answers. She found desire, devotion, and a husband who just might be willing to fight for her after all.

Claiming His Forgotten Wife is a standalone, 15,000-word steamy Victorian short romance featuring a long-separated couple, masked society debauchery, desperate yearning, and a hard-won happy ending years in the making.

Coming 8 August 2025 to eBook and Kindle Unlimited: elizabethroubaix.com/GB2


Newsletter signup


"Maid a Mother" is a spicy prequel scene for The Mogul and the Maid, just for my newsletter subscribers. Find it at elizabethroubaix.com/Maid.

Sign up for Elizabeth’s newsletter to also receive a too-spicy-for-Amazon book and upcoming release intel: elizabethroubaix.com/Bred


Also by Elizabeth Roubaix


Follow Elizabeth on Amazon for alerts when new stories are published: elizabethroubaix.com/amazon.
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His Duchess’s Lovers: The Complete Series

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

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

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

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

But what happens when all of that sharing makes Laurence realize he wants one thing just for himself: the love of his longtime wife?
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Matrons I'd Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

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

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

They’ve done everything society asked of them — married well, managed households, raised heirs. But behind the closed doors of London’s finest townhouses, five matrons discover that desire doesn’t end with a wedding ring. In fact, for these neglected wives, the real pleasure is only just beginning.
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A cure becomes the catalyst for scorching desire. And accidentally turns an aristocrat into a vampire. Oops.

Lady Catherine Kersall knows her odds of marrying well are lower than her chances of turning lead into gold. But when Catherine discovers the dashing Marquess of Fauconer is suffering from a ruinous venereal affliction, she concocts a cure requiring the rarest ingredient of all: her own maiden blood.

John Starling never expected salvation to come from a demure wallflower. Her illicit treatment does more than restore his health — it awakens a feral craving for the prim little scientist.

But when the marquess’s teeth lengthen and his appetite turns bloodthirsty, Catherine must ask herself: what else did she awaken in him?

The Marquess and the Maiden Sacrifice is an unapologetically filthy, fast-burning, bite-sized 12,000-word Regency romance featuring an untouched lady scientist, a rake in desperate need of relief, gloved mutual indulgence, occult side effects, and the most indecent application of the scientific method ever recorded.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/V1
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