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Reader Discretion Advised


This PENNY DREADFULS bundle is strictly for grown-ups—those of legal age and wicked inclination only. Within these pages, you’ll find explicit carnal congress, shameless nudity, inventive profanity, and enough wicked debauchery to make a Regency rake blush.

If you wish to be spared such delicious but dreadful discoveries, are at risk of being offended or in possession of a delicate constitution, kindly read no further.

For the rest of you reprobates: pull up a chair, loosen your stays, and enjoy the show.


Part I


Anne Boleyn: Naked Ambition


And all the evidence was of bawdery and lechery, so that there never was such a whore in all the realm.


—JOHN SPELMAN, 1536


I


Greenwich Palace hummed with the lingering echoes of the day’s courtly proceedings, the air thick with the scent of beeswax candles and the faint, cloying perfume of roses strewn across the rushes. Courtiers milled about in their finery, silks rustling like whispers of secrets, their eyes darting toward the throne where Henry VIII sat, broad-shouldered and commanding, his presence a magnet that drew every gaze. Beside him, Cardinal Wolsey hovered like a shadow, his rich scarlet robes a stark contrast to the king’s vivid Tudor green.

Anne Boleyn lingered at the edge of the throng, her dark eyes sharp and alive with calculation. She had been at court long enough to know the rhythms of power, the subtle dances of favor and disdain. Catherine of Aragon, that pious Spanish queen, still held Henry’s heart in her devout grasp—or so it seemed. Anne’s efforts to lure him away had been met with polite deflections, heated glances that promised much but delivered nothing. Yet Anne was no wilting flower; she was French-educated, bold as brass, with a wit that could cut through the densest fog of courtly pretense.

And today, she would not be denied.

As the courtiers began to disperse, Anne moved with purpose, her slender frame gliding through the crowd in a gown of deep crimson that hugged her lithe form. She caught Henry’s arm just as he rose, her fingers light but insistent on the embroidered sleeve of his doublet. “Your Majesty,” she murmured, her voice low, “I beg a private word. It is... a matter most delicate.”

The hall fell into a hush, then erupted in a susurrus of whispers. Eyes widened, fans fluttered like startled birds. Scandal brewed in the air, thick and delicious. Henry paused, his blue eyes locking onto hers with intrigue he could not quite mask. Wolsey leaned in, his jowly face creased with warning. “Sire, this is most irregular—”

But Henry waved him off with a laugh that boomed through the space. “Come now, Wolsey. What harm in a moment’s audience? Five minutes, no more. Then all may return.” He turned to Anne, a spark of amusement in his gaze. “Very well, Mistress Boleyn. Speak your piece.”

The courtiers filed out reluctantly, casting backward glances laced with envy and glee. Wolsey lingered longest, his eyes narrowing at Anne’s diminutive figure. Was the old cardinal truly afraid this tiny woman might slip a dagger into the king’s ribs? The thought rippled through the departing crowd in uneasy laughter.

At last, the doors thudded shut, leaving only the crackle of the fire in the vast hearth and the heavy silence between them. Henry settled back onto his throne-like chair, legs spread wide, his codpiece prominent beneath the rich fabrics. “Well, madam? What private matter demands the king’s ear alone?”

Anne lowered her eyes, feigning a shy hesitation that belied the smile tugging at her lips. She stepped closer, her hands twisting in the folds of her gown as if in embarrassment. “Your Majesty... I am afflicted. A most troubling ailment, one I’ve heard only a king might cure. Tales of the royal touch, the healing power of anointed hands...”

Henry’s brow arched with mingled concern and amusement. “An affliction? Speak plainly, girl. What ails you?”

With a dramatic sigh, Anne’s fingers flew to the laces of her bodice. In one swift motion, she yanked it down, exposing the creamy expanse of her chest. Her breasts spilled free—pert and small, perfectly formed like ripe pears, with a delicate upward tilt that spoke of youthful firmness. The skin was luminous, pale as fresh cream, with a faint scatter of freckles across her collarbones like stars on a night sky. Her nipples, rosy and erect, stood proud like impudent berries, hardened not from cold but from the thrill of her own audacity.

“They won’t stay soft,” she murmured innocently, cupping them lightly as if in distress, lifting them for his inspection. “A modest gentlewoman’s should lie demure, hidden and meek. But mine... they ache and stiffen at the slightest provocation. Will Your Majesty touch them? See if your royal hands can cure this unseemly boldness?”

Henry stared, momentarily stunned, his breath catching. He leaned forward, his large hands—strong from hawking and jousting—reaching out to grope her eagerly. His palms engulfed her small breasts, thumbs brushing roughly over those erect nipples, pinching and rolling them with a king’s reckless confidence.

Anne gasped, a sound that was half feigned distress, half genuine pleasure. “Oh, sire... now it’s worse! Feel lower—my womanhood weeps with wetness. How unladylike, how shameful.”

Henry’s eyes darkened with understanding, a wicked grin spreading across his bearded face. He was catching on to her game, and it thrilled him. “Your cunt, is it? Dripping like a wanton? And you’d have your king touch that too, to cure it?”

Anne nodded eagerly, strands of dark hair tumbling loose from their jeweled net, framing her sharp, elfin features. “Please, Your Majesty. Only your touch might soothe it.”

He chuckled low, a rumble that vibrated through her as his hands lingered on her breasts, squeezing harder now, testing her response. “For that, madam, you’ll strip bare. Fully. No half-measures for a king. Show me this poor, afflicted body of yours, and perhaps I’ll grant your cure.”

Anne’s smile turned savage and triumphant. She stepped back just enough to begin, her movements deliberate, teasing, drawing out the revelation like a performer savoring her audience.

First, she shrugged the loosened bodice fully from her shoulders, letting the crimson velvet pool at her slender, elegant waist. Her breasts, now fully bared, jiggled slightly with her movements—small but exquisitely shaped, the areolas a dusky rose that darkened toward the tips, those nipples still stubbornly erect, begging for more attention.

She turned slightly, presenting her back to him as she worked the ties of her skirts. The gown whispered down her legs, revealing the fine linen shift beneath, clinging damply to her skin from the heat of her arousal. Anne paused, glancing over her shoulder with a coy arch of her brow. “Must I truly bare all, sire? In order for you to heal me?”

“All,” Henry commanded, his voice thick, leaning forward in his chair, his breeches straining visibly now.

With a wicked little laugh, Anne lifted the shift over her head in one fluid motion, tossing it aside. Naked now save for her stockings and garters, she stood before him in the firelight, unashamed and glorious.

Her body was a masterpiece of lithe sensuality—long-limbed and graceful, with the poise of a dancer honed at the French court. Below the waist, her thighs were toned and sleek, parting just enough to reveal the dark triangle of curls at their apex, framing her sex like an invitation. Her cunt was already glistening, the lips swollen and pink, peeking shyly from the soft folds, a bead of moisture tracing down one inner thigh. The scent of her arousal hung faint in the air—musky, sweet, utterly feminine.

She turned slowly, giving him every angle. Her back arched naturally, presenting the dimples at the base of her spine, leading to an arse that was pert and rounded—two firm globes, high and tight, with a cleft that begged exploration. The cheeks were smooth, unmarred, jiggling ever so slightly as she shifted her weight. Her legs were endless, feet delicate in silk stockings rolled to her knees, garters of black ribbon tying them in place.

Anne ran her hands over herself teasingly, tracing from her breasts down her sides, over her hips, as if inspecting her own tragic affliction. Her skin flushed under his gaze, nipples tightening further, her cunt clenching visibly with need. She was petite in stature, yet every inch radiated vibrant allure—dark hair cascading in waves to her waist, framing a face with high cheekbones, full lips, and piercing eyes that held defiance and desire in equal measure.

Finally, she stepped forward, bold as ever, and placed one foot on the edge of his chair, opening herself to him. With impudent grace, she guided his hand upward, pressing her wet cunt directly onto his palm. The heat of her was immediate, slick folds parting around his fingers, her clit a hard nub grinding against his skin.

“There, Your Majesty,” she whispered, voice husky now, no pretense left. “Feel how it weeps for you. Cure me... or claim me. I am yours to command.”

Henry groaned, his fingers curling instinctively into her wetness, exploring the tight heat that clenched around him. The game was over, she thought triumphantly; the seduction all but complete. She would be Queen within the month.

Then the heavy side door to the chamber burst open with a crash, hinges groaning in protest. Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk, strode in like a storm—broad-shouldered, dark-haired, his face flushed with fury and the lingering sweat of the tiltyard still on his brow. “Have you all lost your wits?” he barked over his shoulder. “Leaving His Majesty alone without guard—”

The words died in his throat.

There, in the flickering glow of the hearth, stood Anne Boleyn—utterly, gloriously naked. One slender foot rested on the edge of the king’s carved chair, her hips rolling slow and shameless as she rode Henry’s buried knuckles. Her small breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples dark and tight, her dark hair spilling wild over one shoulder. A hot blush flooded her cheeks and throat the instant Charles’s eyes found her, but she did not stop. If anything, her cunt clenched harder around the king’s fingers, a fresh rush of slick warmth coating his hand as she let out a soft, mortified moan.

Henry looked up lazily, his free hand resting possessively on Anne’s bare thigh. A slow, wicked smirk curled his lips. “Brandon. Perfect timing, as ever.”

Charles stood frozen just inside the threshold, the door thudding shut behind him. His gaze raked over Anne—those delicate collarbones, the narrow waist, the impudent flare of her hips, the dark curls glistening between her thighs where the king’s hand disappeared into her. His breeches tightened at once, the reaction impossible to hide beneath the close cut of his doublet.

Anne’s blush deepened to scarlet, but her eyes—those sharp, clever eyes—met Charles’s without flinching. A shiver of wicked thrill raced through her. Charles Brandon was beautiful in the way only Englishmen of old blood could be: tall, powerfully built from years of jousting and hunting at Henry’s side, his face all strong angles and easy charm. She had watched him often enough in the lists, admiring the way he laughed in the face of danger, the easy camaraderie he shared with the king. And now here he was, staring at her as though she were a banquet laid out before him.

Henry’s voice was velvet and steel. “Come, Charles. Do not stand there gawking at us. My sweet Nan has a most persistent affliction.” He flexed his fingers inside her, drawing a helpless gasp from her lips. “Her pretty little teats remain stubbornly immodest—hard as pebbles, you see—and now her greedy cunt refuses to cease its weeping. I wondered if my oldest friend might lend his noble mouth to the cure.”

Anne’s breath hitched. The delicious depravity of it—of being offered up like a shared cup of wine between these two titans—sent a fresh pulse of heat through her core. She ought to protest, to feign maidenly outrage. Instead, she found herself nodding, quick and eager, her voice husky with want. “If it please Your Majesty… and His Grace.”

Henry chuckled, low and approving. “Hear that, Charles? The lady is generous.”

Charles recovered himself in two long strides, his boots ringing on the stone floor. He dropped to one knee beside the king’s chair, close enough that Anne could smell the clean sweat and leather on him, the faint spice of the wine he drank like water. His blue eyes—lighter than Henry’s, almost startling—lifted to hers. “Mistress Boleyn,” he murmured, voice rough, “you are a vision to stop a man’s heart.”

Anne’s laugh came out breathless, trembling. “Then perhaps, my lord, you might prove it—with your mouth.”

Charles needed no further invitation. His large hands settled warm on her ribs, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts as he leaned in. The first touch of his lips to her left nipple was gentle, almost reverent—a soft suck that made her arch toward him with a whimper. Then he grew bolder, tongue swirling, teeth grazing just enough to send sparks down her spine. Henry’s fingers crooked deeper inside her, stroking that secret spot that made her thighs tremble, and Anne found herself caught between them—king and duke, both intent on her pleasure.

“Look at her,” Henry said conversationally, as though discussing a new hawk. “Blushing like a bride, yet riding my hand like the boldest courtesan in France. Tell me, Nan—does my friend’s mouth please you?”

Anne’s head fell back, hair brushing her bare shoulders. “God, yes,” she gasped. “He suckles so sweetly—like he’s starved for it.”

Charles hummed approval against her skin, switching to the other breast, laving it wet and shining. His hand slid down to cup the one he’d abandoned, rolling the slick nipple between calloused fingers. The contrast—Henry’s thick fingers stretching her below, Charles’s skilled mouth above—drove her higher, faster than she expected.

Henry’s voice dropped to a growl. “Spread wider for me, sweetheart. Let Charles see how greedily your cunt takes a king’s hand.”

Mortified heat flared anew, but Anne obeyed at once, shifting her stance until her foot rested higher on the chair’s arm. The position opened her fully—her swollen lips parting around Henry’s knuckles, her clit peeking pink and glistening. Charles’s eyes darkened as he glanced down, a low curse escaping him.

“Christ, Harry, she’s dripping down your wrist.”

“And still she begs for more,” Henry said smugly. He withdrew his fingers slowly, deliberately, until only the tips teased her entrance. Anne whined in protest, hips chasing his hand. Henry lifted those slick fingers to her lips. “Taste yourself, Nan. Show my oldest friend how obedient you can be.”

Scarlet-cheeked but burning with lust, Anne parted her lips and sucked his fingers clean, tongue swirling around each one, tasting her own sharp sweetness. Charles watched, transfixed, his breath ragged against her breast.

“Good girl,” Henry praised. Then, to Charles: “Brandon, I believe our bold little Nan deserves a proper English welcome. What say you?”

Charles rose slowly, towering over her, the firelight gilding the hard lines of his shoulders. He unbuckled his belt with unhurried menace, letting the leather slide free with a hiss. “I say this saucy French minx has been teasing the court for months. Time she learned what happens when she spreads her legs in England.”

Anne’s laughter spilled out, bright and teasing, as she tilted her head back against Henry’s shoulder. “You forget, sire—I was born on English soil, not French. I only lingered long enough at their court to steal a pretty accent and a few wicked tricks.”

Henry’s hand slid possessively down her belly, fingers splaying over the damp curls between her thighs. He pressed a hot kiss beneath her ear and rumbled, “True enough, my love. Yet it pleases me greatly to imagine you as my pretty little French whore—full of silken manners and sinful appetites.”

A sharp pulse of lust stabbed straight through her core, making her hips rock helplessly. Anne bit her lip, eyes glittering with wicked surrender. “If that be your royal pleasure, sire,” she whispered, voice husky, “then I am French from this night forward—an Englishwoman no longer.”

Henry’s laugh was warm, approving. He cupped her chin, thumb stroking her lower lip. “That’s my sweet Nan. So obedient for your king.” His other hand loosened the ties of his codpiece, freeing the thick, royal length of him—veined and heavy, already glistening at the tip. “Take your rightful place, my lady. Show me how grateful you are for my royal favour.”

She climbed on top of him at once, palms braced on the chair, thighs parting over his cock. Henry groaned, threading fingers into her dark hair, guiding her hips back onto him with gentle but firm possession. “There, sweetheart. Just like that. You’ll sit beside me yet, I swear it—but for now, sit atop me instead.”

When she glanced sideways, Charles was waiting—his cock freed now, longer than Henry’s, curved wickedly upward, flushed dark with need. Anne’s eyes flashed impudent fire. She pushed back against Henry with a wet gasp and licked her lips at Charles. “So impatient, my lord Duke. You cannot wait to stuff my pretty mouth, is that it?”

Charles’s hand cracked across her arse—sharp, possessive, the sound ringing in the chamber. Anne squealed, half delight, half outrage, her cunt clenching on Henry’s buried length.

“Impudent little whore,” Charles growled, hauling her hair until she arched deeply, breasts swaying. “You think you can mock me while you’re dripping down your legs like a bitch in heat?” He followed it with another sharp spank to her thigh. “Beg, Mistress Boleyn. Beg your king to ruin that proud French cunt.”

Anne tossed her head, beautiful and trembling, and did as she was told. “Please ruin me, Your Majesty,” she begged. “Stretch me until I forget every pretty courtier in France. Prove your royal cock is worth the scandal.”

Henry drove into her in one brutal thrust.

She cried out—high, broken, utterly undone—as he filled her to the hilt, the stretch exquisite and overwhelming. Charles soothed her with rough, amused tenderness, feeding his cock between her lips. “Hush, love. Take him hard and deep, as you deserve.”

Henry set a punishing rhythm, hips snapping, each thrust jolting her forward onto Charles’s length in her mouth until she was stuffed at both ends. His hand fisted in her hair, arching her back. “Listen to you,” he taunted, voice rough with lust. “Such pretty little cries. Imagine if I ordered those doors to be opened right now. Let all your ladies and the whole court see their haughty French darling skewered like a tavern wench—mouth full, cunt stuffed, arse red and tender.”

Anne moaned around Charles, the threat sending a fresh gush of wetness down her thighs. She pulled off just long enough to gasp, “Do it, Your Majesty. Summon them. Let them watch you break me. Let them see how thoroughly England has conquered France today.”

Henry laughed darkly and spanked her again, harder. “Greedy slut. You’d come on my cock in front of the entire realm, wouldn’t you? Proud Anne Boleyn, flower of the French court, reduced to begging for English seed.”

“Yes,” she sobbed, pushing back to meet his thrusts. “God, yes. Your cock is magnificent—so thick, so ruthless. I’d have fucked you for nothing, Your Majesty, crown or no crown. I’d have spread for you in the tiltyard, in the chapel, anywhere you commanded.”

Charles’s eyes blazed with possessive pride. He lifted her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze even as Henry pounded into her. “Hear that, Your Majesty? Your sweet Anne would whore herself for you freely. Such devotion deserves reward.” He brushed a tear of overwhelmed pleasure from her cheek.

Henry leaned over her back, teeth grazing her shoulder. “Then milk me, my lady. Clamp that tight little French cunt and take what you were made for.” He reached around to pinch her clit—sharp, merciless—driving her over the edge.

Anne shattered between them, a keening wail muffled around the cock in her mouth as her body convulsed, walls fluttering wildly around Henry. The king cursed and followed moments later, flooding her with hot pulses that spilled down her thighs. Charles was last, gripping her hair tightly as he spent down her throat, forcing her to swallow every drop while he whispered praise against her temple.

When they finally let her sink to the rushes, spent and trembling, Henry gathered her into his lap like something precious, kissing her damp forehead. Charles sprawled beside them, idly tracing patterns in the mess between her legs, smirking each time she twitched.

Anne nestled against Henry’s broad chest, voice soft and sated. “My king… my duke… you have ruined me most thoroughly.”

Henry smiled against her hair. “And elevated you, sweetheart. England’s cock has claimed you—and soon England’s crown will adorn you.”

Charles chuckled, pressing a surprisingly tender kiss to her reddened arse cheek. “Though I may summon the court yet, just to watch you blush when they see how well we’ve tamed their future queen.”

Anne laughed breathlessly, boneless and glowing in their arms. “Try it, my lord. I dare you.”

Charles’s eyes gleamed with mischief as he straightened his doublet, still flushed from exertion. “A dare, is it?” he said, voice rich with amusement. “Very well, Mistress Boleyn. Let us see how boldly you blush when the court drinks in the sight of you.”

He strode to the great doors and flung one open just wide enough to bark an order to his own guard stationed beyond. “Wine! The best claret—have one of the ladies-in-waiting bring it at once. And be quick about it.”

The guard’s startled salute echoed down the corridor. Charles shut the door with a satisfied thud and turned back, grinning at Anne’s defiant sprawl across the royal throne—legs draped shamelessly wide, her dark, unshaven mound glistening with the king’s spend, thick strands of it caught in the soft fluff like pearls on black velvet. More slid lazily from her swollen lips, dripping in slow rivulets onto the rich velvet cushion that had so recently borne Catherine’s pious arse.

Henry lounged beside her, one possessive hand idly stroking her thigh, clearly delighted by the impending spectacle. Anne lifted her chin, refusing to cover herself, though a fresh flush warmed her cheeks at the thought of being seen so thoroughly used.

Minutes later, a timid knock sounded. The door opened just enough for Jane Seymour to slip through, silver flagon trembling in her white hands, a single goblet balanced precariously on a small tray. She was the very picture of English modesty—golden hair coiled demurely beneath her hood, pale gown of soft dove-grey, eyes fixed firmly on the rushes. Yet as she ascended the steps to the royal dais, her gaze flicked up once, inescapably, and caught the full tableau: Anne naked and dripping on the queen’s throne, Henry half-unlaced, Charles leaning against a pillar with lazy arrogance.

Jane’s breath caught audibly. The flagon wobbled; dark wine sloshed over the rim and spattered across Anne’s small breasts in warm, fragrant droplets that traced crimson paths over pale skin and erect nipples before dripping to her belly.

“Oh—forgive me, Mistress Boleyn!” Jane gasped, sinking into a curtsy so deep she nearly toppled.

Anne arched languidly, letting the wine pool between her breasts before it trickled lower. “No harm done, my lady. A little wine suits me—I’ve already been well anointed by His Majesty’s royal essence.”

Henry’s grin widened, eyes flicking from one woman to the other with frank appreciation. “Mistress Seymour,” he said, voice warm and generous, “you are very beautiful this evening.”

Jane’s cheeks flamed scarlet. Anne’s eyes narrowed to slits.

“Prettier than me, Your Majesty?” she demanded, voice honeyed but sharp as a dagger.

Henry considered her lazily, one brow raised. “I could not possibly say, sweetheart, without a fair comparison. Yet Jane is a good and Christian woman. I would never ask her to debase herself by stripping bare as you have done—so wantonly, so delightfully.”

Jane’s trembling fingers tightened on the flagon. She lifted her eyes at last, blue and luminous with something deeper than fear. “Your Majesty,” she whispered, voice soft but steady, “if you commanded it… it would not be debasement. I would do anything you asked. For the love I bear you as God’s anointed king… and for the love I bear you as a woman.”

The chamber fell silent save for the crackle of the fire. Anne’s lips parted in outrage. This pale English milksop dared speak of love in front of her? After Anne had schemed and seduced and spread herself across throne and king alike to earn his attentions?

Henry’s expression softened unexpectedly. He rose, took the flagon and goblet from Jane’s shaking hands, set them aside, and cupped her flushed cheek. Then, gently, reverently, he kissed her—slow and tender, the sort of kiss Anne had craved for months.

Jealousy roared through Anne like wildfire.

Charles sensed the storm brewing. He stepped forward smoothly, resting a hand on Anne’s bare shoulder. “Peace, ladies. England is blessed with two such exquisite beauties. If Mistress Seymour wishes to bare herself for her king’s pleasure, it diminishes Anne not one whit. Anne remains the fire; Jane merely… a gentle dawn.”

Henry broke the kiss at last, glancing at Anne with sudden awareness. He saw the fury sparking in her dark eyes and moved at once, scooping her slight frame into his lap as though she weighed nothing. “My own heart,” he murmured against her ear, kissing her fiercely, possessively, hands kneading her wine-slick breasts with familiar affection. “You are my future queen, Nan. My bold, brilliant love. Jane is merely a sweet, unexpected blessing the Lord has sent for us both to enjoy tonight.”

Anne huffed, still bristling, but the warmth of his arms and the promise in his words softened her edges. She nestled back against his chest, legs still sprawled wide, and fixed Jane with a wicked smile. “Very well. Let the little saint undress, then. I shall provide honest commentary—since His Majesty requires a fair comparison.”

Jane’s fingers hesitated at the laces of her gown, but Henry’s encouraging nod steadied them. She began to disrobe with trembling modesty, layer by layer.

First the grey velvet parted, revealing a simple kirtle of cream linen beneath. Anne chortled. “Look how primly she’s trussed, like a convent novice. No wonder she spills wine—those fingers have never gripped a man’s cock, I’ll wager.”

The kirtle slipped from Jane’s shoulders, baring pale arms and the gentle swell of breasts cupped in a modest chemise. Anne’s voice dripped venomous honey. “Such milky skin. One would think she bathes in cream instead of water.”

Jane flushed deeper but continued, lifting the chemise over her head. Her breasts tumbled free—fuller than Anne’s, heavy and soft, with wide pale areolas and nipples already tightening under the cool air and every gaze in the room.

Anne’s tone sharpened. “Look at her, trying to eclipse me with those heavy English teats. Poor sweet Jane—some of us must rely on sheer bounty when wit and fire fall short.”

Henry chuckled, fingers idly circling Anne’s own stiff nipples as he watched. Charles poured wine for himself, eyes gleaming.

Jane stepped out of her petticoats, standing at last in only stockings and garters. Her belly was softly rounded, womanly, leading down to a neat golden thatch—trimmed modestly, nothing like Anne’s wild French curls now matted with royal seed.

Anne leaned forward, voice low and filthy. “And there’s her modest little cunt—not like mine, dripping His Majesty’s spend for all to see. Look closer, Jane—see how thoroughly a real woman takes her king? My fluff is stuck together with his gift. Yours looks as though it’s never been properly ploughed.”

Jane’s thighs trembled, but she did not cover herself. Instead, at Henry’s gentle gesture, she turned slowly, revealing the lush curve of her arse—round, smooth, dimpled at the sides.

Anne laughed softly. “Christ, such a plump little arse. No wonder she walks so meekly—she carries her own prayer cushion swaying behind her.”

Henry’s hand slid possessively down Anne’s belly, fingers idly parting her slick folds as he watched Jane with lazy hunger. “Come closer, sweet Jane,” he said, voice soft as velvet. “Let us see how willingly you serve your king.”

Jane took one hesitant step, then another, until she stood between Henry’s spread thighs, close enough that Anne—still sprawled across his lap—could smell the faint lavender water on her skin. Henry’s gaze lingered on Jane’s flushed face, his large hand reaching out to cup her cheek with surprising tenderness. The chamber was quiet save for the low pop of logs in the hearth and the soft, wet sounds of Anne idly stroking herself on his lap.

He brushed his thumb across Jane’s trembling lower lip. “Sweet Jane,” he murmured, voice rich and low, “you speak bold words for a maid. Are you truly prepared to surrender your maidenhood here, tonight, to your king? To open that noble, untouched cunt and let one of us be the first to claim it?”

Jane’s breath hitched. Her pale lashes fluttered, but she did not look away. When she spoke, her voice shook with emotion, yet the words poured out with surprising fervour.

“Your Majesty,” she whispered, sinking lower in her curtsy until her bare breasts nearly brushed his knees, “you are my divine prince, and I love you. I have loved you from the first moment I saw you ride into the yard at Wolf Hall—golden and mighty, God’s own chosen king. My heart, my body, my soul—they are all yours to command.”

She lifted her eyes then, luminous with devotion. “I wish only to please you as greatly as any woman can. If that pleasure lies in obeying your every whim, in spreading my thighs for you and letting you take what no man has ever touched… then I will know sweet happiness and bliss beyond imagining. And if your pleasure also requires that I give myself to Mistress Boleyn’s clever tongue, or to His Grace of Suffolk’s strong hands…”

Here she inclined her head with graceful modesty toward Charles, who lounged against a pillar, eyes gleaming with appreciation, and then toward Anne, whose lips curved in a wicked, approving smile.

“…then I am perfectly happy to do so. Your Majesty has excellent taste in friends, and I would count it an honour to serve them at your pleasure.”

A slow, delighted smile spread across Henry’s face—broad, boyish, and utterly charmed. “My gentle dove,” he said softly, “you are a treasure.” He drew her up by the chin and kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with gentle possession while his free hand slid down to cup one heavy breast, thumb circling the pale nipple until it peaked hard beneath his touch. Jane melted against him with a tiny, helpless moan, her body yielding instantly, thighs parting without shame as though her very bones had turned to warm wax.

Henry broke the kiss at last, breathing roughly, and turned his head to Anne. His eyes sparkled with mischief and command. “My bold love,” he said, giving Anne’s nipple a possessive pinch that made her gasp, “this sweet creature is new to our games. I place her instruction in your capable hands. Teach her how a woman pleases her king—and his queen.”

Anne’s answering smile was sharp as a dagger and twice as eager. She slid from Henry’s lap with feline grace, bare feet silent on the rushes, and took Jane’s trembling hand in her own.

“Come, little saint,” she purred, guiding Jane to stand fully before them all. “Let us begin your lessons properly.”

She reached out, trailing a fingertip through the wine still spilled across her own breast, then painted a slow, wet line across Jane’s lower lip. “Open,” she murmured.

Jane’s lips parted at once. Anne slipped the finger inside, letting Jane taste the mingled wine and spend that still clung to her skin. Jane sucked gently, eyes fluttering shut, a tiny whimper escaping her throat.

“Good little English dove,” Anne purred. “So eager to clean what your king has already marked. Do you like the taste of him on another woman’s fingers?”

Jane’s cheeks burned crimson, but she nodded, tongue swirling obediently.

Charles moved behind Jane, hands settling on her hips. “On your knees, Mistress Seymour,” he said, voice low and amused. “You must inspect the Lady Anne properly.”

Jane sank down without hesitation, the rushes cool against her bare knees. Henry lifted Anne slightly so that Jane’s face was level with Anne’s open thighs—and the creamy mess still leaking from her.

“See what a thorough fucking looks like, Jane,” Anne said sweetly. “His Majesty’s royal seed thick in my French cunt, matting my curls, dripping onto the queen’s own throne. One day soon that throne will be mine, and you’ll still be on your knees licking his leavings from between my legs.”

Henry chuckled, stroking Anne’s hair. “Hush, love. Let her taste us both. A generous queen shares her blessings.”

Jane leaned forward, trembling, and pressed a soft, reverent kiss to the inside of Anne’s thigh. Then another, higher. Her tongue darted out—tentative at first—lapping delicately at the slick mixture of spend and arousal coating Anne’s skin.

Anne exhaled a wicked laugh. “Oh, listen to her lap like a cat at cream. Such dainty manners. Lick harder, Jane. Get your tongue inside me—scoop out every drop His Majesty pumped into my greedy hole. Show him how grateful you are.”

Jane obeyed, pressing closer, her tongue sliding through Anne’s swollen folds with growing confidence. She moaned softly at the taste—salt and musk and Henry’s unmistakable essence—her own thighs pressing together as fresh wetness gathered between them.

Charles knelt behind her, spreading Jane’s plump arse cheeks with both hands. “Christ, look at this untouched noble cunt,” he said conversationally. “Pink and puffy already, begging for attention.” He dragged two fingers through her slit, bringing them glistening to Henry’s view. “Soaked through, sire. Your gentle dove is flooding herself just from tasting your spend in another woman.”

Henry’s cock stirred against Anne’s hip, thickening again. “Then give her what she needs, Charles. But slowly. Let her feel every inch of it.”

Charles guided the head of his cock along Jane’s seam, teasing, coating himself in her slickness. Jane whimpered with pleasure, hips rocking back briefly against him.

Anne threaded fingers into Jane’s golden hair, holding her in place. “Stay right there, sweet saint. Keep that tongue busy while His Grace ruins your modest little hole. I want to feel you moan against my clit when he breaches you.”

Charles pushed forward—slow, relentless—until the broad head popped inside. Jane cried out, the sound muffled against Anne’s flesh, her body shuddering as he fed her inch after inch.

Anne’s voice dropped to a filthy croon. “There it is. Feel him stretch you, Jane? That’s Brandon’s cock claiming what your pious glances have begged for all these months. Every thrust a reminder that you’re no better than the little French whore you’re licking— just slower to admit it.”

Jane’s tongue faltered only a moment before redoubling, lapping desperately now, sucking Anne’s clit between soft lips. Her back arched, pushing back to take more of Charles, tears of overwhelmed pleasure glittering on her lashes.

Henry watched, eyes dark with satisfaction, one hand kneading Anne’s breast, the other reaching down to stroke Jane’s bowed head. “Such a good girl,” he praised softly. “Both of you—so different, yet both mine tonight. Anne, my fierce queen-to-be. Jane, my gentle, yielding angel.”

He guided Anne to shift forward until she straddled his lap facing Jane, their breasts brushing as Jane continued her devoted worship.

Henry’s renewed erection slid hot and heavy along Anne’s arse. “And now,” he murmured, “let us see how sweetly Jane takes her king while she finishes pleasuring my future queen.”

Charles withdrew slowly, leaving Jane empty and gasping. Henry lifted Anne just long enough to position himself, then lowered her onto his cock with a single smooth thrust that drew twin moans from both women. Jane watched, wide-eyed and trembling, as Anne began to ride him in slow, deliberate rolls of her hips.

“Your turn next, dove,” Henry promised Jane, voice husky. “But first—crawl up here and kiss my queen properly. Taste yourself on her tongue while I fuck her.”

Jane rose on shaky legs, guided by Charles’s firm hands until she straddled Henry’s thighs facing Anne. Their breasts pressed together—Anne’s small and wine-stained, Jane’s full and trembling. Anne claimed Jane’s mouth in a fierce, possessive kiss, feeding her the mingled taste of all three of them.

Charles moved behind Jane again, this time guiding her hips until she hovered over Henry’s lap just above where he disappeared into Anne. “Hold still, little saint,” he warned, and pressed his slick cock against Jane’s untouched rear entrance.

Jane gasped. “I have never—” she began, before giving a guilty shiver of pleasure. “But if it will please His Majesty... I wish nothing more than to do his bidding.”

Charles eased forward—slow, inexorable—until Jane’s body yielded and he sank deep. Jane moaned into Anne’s shoulder, clinging to her as Charles began a careful rhythm that rocked her gently against Anne’s breasts.

Anne pulled back just enough to whisper against her lips, “Relax, sweet Jane. Let him in. Let him split that plump English arse while you watch me fuck our king. Feel how thoroughly we own you now—front and back, mouth and cunt, every hole devoted to pleasure.”

Henry groaned, still buried to the hilt in Anne. “Perfect,” he breathed. “My bold witch and my gentle saint, both impaled and kissing like lovers. Ride me, Anne. Milk me while Charles claims her arse.”

Anne began to move in earnest, rising and falling on Henry’s cock, her arms wrapped around Jane’s shaking body. Jane’s own hips rolled helplessly between the two intrusions, tears of ecstasy streaming down her flushed cheeks.

Anne’s voice was a wicked lullaby in Jane’s ear. “That’s it, darling. Take him deep. Feel your proud English modesty shatter on English cock. You’ll never kneel in chapel again without remembering how we filled you—how you begged with every moan for more.” Her slender fingers found Jane’s cunt, firm and wicked, expertly rubbing the nub that governed her pleasure.

Jane’s only answer was a broken cry. With another deft press of Anne’s fingers, Jane’s climax crashed over her, body clenching around Charles, her mouth seeking Anne’s again in desperate, grateful kisses.

Henry followed moments later, spilling hot inside Anne with a roar. Charles spent last, buried in Jane’s arse, holding her impaled as she shuddered through the aftershocks.

When they finally stilled, Henry gathered both women close—one dark head, one fair—cradled against his chest. Anne and Jane clung to each other, breathless and trembling, sharing soft, wondering laughter between exhausted kisses.

“My queens,” Henry murmured fondly, pressing a kiss to each damp forehead. “Both of you—mine in every way a king can claim.”

Jane floated in a haze of warmth and languor, every limb heavy as though dipped in honey. Charles’s final thrust had seated him deep in her rear, his groan vibrating through her back as he spent in long, hot pulses that filled her with an astonishing sense of completion. The chamber smelled of wine, sweat, and spent seed; the fire crackled low, casting golden light over four tangled bodies.

She should have been devastated.

Jane Seymour—quiet, pious Jane, who had blushed at the mere mention of a man’s hand on her waist—was naked on her knees in the royal presence, impaled like the lowest doxy. Her maidenhead was gone, taken not even by the king himself but yielded willingly in the midst of a lewd tableau. Thick rivulets of Charles’s spend trickled down the inside of her thigh; her lips were swollen from Anne’s fierce kisses, her breasts tender from rough mouths and pinching fingers. Tomorrow the court would whisper. The ladies who had once praised her modest gown would sneer behind their fans: “Mistress Seymour? Who knew the little mouse had such a taste for depravity?”

The thought should have sent ice through her veins. She should have been scrambling for her discarded chemise, sobbing with shame, begging leave to flee to Wolf Hall and hide forever from the disapproving gaze of her former friends.

Instead, a slow, radiant warmth spread from her belly outward, curling her toes against the rushes and loosening every knot of fear she had ever carried.

Her first true climax—at the hands of a man, and what a man!—had lit her up inside like stained glass struck by sunlight. She could still feel the echoes of it: the sudden clench deep inside, the helpless cry torn from her throat, the way her body had convulsed around Charles while Anne’s wicked thumb soothed her clit and Henry’s strong arms held her steady. Pleasure so fierce it had felt almost sacred, part of a grand design.

Jane pressed her cheek to Anne’s bare shoulder—Anne, who had mocked her so mercilessly and yet cradled her through the storm with surprising tenderness—and let out a soft, wondering sigh. Henry’s broad chest rose and fell beneath them both, a living bastion. Charles eased out of her gently, his palm stroking the curve of her hip in absent affection.

I am ruined, Jane thought, and the realisation arrived not with dread but with a quiet, blissful laugh that bubbled up unbidden.

Ruined and reborn.

She had placed herself, trembling but unwavering, into the hands of the man she loved more than breath—the king whose mere glance had set her heart racing since she first saw him. And in return he had given her not just his touch, but this: a night of unimaginable delight shared with his fierce, clever mistress and his golden, laughing friend. She had never dreamed such pleasure could exist—waves of it, endless, cresting higher than meekness or humility had ever carried her.

A lazy tear slipped down her cheek, but it was not sorrow. It was gratitude too deep for words.

Henry’s fingers brushed the tear away, his voice a low rumble against her hair. “Happy, little dove?”

Jane lifted her face to him, eyes shining. “Blissfully, Your Majesty,” she whispered. “I never knew… I never imagined the body could sing like this.”

Anne gave a soft, wicked chuckle and kissed the corner of Jane’s mouth. “Welcome to the choir, sweet saint. You have a lovely voice.”

Charles stretched beside them, idly tracing circles on Jane’s lower back. “And excellent pitch when she comes.”

Jane flushed, but the embarrassment felt distant, muffled by the warm cocoon of their bodies. She nestled closer between Anne and Henry, tired but glowing, her ruined reputation a small price for the secret knowledge now etched into every inch of her skin: that surrender to her beloved king had opened a heaven she had never dared dream of.

Let the court whisper. Let them call her wanton.

She was happy—profoundly, perfectly happy—and nothing outside these arms could touch that truth tonight.

The great doors burst open without ceremony, slamming against the tapestried walls with a thunderous crash that made the candles gutter, before the guards hauled them shut again. Cardinal Thomas Wolsey swept between them like a scarlet storm, his vast robes billowing, his face purple with alarm and righteous fury.

“Sire!” he bellowed, voice cracking with panic. “The guards reported—God’s wounds, the entire corridor is buzzing with whispers of debauchery and—!”

He stopped dead.

Four pairs of eyes turned toward him. Henry sat enthroned in his great chair, breeches unlaced, chest bare and gleaming with sweat. Anne Boleyn lounged sideways across his lap, legs shamelessly parted, her dark curls matted with spend, a lazy, feline smile on her lips. Jane Seymour knelt between the king’s knees, golden hair dishevelled, full breasts marked with faint red fingerprints, her arsehole streaked with the evidence of recent ruin. Charles Brandon leaned against the mantel, shirt open, sipping wine with the relaxed air of a man who had just conquered a particularly satisfying fortress.

For a heartbeat the only sound was the cardinal’s ragged breathing and the soft drip of wax from a tilting candle.

Wolsey’s mouth worked soundlessly. His jowls trembled. His gaze darted from Anne’s wine-stained nipples to Jane’s swollen lips to the unmistakable gloss on Henry’s still-half-hard cock, and finally to the puddle of mingled seed cooling on the velvet cushion of the queen’s own throne.

“Your Majesty,” he managed at last, voice strangled, “this… this is abomination.”

Henry’s laugh rolled out, rich and untroubled. He tightened one arm around Anne’s waist, the other idly stroking Jane’s bowed head as though she were a favoured spaniel. “Come now, Thomas. You look as though the Pope himself has walked in and caught you with your mistress.”

Wolsey glanced wildly around the room, as if afraid of such a witness. “Sire, I beg you—think of your immortal soul! Think of the realm! Two women—naked—defiling the very presence chamber while the Queen of England—”

“While the Queen of England,” Henry interrupted smoothly, “sits in her apartments praying for a son who will never come. Spare me the sermon, Wolsey. I have heard it before.”

Anne stretched like a cat, deliberately arching her back so her small breasts lifted toward the cardinal. “Good evening, Your Eminence,” she purred, voice husky with satisfaction. “You arrive rather late for the entertainment, but there may yet be an encore.”

Jane flushed crimson and tried to shrink behind Henry’s thigh, but Anne reached down and caught her wrist, holding her gently but firmly in place. “No hiding, sweet dove. His Eminence should see what true obedience looks like.”

Wolsey’s eyes bulged. “Mistress Boleyn, cover yourself at once! And you, Mistress Seymour—God in heaven, your confessor will—”

“My confessor,” Jane said softly, surprising them all with the steadiness of her voice, “will rejoice that I have pleased my king.” She lifted her chin, pale cheeks blazing, but her blue eyes were luminous with something that looked perilously close to triumph.

Henry beamed at her, then turned back to Wolsey, all genial magnanimity. “There, you see? No harm done. Merely a private celebration of Yuletide generosity.”

“Private?” Wolsey spluttered. “Half the palace heard the cries! The guards are taking wagers on how many times the lady Anne—sweet Jesu, I cannot even speak it.” He pressed a trembling hand to his chest as though to still his heart. “Sire, the scandal—”

“Will be contained,” Henry said firmly, though his tone remained indulgent. “As all my scandals are contained, thanks to your diligent offices, my lord cardinal. You have ever been my shield against the world’s wagging tongues.”

Wolsey seized the opening like a drowning man clutching driftwood. “Then let me shield you now! Send these women away—clothe them, separate them—let me summon priests, physicians, whatever is needful to restore decency—”

Anne gave a low, mocking laugh. “Decency, Your Eminence? How tedious. His Majesty was restoring something far more vital than decency. His royal vigour, perhaps?”

Charles lifted his goblet in a lazy toast. “I can vouch for the vigour. Most impressive.”

Wolsey ignored him, appealing directly to Henry with clasped hands. “Think of Catherine! Think of the Emperor—your alliance—your legitimacy—”

Henry’s smile thinned, though the dangerous glint in his eye was softened by post-coital languor. “Catherine has had my loyalty for twenty years and given me one daughter. I begin to think loyalty is a commodity better spent elsewhere.” He pressed a kiss to Anne’s bare shoulder. “On wit, fire, and a womb that promises sons.”

Wolsey’s gaze flicked to Jane, lingering on her soft, fertile curves with something almost like despair. “And this one? Another womb to promise what may never be delivered? Sire, you surround yourself with sirens—”

Jane flinched, but Anne’s fingers tightened reassuringly around her wrist.

Henry’s voice cooled several degrees. “Careful, Thomas. Mistresses Seymour and Boleyn have this night given me more honest pleasure than many a solemn treaty. Insult them again and even my forgiving mood may sour.”

The cardinal swallowed hard, sensing the shift. He dropped to one knee, robes pooling like blood. “Forgive me. I speak only from love and terror for your soul. The Church—the Pope—if word of this reaches Rome—”

“Let it reach Rome,” Henry said grandly, waving a hand. “Let Clement choke on it. I am done begging for dispensations while my kingdom waits for an heir.” He looked down at the two women nestled against him—one dark and defiant, one fair and yielding—and his expression softened again. “Tonight I have tasted what true union feels like. Loyalty freely given, pleasure freely shared. No cold duty, no pious tears.”

Anne leaned in, brushing her lips against his ear loud enough for Wolsey to hear. “And seed freely spent, my king. From both you and your companion. Perhaps my belly already quickens.”

Wolsey made a strangled sound. “Your Majesty, I implore you—at least let me clear the chamber, summon discreet attendants—”

Henry considered, then shook his head. “No. Let them stay as they are. Let the sight remind you, Thomas, that I am a man as well as a king. A man who takes what he desires and gives pleasure in return.” He lifted Anne’s chin, kissed her slowly, thoroughly, then turned and kissed Jane with equal tenderness.

When he released them, Henry’s eyes were bright with triumph. “You will draft whatever papers are needful to advance my Great Matter. You will persuade the universities, bribe the bishops, silence the gossips. And in return, I will continue to overlook the fact that my lord cardinal lives more like a prince than a churchman.” His eyes flashed with something like menace. “How is your own mistress, Wolsey?”

Wolsey bowed his head, defeated. “She is well, sire. My humblest apologies. All shall be as Your Majesty commands.”

Henry’s mood swung back to magnanimity. “Good man. Now pour yourself some wine—there is claret yet in the flagon—and sit. You look likely to swoon.”

Wolsey demurred as if pained by the thought. “I prefer to stand, sire.”

Anne’s wicked laugh rang out again. “Wise choice, Eminence. The cushions are… rather sticky.”

Jane hid her face against Henry’s shoulder, shoulders shaking with suppressed laughter.

Charles raised his goblet once more. “To sticky cushions and forgiving kings.”

Henry grinned, pulling both women closer. “To England’s future,” he corrected. “And to the women who will help shape it—one bold, one gentle, both beloved.”


II


Wolsey sat alone in his private study at York Place, the winter light slanting pale through the leaded windows and falling across the parchment spread before him. The quill in his hand moved with deliberate care, though his heart was heavy as lead. Another letter to Rome—another plea for the Pope to grant the king his annulment swiftly, cleanly, before the Boleyn woman sank her claws any deeper.

Most Holy Father,
I write once more in humble supplication on behalf of His Majesty King Henry VIII, whose conscience remains grievously afflicted by the doubt cast upon his union with the Princess Dowager Catherine. The realm itself trembles under this uncertainty, for without a clear line of succession the peace we have so carefully nurtured may yet be undone…


The words flowed, polished and persuasive, yet Wolsey felt the futility of them like a stone in his gut. Clement was a prisoner in all but name, terrified of the Emperor Charles—Catherine’s nephew—and every dispatch from Rome brought fresh delays, fresh excuses.

The door opened softly. His mistress of many years, Joan Larke slipped inside, pretty as ever in a simple gown of warm wool, her dark hair coiled neatly beneath a linen coif. She carried a small tray—wine, bread, a little cheese—her usual quiet way of tending him when the world pressed too hard.

Thomas did not look up at once. Joan set the tray aside, came behind his chair, and rested her hands lightly on his scarlet-clad shoulders. “You are frowning so fiercely the ink will curdle,” she murmured, voice gentle and fond.

He sighed, setting down the quill a moment. “The king grows impatient, Joan. And that woman—” He could not bring himself to speak Anne Boleyn’s name aloud in this sanctuary. “She twists him further from reason every day.”

Joan leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to the top of his head. “Then let me ease you a little, my love. You still have the letter to finish.”

Her hand slid down his arm, warm and coaxing. “Remember how you like to rest your hand… elsewhere… while you write? It steadies you.” She gave a small, knowing smile. “And I very much like it too.”

Wolsey’s breath caught. “Joan, I must concentrate—”

She was already moving, gathering her skirts as she perched on the edge of the broad oak table beside his parchment. “Then concentrate,” she said innocently, “and let me help.”

Wolsey shook his head reluctantly. “In truth, my love, I cannot.”

Joan nodded regretfully; but then, to his astonishment, she lifted one finger to her lips and sucked it slowly, coating it in warm saliva until it gleamed. “What a pity,” she sighed, eyes wide and guileless. “If you cannot, I suppose I must manage myself.”

She reached beneath her raised skirts, shifting her hips forward. Wolsey’s gaze followed helplessly as the fabric bunched higher, revealing the smooth curve of her thigh, then the soft cleft of her bottom. Joan parted her cheeks with one hand and, with the other, circled the delicate pink rosebud of her arse. A soft, pleased hum escaped her as the wet finger pressed inside—slowly, easily, up to the first knuckle.

“Oh,” she whispered, voice sweet and wondering. “It always feels so wickedly full. Like I’m being secretly naughty while the rest of me looks perfectly proper.” She pushed deeper, a gentle moan spilling out. “I love how it stretches me… how warm and tight it is inside. Do you know, Thomas, sometimes I do this when I’m alone and think of your finger instead—thicker, stronger, knowing exactly how to make me tremble.”

Wolsey watched, transfixed. They had settled this arrangement long ago, in the earliest days of their liaison, when his conscience still fluttered like a trapped bird. A churchman could not spend inside an unmarried woman’s cunt without grave sin—or so he had told himself then, harboring fond delusions of restraint. Her arse had been the compromise: sinful still, perhaps, but not the path to bastard children.

He had spent in her cunt many times since, of course—could not resist the velvet heat of it—but her arse remained a special place, a familiar comfort they returned to when distraction was most needed.

Joan’s finger slid in and out with slow, deliberate strokes, her rosebud glistening. “It makes me so wet in front,” she confided softly. “I can feel myself dripping onto the table. Such a filthy secret, having something up my arse while I sit demurely and fold linen.”

Unable to bear it, Wolsey reached for her. Joan withdrew her own finger with a wet little pop and guided his larger one to her lips. She sucked it eagerly—warm mouth, swirling tongue—until it shone with her saliva, then drew it beneath her skirts and pressed the tip to her waiting entrance.

“There,” she breathed, easing back onto him. “Much thicker. Much better.”

Wolsey’s thick finger slid inside her with delicious ease—hot, velvet tightness gripping him at once. Joan gave a soft, shuddering sigh and leaned forward to read over his shoulder, her body settling so that his finger was buried to the hilt in her arse.

“Keep writing, my love,” she murmured, giving an experimental clench around him. “I shall reward every fine sentence.”

He picked up the quill again, hand trembling slightly.

…the King’s cause is just and necessary for the stability of this Christian realm. Delay only emboldens those who would sow discord…


Joan squeezed gently around his finger—warm, rhythmic pressure that made his breath hitch. “Beautifully said,” she praised, voice husky. “So strong and clear.”

Wolsey wrote on, the words flowing easier now despite—or because of—the distraction. Each time he shaped a particularly elegant phrase she rewarded him: a slow roll of her hips, a deliberate flutter of inner muscles, a soft moan against his ear.

Your Holiness cannot but see the peril should this matter remain unresolved…


Another clench, tighter this time, and Joan’s free hand slipped between her thighs to circle her clit. “Oh, that one gave me shivers,” she whispered. “You are so eloquent, Thomas. The King is so lucky to have you.”

Wolsey’s finger began to move of its own accord—slow thrusts into the clutching heat of her arse, curling slightly to stroke the sensitive walls. Joan’s breathing grew ragged; she rocked subtly, fucking herself on his hand while she read.

…I remain Your Holiness’s devoted servant in Christ, imploring swift and merciful judgment…


Joan’s muscles fluttered wildly around him. “Perfect,” she gasped, voice breaking. “So perfect—oh—”

Her body tensed as her fingers danced, once, twice over her clit; she came quietly, sweetly, a soft cry muffled against his shoulder as her arse clamped rhythmically around his buried finger.

Wolsey groaned, hips shifting beneath his robes. He scrawled the final lines in a rush, sanded the parchment, and set the quill aside.

Joan stayed impaled a moment longer, trembling with aftershocks, then eased off his finger with a wet sigh. “Come, my love,” she murmured, taking his hands and drawing him to his feet. “Let me take the weight from you properly.”

She led him to the wide, curtained bed in the adjoining chamber, the one kept always ready with fresh linens and a brazier glowing low. Wolsey followed, scarlet robes trailing, feeling suddenly older than his years. Joan turned him gently, unlaced his gown with practiced fingers until it pooled at his feet, then guided him to sit on the edge of the mattress. She kissed his forehead, his cheeks, the corner of his mouth—small, tender presses that spoke of long affection.

“Lie back,” she whispered. “Let me care for you.”

He obeyed, stretching out on the soft coverlet, watching as she shed her own gown. Joan was lovely in the firelight—full breasts with pale rose nipples, soft belly, the gentle flare of hips that had borne him two babes in secret years ago. She climbed onto the bed and straddled his thighs, leaning down to kiss him deeply, slowly, until some of the tension eased from his shoulders.

“I know where you need to be tonight,” she said against his lips. “Where we both need you to be.”

Wolsey’s hands settled on her hips, thumbs stroking the warm skin. “Joan…”

She reached for the small vial of oil they kept on the bedside table—sweet almond, scented faintly with rose—and poured a generous measure into her palm. Warming it between her hands, she reached behind herself, slicking her fingers before circling the tight pink ring of her arse. A soft sigh escaped her as she pressed one finger inside, then two, opening herself with slow, deliberate care.

Joan’s rosebud glistened now, pink and slick, fluttering around her fingers as she stretched herself for him. “It’s ready for you, Thomas,” she said softly. “So tight and greedy, just waiting for your cock. I do love how it feels when you push inside—how it burns sweetly at first, then opens for you like it was made to take you there.”

She shifted forward, guiding his erection to her prepared entrance. The head nudged her rosebud; Joan bore down gently, and the tight ring yielded, swallowing him inch by slow inch.

Wolsey groaned, hands tightening on her hips. The grip was exquisite—a fraction tighter than her cunt, though not by much these days, so regularly and lovingly did she give up her arse. The heat enveloped him, velvet walls clutching with delicious resistance.

Joan sank fully onto him with a shuddering sigh, seating herself until he was buried to the hilt in her bottom. She paused there, letting them both feel the fullness, her inner muscles fluttering around his length.

“Oh, Thomas,” she whispered, leaning forward to brace her hands on his chest. “You fill me so perfectly here. It’s so dirty, isn’t it? Your cardinal’s cock buried in my naughty little arsehole, stretching it wide while I ride you like a wanton. A proper lady would never offer this—but I love giving it to you as your mistress. Love feeling you throb inside such a filthy place.”

Wolsey’s breath came ragged. He thrust up gently, savoring the drag through her tightness. “Joan… my sweet girl…”

She began to move—slow rises and falls at first, lifting until only the head remained inside, then sinking back down with a soft, wet sound. Each descent drew a low moan from her throat.

“I’m such a wicked creature,” she confided, voice trembling with pleasure and affection. “Letting you fuck my arse whenever you need comfort. Spreading my cheeks for you like a whore on the street, begging you to spend deep in my most forbidden hole. But it feels so good, Thomas—better than anything. When you’re all the way inside, it presses just there—” She rolled her hips, gasping “—and I feel it in my cunt too. Like I’m being fucked in both places at once.”

Wolsey’s hands slid to her arse cheeks, spreading them wider, watching in the firelight as his cock disappeared again and again into that perfect pink ring. The sight undid him—the obscene beauty of it, the trust and love it represented.

Joan reached down to touch herself, fingers circling her clit in time with her movements. “Feel how wet I am,” she groaned, guiding his hand between her thighs. His fingers found her cunt soaked, slickness coating her folds and dripping down to ease his passage in her arse. “That’s what you do to me. Fucking my arse makes me drip so desperately. I love being your desperate whore.”

He thrust harder now, meeting her downward strokes, the slap of skin soft and rhythmic. Joan’s breasts swayed above him; he caught one nipple in his mouth, sucking gently until she whimpered.

“Yes—oh, yes. Use me, Thomas. Use my tight little arse to forget your troubles. Forget Rome, forget the king, forget that dreadful Boleyn girl—just feel me clenching around you, milking your cock with my tight back passage. I’m so full of you… it’s so wrong and so perfect…”

Her pace quickened, riding him with abandon now, the bed creaking softly beneath them. Wolsey’s thumb found her clit, rubbing in firm circles as she bounced on his length. Joan’s voice rose, sweet and filthy by turns.

“I’m going to spend with your cock in my arse,” she gasped. “Going to come so hard around you, squeezing you until you fill me. That’s what I want—your spend deep in my arsehole, marking me as yours. Please, Thomas—give it to me. I need it.”

Wolsey felt the crisis building, drawn out by her loving depravity, her tender comfort wrapped in filth. He thrust up fiercely now, hands gripping her hips to control the rhythm, driving deep into that burning, clutching heat.

Joan cried out, body tensing as her climax hit—arse clamping rhythmically around him in fierce pulses. The sensation dragged him over the edge; he buried himself to the hilt and spent in long, hot ropes, flooding her depths while she trembled above him.

They stayed joined long after, Joan collapsing forward onto his chest, his softening cock still nestled in her arse. She pressed soft kisses to his throat, his jaw, murmuring endearments.

“There, my love,” she whispered. “All better now.”

Wolsey’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close. For the first time that day, the weight on his heart felt bearable.

Rome would answer—or it would not—but here, in this quiet chamber, he had Joan: sweet, filthy, perfect Joan, whose love and body offered sanctuary from every storm.

Joan lay curled against Wolsey’s side, her head pillowed on his broad chest, one leg draped lazily over his thigh. The fire had burned low, casting a soft, flickering glow across their tangled limbs. His spend still warmed her depths; she could feel it, thick and intimate, a secret reminder of how thoroughly he had claimed her arse. She traced idle circles through the hair on his chest, listening to the steady thrum of his heart slow toward sleep.

A contented sigh escaped her. She pressed a kiss to his collarbone, then another lower, tasting the faint salt of his skin.

“Thomas,” she murmured, voice husky and affectionate, “may I ask one thing more of you? Let me suckle you gently until I drift off… I wish to sleep between your legs tonight, my love.”

Wolsey’s eyes, half-closed in sated languor, opened fully. He turned his head to look at her, surprise and tenderness mingling in his gaze. “Joan…”

She smiled up at him, sweet and wicked all at once. “I love the feel of you softening on my tongue after you’ve spent. How you grow heavy and velvet-soft, filling my mouth without demanding anything. Like I’m cradling the most precious part of you while you rest.” Her hand slid lower, fingers brushing his spent cock where it lay against his thigh, already stirring faintly at her touch.

Wolsey exhaled a low, rumbling sound—half laugh, half groan—and cupped her cheek. “You are a wanton angel, sent to ruin what little virtue I have left.”

Joan nuzzled into his palm. “Only for you, my love. Let me comfort you this way. The world is cruel outside these walls, but here I can keep you safe and warm in my mouth until sleep beckons us both.”

He searched her face a moment, eyes soft with a depth of feeling he rarely allowed himself to show. Then he nodded, drawing her closer. “Yes, sweet Joan. Take what you want of me.”

She kissed him once more—slow, lingering—before sliding down his body with deliberate grace. Her breasts brushed his belly; her nipples, still sensitive, drew a soft gasp from her as they grazed his skin. She settled between his thighs, arranging pillows beneath her chest so she could lie comfortably, cheek resting on his hip.

Wolsey’s cock lay half-soft against his groin, flushed and glistening faintly from their earlier joining. Joan took it gently in one hand, lifting it to her lips. She kissed the tip first—reverent, tender—then parted her mouth and drew him in.

The warmth of her tongue cradled him at once. She suckled softly, cheeks hollowing just enough to create gentle suction, coaxing the last traces of spend from the slit. Wolsey’s breath hitched; his hand settled in her hair, not guiding, merely resting in quiet gratitude.

Joan hummed contentedly, the vibration a soft caress. She took him deeper as he softened fully, until her lips met the base and her nose nestled against the warm skin of his groin. There she stayed, breathing slow and steady through her nose, tongue occasionally stroking the underside in lazy, soothing patterns.

Wolsey’s fingers threaded through her hair, stroking gently. “My perfect girl,” he whispered into the quiet dark. “My solace.”

Joan’s only answer was another soft suckle, a tender swirl of tongue, and the slow, rhythmic clench of her throat as she held him safe and warm. Sleep tugged at her edges, heavy and sweet; she held it off as long as she could, mouth only releasing its gentle hold when her eyes threatened to close, drifting off with the lingering taste of him her last conscious comfort.

Wolsey watched her a long while, the rise and fall of her back in the firelight, the soft sigh of her breath cool and pleasant against his softening cock, mere inches from her lips. The troubles of court, the king’s impatience, the Boleyn woman’s mocking laughter—all faded to a distant murmur. Here was peace, simple and profound.

He pressed a final kiss to her hair and closed his eyes, letting sleep claim him too, lulled by the soft, steady warmth of the woman who loved him enough to suck him gently to sleep.

Morning light filtered through the heavy bed-curtains, soft and pale, turning the chamber into a warm cocoon. Joan woke first, as she often did, her body attuned to the subtle shift in Thomas’s breathing beside her. She lay still a moment, savoring the quiet intimacy: her cheek pillowed on his thigh, his cock—soft and heavy now—still tantalisingly close to her lips. She had slept deeply, lulled by the faint pulse of him, the steady rise and fall of his chest.

A small, contented hum vibrated around him as she stirred. Thomas’s hand, which had rested in her hair all night, tightened reflexively. He was waking too.

“Good morning, my love,” she whispered, voice husky from sleep.

Wolsey stirred fully, blinking down at her with surprised affection. His fingers threaded deeper into her hair, stroking lazily. “And to you, sweet Joan. Did you truly sleep there all night?”

She smiled up at him, resting her chin on his hip. “Every moment. I woke once to see you hard again, but you had no need of my mouth, my love.” Her hand cupped his balls gently, rolling them in her palm. “Your Joan services you prettily in your dreams, as she does in life, sweetheart.”

Wolsey groaned, low and fond, his cock already stirring under her touch. “You are a wonder. A wicked, perfect wonder.”

Joan crawled up his body, pressing soft kisses along his belly, his chest, until she reached his lips. She tasted faintly of him still; he kissed her deeply, without hesitation, savoring the intimacy.

“I woke with such a lovely ache,” she confessed against his mouth. “Here, between my thighs…” She guided his hand lower, parting her legs so his fingers found her cunt slick and ready. “Dreaming of your cock in my mouth made me wet all night. I’m dripping for you again.”

Wolsey’s fingers slid easily through her folds, circling her clit until she sighed. “My wanton girl,” he murmured, voice rough with renewed desire. “What shall we do about that?”

Joan nipped his lower lip, eyes sparkling. “Whatever you wish, Thomas. Though I confess—I should love to feel you in my arse again this morning. Slow and deep, while the sun rises. A gentle reminder that I am yours in every way.”

He rolled her beneath him with surprising strength for a man who had carried the weight of the realm on his shoulders the day before. Joan parted her thighs eagerly, wrapping her legs around his waist as he settled between them.

“Always yours,” he said softly, guiding himself to her rosebud—still relaxed and slick from the night before. He pushed in slowly, inch by inch, watching her face for every flicker of pleasure.

Joan’s breath caught, back arching as he filled her. “Yes—oh, yes. Just like that. Your cock in my arse first thing in the morning. How perfectly delicious.”

They moved together lazily, unhurried, the rhythm of long-time lovers who knew every sigh, every clench. Wolsey thrust deep and steady, one hand braced beside her head, the other thumbing her clit in gentle circles. Joan’s fingers dug into his back, urging him closer.

“I love feeling you inside me,” she whispered. “Love starting the day full of your spend. When you give me your seed, I’ll feel it all day—warm and secret—while I go about my duties. A reminder that even cardinals have their wicked pleasures.”

Wolsey’s pace quickened slightly, breath growing ragged. “And I’ll think of you carrying me in that sweet, tight place. Such a greedy, perfect hole—milking me, begging for my spend.”

She leaned forward, breasts swaying, nipples brushing his chest as she captured his mouth in a messy, desperate kiss. “It is greedy,” she confessed against his lips, voice breaking on a gasp as he thrust particularly deep. “Greedy for your cock, for your come. I love how wrong it feels—your cardinal’s prick buried in my back passage, stretching my naughty rosebud until it gapes for you. Fill it, Thomas. Pump me full until it leaks out of me all day, warm and thick down my thighs.”

Wolsey’s control frayed. His thrusts grew erratic, deeper, the head of his cock dragging over that sensitive spot inside her with every plunge. Joan’s arse fluttered wildly around him, walls rippling as her own crisis coiled tighter and tighter.

“I’m going to spend with your cock in my arse,” she gasped, filthy and tender all at once. “Going to come so hard around you, squeezing your prick with my tight back passage until you flood me. That’s what I want—your come deep in my bottom, marking me as yours. Please, Thomas—give it to me. I need it.”

The words undid him. Wolsey drove up one final time, burying himself to the hilt with a guttural roar. His cock swelled impossibly thicker inside her clutching passage, then jerked in powerful spasms. The first spurt was scalding, painting her inner walls with thick heat; Joan cried out softly, feeling it splash deep, claiming her in the most intimate way.

Another pulse followed, then another—long, forceful jets that coated her velvet channel, filling her until she felt deliciously, obscenely full. Each throb sent a fresh wave of warmth blooming inside her arse, the sensation filthy and exquisite: his seed marking her most private place, thick and sticky, seeping into every crevice.

Her orgasm crashed through her—stronger, deeper than any she felt with him in her cunt. Her arse clamped rhythmically around his pulsing length, milking him in fierce, greedy pulses as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. She felt every jet of his spend—thick, forceful ropes coating her depths, filling her until she was overflowing, the warmth blooming obscene and exquisite between her cheeks.

“Oh—oh, Thomas, yes,” she moaned, body shaking as her climax peaked. “I feel it—so hot, so much. You’re flooding my arse, spending so deep while I come around you. Such a lovely gift—your come in my back hole, making me drip like a well-used wanton.”

Wolsey shuddered through the last pulses, hips jerking helplessly as the final spurts painted her walls. The pleasure was intense, drawn out by the tight, clutching grip of her arse—hotter and more forbidden than any other release. Each ripple of her orgasm dragged another groan from him, her muscles wringing him dry until he was utterly spent and trembling beneath her.

Joan collapsed forward onto his chest, breath ragged, her arse still impaled and brimming with his seed. She could feel it warm and thick inside her, a secret weight that made her inner muscles flutter with delicious aftershocks. Her cunt wept in sympathy, slickness coating his fingers where they still rested against her clit.

“My love,” she whispered, pressing soft kisses to his sweat-damp throat. “You gave me everything. I’m so full of you—your seed deep in my naughty arse, marking me in the most wicked way. I’ll feel it every time I move today, a constant reminder of how thoroughly you claimed me.”

Wolsey’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close as his breathing slowly steadied. He stayed buried inside her, reluctant to leave the warm, clutching heaven of her body.

“My perfect Joan,” he murmured, voice rough with sated affection. “My solace. My everything.”

And for a brief, perfect hour, the troubles of court and king and Rome faded entirely, leaving only the warm, intimate quiet of two lovers greeting the day in the most tender way they knew.


III


Morning light poured through the high windows of Anne’s chamber at Greenwich, turning the frost on the glass into a lattice of diamonds. The world outside glittered cold and sharp, but beneath her sumptuous quilt of crimson damask and sable fur Anne lay in a pocket of delicious warmth. She stretched languidly, thighs sliding together with a slick reminder of the night before. A slow smile curved her lips.

For one drowsy heartbeat she wondered if it had all been a fever-dream—Henry inside her, Charles’s rough hands, Jane’s soft tongue, the cardinal’s scandalised face—but the tender ache between her legs told a different story. Her cunt was sticky with dried spend, swollen and sore in the most exquisite way, as though the king had branded her from the inside. She pressed her thighs together and felt another slow seep of seed, and the smile widened into something wicked and satisfied.

A soft rustle of skirts announced her lady-in-waiting Isabelle, already at work; drawing back the heavy bed-curtains to reveal a copper bath by the fireplace. Steam rose in fragrant clouds—rose oil and lavender, a particular indulgence of Anne’s. The English court thought daily bathing eccentric, even dangerous, but Anne had acquired the habit at the court of François and saw no reason to abandon it now. She slipped from the bed naked, skin prickling in the cool air, and stepped into the steaming water with a sigh that bordered on a moan.

Isabelle knelt beside the tub, eyes politely lowered, though Anne caught the quick flicker of concern when the girl glimpsed the puffy, reddened folds between her mistress’s thighs. Isabelle had served her since Anne’s return from France—quiet, loyal, gentle as a bluebird. At only nineteen, she was still inexpert in the ways of the court, but remained one of the few souls at this viperous palace Anne trusted not to sell her secrets for favour.

“Easy, Belle,” Anne murmured, sinking deeper until the water lapped at her collarbones. “I am quite intact. Merely… thoroughly appreciated.”

Isabelle’s cheeks pinked, but her small smile was fond. She dipped a soft cloth and began to wash Anne’s back with careful strokes.

A sudden clamour erupted beyond the chamber door—shrill female voices, the scuffle of slippers on stone.

Isabelle half-rose, alarmed. “My lady—”

The door swung open without ceremony.

Henry filled the frame, vast and golden in the morning light, cheeks broad with a grin that promised mischief. Behind him, three of Anne’s other ladies—Eliza, Bridget, and Felicity—hovered in the corridor, eyes wide as saucers, mouths forming perfect circles of shock.

Isabelle froze, cloth dripping forgotten into the bath, caught between curtsying to the king and attempting to shield her naked mistress.

Anne threw back her head and laughed, the sound bright and unashamed. “Your Majesty! You might have sent warning. My poor gentlewomen will swoon from the shock. Tales of last night’s revels cannot possibly have reached them yet.”

Henry stepped inside, closing the door firmly on the gaping faces outside. The latch clicked like a conspirator’s wink. “Let them gawp,” he said, voice warm with amusement. “They’ll have something true to whisper about for once.”

Anne rose from the bath in a cascade of scented water, droplets racing down her slim body—over sharp collarbones, small breasts still faintly marked from eager mouths, down her narrow waist to the dark, matted curls between her thighs. She did not reach for a towel. Instead she walked straight to him, bare feet silent on the rushes, and twined her arms around his neck.

Henry’s hands settled possessively on her wet hips, pulling her flush against the rich velvet of his doublet. “Good morning, my queen-to-be,” he murmured, just before he kissed her.

The kiss was deep, claiming, tasting of sleep and desire barely banked. Anne opened to him at once, pressing closer so her damp breasts left dark patches on his chest. When they broke apart, both breathing harder, Isabelle’s abandoned washcloth lay in a sodden heap on the floor and the girl herself stood rooted to it, cheeks scarlet.

Anne glanced at her over Henry’s shoulder, eyes dancing. “Forgive us, Belle. His Majesty is impatient this morning.”

Henry chuckled, the sound rumbling against Anne’s bare skin. One large hand slid down to cup her arse, fingers tracing the faint marks Charles had left. “Impatient? I have been awake since dawn, remembering how sweetly you took my cock. And how prettily our gentle Jane learned her lessons from you.” His other hand rose to toy with a wet strand of Anne’s dark hair. “I came to see if you were as deliciously ruined as you felt in my arms at midnight.”

Anne arched into his touch, unashamed. “See for yourself, sire.” She guided his hand between her legs, parting them slightly so his fingers could slide through the tender, sticky folds. “Still full of you. Sore in all the right places. Your seed has marked me so thoroughly I doubt even a steaming bath can wash it away.”

Henry groaned softly, stroking her with deliberate care. “Good. I like you marked. I like knowing every step you take today will remind you who you belong to.”

Isabelle made a tiny, strangled sound and dropped into a hasty curtsy, eyes fixed on the floor.

Anne laughed again, low and wicked, and tried to pull Henry toward the bed. “Then come remind me properly, my king. Let my lady Isabelle recover her composure while you ruin me all over again.”

Henry let her pull him only a step before he stilled, his broad palm settling between her thighs, tracing the slick, swollen folds with unexpected gentleness. The touch was feather-soft over flesh still tender from the night’s excesses, and Anne’s breath caught on a shiver.

“Poor Nan,” he murmured, voice thick with fondness and a trace of remorseful heat. “So thoroughly claimed. My fierce, daring girl—fucked raw and relentless until you could barely speak.”

Anne laughed, the sound husky and delighted, her hips lifting into his hand despite the ache. “I do not mind a bit, my king. Indeed, I revel in it. Hurry and spend in me again—fill me to overflowing so I may quicken with your son the sooner.”

Henry silenced her with a kiss, affectionate and lingering, his beard tickling her chin. “No, sweetheart,” he said firmly, though his tone was all tenderness. “I would not risk hurting you. You are too precious for that. And there are other ways we may please one another this morning.”

The words warmed her deeper than any fire. Proof—undeniable, exquisite—that this mighty king truly cared for her, not merely her body or the crown he might place upon her head. Arousal flared hotter than before, liquid and urgent.

Anne spread her legs lewdly beside him on the bed, knees falling wide, and reached for the ties of his hose. “Then we shall play together till we both spend,” she announced, voice wicked and breathless. “My hand on the royal cock, yours on my greedy cunt, watching one another until we spill.”

She tugged the fabric down, freeing his thick length—already heavy and half-hard, veins prominent along the shaft. Anne wrapped her fingers around him possessively, stroking once, twice, feeling him swell fully in her grasp.

Only then did she remember poor Isabelle, still frozen in her deep curtsy by the bath, eyes fixed determinedly on the rushes, cheeks aflame.

Henry followed her gaze and chuckled, the sound warm and rumbling. “Sweet Lady Isabelle may withdraw if she wishes.”

Anne’s smile turned mischievous. “Wait, my love. My Belle has, on lonely nights, comforted me with the gentle touch of a woman—her soft fingers soothing my aches when courtly intrigue left me restless. And I have held her in return, stroking her until she sighed my name.”

Henry’s brows shot up, incredulity swiftly melting into delighted astonishment. “God’s teeth,” he breathed, cock twitching in Anne’s hand. “My little French witch has tasted more than one fruit in the garden? I chose better than I knew.”

Anne leaned in to kiss him softly, nipping his lower lip. “Yes, you did.”

She turned to Isabelle, voice gentle but commanding. “Belle, would you like to join our morning play? Your maidenhood is safe—we shall only touch ourselves, feast our eyes upon one another. No more than that.”

Isabelle’s blush deepened to a fiery crimson that swept from throat to hairline, but her eyes—when they dared lift—were bright with longing. Anne knew the signs well: the way Belle’s gaze had lingered on her nude body during dressings, the secret sighs when Henry passed in the gallery. Like every noblewoman at court, Belle harboured a fierce, hidden adoration for the king; but unlike every noblewoman at court, she also hid a deep infatuation with his chosen mistress.

“If it please Your Majesty,” Isabelle stammered, voice barely above a whisper.

Henry’s smile was kind, almost tender. “No, sweet Belle. If it please you?”

Isabelle nodded fervently, rising at last on trembling legs. “I may be damned for it,” she confessed in a rush, “but I long to look upon the royal member… and upon my lady’s flawless form.”

Anne preened, though she waved a modest hand. “‘Tis hardly flawless, Belle.” In truth, it was difficult to find fault: the elegant line of collarbone, the pert uplift of small breasts, the narrow waist flaring to subtle hips, the dark, glossy curls now framing swollen pink flesh still glistening with last night’s spend.

She beckoned imperiously. “Come closer, sweet girl. Stand within breathing distance of His Majesty before you disrobe. Slowly, now—let us savour the unveiling.”

Isabelle obeyed, stepping near enough that Henry’s warm exhalation stirred the fine linen of her gown. Her fingers shook as she unlaced the bodice, letting the fabric part and slide from her shoulders. Her chemise followed, pooling at her feet.

She was lovely in her modesty—small breasts high and firm, nipples a delicate pink already drawn tight, waist nipping in before the gentle flare of hips. Lower, a neat triangle of blonde curls, sparser than Jane’s, guarded the soft seam of her cunt.

Henry’s breath stirred those curls as he leaned forward slightly, eyes warm with appreciation. Anne prompted him with a sly smile. “Tell her, my king. Tell sweet Belle what you see.”

Henry’s voice was generous, sincere. “You are exquisite, Lady Isabelle. Skin like fresh cream, breasts so pretty they beg for a mouth—small and perfect, nipples begging to be tasted. And that golden thatch… it frames a treasure I would worship gently, were I permitted. You are a vision, sweet girl. Any man would count himself blessed to look upon you.”

Tears of pure happiness welled in Isabelle’s eyes. She brought one tentative hand to her breast, rolling the nipple between finger and thumb, the other sliding down to cup her mound.

Anne’s voice turned wickedly encouraging. “Show His Majesty properly, Belle. Spread those pretty lips—let him see how wet you already are for him.”

Without hesitation Isabelle parted her thighs, fingers delving into blonde curls to open herself. Her cunt was delicate pink, slick and shining, inner lips small and neat, clit peeking shyly.

“Wider,” Anne urged softly, her own fingers circling her clit in slow, deliberate strokes as she watched. “Spread it even more lewdly, darling. Pull those lips apart until he can see right inside your dripping little hole. Show your king how shamelessly you weep for the sight of his cock.”

Isabelle whimpered but obeyed eagerly, fingers splaying herself open until pink flesh gleamed wetly, a thin strand of arousal stretching between her folds. Henry groaned, his fist tightening around his shaft as he began to pump slowly.

Anne matched his rhythm, legs splayed wide, two fingers sliding into her own aching cunt with a wet sound. “Look at her, my king,” she purred. “Our gentle Belle, exposing her virgin cunt like a seasoned courtesan. And all because she adores you.”

Henry’s eyes were fixed on Isabelle’s shameless display, his strokes growing faster. “Beautiful,” he rasped. “Both of you—so pretty, so wanton for me.”

Isabelle’s tears spilled over, but her smile was radiant as she circled her clit frantically, thighs trembling. Anne reached out with her free hand to stroke the girl’s hip, grounding her.

Henry’s gaze lingered on Isabelle’s shamelessly displayed cunt, the delicate pink flesh glistening under the morning light. He tilted his head, a playful frown creasing his brow. “Tell me true, Nan—is sweet Belle truly untouched? A maid still, in every sense?”

Anne’s smile was slow and wicked. She trailed one finger along Isabelle’s trembling thigh, stopping just short of those blonde curls. “Oh yes, my king. Pure as fresh snow. No man has ever breached her. In fact…” She leaned closer, voice dropping to a teasing murmur. “If Your Majesty looks very closely, you might even glimpse her maidenhead guarding the gate.”

Isabelle’s breath hitched, a soft, mortified whimper escaping her lips. Yet her fingers—obedient as ever—spread herself still wider, pulling the slick petals fully apart until the tender entrance gaped just enough to reveal the thin, pearly barrier within. Her face burned scarlet, arousal dripping in a slow, shameless thread down to the sheets.

Henry peered forward, eyes narrowing in mock concentration. Then a deep, delighted laugh rumbled from his chest. “God’s teeth, I see nothing past these shining strands of wetness criss-crossing her pretty little hole. The girl is soaked through—she might as well be wearing a veil of her own making.”

Anne giggled, the sound bright and wicked, leaning in until her breath stirred Isabelle’s curls. “Poor Belle. So eager she’s woven herself a web to hide her virginity. May I assist, darling?” she asked softly.

Isabelle nodded in tiny, jerky motions, eyes squeezed shut in exquisite embarrassment. “Please, my lady…”

Anne needed no further invitation. She lowered her head and licked—one long, deliberate stroke from Isabelle’s tight rear entrance all the way up to her swollen clit. Isabelle’s hips bucked involuntarily, a high, broken cry spilling from her throat.

Henry’s jaw actually dropped, his hand stilling on his cock. “Christ’s blood, Nan,” he breathed, half-laughing, half-awed. “You’ve done this before?”

Anne lifted her face just long enough to grin at him, lips shining with Isabelle’s slickness. “More than once, my love. On lonely nights when the court grew tedious. Belle is remarkably sweet—rather like warm honey with a hint of salt.” She turned back to her task with relish.

Her tongue returned to Isabelle’s cunt in slow, luxurious laps, gathering every shining strand, parting the folds with delicate precision. She traced the center of her friend’s maidenhead with the tip of her tongue—never breaching, only teasing—then swirled higher to circle the throbbing clit. Isabelle’s thighs trembled violently; soft, helpless sounds escaped her with every breath.

Anne’s own arousal surged at the taste, at the power of reducing her gentle friend to quivering need. She matched the rhythm of her tongue to the slow circles on her clit—lazy at first, savouring every shiver she drew from Isabelle.

“Listen to her,” Anne murmured against wet flesh, voice muffled and amused. “Our modest Belle, singing so prettily. Tell His Majesty how it feels, darling.”

Isabelle could barely form words. “It—it feels like heaven, my lady… like fire and silk at once… oh please don’t stop…”

Henry watched, utterly captivated, his fist moving in long, unhurried strokes along his thick shaft. He had no desire to spend yet—this was too delicious to rush. The sight of his bold, clever Anne on her knees between another woman’s thighs, licking her virginity with shameless expertise while pleasuring herself, was a feast he intended to savour.

Anne hummed approval, the vibration making Isabelle cry out again. She flattened her tongue and dragged it slowly upward, collecting every drop, then flicked quick, light strokes over the clit until Isabelle’s hips rolled in helpless rhythm. Between her own legs Anne’s fingers worked faster now—two sliding deep into her sore cunt, curling to stroke that secret spot that made her toes curl, thumb grinding against her clit.

“You taste divine this morning, Belle,” Anne said conversationally, pulling back just enough to speak, a thin strand of arousal stretching between her tongue and Isabelle’s cunt. “All that pretty wetness just from looking at His Majesty’s cock. Imagine what you’ll do when he finally lets you touch it.”

Isabelle whimpered, head falling back, blonde hair spilling across the pillows. “I’ll die of it, my lady. I swear I will.”

Henry laughed softly, the sound warm and indulgent. “No dying, sweet girl. I have plans for you yet.” His strokes remained leisurely, eyes feasting on the scene: Anne’s dark head buried between pale thighs, her slim back arched, arse lifted invitingly as she worked her own cunt with wet, rhythmic sounds.

Anne glanced sideways at him, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Enjoying the performance, sire?”

“Immensely,” he admitted, voice rough. “Though I confess I’m torn—part of me wants to watch you bring her off with that wicked mouth, and part of me wants to pull you away and bury myself in you once more.”

Anne’s answering moan vibrated straight through Isabelle’s clit. She sucked the swollen nub gently between her lips, fluttering her tongue, while her fingers plunged deeper into herself—three now, stretching the tender flesh with delicious sting. Isabelle’s hands fisted in the sheets; her thighs clamped instinctively around Anne’s head.

“None of that, darling,” Anne chided, easing them apart with gentle hands. “His Majesty wants to see everything. Show him how wide you can open for my tongue.”

Isabelle obeyed instantly, spreading herself wider, offering every intimate inch. Anne rewarded her with a series of quick, light flicks directly over her clit, then slower, broader strokes that dipped just inside the entrance—still careful, still preserving what Isabelle had guarded so long.

The room filled with soft, obscene sounds: the wet glide of Anne’s tongue, the slick rhythm of her fingers in her own cunt, Isabelle’s breathless pleas, Henry’s low, appreciative growls as he stroked himself in perfect leisure.

Anne felt her own climax building—slow, rolling waves rather than the sharp peaks of last night. She welcomed it, riding the edge, drawing it out. Isabelle was close, too; but every time her hips jerked, Anne slowed, keeping Isabelle hovering, making her beg in broken whispers.

“Please… my lady… I’m so close…”

“Not yet, sweet,” Anne murmured, lifting her head to blow cool air across the soaked flesh. Isabelle keened. “We have all morning. Let His Majesty enjoy the sight of you trembling on the brink.”

Henry’s eyes were dark with pleasure. “She’s exquisite like this,” he said huskily. “Both of you—my fierce French witch and my shy little virgin, giving me the prettiest show in Christendom.”

Anne grinned at him over Isabelle’s quivering thigh, then lowered her mouth again—this time sucking gently, steadily, while her fingers curled inside herself in perfect counterpoint. Isabelle’s cries grew higher, more desperate; Anne’s own breath came in soft pants against wet flesh. Between her own legs her fingers moved in slow, slick strokes, keeping herself deliciously on edge. Henry watched them both with hooded eyes, fist gliding unhurried along his cock, clearly in no rush to finish.

Anne lifted her head just enough to speak, lips wet and shining. “My king,” she purred, “since you doubted sweet Belle’s maiden state, perhaps you would care to confirm it yourself? A gentle touch only—your fingertip against her pretty little barrier. She is desperate for it, I promise you.”

Isabelle’s eyes flew open, wide and pleading, then squeezed shut again as a fresh wave of blush flooded her cheeks. “Please, Your Majesty,” she whispered, voice trembling with longing. “I… I love nothing so much as my Lady Anne’s tongue on my maidenhead. And I would love to feel you there. Just a little. Just once.”

Henry’s laugh was low and fond. He shifted closer on the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. “How can a man refuse such a pretty plea?” He reached out, his large hand surprisingly delicate as it cupped Isabelle’s inner thigh, easing it wider. One broad forefinger—calloused from hawking and swordplay—traced the soaked seam of her cunt with reverent care, gathering her slickness before settling at her entrance.

Anne watched, transfixed, as Henry pressed the barest pressure against the fragile membrane. Isabelle whimpered, hips lifting instinctively, but Henry held her steady with his other hand on her hip. The touch was feather-light, exploratory, almost tender for a man famed for his boldness on the tiltyard and in the bedchamber alike. He circled the hymen slowly, feeling its delicate resistance, the way it fluttered under his fingertip like a trapped bird.

Anne leaned in again, mouth returning to Isabelle’s clit with soft, sucking kisses. “Listen to this, Belle,” she murmured between licks, voice dripping wicked honey. “The King of England—God’s anointed, terror of popes and emperors—has his royal forefinger pressed to your virgin barrier while his soon-to-be Queen tongues your sweet little nub like a starving courtesan. How utterly lewd you are, darling. Spreading your legs for us both, letting His Majesty feel exactly how untouched you remain even as you drip down his hand.”

Isabelle’s breath came in frantic little pants. “Oh God… oh my lady… it feels… I can’t…”

“You can,” Anne crooned, sucking the clit gently between her lips and fluttering her tongue. “You will. Feel him there—his finger claiming the very gate no man has passed. Imagine how jealous the court would be if they knew modest little Isabelle has the king’s touch on her maidenhead while Anne Boleyn laps at her cunt like it’s the sweetest marchpane.”

Henry’s voice was rough with arousal, but still gentle. “She’s trembling, Nan. So tight and perfect. Christ, the way she clenches around nothing… she will make some lucky gentleman a fine wife some day.”

Anne hummed approval, the vibration making Isabelle cry out. She increased the pace of her tongue—quick, light flicks over the swollen bud—while her own fingers plunged deeper into her cunt, curling to match the rhythm. “That’s it, Belle. Let him feel how you flutter for him. Show His Majesty what a greedy virgin you are—coming apart with just a fingertip at your entrance and my mouth on your clit. And yet still unspoiled in the eyes of the cardinal.”

Isabelle’s thighs began to shake uncontrollably. Her hands fisted in the sheets, knuckles white. “Please… I’m… it’s too much… I’m going to—”

“Yes,” Anne urged, voice filthy and encouraging. “You are. And I long to taste it, darling Belle. Come for us, sweet virgin. Squirt all over the king’s hand and my tongue. Prove how shameless you are—letting England’s monarch play with your hymen while you spend like a wanton.”

The climax hit Isabelle like a storm. She arched off the bed with a high, broken wail, legs quivering violently as her cunt pulsed in frantic spasms. Clear, sweet fluid gushed in warm, erratic squirts—splashing Henry’s fingers, Anne’s chin, the sheets beneath. Anne lapped greedily through it all, drawing out every shudder, murmuring praise and filth in equal measure.

“There it is—look at you, darling, squirting like a fountain for your king. Soaking his royal hand while he strokes your pretty barrier. Such a lewd little virgin, coming undone with barely a touch inside.”

Isabelle sobbed with pleasure, hips jerking helplessly as the waves rolled through her. Another squirt, smaller but no less sweet, coated Anne’s lips. Henry’s finger remained gentle, pressing just enough to feel each clench around the untouched entrance, his own breath ragged.

Anne kept talking, soft and wicked, all the way through the aftershocks. “That’s my good girl. Milk every drop of pleasure from it. Feel how empty you still are—your maidenhead intact even after flooding us both. You are still intact, still a virgin, I promise you. Though not as innocent, perhaps, as you were.”

At last Isabelle collapsed, trembling and gasping, tears of overwhelmed bliss on her lashes. Henry withdrew his finger slowly, bringing it to his lips to taste her essence with a low, appreciative groan.

Anne finally stilled her tongue, pressing soft kisses to Isabelle’s throbbing clit until the girl whimpered at the sensitivity. Only then did Henry lay a warm, steadying hand on Anne’s shoulder.

“Peace, love,” he warned playfully, eyes dancing. “You’ll shatter the poor girl if you keep on.”

Anne laughed, low and satisfied, and crawled up the bed. Henry scooped Isabelle into his arms as though she weighed nothing, settling her against his broad chest. She curled into him instinctively, face buried in the warmth of his neck, still shivering with aftershocks.

If Anne had seen him cradle any other woman so tenderly—even Jane—she might have flown into a jealous rage, nails raking, words sharp as daggers. But this was Belle: loyal, gentle Belle who would sooner die than betray her mistress, who had held Anne through tears and triumphs alike. Anne felt only a warm, possessive affection.

She pressed her own nude body against Isabelle’s front, sandwiching the trembling girl between them. Their nipples brushed—Anne’s small and dark, Isabelle’s pink and still peaked—sending little sparks through both. Anne kissed her sweetly, over and over: forehead, cheeks, tear-salt lips.

“How pretty your virginity was, darling,” she whispered between kisses. “And still is. I envy your control. So unlike your unrepentant hussy of a queen, who spreads her legs for her king anywhere that takes his fancy.”

Isabelle made a faint, breathless sound of protest. “My lady… I’m no better… after what I just…”

Henry’s chuckle rumbled against her back. He tightened his arms around her, pressing a kiss to her damp temple. “Hush, sweet Belle. Anne is teasing you mercilessly, as is her wont. You are perfect exactly as you are.”

Anne nuzzled Isabelle’s neck, smiling against her skin. “He’s right. Now sleep, love. You’ve earned it.”

Isabelle’s eyes fluttered closed, a small, blissful smile curving her lips as she nestled deeper between the two bodies that had just worshipped her so thoroughly. The morning light slanted golden across the bed, warming their tangled limbs, and for a long while the only sounds were soft breathing and the occasional contented sigh.

Henry’s mouth moved lazily against Anne’s, the kiss slow and indulgent, tasting of salt and lingering arousal. He had one arm tucked beneath Isabelle’s still-trembling form, the other wrapped loosely around Anne’s waist, fingers tracing idle circles on the curve of her hip. When he finally pulled back, his blue eyes sparkled with mischief.

“Tell me, mistress,” he murmured, voice husky, “have any of your other ladies ever been entreated to play with you the way sweet Belle has?”

Anne drew back just enough to arch a brow in mock offence, her laugh bright and teasing. “My king is insatiable this morning! Is not one naughty French witch, one pious English saint and now our gentle virgin enough to sate you?”

Henry grinned, broad and unrepentant, pressing a kiss to the tip of her nose. “You alone would be plenty for any man, as you must know in your heart. You are fire and wit and everything I crave. But I am king and master of the realm.” His hand slid lower, cupping her arse possessively. “Where is the fun in that if I do not take joyfully what I am owed?”

Anne conceded with a smirk, nipping his lower lip. “A fair point, sire. Very well—which of my ladies do you find the prettiest, then? And why? I promise not to scratch their eyes out… just yet.”

Henry considered, head tilted against the pillows, gaze drifting as though summoning each woman in turn. Isabelle stirred faintly between them, a soft sigh escaping her as she nestled closer to his chest, but her eyes remained closed in sated slumber.

“There is Bridget,” Anne prompted helpfully, voice laced with wicked amusement. “Raven-haired and pale as moonlight, with skin like porcelain and a mouth made for sin.”

Henry hummed appreciatively. “Bridget has the look of a sorceress—those dark locks tumbling down a back I’d love to see arched in pleasure. Eyes that promise secrets. I’ve watched her move through the gallery; she walks as though she knows every man is imagining her bent over the nearest table.”

Anne’s laugh was low. “She does. And she enjoys it. Next, Eliza—the freckled Scotswoman with the lustrous red hair. ‘Tis like forest fire, with a temper to match. I wager you’d enjoy taming her.”

“God, yes,” Henry admitted, voice roughening. “That wild mane spread across my pillow, freckles begging to be kissed from throat to thigh. I’d have her cursing in Gaelic while I fucked her.”

Anne traced a finger down his chest, eyes dancing. “And Felicity, my demure new attendant. Slender as a reed, with small but perky breasts that sit high and proud—nipples always seeming half-hard beneath her gowns, as though she’s perpetually thinking wicked thoughts.”

Henry groaned softly. “Those little teats—perfect handfuls. I’ve noticed how they strain against silk when she curtsies. A pert arse to match, I’ll wager. She has that innocent smile that hides a minx—I’d wager she’d blush prettily while begging for more.”

Anne leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “So which one, my greedy king? Which fine lady would you defile if I gave you leave?”

Henry’s arm tightened around her, pulling her closer until her breasts pressed warm against Isabelle’s back. “All of them, eventually,” he said with a wicked grin. “But if I must choose one to begin… Bridget. That pale skin against dark hair—I want to see it flushed rose from throat to cunt while you hold her down and teach her how a queen pleasures her ladies.”

Anne shivered with delight at the image, her own arousal stirring anew. “You are incorrigible. But I do love a king who knows what he wants.” She kissed him again, slow and deep, then glanced down at the sleeping girl sandwiched between them. “Though perhaps we ought to let poor Belle rest a while longer before we summon fresh entertainment.”

Henry chuckled, pressing a tender kiss to Isabelle’s fair hair. “Agreed. For now, I am content with my French witch and my virgin.” His hand slid between Anne’s thighs once more, finding her still slick and ready. “Though I suspect my witch has energy enough for another round before breakfast.”

Anne’s answering moan was all the encouragement he needed.

Henry’s hand lingered between Anne’s thighs, fingers gliding through the fresh slickness that had gathered while she devoured Isabelle’s cunt. He stroked her slowly, almost meditatively, as though testing the heat of a blade fresh from the forge.

“You are wet, I’ll grant you that,” he said, voice warm with amusement. “But you are still tender, Nan. Swollen like a rose after a storm. I’ll not hurt you for my pleasure.”

Anne made a frustrated little sound—half moan, half growl—and rolled her hips into his palm. “Tender, yes. But after watching you tease sweet Belle’s maidenhead until she squirted like a fountain, I am so drenched I could take you and Brandon in the same hole and still beg for more. Feel how ready I am, my king. I ache with the absence of you.”

Henry’s eyes darkened, but his touch remained gentle. “The ache will pass. I can wait.”

Anne’s heart twisted—touched by his care, infuriated by it in equal measure. No man had ever handled her as though she might bruise. It made her want him inside her all the more fiercely. She pushed up onto her knees, straddling his hips, and took his cock in hand. It lay thick and heavy against his belly, flushed dark, a bead of moisture already pearling at the tip.

“I am your Queen in heart and soul,” she said, guiding the broad head through her folds, coating him in her readiness. “And I am commanding you to let me mount my king.”

Henry laughed, the sound rumbling through his chest. “Commanding me, are you?”

“Only in this,” she whispered, and sank down.

The stretch was immediate, exquisite, almost too much. Anne’s breath caught as he filled her inch by slow inch, the sore walls of her cunt yielding with shivering reluctance. Yesterday’s spend still coated her depths—thick, warm remnants of Henry’s pleasure—and the fresh slide of his cock pushed it deeper, a lewd, secret reminder that made her inner muscles flutter around him.

“Oh God,” she gasped, seating herself fully, thighs trembling. “I can feel your seed from yesterday still inside me. Every thrust stirs it. I’m swimming in you.”

Henry groaned, hands settling on her hips to steady her. “Christ, Nan. You’ll be the death of me.”

Anne began to move—slow rolls at first, savouring the drag of him through her tenderness, then faster, harder, chasing the bright edge of pain-pleasure. The bed creaked beneath them; the wet sounds of their joining filled the chamber. She braced her palms on his broad chest, nails digging into muscle, riding him with abandon.

Isabelle stirred beside them, golden lashes fluttering open. She blinked once, twice, then froze—wide-eyed—at the sight of Anne impaled on the king’s cock, dark curls grinding against his groin with every downward thrust. A soft, guilty whimper escaped her as her hand slipped between her own thighs, fingers circling her clit in helpless rhythm.

Anne caught the movement and grinned wickedly, never slowing her pace. “Look, my king—our little virgin is awake and already touching herself. Watching her queen fuck like a tavern wench.”

Henry glanced sideways, eyes gleaming. “Pretty sight. Both of you.”

Anne slammed down harder, the slap of skin loud in the quiet room. Pleasure coiled tight and sudden in her belly—too soon, too fierce. She had meant to outlast him, to ride him until he begged, but the soreness, the fullness, the sheer lewd joy of it overwhelmed her. She came with a sharp cry, back arching, cunt clenching in frantic spasms around his buried length. Fresh wetness flooded them both, easing the glide even as her thighs shook.

Henry laughed heartily, the sound rich and delighted, hands roaming up to grope her breasts, thumbs rolling her nipples until she groaned through the aftershocks.

“Too sensitive now, love?” he teased, pinching lightly. “Did my bold witch spend before her king?”

Anne collapsed forward onto his chest, breathless and laughing. “A curse on my weakness,” she mumbled against his neck. “I meant to make you beg.”

“You’ll have other chances,” he promised, still hard inside her. He eased her up gently, cock slipping free with a wet sound that made Isabelle whimper again. “But I am not finished. And I would not dream of stealing sweet Belle’s virtue…”

His gaze slid to the blushing girl furiously circling her clit. “Perhaps we might teach her another skill instead? You have the finest mouth I have ever met. A lesson in how to suckle a king would preserve Belle’s maiden state admirably.”

Isabelle’s hand stilled. Her eyes were huge, uncertain. “Would… would that truly leave me innocent, my lady?”

Anne grinned, wicked and fond, wiping a stray lock of hair from the girl’s flushed face. “An excellent theological question. Fortunately, we have the royal head of such matters right here in bed with us. Your Majesty—may a virtuous lady swallow her king’s cock down her throat and still be accounted innocent?”

Henry considered with mock gravity, one hand idly stroking his slick shaft. “A weighty matter,” he said at last. “But I rule as follows: the mouth is made for speech, for song, for prayer—and for pleasure. So long as no seed takes root where it ought not, and the maidenhead remains intact, the lady remains virtuous. Indeed, such devoted service might even be regarded favourably—as offering comfort to one’s sovereign.”

Anne burst out laughing. “There you have it, Belle. The King himself grants you permission. Now come here and open that pretty mouth. We’ll teach you how to worship him properly.”

Isabelle crawled forward on trembling knees, eyes locked on Henry’s glistening cock—still coated in Anne’s creamy wetness—while Anne settled beside her, one hand stroking the girl’s hair, the other guiding Henry’s shaft toward those parted, uncertain lips.

“Start slow,” Anne murmured, voice warm with encouragement and mischief. “Lick him clean of me first. Taste how thoroughly your king has claimed his queen. Then take him deep—show him what a quick study you are.”

Isabelle knelt between Henry’s thighs, golden hair tumbling forward to curtain her flushed face. Her small hands hovered uncertainly before settling—one at the base of his thick shaft, the other braced on his muscular thigh as though steadying herself for battle. Her lips parted, pink and trembling, and she leaned in with the solemn determination of a novice.

The head of Henry’s cock brushed her mouth. Isabelle opened wider, took him in—and promptly froze, eyes widening as the girth stretched her lips. She managed perhaps two inches before her throat tightened in instinctive protest. A soft, choked gurgle escaped her, muffled and wet.

Henry exhaled a low, appreciative groan. “Easy, sweet Belle. No rush.”

Anne knelt beside her, eyes dancing with fond amusement. “Breathe through your nose, darling. Relax that pretty throat. You look like you’re trying to swallow a jousting lance whole.”

Isabelle tried again, bobbing shallowly. Her tongue lay flat and uncertain beneath him, doing little more than cushioning the underside. Saliva gathered quickly—too quickly—and when she pushed deeper a second time, her throat spasmed. She pulled back with a splutter, a silvery strand of spit stretching from her lower lip to his glistening crown before snapping against her chin.

“Oh dear,” Anne murmured, laughter warm in her voice. She tucked a lock of blonde hair behind Isabelle’s ear. “Messy already. But such an enthusiastic mess. Look at you—choking so prettily on the king’s cock like a good little virgin should.”

Isabelle’s cheeks blazed, but she dove forward again without hesitation, lips sealing around him with renewed determination. This time she managed farther—three inches, perhaps four—before her throat rebelled once more. A wet, gagging sound bubbled up, half cough, half moan, and more saliva spilled down her chin, dripping onto Henry’s balls in warm rivulets.

Henry’s hand settled gently on the back of her head, not pushing, merely resting. “Christ, the noises she makes,” he rasped, hips flexing involuntarily. “Like a kitten trying to swallow cream and drowning in it.”

Anne laughed softly, wiping a thumb across Isabelle’s spit-slick chin only to spread it further. “Listen to her, my king. Our modest Belle—gagging and drooling all over the royal prick while her maidenhead stays perfectly intact below. How terribly lewd. The King of England fucking a virgin’s tiny throat while his well-used queen watches with a sore, dripping cunt.”

Isabelle whimpered around the mouthful, the vibration humming straight through Henry. She pulled back for air, coughing delicately, strings of saliva bridging her swollen lips to his shaft. Her face shone—cheeks, chin, even the tip of her nose glistening—but her eyes burned with stubborn resolve. Without prompting she plunged forward again, taking him deeper than before. Her throat fluttered, resisted, then yielded just enough for the head to nudge the tight ring at the back. Another wet choke, louder this time, and fresh spit cascaded down, soaking Henry’s groin and the sheets beneath.

“God’s teeth,” Henry growled, fingers tightening in her hair. “She’s dreadful at this and perfect all the same.”

Anne guided the cock back between Isabelle’s lips when it slipped free during a particularly enthusiastic bob. “There you are, darling. Open wider—yes, like that. Use your tongue now, swirl it around the crown. Feel how he throbs when you gag? That’s you pleasing him, sweet girl. Every messy choke, every pretty splutter—he loves it.”

Isabelle tried valiantly to follow instructions. Her tongue flicked experimentally along the underside, clumsy but earnest, while she pushed forward again. Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes—not from distress, but from the sheer effort of stretching her tiny throat around him. When she gagged this time, the sound was loud and wet, almost comical, and a fresh gush of saliva spilled over her lower lip to trickle between her small breasts.

Anne’s laughter was fond, filthy, delighted. “Look at the state of you, Belle. Choking yourself silly on the royal scepter while I sit beside you with a cunt so thoroughly fucked it still leaks yesterday’s spend. What would the court say if they could see their pious little lady-in-waiting reduced to a sloppy, eager mouth for the king?”

Isabelle’s only answer was another determined plunge. She managed to hold him deeper this time, throat working visibly around the intrusion, before pulling back with a wet pop and a desperate gasp. Strings of spit hung from her chin in silvery threads; her lips were puffy and red, eyes watery but shining with pride.

Henry’s hips rocked upward, chasing her mouth. “Enough teasing, sweet Belle. Take what you can—messy is more than welcome.”

Anne tucked more hair behind Isabelle’s ears, keeping the strands from sticking to her wet cheeks. “That’s it. Bob like you mean it. Let him feel how tight and useless your virgin throat is. Every gag is a gift, darling.”

Isabelle obeyed with endearing fervour, head moving faster now, the wet, choking sounds filling the chamber in a lewd symphony. Spit coated everything—Henry’s shaft gleaming, Isabelle’s chin and throat slick, droplets scattered across her chest. She gagged again, louder, tears finally spilling over, but never stopped—diving back each time with redoubled enthusiasm, determined to please.

Henry’s breathing roughened, thighs tensing beneath her hands. “Close,” he warned, voice gravel. “Going to spend down that pretty, messy throat if you keep—”

Isabelle moaned around him—an eager, muffled sound—and pushed deeper than ever, throat spasming in one final, glorious choke.

Anne leaned in to whisper against her ear, voice warm with wicked pride. “There’s my good girl. Swallow your king like the greedy little virgin you are.”

Henry’s groan was deep and triumphant as he came, hips bucking gently, flooding her mouth with pulse after pulse. Isabelle spluttered, swallowed what she could, the rest spilling from the corners of her lips to join the shining mess already painting her face.

When he finally slipped free, Isabelle sat back on her heels, breathless and dripping, spit and seed glistening on her chin. She looked utterly debauched—and utterly radiant.

Anne cupped her wet cheek, thumbing away a stray tear, and kissed her softly. “Perfect, darling. Absolutely perfect.”

Henry, still catching his breath, reached down to stroke Isabelle’s hair with surprising tenderness. “A most excellent first lesson,” he said, voice husky with satisfaction. “We shall have to schedule daily practice.”

Isabelle knelt back on her heels, chest heaving, the taste of Henry thick and salty on her tongue. Her face was a wreck—chin slick, lips swollen and shining, stray threads of spit and seed cooling on her throat and breasts. She ought to have been mortified. Any proper gentlewoman would have been scrambling for a basin and a cloth, praying for the floor to swallow her whole.

Instead a slow, radiant warmth bloomed behind her ribs, spreading outward until her fingertips tingled with it.

She had pleased him. The King of England—golden, mighty, the man whose mere glance in the gallery could set her heart racing—had spent down her clumsy, eager throat with a groan that still echoed in her ears. His hand had rested in her hair not to force but to praise, fingers stroking as though she were something precious. And Anne—clever, fearless Anne—had watched with laughing pride, guiding her, calling her perfect.

Perfect.

Isabelle’s eyes lifted shyly to her mistress. Anne lay sprawled beside Henry, dark hair tousled, small breasts rising and falling with satisfied breaths, thighs still parted in lazy invitation. There was a faint flush on her sharp cheekbones, a softness in her eyes that Isabelle rarely saw turned on anyone else. Anne looked almost… fond. Proud. As though Isabelle’s messy devotion had been the finest gift.

A helpless smile tugged at Isabelle’s sore lips.

No one at court understood Anne Boleyn. They called her ambitious, sharp-tongued, foreign, dangerous. They whispered that she had bewitched the king with French arts and ruthless scheming. Isabelle had once believed the whispers herself—until she entered Anne’s service and saw the truth.

Anne swept through life like a comet: bright, unafraid, refusing to dim herself for anyone. Where other women curtsied and waited to be chosen, Anne had looked at the most powerful man in England and decided he would be hers. She had danced circles around cardinals and queens, smiled at danger, and never once flinched. She had taken a quiet, trembling girl like Isabelle and shown her—without ever saying it outright—that a gentlewoman could be clever and bold and hungry all at once.

Isabelle adored her for it. Loved her with a fierce, aching loyalty that went deeper than duty or gratitude. Anne had remade the world inside Isabelle’s head: proved that modesty need not mean meekness, that desire was not shameful, that a woman could want and take and still be loved. Every time Anne laughed at some courtier’s pompous remark, every time she lifted her chin against Catherine’s cold disdain, Isabelle’s heart swelled with something close to worship.

And now Anne had shared the king with her. Had held her hair, wiped her chin, praised every clumsy gag and splutter as though Isabelle were performing miracles. Had looked at her with warm, wicked pride and called her perfect.

Isabelle’s throat tightened—not from the stretch of Henry’s cock this time, but from the sudden threat of tears. Happy tears. She would never betray this woman. Never. Not for favour, not for a crown, not for anything the world could offer. Anne was the bravest, sharpest, prettiest creature she had ever met, and Isabelle would follow her into fire if asked.

Henry’s large hand settled on her head again, thumb brushing a stray tear from her cheek. “Sweet Belle,” he murmured, voice rough with affection. “You’ve undone us both.”

Isabelle leaned into the touch, eyes shining. She glanced at Anne, found those dark eyes soft and knowing, and felt the warmth inside her chest expand until it seemed to fill the entire chamber.

She was messy, debauched, thoroughly ruined in appearance—and happier than she had ever been in her life. Because she had pleased her king. And, more than that, she had pleased the woman she loved most in the world.

For Anne, she would choke and drool and beg all over again. Gladly. Forever.


IV


The great hall at Greenwich buzzed with the usual morning clamor—petitioners in their finest velvets kneeling before the dais, scribes scratching furiously, the scent of beeswax and ambition thick in the air. Henry sat enthroned beneath the cloth of estate, broad shoulders filling the carved chair, his mood uncommonly sunny. He granted boons left and right: a manor here, a pardon there, a monopoly on wine imports to a beaming merchant who bowed so low his beard swept the rushes. Even the most grasping requests drew indulgent smiles rather than the expected thunder.

Anne sat at his right hand—exactly where a queen consort would sit, though no crown yet rested on her dark head. She wore deep emerald today, the color of triumph, the square neckline cut daringly low so that the upper swells of her small breasts caught the winter light whenever she moved. Her posture was perfect, chin high, but her eyes danced with private amusement. She knew precisely why the king was so generous this morning: he was still basking in the memory of her sore, eager cunt riding him to completion while sweet Belle drooled and gagged on the royal cock.

Wolsey stood to Henry’s left, scarlet robes immaculate, face a study in controlled fury. He had spoken barely ten words since the court assembled. His eyes—small, shrewd, burning—kept flicking to Anne with the intensity of a man measuring the distance for a dagger thrust. She met his gaze once, coolly, and allowed herself the tiniest curve of a smile.

The cardinal’s jowls trembled; he looked away first. Anne savored the victory. She knew he blamed her for everything: the king’s distraction, the stalled Great Matter, the scandalous whispers now threading through every corridor. Let him stew. His time was ending; hers was just beginning.

A stir at the far end of the hall announced Sir Thomas More—tall, spare, dressed in somber black like a crow among peacocks. He approached the dais with measured steps, bowed low, and requested a private audience. Henry’s brow furrowed; he disliked interruptions to his good humor. Yet More was an old friend, a man whose intellect he respected even when it vexed him. With a sigh, Henry waved the petitioners aside and gestured for the chancellor to approach.

Anne remained seated. She had no intention of moving.

More paused on the threshold, eyes narrowing at the sight of her still enthroned beside the king. “Your Majesty,” he said stiffly, “the matter I would raise is… delicate. Perhaps Mistress Boleyn might withdraw?”

Henry’s hand settled possessively on Anne’s knee beneath the cover of her skirts. “Mistress Boleyn remains where she is,” he said, voice mild but edged with steel. “She has my full confidence.”

More’s lips thinned. “Sire, with respect—”

Henry leaned forward, the indulgent mood cooling several degrees. “Have you forgotten, Thomas, which of us is king?”

The hall had gone very quiet; even the scribes’ quills had stilled. More flushed, bowed his head. “Forgive me, Your Majesty. I wished only to spare the lady’s delicate sensibilities. There are accusations circulating—vulgar in the extreme, and possibly baseless—which might distress her.”

Anne felt Henry’s fingers tighten on her knee. She met his glance—brief, conspiratorial—and had to press her lips together to suppress the smirk that threatened to bloom. Vulgar accusations. Oh, she could imagine.

The court had ears everywhere; someone had glimpsed or overheard enough to set tongues wagging about last night’s revels. Perhaps a guard had boasted, or a lady-in-waiting had peeked through a keyhole. The thought of pious Thomas More forced to repeat such tales in her presence was almost too delicious.

Henry’s expression remained bland, but amusement glinted in his blue eyes. “Speak plainly, Thomas. My lady is French-educated; I assure you her sensibilities are not so fragile as you fear.”

More’s throat worked. He cast one last unhappy glance at Anne—half plea, half accusation—then bowed again, deeper this time. “As Your Majesty commands.”

Anne allowed the smirk to surface at last, small and sharp as a dagger’s point. Let the game begin.

More cleared his throat, the sound sharp in the sudden hush of the side chamber. The petitioners had been dismissed; only Wolsey lingered in the doorway like a scarlet shadow, eyes averted but ears straining. Henry lounged in his chair, one arm draped possessively along the back of Anne’s seat, fingers idly brushing the nape of her neck beneath her dark hair. Anne sat very straight, hands folded in her lap, the picture of serene attention—though inside she was alight with wicked curiosity.

Which of her ladies had run tattling to the chancellor? Bridget, perhaps, with her raven hair and sharp tongue—she had always struck Anne as ambitious beneath the cool exterior. Or Felicity, whose perky breasts and innocent smiles hid a calculating heart. Eliza was too straightforward for such sly betrayal; Isabelle too loyal. Anne filed the question away to settle later in private.

More wrung his hands, the gesture almost theatrical. “Sire, the rumors are… persistent. It is said that last evening, in the royal presence chamber itself, Your Majesty entertained not one but two ladies in a manner most… indecorous. That garments were discarded, that acts of carnal excess took place before witnesses—including, God forgive me for repeating it, Cardinal Wolsey himself. That one of the ladies was Mistress Seymour, hitherto reputed chaste, and the other…” His gaze flicked to Anne, then away. “The other was Mistress Boleyn herself.”

Henry’s fingers stilled against Anne’s skin. His face remained bland, but Anne felt the subtle tension in his frame. She kept her own expression neutral, though the corner of her mouth twitched with the effort of suppressing a smile.

More pressed on, voice trembling with reluctant zeal. “There is talk of further impropriety this very morning—cries heard from Mistress Boleyn’s apartments, the king seen entering alone and remaining for hours. I come not to accuse, sire, but to beg you to consider the damage such tales inflict upon your sacred reputation, upon the realm’s moral order—”

Anne allowed herself a private, savage smile. What exactly did More hope to achieve? He stood before the sovereign lord of England, complaining that the sovereign lord had acted as he saw fit. Henry was the apex of power in this land; there was no higher court, no earthly authority to which More could appeal. If the chancellor found the king’s appetites distasteful, his only honest recourse was to pack his bags for Rome and take Wolsey with him. The thought was delicious: two pompous churchmen fleeing across the Channel, robes flapping like startled crows, leaving the field clear for her.

She indulged the fantasy a moment longer—Wolsey on a storm-tossed packet boat, clutching his cardinal’s hat while seasickness turned his face green—before dragging her attention back to More’s voice.

“…and while I hesitate to credit such calumnies against Your Majesty’s person,” More was saying, “the very circulation of them undermines the reverence due to the crown. I beg you, sire, to consider the peril to your immortal soul and to the stability of the kingdom.”

His tone was impeccably respectful, yet disapproval dripped from every syllable. Anne marveled at the folly of it. A man so clever, so learned, should know better. If he genuinely believed Henry incapable of such vigorous appetites, he ought to have dismissed the rumors outright and spared himself the embarrassment of this audience. If, on the other hand, he knew Henry well enough to credit the tales possible—likely, even—then he was playing a dangerously stupid game by sitting in judgment upon them. One did not chide a lion for hunting down its prey.

She studied More more closely. He was clever, no doubt: quick-witted, widely read, a graceful Latinist. Anne had even enjoyed a few conversations with him; he could be charming when he chose, and his hatred of war had earned her genuine respect. His book Utopia, though… she had found it a tedious stretch, a bloodless dream of perfect order that left her yawning. Henry used to speak fondly of old debates with More, hours spent sparring over philosophy and faith, but those days were long past. The friendship had cooled into strained courtesy, and Anne suspected More blamed her for the chill.

At bottom, she concluded, there was one irrevocable gulf between them. More’s vision of the good life was eerily sterile: a world where all danced to the same pious tune, where personal desire bowed to communal needs. In Utopia, liberty was sacrificed on the altar of the common good; individuality tolerated only insofar as it served the whole. To Anne, such existence sounded like slow suffocation—virtuous, perhaps, but devoid of fire, of risk, of joy.

Give her Henry’s England any day: messy, passionate, alive. A realm where a bold woman could reach for a crown and grasp it, where a king could take his pleasure without apology, where desire was not sin but celebration. Safety without liberty was a cage, however gilded. She would choose danger and delight every time.

More’s voice droned on, pious and ponderous, each word laced with that particular sanctimony that made her teeth ache. Anne watched his performance with growing impatience.

Why was she allowing this? Why sit silent while he wrung his hands and implied—nay, all but declared—that her presence at court was a moral contagion? She had Henry’s favor now, solid and blazing as the sun. Her wit was quicker than More’s, her tongue sharper. She could slice him to ribbons and make Henry laugh while doing it.

Enough.

She leaned forward slightly, the green silk of her gown whispering against the chair. “Your Majesty,” she said, voice clear and sweet, “might I beg leave to speak?”

Henry turned to her, eyes alight with anticipation. He had sensed the gathering storm; now he looked forward to the lightning. “By all means, madam. The floor is yours.”

More’s mouth opened, then closed. He had not expected the quarry to turn hunter.

Anne rose gracefully, smoothing her skirts, and fixed More with a smile that was all teeth. “Sir Thomas, you have come to warn His Majesty against the perils of carnal excess. Yet I wonder—have you considered the perils of intellectual excess? Your book Utopia, for instance. Such a charming little island, where everyone rises at the same hour, wears the same clothes, eats the same meals, and thinks the same thoughts. How… tragically, deeply dull.”

More stiffened. “It is a vision of harmony, madam, not tyranny.”

“Harmony achieved by forbidding travel outside the realm, by assigning every citizen a trade, and by abolishing private property altogether. One might almost call it a prison.”

Henry’s lips twitched.

More flushed. “The abolition of pride and greed brings peace. In Utopia there is no envy, no strife—”

“No jewelry either,” Anne interrupted smoothly. “No music or artistic expression. No conversation after supper unless it is improving. I confess, Sir Thomas, I tried to imagine living there. After three days I should have beat my head against the nearest fig tree—just to feel something.”

Henry barked a laugh, loud and genuine. Wolsey winced in the doorway.

More rallied. “You mistake restraint for oppression, madam. In Utopia, citizens are content because they lack the temptations that breed misery.”

“Content,” Anne repeated, tasting the word as though it were spoiled milk. “Like well-fed livestock. They toil in the fields by day, attend lectures by night, and if they dare to dream of something different—off to the magistrates for re-education. How noble. How safe. How utterly stagnant.”

She stepped closer, voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur that still carried to every corner. “Tell me, Sir Thomas—do the Utopians make love? Or is that scheduled too? A quarterly appointment between approved partners, lights out at the second bell, no unnecessary moaning lest it disturb the neighbors?”

Henry threw back his head and laughed again, the sound rolling through the chamber like summer thunder. Even some of the lingering courtiers beyond the door tittered behind their hands.

More’s ears turned crimson. “The book treats marriage with reverence—”

“Ah yes. A wife chosen for you, adultery punished by death. How romantic. One imagines the wedding night: the bride trembling with joy at the prospect of a lifetime of dutiful silence in the dark.”

Henry wiped his eyes, still chuckling. “God’s bones, Nan. You paint a grim picture.”

Anne dipped a mock curtsy. “Only reflecting the master’s canvas, sire.”

More opened his mouth, closed it, then tried once more. “Utopia is an ideal, madam, not a literal prescription—”

“An ideal where pleasure is suspect and desire a disease,” Anne finished gently. “Forgive me, Sir Thomas, but I prefer an England where a king may laugh, a woman may speak, and lovers may tumble without a magistrate taking notes.”

Henry’s laughter rang out again, warm and approving. He reached for Anne’s hand and drew her back to her seat, pressing a kiss to her knuckles. “Well said, my love. I believe we have heard quite enough moral philosophy for one morning.”

More bowed, stiff and defeated, his face a mask of thwarted righteousness. Wolsey, in the doorway, looked as though he had swallowed a lemon whole.

Anne settled beside Henry once more, heart thrumming with triumph. She caught More’s eye as he retreated and offered him the sweetest of smiles.

Let him write another book, she thought. This time she would supply the epilogue.

The hall emptied in a rustle of silks and hurried bows, Wolsey trailing out last with the air of a man carrying a boulder on his back. Anne rose, expecting Henry to summon his secretaries or perhaps call for music, but instead he caught her wrist and drew her through a side door into the small privy chamber beyond—one rarely used save for the most private audiences.

The room was warm, the fire high, tapestries muffling sound. A single cushioned settle faced the hearth; a low table held a flagon of wine and two goblets. Henry shut the door firmly, slid the bolt, and turned to her with a slow, predatory smile.

“A reward,” he said simply, voice low and rough with promise. “For the finest entertainment a king has enjoyed in years.”

Anne’s pulse quickened. She arched a brow, letting her emerald skirts sway as she stepped closer. “Entertainment, sire? I thought I was merely defending your royal prerogative.”

Henry caught her by the waist and pulled her against him, hands sliding down to cup her arse through the heavy velvet. “You were magnificent. More looked as though he’d swallowed a wasp. And every time you made me laugh, I pictured bending you over the throne right there in front of him.”

Anne shivered, feeling the hard line of him already pressing against her belly. “A pity you restrained yourself. I would not have minded the audience.”

He growled approval, mouth finding hers in a kiss that was all heat and possession. She opened to him at once, tasting wine and the faint salt of his skin, her fingers threading into his beard to hold him closer. When they broke apart, both breathing harder, he steered her backward until her thighs met the edge of the settle.

“Sit,” he commanded softly.

Anne obeyed, skirts pooling around her. Henry poured wine, handed her a goblet, then stood before her, slowly unfastening his doublet. The firelight gilded the broad expanse of his chest as fabric parted, revealing the powerful lines of muscle honed by years of jousting and hunting. He let the garment fall, then unlaced his shirt, peeling it away until he stood bare to the waist.

Anne sipped her wine, eyes feasting on him. “You are unfairly handsome, sire. It ought to be illegal for a king to look this fine so late in the afternoon.”

Henry grinned, stepping between her knees. “Flattery will get you thoroughly fucked, madam.”

“Promises, promises.”

He took the goblet from her hand, set it aside, and sank to his knees—a king kneeling to no one but her. Anne’s breath caught as he gathered her skirts, bunching the heavy emerald velvet and silk petticoats upward until they piled in her lap. Cool air kissed her thighs; she had worn no drawers this morning, knowing the day might bring rewards.

Henry’s large hands slid beneath her, lifting her slightly so he could spread her legs wide, hooking her knees over his shoulders. The position left her completely exposed—still faintly sore from their earlier play, cunt swollen and glistening with fresh arousal.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice reverent and filthy at once. “Still puffy from riding me this morning. Leaking my seed like a well-used queen.” He brushed a thumb through her folds, gathering the slickness, then brought it to his mouth and sucked it clean. “I swear your cunt drips the sweetest wine in England.”

Anne’s hips rolled involuntarily. “Then drink deep, my king.”

He did. His mouth settled over her cunt in one slow, deliberate lick from entrance to clit, tongue broad and hot. Anne moaned, fingers threading into his hair. He lapped at her steadily, savoring every fold, every drop of their mingled spend that still seeped from her. When he reached her clit he circled it with the flat of his tongue, then sucked gently, drawing a sharp cry from her throat.

“God, yes—right there—”

Henry hummed approval, the vibration making her thighs tremble. He slid two thick fingers inside her, curling them to stroke that secret spot that turned her voice to broken gasps. She was tender, yes, but the ache only sharpened the pleasure, made every thrust of his fingers feel like a claim.

“You took me so beautifully this morning,” he said against her flesh, words muffled and wet. “Rode your king like you were born for it. And now you spread for my tongue like the greediest little wanton in Christendom.”

Anne laughed breathlessly, hips grinding against his mouth. “Your wanton. Always.”

He rewarded her with a harder suck, fingers pumping faster, until she was panting, thighs clamped around his head. When she came it was sudden and fierce, back arching off the settle, a low keen spilling from her lips as her cunt pulsed around his fingers.

Henry didn’t stop. He gentled his touch, lapping softly through the aftershocks until she tugged at his hair in overwhelmed protest.

“My King—I shall come again—”

He lifted his head, beard glistening, eyes dark with satisfaction. “Good.” He rose, unfastening his codpiece with one hand while the other kept stroking her throbbing clit in lazy circles. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed, already leaking at the tip.

Anne reached for him eagerly, guiding him to her entrance. He pushed in slowly, letting her feel every inch stretch her tender walls. They both groaned at the joining—full, perfect, intimate.

Henry braced one hand beside her head, the other cupping her arse to tilt her hips. He began to move in long, deep strokes, eyes locked on hers. “My clever, wicked queen,” he whispered between thrusts. “My bold, brave love. Come for me again.”

Anne wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting each thrust with a roll of her hips. The room filled with the wet sounds of their joining, her breathless moans, his low growls of pleasure. When she came the second time it was softer, deeper, a rolling wave that left her trembling and clinging to him.

Henry remained buried deep inside her, unmoving for the moment, letting the warmth of their joining settle around them like a shared secret. The fire crackled softly; beyond the bolted door the palace hummed with distant voices, but in this small chamber there was only the sound of their breathing and the faint rustle of emerald velvet against skin.

He brushed a stray lock of dark hair from her forehead, thumb lingering on her cheekbone. “Do you know what truly undoes me, Nan?” he asked, voice low, almost wondering. “It is not merely this—” His hips flexed gently, pushing his cock a fraction deeper, and Anne’s breath caught at the sweet pressure—”though Christ knows this is paradise. It is you. Your mind. Your vivacity. The way you skewered poor More with a smile and made me laugh while you did it. Other queens are timid things, folding themselves small to fit a husband’s mood. But you… you blaze. You challenge me, amuse me, keep me sharp. I fear I can never go back to a woman who cannot make me laugh as hard as she makes me spend.”

The confession spilled out of him like warm wine, unguarded and earnest. Anne felt it settle in her chest, a glow brighter than the firelight. She loved him fiercely in that moment, her heart cracking wider to make space for it.

To cover the sudden tightness in her throat she tilted her head, letting her lower lip pout in mock disappointment. “Only my mind, sire? I am wounded. I had hoped you were utterly enslaved by my breasts—the talk of the French court, you know. Small, perhaps, but so very pert.” She cupped them in her palms, lifting them toward him, thumbs brushing her own nipples until they tightened visibly. Henry’s eyes darkened.

“Or perhaps my legs,” she continued, voice husky now. She unhooked one from around his waist and trailed her foot slowly up his calf, over the hard muscle of his thigh. “Long enough to wrap around a king’s waist, they said in Paris.”

Henry’s breath hitched; his cock gave an appreciative throb inside her.

“Or my arse,” she whispered, reaching behind herself to squeeze one firm cheek, arching so he could feel the shift around his buried length. “Pretty and tight, perfect for a royal handprint.”

A groan rumbled from his chest. “Nan—”

“Or this.” She clenched deliberately around him, a slow, wicked pulse. “My tight harlot’s cunt, still tender from taking you twice today, still greedy for more. I thought these were what kept you coming back.”

Henry’s hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave faint marks. “All of them,” he rasped. “God, all of them. I love every inch of this wicked body—your breasts that fit my palms so perfectly, your cunt that milks me like it was made for my cock alone.”

He thrust once, slow and deep, to punctuate the words. “But it is your soul I love most, Anne. Your bright, sunlit, fearless soul. It lights up every room you enter. Even when it scares me a little.”

Anne stilled, searching his face. “Scares you?” she echoed softly, surprised.

He settled deeper into her, as though burrowing for safety inside her warmth. “I could not have dispatched More with such ruthless grace,” he admitted, rueful. “You flayed him with wit and made it look effortless. You do not know your own power when you speak. Sometimes I wonder what would happen if you ever turned that pretty mouth against me.”

Anne’s smile curved slow and dangerous. She leaned in until their lips almost touched, her inner muscles fluttering around him in teasing pulses. “That,” she whispered, “I cannot promise to avoid. For I do so love turning my pretty mouth on you—or around you—taking you deep until you forget your own name.”

Henry groaned again, louder this time, hips jerking involuntarily. “Minx,” he growled, but there was laughter in it, and wonder, and something tender that made her heart ache sweetly.

She kissed him then—slow, lingering, pouring every ounce of the love his confession had kindled into the slide of her tongue against his. When they parted, foreheads still touching, she whispered against his lips, “I will never turn against you, my love. Never betray your love and confidence. I am your own forever.”

He exhaled shakily, arms tightening around her until she was cradled fully against his chest, still joined, still one. “Then I am the luckiest king alive,” he murmured into her hair. “And the most thoroughly entranced.”

Anne smiled into the warm skin of his neck, clenching around him once more—just enough to feel him throb in answer. “Good,” she said softly. “For I intend to keep you that way.”

Anne felt Henry’s confession settle over her like warm silk, wrapping around her heart and tugging lower, to the insistent throb between her thighs. His words—raw, honest, adoring—kindled something fierce and possessive in her. She loved him for seeing her, body and soul—and she wanted, suddenly and urgently, to reward him in the way she knew best: on her knees, mouth open, proving herself the undisputed master of his pleasure.

Isabelle had taken his spend this morning, sweet clumsy angel that she was—gagging and drooling and earning it through sheer endearing helplessness. Anne’s pride prickled at the memory. She would claim his release the proper way: through wicked skill, practised talent, every inch of her throat a deliberate gift.

She slid from his lap with deliberate grace, emerald skirts pooling around her knees as she sank to the cold stone floor of the privy chamber. Henry’s cock—still half-hard from their earlier joining—twitched at the sight, rising fully as she looked up at him through dark lashes.

Two wicked notions flashed through her mind at once. First: Henry loved it when his girls were messy for him. The memory of his groans when Isabelle’s spit had dripped down her small breasts still rang in Anne’s ears. Second: he loved ruin. The thought of a bold woman stripped of dignity, left trembling and exposed, always set his blood afire.

And Anne had never particularly liked this gown. The velvet itched.

She reached up, caught his hand, and pressed a kiss to his palm. “Ruin me, my lord,” she whispered, voice low and husky. “Tear this dress from my body. Rip it to rags so I have nothing left to wear. Force me to flee naked through the corridors, past gaping courtiers and scandalised ladies. Let the entire court see what their future queen looks like after her king has used her thoroughly.”

Henry’s breath hitched. His fingers trembled against her cheek. “Temptress,” he growled, eyes blazing. “You know I cannot. I would not risk you being seen—”

Anne shushed him with a finger to his lips, smiling wickedly. “It is only a phantasm, my love. A story we tell each other in this private room. Yet indulge it. Ruin the dress. Tear it asunder. Leave me shivering and naked on the stone while you take your pleasure. I have been an outrageous minx today—cheeking your chancellor in open court, refusing to submit to Wolsey. My bottom deserves a spanking, my pride a thorough humbling.”

Henry hesitated, jaw tight with suppressed longing.

Anne took his hand and placed it firmly in the deep square of her bodice, pressing his palm against the warm upper swells of her breasts. “Fucking ruin it,” she said, voice steady and commanding. “I hate this gown. It itches. Sweet Belle will bring me another. Now take me hard and rough, Henry. And call me names… I have missed that dreadfully.”

The dam broke.

Henry’s hand fisted in the velvet. With a low, animal sound he yanked—hard. The expensive fabric tore with a satisfying rip, seams splitting down the front in a jagged line. Another savage pull and the bodice parted completely, laces snapping like twigs. Cool air rushed over Anne’s suddenly bared breasts; her nipples tightened at the exposure. Henry did not stop.

Emerald velvet shredded under his fingers; he tore the sleeves from her shoulders, wrenched the skirt until it hung in tatters around her waist. Anne gasped, half from the thrill of exposure, half from pure arousal. He ripped the remaining scraps away until she knelt utterly naked save for her stockings and garters, gooseflesh rising on her arms, nipples tight and dark in the firelight.

“Christ,” he rasped, staring down at her. “Look at you. My proud, clever queen, stripped bare on her knees like a common harlot.”

Anne’s cunt clenched at the words. She looked up at him, lips parted, and took his cock in one hand. “Exactly as I deserve,” she murmured. “Now fuck my throat, sire. Fuck your filthy French whore.”

She opened her mouth and took him in—one smooth, practiced glide until her lips met the base, nose buried in the golden hair at his groin. Henry groaned, hips jerking. Anne held him there, throat working around his length, then pulled back slowly, tongue swirling, letting thick strands of saliva coat him before plunging down again.

Henry’s hands tangled in her loose dark hair. “Greedy slut,” he growled. “Swallowing your king like you were made for it.”

Anne hummed around him, the vibration drawing another curse. She pulled off just long enough to taunt, spit already shining on her chin. “Is that the best you can manage, sire? I expected more from England’s mightiest cock.”

His eyes flashed. He gripped her hair tighter and thrust—harder than she had been fucked in months. The head of his cock battered the back of her throat; Anne gagged deliberately, letting the sound spill wet and obscene into the quiet room. Saliva flooded her mouth; she let it drool down her chin in silvery threads, dripping onto her breasts.

Henry’s rhythm grew rougher. “Take it, then. Take every inch, you insolent little cunt.”

Anne’s eyes watered, but she met his gaze with defiant heat. She pulled back again, gasping, spit stringing from her swollen lips to his glistening shaft. “Still so gentle,” she mocked breathlessly. “I thought you meant to ruin me. Or is the great Henry Tudor afraid he’ll break his wanton little whore?”

The growl that tore from his throat was almost feral. He hauled her forward by the hair and fucked her mouth in earnest—deep, punishing strokes that stretched her throat, made her gag and choke and drool uncontrollably. Spit poured down her neck, pooled between her breasts, slicked her nipples until they gleamed. Tears tracked her cheeks, but Anne only moaned around him, the vibration spurring him on.

“Filthy little creature,” he snarled, hips snapping. “Such a proud, clever mouth—now nothing but a wet hole for my cock. Look at you—drooling like a bitch in heat, tits shining with your own spit. You dared mock me? Now choke on it, Mistress Boleyn.”

Anne’s cunt throbbed at every word. She reached between her legs, fingers sliding easily through her soaked folds, rubbing her clit in frantic circles. The degradation—his grip bruising her scalp, his cock battering her throat, the mess coating her skin—sent pleasure spiraling through her.

She pulled off once more, coughing, spit cascading down her chest in thick rivulets. “Still not enough,” she gasped, voice hoarse. “I asked you to fuck me harder. Disappointing, Your Majesty.”

Henry’s control snapped. He dragged her back onto him and thrust so deep her nose ground against his pelvis, holding her there until her throat spasmed and fresh tears spilled. When he let her breathe she came up gasping, coughing, spit bubbling at her lips—yet immediately sank down again, taking him to the root with deliberate, worshipful slowness.

“That’s it,” he rasped, voice ragged now. “Swallow me whole, you arrogant whore. Show me why no mouth in England—no mouth in Europe—can compare.”

Anne did. She worked him with every trick she knew—throat relaxing to take him impossibly deep, tongue swirling along the underside, cheeks hollowing on the upstroke. Spit coated everything: her chin, her neck, her breasts in shining sheets. She gagged loudly, messily, deliberately—knowing how the sound undid him—then hummed around his length until his thighs shook.

Henry’s rhythm faltered. “Going to spend,” he warned, voice breaking. “Going to paint that clever face—”

Anne pulled back at the last second, keeping just the head between her swollen lips, tongue flicking the sensitive underside. Her hand pumped the shaft in quick, slick strokes. “Do it,” she urged, voice raw. “Come all over your filthy French whore. Mark me. Ruin me completely.”

Henry’s roar echoed off the stone walls as he came—thick ropes of spend striping her face, her open mouth, her cheeks, dripping down to join the mess already coating her breasts. Anne milked every pulse, swallowing what landed on her tongue, letting the rest paint her skin in hot, obscene claim.

When he finished, shuddering, she stayed on her knees, breathing hard, face and chest a glistening ruin of spit and seed. She looked up at him through wet lashes and smiled—slow, triumphant, utterly sated.

Henry sank to his knees in front of her, cupping her messy face with trembling hands. “Christ, Nan,” he whispered hoarsely. “No one—no one—has ever taken me like that.”

Anne leaned into his touch, nuzzling his palm like a cat. “Good,” she murmured, voice rough from use. “I intend to remain your undisputed queen.”

He laughed softly, pulling her into his arms despite the mess, holding her close against his chest. They stayed there on the stone floor, naked and sticky and breathless, the ruined emerald gown in tatters around them.


Part II


Nancy: Tart with a Heart


A couple of young ladies called to see the young gentleman; one of whom was named Bet, and the other Nancy. They wore a good deal of hair, not very neatly turned up behind, and were rather untidy about the shoes and stockings. Being remarkably free and agreeable in their manners, Oliver thought them very nice girls indeed, as there is no doubt they were.


—CHAPTER IX, OLIVER TWIST, CHARLES DICKENS, 1838
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POLICE INTELLIGENCE—OLD BAILEY SESSIONS.


HORRIBLE ATTEMPTED MURDER IN WHITECHAPEL—
APPREHENSION AND DEATH OF A NOTORIOUS BURGLAR—
EXECUTION OF AN INFAMOUS RECEIVER OF STOLEN GOODS.


The metropolis has of late been much agitated by accounts of daring outrages committed by a band of desperate characters infesting the low neighbourhoods of Spitalfields and Whitechapel. We have now the melancholy satisfaction of recording the final overthrow of two of the principal actors in these nefarious transactions.

It appears that one Mr. William Sikes, 35, a man of ferocious aspect and brutal habits, long known to the police as a housebreaker and footpad, entertained an ill-fated passion for a young woman named Nancy, 18, with whom he cohabited in a wretched lodging in Field Lane. This unfortunate female, it is rumoured, had lately shown signs of repentance for her former course of life, and had entered into communication with persons of respectability, with a view to extricating herself from the criminal associations by which she was surrounded.

The notorious pickpocket and thief Fagin, age uncertain, a well-known receiver of stolen property, and the reputed chief of a numerous gang of juvenile thieves, having reason to suspect Nancy of treachery, deliberately inflamed the passions of Sikes by representing to him that she had betrayed their secrets to the authorities. This diabolical insinuation, artfully conveyed, produced the desired effect upon the mind of the ruffian, who vowed vengeance in the most dreadful terms.

On the night of Tuesday last, about the hour of eleven, Sikes repaired to the lodging in Field Lane, armed with a loaded pistol, with the fell intention of putting an end to the life of the unhappy woman. He gained admittance under pretence of ordinary business, and was in the very act of raising his weapon to accomplish his murderous purpose, when the door was unexpectedly opened by Betsy, 19, a female companion who shared the apartments with Nancy.

The shrieks of Betsy, who instantly perceived the raised pistol and the ferocious countenance of Sikes, resounded through the house and into the street. By a providential interposition, a police constable of the G division, who chanced to be passing at that moment on his beat, heard the cries and rushed to the spot. Sikes, perceiving himself discovered, sprang towards the door in an attempt to escape; but the officer, with commendable presence of mind, discharged his pistol at the fugitive, the ball entering the body near the heart. The wretched man fell mortally wounded upon the threshold, and expired almost immediately, without uttering a syllable.

Nancy, who had thrown herself upon her knees in terror, was found unharmed, though in a state of extreme agitation. She was conveyed to a place of safety, and medical assistance promptly procured.

Intelligence of this tragic occurrence having reached the proper authorities, search was instantly made for Fagin, the instigator of the crime. The old man was apprehended the following morning in a low ken in Saffron Hill, where he was discovered in the act of disposing of several articles of stolen plate. He made no resistance, but appeared greatly dejected, and muttered incoherent exclamations of innocence.

CENTRAL CRIMINAL COURT.—WEDNESDAY.


The trial of Fagin for felony, and for being accessory before the fact to an attempt to murder, commenced before Mr. Justice ——— and a respectable jury.

The evidence was of the clearest description. Betsy, the principal witness, deposed positively to the declarations made by Sikes in her earshot, in which he accused Nancy of betraying both Fagin and himself, and avowed his determination to “do for her.”

Nancy herself, though much affected, gave her testimony with firmness. She confessed her former connexion with the gang, but solemnly declared that her recent communications had been made solely from motives of repentance, and with no design to injure any individual beyond preventing further crimes.

Mr. Noah Claypole, 20, was then called, and after being assured of the protection promised him, gave a connected and circumstantial account of the whole system of villainy carried on by Fagin and Sikes. In consideration of the value of his evidence, and of his having turned informer against his late master, the Crown has been graciously pleased to grant him a free pardon.

The learned Judge, in summing up, observed that the case presented one of the most atrocious combinations of malice and depravity which had ever come under his notice. The prisoner had, by false and wicked suggestions, deliberately incited a fellow-creature to the commission of murder, and had thereby forfeited all claim to mercy.

The jury, without retiring, returned a verdict of Guilty.

EXECUTION.


Yesterday morning, at the usual hour, the wretched Fagin expiated his crimes upon the scaffold before the debtors’ door of Newgate. An immense concourse of persons assembled to witness the melancholy spectacle.

The culprit appeared much changed since his trial. He ascended the scaffold with tottering steps, supported by the turnkeys, and seemed scarcely sensible of his awful situation. The Ordinary having performed the last offices of religion, the drop fell, and in a few moments the miserable man was no more.

Thus has perished one of the most consummate villains that ever disgraced the metropolis; and it is to be hoped that his fate will serve as a salutary warning to those who, under pretence of poverty or necessity, associate with the depraved and criminal classes.

We trust that the unhappy Nancy, preserved by a merciful Providence from a violent and untimely end, may yet be restored to society, and that her example may prove the means of reclaiming others who have unhappily strayed from the paths of virtue.


VI


LONDON, 1841


THREE YEARS LATER


The door of their third-floor room gave its familiar groan as Nancy shouldered it open, letting in a draught that smelled of coal smoke and river mud. Betsy followed close behind, kicking the door shut with one boot, cheeks pink from the winter air.

“God’s teeth, it’s colder than a miser’s heart out there,” Betsy said, rubbing her gloved hands together. “But I’ve got three shillings and a half-crown extra in my pocket, so who’s the winner tonight, eh?”

Nancy laughed, low and throaty, and tugged the ribbon from her hair so the black waves spilled down her back. “You’re the winner, love. I only managed two quid and a promise of more tomorrow if I’m ‘extra sweet.’ The old goat said he’d bring me a new pair of stockings if I let him—”

“—spit in your mouth and call you his little London flower?” Betsy finished, grinning. “Lucky for him you love it. Mine wanted me on my knees reciting the Lord’s Prayer while he—”

They both dissolved into laughter, the sound bright and easy in the dim room. The place was small, the walls patched with newspaper, a single tallow candle spitting on the deal table. But it was theirs, and the moment the latch clicked home the world outside—its catcalls, its cold fingers, its copper coins—fell away like shed skin.

“Come here, you filthy cow,” Nancy said fondly, catching Betsy by the waist and pulling her close. Their mouths met first, tasting of gin and tobacco and the faint iron of bitten lips, then hands began their familiar, greedy dance.

Betsy’s fingers were deft despite the day’s grime. She unlaced Nancy’s stays with quick, wicked tugs, cooing as the fabric parted and Nancy’s swollen breasts spilled free. They were heavy now, the skin taut and faintly veined, the dark nipples standing proud and—miraculously—still comparatively clean after a long day tucked beneath chemise and stays.

“Look at these beauties,” Betsy murmured, cupping them with reverence. “Still so pretty, even when the rest of us looks like we’ve been dragged through a coal hole.” She bent and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the upper curve of one breast, then another, before taking the left nipple between her lips with a soft, hungry sound.

Nancy sighed, the tension of the day pouring out of her in a long, shuddering breath. Nothing—nothing—unravelled her like this: Betsy’s hot, wet mouth sealed around her, tongue lapping slow lazy circles, then sucking harder, coaxing, demanding.

“Your turn,” Nancy whispered, voice already thickening. She pushed Betsy’s bodice down to her waist, baring the smaller, pert breasts with their pale pink tips. Betsy’s nipples were always a little chapped from the cold and the constant attention they received, but tonight they looked especially eager, flushed and tight.

Nancy didn’t tease. She simply bent and drew one deep into her mouth, sucking with steady, rhythmic pulls that made Betsy’s knees buckle.

“Fuck—yes—like that,” Betsy gasped, fingers threading into Nancy’s dark hair. “God, I’ve been thinking about this since that fat alderman spent half an hour licking my quim like it owed him money.”

Nancy hummed around the nipple in her mouth, the vibration making Betsy whimper. She released it with a wet pop, just long enough to speak.

“Tell me,” she said, voice husky. “Every filthy detail. I want to hear how you earned your supper, love.”

Betsy grinned, wicked and bright, even as her hips rocked forward in helpless little jerks.

“He wanted me bent over the table in the back parlour of the Blue Boar. Kept calling me his ‘little London sparrow’ while he rutted like a bull. I swear he came so hard I felt it splash halfway up my back. Had to wipe me down with his own silk handkerchief after—serves him right for being so free with his spunk.”

Nancy laughed against Betsy’s breast, then sucked harder, tongue flicking the very tip. “That’s my clever girl. Did you make him lick you clean after?”

“Course I did. Told him if he wanted another go next week he’d better get his tongue busy. He did. Sloppy, eager thing. Nearly drowned the poor bastard.”

Nancy’s own cunt was throbbing now, slick and hot beneath her skirts. She reached down, rucked them up, and guided Betsy’s hand between her thighs.

“Feel that?” she breathed. “That’s what thinking about you getting fucked does to me.”

Betsy’s fingers slid through the wetness, found the swollen pearl, and began a slow, knowing rub. “Your turn, love. Tell me about the dock-hand with the big cock. The one who likes to suckle you while he fucks you.”

Nancy groaned, hips rolling into Betsy’s touch. “He came to the usual place behind the warehouse. Paid double because I’m—well—” She gestured at the gentle swell of her belly. “Said he wanted to taste what I’ve been making. Laid me back on the crates, skirts up round my ears, and latched on like a starving man. Sucked so hard I swear I felt it down in my womb. Kept saying ‘give it to me, love, give me your milk’ while he ploughed me slow and deep. I came twice before he even spent—once from his mouth alone.”

Betsy moaned around Nancy’s nipple, sucking with renewed hunger. A tiny bead of milk appeared at the tip; she lapped it up with a greedy little whimper.

“More,” she begged against the wet skin. “Tell me more while I drink you.”

Nancy’s voice cracked with pleasure. “He kept it inside me the whole time while he drank—suck, thrust, suck, thrust—like he couldn’t decide which he wanted more. When he finally came he growled against my tit and spilled so much I could feel it running down my thighs after. Then he kissed the mark he’d made and called me his good little milch-cow.”

Betsy shuddered, her own cunt clenching around nothing. She pushed two fingers inside Nancy, curling them, pumping slow and filthy.

“You love it, don’t you?” she whispered. “Being their dirty little secret. Their swollen, leaking prize.”

“God, yes,” Nancy admitted, shameless. “I love it when they beg. When they’re on their knees for it. Makes me feel like the richest lady in London.”

Betsy switched breasts, latching on to the right one now, sucking with fierce, focused pulls. Nancy’s milk let down in a thin sweet stream; Betsy drank with soft, grateful noises, her fingers never stopping their work between Nancy’s legs.

“Come for me, love,” Betsy murmured around the nipple. “Come thinking about how many cocks you’ll take tomorrow. How many mouths will suck these pretty tits while they fuck you stupid.”

Nancy’s head fell back. The pleasure built fast and merciless—Betsy’s clever fingers, Betsy’s hungry mouth, the warm spill of her own milk, the filthy litany of their shared day.

She came with a broken cry, thighs shaking, cunt pulsing hard around Betsy’s fingers. Betsy drank her through it, milking her breast in time with every spasm until Nancy was trembling, spent, laughing weakly against Betsy’s hair.

When Nancy could breathe again she pulled Betsy up for a long, lazy kiss—tasting milk and salt and themselves.

“Your turn,” she said, voice still rough. She guided Betsy down onto the narrow bed, pushed her thighs apart, and settled between them. “Now tell me every wicked thing you did today while I lick this sweet cunt until you scream.”

Betsy’s smile was slow, sated, and utterly wicked.

“Only if you promise to suck my tits raw afterwards.”

Nancy bent her head, already smiling against slick skin.

“Deal.”

The candle had burned low, throwing soft, flickering shadows across their tangled limbs on the narrow bed. Nancy lay propped against the thin pillows, skirts still rucked up around her hips, thighs parted shamelessly while Betsy knelt between them, face already buried once more between her friend’s swollen breasts. The air smelled of sweat, cheap perfume, spilled milk, and the sharp, intimate musk of their cunts.

Betsy’s mouth worked with single-minded greed. She’d latched onto the right nipple again, sucking in long, slow pulls that made Nancy’s back arch off the mattress. A thin thread of milk leaked from the corner of Betsy’s lips; she chased it with her tongue, then sealed her mouth tighter, cheeks hollowing.

“Fuck, look at you leaking for me,” Betsy murmured against the wet skin, voice thick and pleased. “Such a ripe little mother tonight. All that milk just waiting for our greedy mouths.”

Nancy groaned, fingers knotting in Betsy’s blonde hair, tugging just hard enough to earn a delighted hum. “Keep talking like that and I’ll flood you, love. You want it? Want me to drench that pretty face?”

“God, yes.” Betsy switched breasts without breaking rhythm, teeth grazing the areola in a teasing scrape. “Give it all to me. Let me drink you dry while I finger this sloppy cunt of yours. Tell me how many men sucked these tits today. How many paid extra just to nurse at your nipple while they fucked you.”

Nancy’s hips rolled up into Betsy’s hand. Two fingers were buried deep inside her, curling against that sweet spot, thumb circling her clit in slow, filthy strokes.

“Three,” she gasped. “First was that clerk from the counting-house—thin little thing with soft hands. He wanted me in the alley behind the Exchange. Kept his coat open so no one would see, then latched on like he’d die if he didn’t get a taste. Sucked so gentle at first, then harder when the milk came. Kept moaning ‘more, please, more’ against my skin while he rutted quick and desperate. Came in under a minute, the poor bastard, all over my skirts. Paid full price, though.”

Betsy moaned around the nipple, the sound vibrating straight down to Nancy’s core. She sucked harder, pulling another thin jet of milk into her mouth, swallowing with obvious relish.

“Second was the chimney sweep,” Nancy went on, voice cracking. “Big hands, bigger cock. Bent me over the back of his cart in the yard. Said he’d been thinking about my milk all week. Sucked one tit while he fucked me from behind, then switched to the other like he couldn’t decide which tasted sweeter. Kept growling about how full I am, how he could feel my tits leak while he was buried balls-deep. Made me come just from the suction alone—Christ, Betsy, the way he pulled, like he wanted to drink me empty.”

Betsy lifted her head just long enough to speak, lips shiny with milk, cheeks flushed. “And the third? Don’t skimp on the details, love.”

Nancy’s laugh was breathless, half moan. “The third was that old sea-captain with the scarred face. Paid a sovereign to have me in his room above the tavern. Made me sit on his lap facing him, skirts up, and ride him slow while he nursed. Kept one hand on my belly, the other squeezing my tit nice and slow. Said ‘let it down for me, girl, show me what a good milkmaid you are.’ I did. Fuck, I let it all go—spurted right into his mouth while he thrust up into me. He drank and drank until I was shaking, then flipped me onto the bed and fucked me again, mouth never leaving my breast. Called me his ‘sweet dripping slut’ the whole time. When he spent he bit down just enough to make me gasp—I came just from that, then licked the mark right in front of him.”

Betsy’s fingers sped up inside her, three now, stretching her open, pumping in time with the hard, rhythmic sucks on her nipple. Milk flowed freely; Betsy let some dribble down Nancy’s ribs just so she could chase it with her tongue, licking long stripes up the underside of the breast.

“You’re so fucking full,” Betsy whispered, voice reverent and filthy all at once. “So heavy with it. Look how they’re leaking just from me playing with them. Imagine tomorrow—another half-dozen cocks wanting a taste of what’s mine. They’ll pay through the nose for it, won’t they? Beg to suck the milk right out of you while they fuck this greedy little hole.”

Nancy’s head thrashed against the pillow. “Yes—fuck—yes. They’ll line up for it. Want to watch me leak while they pound me. Want to hear me beg them to drink me dry.”

Betsy released the nipple with a wet pop, only to latch onto the other one even more fiercely. She sucked in deep, pulsing pulls, coaxing the milk in rhythmic jets that made Nancy whimper with every swallow.

“Come on, love,” Betsy urged between gulps. “Come for me. Come while I suckle you like the perfect little milk-whore you are. Let me feel this cunt clench around my fingers while you flood my mouth. Give it to me—every drop, every filthy thought of tomorrow’s cocks, tomorrow’s mouths.”

Nancy shattered.

Her back bowed, thighs clamping around Betsy’s wrist as the orgasm ripped through her. Milk spurted in hot little arcs; Betsy caught it all, drinking greedily, moaning into her breast as Nancy pulsed and shook beneath her. The pleasure rolled on and on, wrung from her by Betsy’s relentless mouth and fingers until Nancy was sobbing with it, laughing through the aftershocks, tears of pure, overwhelming bliss streaking her cheeks.

When she finally stilled, Betsy lifted her head, lips swollen and glistening, chin wet with milk. She crawled up Nancy’s body, kissing her slow and deep, letting her taste herself on Betsy’s tongue.

“My turn now,” Betsy whispered against Nancy’s mouth, already guiding one of Nancy’s hands down between her own thighs. “Suck me raw while I tell you how that alderman fucked my arse today. And don’t you dare stop milking these tits until I scream.”

Nancy’s mouth was already on Betsy before the last tremor had left her own body. She pushed Betsy flat onto the thin mattress, knees wide, skirts shoved up to her waist like an offering. The candlelight caught the slick shine between Betsy’s thighs—pink and swollen, glistening from the long tease of watching Nancy leak and come.

Betsy’s breath hitched as Nancy settled between her legs, dark hair spilling over pale skin like ink on parchment. Nancy didn’t rush. She kissed the soft inner curve of one thigh, then the other, letting her breath ghost over the aching centre of Betsy’s cunt.

“You’re dripping, love,” Nancy murmured, voice low and amused. “All that talk of milking me and now look at you—cunt weeping for attention like a neglected little whore.”

Betsy laughed, breathless and wicked. “Then give it some, you cruel cow. I’ve been good. I drank every drop you gave me.”

Nancy hummed agreement, then dragged the flat of her tongue in one slow, deliberate stripe from entrance to clit. Betsy’s hips bucked; Nancy pinned them down with strong hands, fingers digging into the soft flesh just enough to remind her who was in charge tonight.

“Tell me,” Nancy said against the slick folds, lips brushing Betsy’s clit with every word. “Tell me about that alderman and his fat cock in your arse. Every filthy inch of it. I want to taste how much you loved being used.”

Betsy groaned, head falling back against the pillow, one hand already reaching to cup her own breast, pinching the pale pink nipple until it stood tight and eager.

“He had me on all fours on the rug in front of the fire,” she began, voice catching as Nancy sucked gently at her clit, then released it with a soft pop. “Told me to spread myself wide—said he wanted to see what he’d paid for. I did. Reached back and pulled my cheeks apart so he could watch his spit drip down my crack first. He liked that—called me his ‘dirty little London tart’ while he worked two thick fingers in, stretching me open.”

Nancy rewarded her with a long, slow lick, tongue circling the entrance before pushing inside, fucking her shallowly while Betsy kept talking.

“He was impatient after that. Spat right onto my hole, smeared it around with the head of his prick—thick as my wrist, love, I swear—and then he just… pushed. Slow at first, making me feel every inch splitting me open. I whined like a bitch in heat. Felt so good I couldn’t help it. He laughed—low and pleased—and told me to take it like the greedy slut I am.”

Nancy moaned into her cunt, the vibration making Betsy’s thighs tremble. She added two fingers alongside her tongue, pumping slow and deep, curling them against that sweet spot inside while her thumb found Betsy’s clit again.

“Keep going,” Nancy ordered, voice muffled against wet flesh. “Tell me how he fucked you. How he made you beg.”

Betsy’s hips rocked helplessly. “He started slow—long, deep thrusts that made me see stars. Kept one hand on my hip, the other reaching round to play with my tits. Pinched my nipples just hard enough to make me moan, then soothed them with his thumb. Said he could feel me clenching around him every time he tugged. Told me I was made for this—made to be fucked in every hole, milked dry by any cock that wanted me.”

Nancy sucked Betsy’s clit between her lips, flicking her tongue in quick, merciless strokes. Betsy’s words broke into a string of curses.

“Fuck—yes—he sped up then. Pounded me so hard the rug burned my knees. Kept talking filth the whole time—’look at this tight little arse taking me so well’, ‘such a perfect hole for my cock’, ‘bet you’d let half the tavern have a turn if I paid enough’.”

Nancy laughed, low and proud. “You would, too. Filthy little creature. Did you at least make him come first?”

Betsy shook her head, eyes cloudy with the memory of it. “Couldn’t. Couldn’t stop myself. I came first—screaming into my arm—then he pulled out, flipped me onto my back, and shoved back in my cunt while he sucked my tits raw. Said he wanted to taste me proper while he finished.”

Nancy’s fingers sped up, three now, stretching Betsy wide, pumping in time with the hard suction on her clit. Betsy’s free hand flew to Nancy’s hair, holding her in place.

“He came like a bull,” Betsy gasped. “Flooded me so deep I could feel it leaking out down my crack when he finally pulled away. Then he made me clean his cock with my mouth—slow, sloppy, tasting myself and him together—while he stroked my hair and called me his good little fuck-toy.”

Nancy lifted her head just long enough to speak, chin shiny with Betsy’s wetness. “And you loved every second, didn’t you? Being stuffed and used and praised like the perfect little strumpet you are.”

“Yes—fuck—yes—” Betsy’s voice cracked. “Now milk me, Nancy. Suck my tits while you finger me stupid. Make me come so hard I forget my own name.”

Nancy crawled up her body without hesitation. She took one pale breast in her hand, squeezing the soft mound until the nipple stood proud, then latched on with fierce, hungry pulls. At the same instant her fingers plunged back into Betsy’s cunt—three thick, relentless—thumb grinding circles over the swollen clit.

Betsy arched, keening. “Harder—God—suck me like you mean it—pretend I’m full like you, leaking for you—”

Nancy obliged. She sucked in deep, rhythmic tugs, cheeks hollowing, tongue lashing the tip. One hand kneaded the breast she wasn’t nursing, pinching and rolling the nipple until Betsy sobbed with it. The other hand fucked her mercilessly—fast, deep, curling, stretching—while Nancy’s palm slapped wetly against Betsy’s mound with every thrust.

“You’re going to come for me,” Nancy growled around the nipple. “Come like the filthy whore you are who takes cock in every hole she has and still begs for more. Come thinking about tomorrow—about how many men will want this sweet cunt, that round arse, these perfect tits. How they’ll pay to use you until you’re dripping and sore and smiling.”

Betsy broke.

Her whole body seized—head thrown back, thighs clamping around Nancy’s wrist, cunt pulsing hard and wet around the invading fingers. A broken, desperate cry tore from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, wave after wave, milked out of her by Nancy’s relentless mouth and hand. She shook, sobbed, laughed through it, tears streaking her cheeks while Nancy drank down every tremor, sucking and fingering her through the long, shattering aftershocks until she collapsed, boneless and gasping.

Nancy finally released the nipple with a final, gentle lick, then kissed her way up Betsy’s throat until their mouths met—slow, deep, tasting of salt and cunt and shared ruin.

Betsy’s arms wound around her, lazy and possessive. “You ought to charge me money for that,” she whispered, still trembling.

Nancy smiled against her lips. “Don’t you tempt me, sweet Bet.”

Betsy lay sprawled beside her, chest still heaving, cheeks flushed the colour of summer roses, one arm flung possessively across Nancy’s waist. The room had grown warmer, the single candle guttering low, throwing their shadows long and lazy against the patched walls. Nancy’s body still thrummed with the aftershocks of her own release, breasts tender and heavy, a faint sweet stickiness drying on her ribs where milk had spilled.

“My poor swollen cow,” Betsy murmured, trailing lazy fingertips over the taut curve of Nancy’s belly, then higher, circling one dark, still-leaking nipple without quite touching it. “All that milk and you’re still dripping between your legs. Greedy thing, aren’t you?”

Nancy laughed, low and breathless, catching Betsy’s wrist and guiding her hand lower. “Takes one to know one. You’ve got me aching again already, you teasing whore.”

“Good.” Betsy’s voice dropped to a velvet growl. She pushed Nancy’s thighs wider with her knee, settling between them once more. “Because I want to watch you come apart again. Want to hear every filthy thing rattling around in that pretty head while I work you slow and mean.”

She didn’t rush. Instead she leaned down, took the neglected nipple back into her mouth, and sucked—gentle at first, then harder, coaxing another thin bead of milk that she lapped up with obvious delight. Her free hand slid between Nancy’s thighs, fingers gliding through the slick mess already there, spreading it, teasing without entering.

“Tell me,” Betsy whispered against the wet skin of Nancy’s breast. “Tell me what you’re thinking about right now. What makes this greedy cunt clench every time I suck you.”

Nancy’s hips lifted, chasing the touch. “You,” she breathed. “You on your knees tomorrow, begging for a taste while some rough-handed sailor fucks me from behind. You watching him empty his balls inside me, then crawling over to lick me clean while he pays double to watch.”

Betsy moaned softly, rewarding her with two fingers sliding deep, curling slow and deliberate. “Keep going. Paint it for me.”

Nancy’s voice cracked on a whimper. “He’ll be big—thick enough to stretch me wide. He’ll bend me over the same crates the sweep used today, skirts up, arse in the air. You’ll kneel right there, mouth open, waiting for the milk to drip while he pounds me. Every thrust will make my tits swing, make the milk leak faster. You’ll catch it on your tongue, won’t you? Swallow every drop while he calls me his perfect leaking whore.”

“Fuck, yes,” Betsy hissed, pumping her fingers deeper, thumb finding Nancy’s clit and rubbing in tight, relentless circles. She switched breasts, latching on with fierce, hungry pulls, cheeks hollowing as she drank. Milk flowed freely now, a thin sweet stream that Betsy chased greedily, letting some spill down her chin just so she could lick it up again.

Nancy’s hands fisted in the sheets. “He’ll want to see you suck me while he fucks me. Tell you to milk me dry right there in the warehouse yard. You’ll do it—kneel under me, mouth sealed around my tit, sucking hard while his cock slams into me. I’ll feel you pulling, feel him thrusting, feel everything at once. I’ll come so hard the milk will spurt, flood your mouth, drip down your throat—”

Betsy released the nipple with a wet pop, only to latch on again even harder, sucking in pulsing, demanding tugs that made Nancy’s whole body arch.

“Come on, love,” she urged, voice thick around the mouthful of flesh. “Come thinking about it. Imagine it—his cock buried to the hilt, my mouth milking you, both of us using you like the perfect filthy fuckhole you are. Let it go. Leak for me. Drench my hand while I drink you.”

Nancy let go.

The orgasm hit like a storm—sudden, violent, all-consuming. Her cunt clamped down hard around Betsy’s fingers, pulsing in frantic waves as pleasure tore through her. Milk spurted in hot little jets; Betsy caught them with greedy swallows, moaning into her breast, fingers never slowing, milking every last tremor from her body. Nancy’s back bowed off the bed, thighs shaking, a raw, broken cry spilling from her lips as she rode the crest, then the long, shuddering fall.

When the waves finally eased she collapsed, gasping, laughing weakly, tears of pure overwhelmed bliss streaking her cheeks. Betsy kept her mouth on the nipple, gentling now, soft lapping sucks that drew out the last sweet drops while her fingers stayed buried inside, still and comforting.

Nancy reached down, threading trembling fingers through Betsy’s hair, tugging her up for a slow, deep kiss—tasting milk and salt and the sharp edge of their shared ruin.

“You’re going to be the end of me one of these nights,” Nancy whispered against Betsy’s swollen lips.

Betsy smiled, lazy and triumphant, nuzzling into the crook of Nancy’s neck. “Only if you beg nice and polite first.”

She curled tighter against her, one leg thrown over Nancy’s hip, their bodies sticky and warm and perfectly matched.

“Sleep now, love,” Betsy murmured, pressing a final soft kiss to the side of Nancy’s breast. “We’ve got a whole city of cocks waiting for us tomorrow. You’ll need your strength.”

Nancy sighed, already drifting, utterly spent and utterly content.

“Promise you’ll wake me same as always?”

Betsy’s quiet laugh vibrated against her skin. “Wouldn’t dream of doing it any other way.”


VII


The first grey light of a January morning seeped through the cracked windowpane, turning the room the colour of weak tea. The air was cold enough that their breath hung in faint clouds, but the narrow bed was a warm nest of tangled limbs and shared heat. Nancy stirred first, as she always did, the gentle swell of her belly pressing against Betsy’s hip.

She stretched, slow and feline, feeling the familiar ache between her thighs and the deeper, sweeter tug in her breasts. They were full again—achingly so—after the night’s rest. A thin bead of milk had already gathered at one dark nipple, glistening in the dim light like dew.

Betsy mumbled something incoherent, burrowing closer, nose pressed to the side of Nancy’s throat. “Too early,” she grumbled. “The cocks can wait another hour.”

Nancy laughed softly, threading fingers through tangled blonde curls. “They’ll pay the same whether we’re late or early, love. But I’m leaking already. Feel.”

She guided Betsy’s hand to her breast. Betsy’s palm cupped the heavy weight, thumb brushing the nipple just enough to make it bead again. A soft sigh escaped her.

“Christ, you’re a fountain this week,” Betsy murmured, voice still thick with sleep. She rolled half on top of Nancy, mouth seeking without preamble. Warm lips closed around the nipple, sucking gentle and steady, coaxing the milk in slow, rhythmic pulls.

Nancy sighed, head falling back against the thin pillow. Nothing in the world felt better than this—the quiet, greedy comfort of Betsy drinking her awake. She let her legs fall open, inviting, and Betsy’s free hand wandered down, fingers sliding through the slickness that had gathered overnight.

“Filthy already,” Betsy teased against wet skin, tongue flicking the tip before sucking harder. “Dreaming of being used again, were you?”

“Always,” Nancy admitted shamelessly. “Dreamt of that big Irish navvy from last week. The one who likes to fuck me standing up against the warehouse wall. Had me pinned there, skirts up, cock buried deep while he nursed at my nipple. Kept saying ‘give me everything, love, every drop’ while he thrust so hard my teeth rattled.”

Betsy hummed approval, the vibration going straight to Nancy’s cunt. She added a finger, then two, pumping slow and lazy while her mouth worked in the same unhurried rhythm.

“Tell me more,” she whispered, switching to the other breast. “Tell me while I milk you proper.”

Nancy’s hips rocked into the touch. “He lifted me clean off the ground—strong bastard—legs wrapped round his waist. Kept sucking one tit, then the other, switching every few thrusts like he couldn’t get enough. Milk running down his chin, soaking his shirt. When he came he growled against my skin, bit just enough to sting the way I like, then set me down gentle as anything and licked the mess off my thighs before he left. Paid extra for the privilege.”

Betsy moaned, sucking harder, cheeks hollowing as a fresh jet hit her tongue. Her fingers curled inside Nancy, thumb finding the swollen pearl and rubbing in tight, knowing circles.

“You love being their dirty little secret,” Betsy said, voice rough with want. “Their swollen, leaking prize. Bet you’d let him do it for free right now if he knocked.”

“God, yes,” Nancy gasped. “Right here. Right now. You watching, maybe holding my skirts up so he could see everything—how wet I get when he drinks from me.”

Betsy released the nipple with a wet pop, only to latch on again, fiercer this time. Milk flowed freely; she drank with soft, grateful noises, fingers never stopping their slow, filthy work.

“Come for me first,” she ordered, lifting her head just enough to speak. Lips shiny, chin wet. “Come thinking about it. About how many mouths will be on these milky little tits today. How many cocks will want to feel you clench while they suck you dry.”

Nancy shattered quietly—morning orgasms were always softer, sweeter, rolling through her in long, lazy waves. She trembled, thighs clamping around Betsy’s wrist, a broken little whimper escaping as milk spurted and Betsy caught it all, swallowing greedily.

When the tremors eased, Nancy tugged Betsy up for a slow, milky kiss—tasting herself, tasting them together.

“Your turn,” she whispered, already pushing Betsy onto her back. “Let me wake you proper.”

Betsy grinned, sleepy and wicked, spreading her thighs wide. “Only if you promise to suck me stupid while you finger me. And don’t you dare stop until I’m shaking.”

Nancy bent her head, mouth finding the pale pink nipple, sucking deep and steady while her hand slid between Betsy’s legs—finding her already slick, already wanting.

“Tell me,” Nancy murmured against warm skin. “Tell me what you want to happen today. Every filthy thing.”

Betsy’s laugh was low, pleased, already arching into the touch. She reached down, took Nancy’s hand, and guided it back between her own legs—letting her feel how slick she still was, how ready.

“First thing,” Betsy began, voice low and thick, “I want us to go to the old coaching inn on the corner of Threadneedle. You know the one—the Tap & Lantern, with the private parlour at the back that the landlord lets us use when the right coin crosses his palm.”

Nancy hummed, sliding two fingers inside her without warning, slow and deep. Betsy’s hips rolled up to meet them.

“Tell me why there,” Nancy murmured against the shell of Betsy’s ear.

“Because I want that red-haired Scotsman—the carter with the shoulders like an ox and the cock that never seems to soften. He’s always there on market days, drinking porter and eyeing the door like he’s waiting for one of us. Today I want him to have us both. At the same time.”

Nancy’s breath caught. She added a third finger, stretching Betsy open, pumping in a steady rhythm that made wet, obscene sounds fill the quiet room.

“Go on,” she urged. “Paint it for me.”

Betsy’s voice cracked on a soft moan. “I want him to sit in that big armchair by the fire, breeches open, prick out and hard. You’ll straddle his lap first—facing him—so he can bury his face in your swollen tits and drink while you ride him slow. I’ll be on my knees between his legs, licking where you’re joined, tasting you both. Every time you lift up, I’ll suck his balls, then lap at your dripping cunt until you’re both cursing.”

Nancy’s thumb found Betsy’s clit, rubbing tight little circles. “And then?”

“Then we switch.” Betsy’s hips bucked, chasing the pressure. “I’ll climb on, facing away, so he can watch my arse bounce while he fucks me deep. You’ll kneel in front, love. You’ll hold your tits up to my mouth so I can suckle you while he pounds me. I want to drink from you while his cock splits me open—want to feel the milk hit my tongue every time he thrusts. He’ll grab my hips so hard I’ll gasp, and he’ll growl about what perfect little whores we are, leaking and clenching for him.”

Nancy bent her head, latching back onto Betsy’s nipple and sucking hard—sharp, demanding pulls that made Betsy whimper.

“Keep going,” she growled around the flesh. “I want to hear the end.”

Betsy’s words came faster now, breathless and filthy. “After he’s fucked us both stupid—after he’s come in me deep enough that it’s dripping down my thighs—he’ll want to watch us finish each other. He’ll sit back, stroking that thick prick again, already half-hard, while you push me down on the rug. You’ll spread my legs wide, lick his spend out of me while I drink from you. I want you to finger me sloppy, make me come with his seed still inside me, then swap so I can do the same to you. Let him see how greedy we are for each other—how we clean each other up and start all over again.”

Nancy released the nipple, trailing kisses down Betsy’s belly until her mouth hovered over the slick, swollen folds. She blew a cool breath across them, making Betsy shiver.

“And after?” Nancy asked, voice rough. “When he’s paid and gone and we’re alone again?”

Betsy threaded her fingers through Nancy’s dark hair, tugging gently. “Then we stumble home, sticky and sore and smiling. We lock the door, strip each other slow, and fall into bed. You’ll lie back, legs wide, and I’ll crawl between them. I’ll lick every last trace of him out of you while you tell me how it felt—how full you were, how hard he sucked. And when you’re shaking, when you’re right on the edge, I’ll climb up and let you nurse from me while I ride your face. We’ll come together, quiet and fierce, milk and cunt and stranger’s spend all mixing on our tongues.”

Nancy groaned, low and hungry, and lowered her mouth to Betsy’s clit—sucking hard, tongue flicking mercilessly while three fingers plunged deep.

“Come for me now,” she ordered, voice muffled against wet flesh. “Come thinking about it. About the carter’s cock, about my mouth on you, about how we’ll ruin each other all over again tonight.”

Betsy shattered with a broken cry—back arching, thighs clamping around Nancy’s head, cunt pulsing hard around the invading fingers. She rode the orgasm out in long, rolling waves, hips grinding against Nancy’s face until she collapsed, trembling and laughing weakly.

Nancy crawled up her body, kissing her slow and deep—letting Betsy taste herself, taste the promise of the day.

“Get dressed, love,” Nancy whispered against swollen lips. “We’ve got a carter to ruin.”

Betsy’s smile was wicked, sated, and utterly content.

“Lead the way, milkmaid. I’m already dripping for it.”


VIII


The Tap & Lantern was already thick with the midday crowd when Nancy and Betsy slipped through the narrow side door, skirts brushing against the damp stone walls of the passage. The private parlour at the back smelled of woodsmoke, spilled ale, and the faint, musky promise of money changing hands. The landlord gave them a knowing nod and jerked his thumb toward the familiar oak door.

They stepped inside to find the fire crackling low, the big armchair empty, and a woman already lounging in it like she owned the place.

Tall, statuesque, with hair the colour of fresh copper pennies piled high in an elaborate knot, she looked up from her glass of claret with eyes the green of wet moss. Her gown was finer than theirs—deep burgundy silk that clung to generous curves, the bodice cut so low it was practically an invitation. A single pearl hung between her breasts on a thin gold chain, catching the firelight every time she breathed.

“Well, well,” she drawled, voice rich and slow as treacle. “The famous milkmaid and her little blonde shadow. I was beginning to think the rumours were exaggerated.”

Nancy felt Betsy stiffen beside her, but only for a heartbeat. Then Betsy’s smile came out—sharp, sweet, and utterly dangerous.

“Jenny Hawthorne,” she said, dipping the smallest, most mocking curtsy. “I’d heard you’d crawled back to London after that merchant in Bristol tired of your airs. Didn’t think you’d dare show your face in our patch.”

Jenny laughed, low and throaty, setting her glass aside. She rose in one fluid motion, skirts rustling like expensive secrets.

“Your patch?” she echoed, stepping close enough that Nancy could smell her perfume—jasmine and amber, far too rich for this grimy corner of the city. “Darling, the whole of Threadneedle is fair game. And I hear there’s a certain Scotch carter with a taste for company today. Big man. Bigger appetites. Thought I might… introduce myself.”

Nancy’s hand found Betsy’s waist, a quiet claim. She met Jenny’s gaze without flinching, chin lifted.

“He likes his women full,” Nancy said mildly. “And leaking. You’ve got the curves, I’ll grant you that. But can you give milk when he asks nicely?”

Jenny’s smile didn’t falter, but something flickered in those green eyes—amusement, irritation, hunger.

“I give whatever a man’s willing to pay for,” she answered. “And they pay handsomely when I make them feel like kings. You two…” She let her gaze drift over Nancy’s swollen breasts, then Betsy’s flushed cheeks. “You play at this work. I don’t play. I’m proud of what I am.”

Betsy stepped forward, close enough that the heat of her body pressed against Jenny’s silk. “Then let’s see who he wants first, shall we? A private wager between whores. The gentleman picks. He pays. And the loser hands over her coin while the winner gets ruined proper.”

For a moment the room was silent except for the crackle of the fire and the distant roar of the taproom beyond the door. Then Jenny lifted one elegant shoulder.

“Deal,” she said. “Though I warn you, loves—I don’t share well.”

The door opened then, letting in a gust of cold air and the unmistakable bulk of Fraser, the Scottish carter—broad shoulders, red-gold beard, eyes already bright with anticipation as he took in the sight of three women waiting for him.

He stopped short, grin spreading slow and wolfish.

“Well now,” he rumbled, voice like gravel wrapped in velvet. “Looks like I’m in for a proper feast today.”

Betsy slipped her hand into Nancy’s, squeezing once—tight, possessive, promising.

Jenny merely smiled, stepping forward to greet him, hips swaying like a promise.

Nancy leaned close to Betsy’s ear, breath warm against her skin.

“Let her try, love,” she whispered. “We’ll have her begging to watch by the end.”

Betsy’s answering grin was pure mischief.

“Count on it.”

Jenny glided forward with the confidence of a woman who’d never once been refused, breasts heaving artfully beneath burgundy silk, the single pearl between them swinging like a pendulum. She stopped just close enough that he’d have to reach if he wanted to touch.

“Evening, handsome,” she purred, voice low and sweet. “I’ve heard you like a woman who knows how to take charge. No need for games today—just a proper ride that’ll leave you weak in the knees and counting your blessings. I can be whatever you fancy in here. Gentle. Rough. Filthy as sin.” She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “And I don’t leak like a cracked jug when you squeeze.”

Fraser’s grin widened, slow and appreciative. He let his gaze travel the length of her—full breasts, narrow waist, the promise of long legs beneath the silk. “That’s a fine offer, lass,” he rumbled. “A man could lose himself in a woman built like you.”

Jenny smiled, triumphant already, turning just enough to shoot Nancy and Betsy a look that said better luck next time.

But Nancy hadn’t moved. She stood quiet, hands resting lightly on the gentle swell of her belly, dark eyes steady. Then, very deliberately, she reached up and tugged the neckline of her bodice lower—enough to bare the upper curves of her breasts, the skin taut and faintly veined, the dark nipples already beading with milk in the warm firelight.

Fraser’s gaze snapped to her like iron to lodestone.

Jenny felt the shift. Her smile faltered for the barest heartbeat.

Nancy didn’t speak. She simply cupped one heavy breast, lifting it slightly, letting a thin white droplet gather at the tip and slide slowly down the curve. The firelight caught it, turning it to pearl.

Betsy stepped up beside her, slipping an arm around Nancy’s waist, fingers trailing possessively over the swell. “You like them full?” Betsy said softly, almost conversational. “Like the taste of a woman who’s giving even when she’s being taken? Like to feel the milk hit your tongue while you’re buried balls-deep?”

Fraser made a low, hungry sound in his throat. His cock was already straining against his breeches, thick and unmistakable.

Jenny tried again—stepping closer, reaching to trail her fingers down the front of his shirt. “I can suck you better than any milkmaid, love. I’ll take you in every hole, make you forget your own name—”

But Fraser wasn’t listening. He stepped past her as though she were furniture, eyes fixed on Nancy.

“Christ,” he breathed, voice rough as gravel. “Look at you. All ripe and ready.”

Nancy smiled—small, knowing, wicked. She didn’t back away when he reached her. Instead she arched just enough to press her breast toward his mouth.

Fraser groaned, big hands cupping her waist as he bent and latched on without preamble. His mouth sealed around the nipple, sucking hard, greedy, tongue working in hungry pulls. Milk flowed at once—thin sweet streams that he drank with obvious relish, growling against her skin. One hand slid down to grip her arse, pulling her flush against the hard ridge of him.

Betsy laughed softly, triumphant and warm, pressing herself against Nancy’s side. “There’s a good lad,” she murmured. “Drink your fill. She’s got plenty.”

Jenny stood frozen for a moment, colour high on her cheeks, lips parted. She watched Fraser suckle like a starving man, watched Nancy’s head fall back on a soft sigh of pleasure, watched milk leak from the corner of his mouth and drip down Nancy’s ribs.

She couldn’t compete. Not with this. No matter how fine her silk, how skilled her mouth, how willing her body—she had no milk to give, no swollen belly to cradle, no sweet secret leaking for a man’s tongue.

Fraser finally lifted his head, lips shiny, eyes glazed with lust. He looked at Jenny then—almost apologetic, but not quite.

“Sorry, love,” he said, voice thick. “A man’s got his preferences.”

Jenny’s jaw tightened. She forced a smile—sharp, brittle. “Another time, then.”

She turned on her heel, silk whispering, and slipped out of the parlour without another word. The door closed behind her with a soft, final click.

The moment she was gone, the air changed—thicker, hotter, theirs again.

Fraser didn’t waste time. He lifted Nancy clean off her feet, carrying her to the wide table by the fire, setting her down on the edge with her skirts rucked high. Betsy followed, climbing up beside her, already tugging at Nancy’s bodice to bare both breasts fully.

“Drink her proper,” Betsy told him, voice husky. “Suck her while you fuck her. She’ll come so hard you’ll feel it down your cock.”

Fraser groaned again, freeing himself—thick, veined, already weeping at the tip. He stepped between Nancy’s thighs, notched himself at her entrance, and thrust home in one long, slow push that made her gasp and arch.

His mouth found her breast again at once, latching on, sucking in fierce, rhythmic pulls while he began to move—deep, steady strokes that rocked the table.

Betsy knelt beside them, one hand between Nancy’s legs, rubbing her clit in tight circles, the other guiding Fraser’s head from one leaking nipple to the other.

“Tell him,” Betsy whispered to Nancy. “Tell him how full you are. How much you love being his little milch-cow.”

Nancy’s voice came out broken, breathless. “So full—God—keep drinking. Keep fucking. I’ll give you everything—every drop—while you ruin me.”

Fraser growled against her skin, thrusts growing harder, hungrier, mouth never leaving her breast. Milk spurted with every pull; he drank it down like whiskey, like salvation.

Betsy leaned in, kissing Nancy slow and deep, tasting milk on her tongue, fingers never stopping their work.

And in the warm firelight of the private parlour, with Jenny’s perfume still lingering faintly in the air, the three of them lost themselves completely—milk, cock, cunt, and the sweet filthy music of surrender.

Fraser had Nancy pinned to the table’s edge, her thighs spread wide around his hips, skirts bunched at her waist like forgotten laundry. His cock was buried deep—thick, relentless, stretching her with slow, grinding thrusts that made her swollen belly quiver. His mouth stayed latched to her left breast, sucking hard and greedy, cheeks hollowing as he pulled the milk from her in rhythmic jets. The wet sounds filled the parlour—the slurp of his lips, the slap of his hips, Nancy’s broken whimpers rising like steam.

Betsy knelt beside them on the table, one hand tangled in Nancy’s dark hair, the other rubbing tight, merciless circles over her clit. She leaned in close, lips brushing Nancy’s ear, voice a wicked purr laced with filthy delight.

“Look at you, love—our perfect little milkmaid, getting fucked stupid while he drinks you dry. Feel that? His fat cock splitting you open, his mouth pulling like he owns these tits. You’re leaking everywhere, aren’t you? Milk down his chin, cunt dripping around him. Such a greedy, swollen slut.”

Nancy gasped, back arching as the first climax hit—sudden, sharp, clenching hard around Fraser’s shaft. Milk spurted into his mouth; he growled and sucked harder, thrusting deeper, the suction and the pounding feeding each other like a loop.

“Yes—fuck—come for him,” Betsy urged, fingers speeding up. “Come like the dirty whore you are. Bet you can’t stop now, can you? One taste of that cock and you’re lost—helpless little thing, tits emptying, cunt pulsing. Give him another. Milk yourself on him.”

The second rolled in before the first faded, Nancy’s hips jerking, a low keen escaping her throat. Fraser switched breasts without missing a beat, latching on fierce, tongue lashing the nipple as he drank. His free hand squeezed the abandoned one, coaxing more milk to dribble down Nancy’s side.

Betsy laughed softly, wicked and warm. “That’s it—two already and you’re shaking. Pathetic, love, isn’t it? All it takes is a big Scotch prick and a hungry mouth to turn you into a leaking mess. Imagine the lads outside hearing you whine. They’d line up for a turn, pay double to watch you fall apart like this.”

Nancy’s third climax crashed over her, thighs trembling, cunt fluttering wildly. She reached for Betsy blindly, fingers clutching at her blouse. “Bet—please—so good—”

“Is it now?” Betsy mocked gently, pinching Nancy’s clit just enough to sting sweet. “Serves you right, begging for it every night. ‘Fuck me hard, drink me dry’—remember? Now take it. Come again, you filthy cow. Flood his cock while he nurses.”

Fraser pounded harder, grunting around her nipple, the table creaking under them. The fourth hit Nancy like a wave breaking—her whole body seizing, milk jetting in thin arcs that Fraser chased with his tongue, lapping messily.

Betsy’s voice dropped lower, intimate and cruel. “Four, love. You’re done for, aren’t you? Head lolling like a ragdoll, tits empty and sore. But he’s not stopping—feel him? Still hard, still sucking. One more for me. Be a good girl and come again, soak that prick like the overwhelmed little whore you are.”

The fifth tore through her, weaker but deeper, leaving Nancy sobbing softly, eyes glazed. Her head fell to the side, lips seeking Betsy’s in a sloppy, desperate kiss—tongue lazy, breaths mingling in wet, milky gasps.

Betsy kissed her back, tender and possessive, murmuring against her mouth. “There we go—five and you’re gone. My poor, ruined cow. But you’ve got one more in you. Let it build. Let him fuck it out of you.”

Fraser didn’t falter—thrusts steady, mouth sealed tight, sucking with fierce, demanding pulls that made Nancy’s breasts ache in the best way. The pressure coiled low in her belly, different this time—sharper, fuller, unstoppable.

Betsy felt it coming, fingers still working. “Yes—squirt for him, love. Show him what a proper milking does to you. Drench the big bastard—mark him with your filthy cunt.”

Nancy shattered on the sixth— a raw, wrenching cry as she came harder than ever, cunt gushing in hot, forceful spurts around Fraser’s cock. Liquid soaked his breeches, splashed his thighs, pooled on the table beneath them. Her body shook violently, utterly overwhelmed, head lolling against Betsy’s shoulder.

Fraser pulled off her nipple with a wet gasp, eyes wide and delighted. “Christ almighty—look at that. Never had a woman spray like that.” He thrust once, twice, then dropped to his knees, mouth diving between Nancy’s thighs to lap at the mess, tongue broad and eager, cleaning her slick folds with heady swallows.

Betsy grinned, sliding down to join him. “Taste her, big man—she’s sweetest when she’s spent.” She licked a long stripe up Nancy’s inner thigh, gathering the spill, then met Fraser’s mouth in a messy, shared kiss over Nancy’s cunt—tongues tangling, tasting her release together.

Nancy watched through heavy lids, a weak, sated smile curving her lips. “You two... are insatiable.”

Betsy pulled back just enough to wink. “And you’re our feast, love. Now hold still—we’re not done cleaning up our mess.”

Fraser’s big hands were surprisingly tender as they stroked down her trembling thighs, thumbs rubbing soothing circles over the marks his grip had left.

“Easy now, sweet thing,” he murmured, voice gravel-rough but soft. He bent to press a lingering kiss to the taut swell of her belly, then another to the damp valley between her swollen breasts. “You’ve given me more than enough for one morning. Let’s give those pretty tits and that greedy little cunt a rest, hmm?”

Nancy’s head lolled against the table, chest heaving, eyes glassy and half-lidded. A thin trail of milk still leaked from one nipple, pooling in the hollow of her collarbone. She managed a weak, sated smile, fingers twitching toward Betsy.

Fraser straightened, turning to Betsy where she knelt beside them, cheeks flushed, lips still shiny from licking Nancy’s spend. His gaze raked over her—pert breasts, narrow waist, the hungry gleam in her eyes—and his grin turned wolfish again.

“Come here, little sparrow,” he said, voice dropping low. “Your girl’s done her part. Now it’s your turn to take what’s left.”

Betsy didn’t hesitate. She crawled forward on the table, skirts already rucked high, and presented herself on hands and knees—back arched, arse tipped up in shameless invitation. “Then don’t keep me waiting, big man,” she purred over her shoulder. “Nancy’s not the only one who’s been dripping since we walked in here.”

Fraser stepped up behind her, one hand smoothing down the length of her spine while the other guided his cock to her entrance. He rubbed the head through her folds once, twice, coating himself in her wetness, then pushed in slow and deep—inch by thick inch—until his hips met the curve of her arse.

Betsy’s breath punched out in a sharp, delighted moan. “Fuck—yes—like that. Stretch me proper.”

He gave her a moment to adjust, then began to move—long, deliberate strokes that rocked her forward on her palms. His hands settled on her hips, fingers digging in just enough to hold her steady while he picked up speed.

Nancy watched through heavy lashes, still sprawled on her back, legs dangling off the table’s edge. She reached out weakly, threading her fingers through Betsy’s blonde curls, tugging gently to bring her face closer.

“Tell him,” Nancy whispered, voice wrecked and soft. “Tell him how much you love it—how you’ve been aching for a cock like his since you saw him walk through the door.”

Betsy grinned, wicked even as she gasped with every thrust. “God, yes—been thinking about this fat prick all morning. Wanted it splitting me open while you watched, love. Wanted to feel him pound me until I can’t think straight—until I’m as ruined as you are.”

Fraser growled low in his throat, pace quickening, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the parlour again. “Greedy little thing, aren’t you? Both of you—fuck, I love London tarts.”

He leaned over Betsy’s back, one hand sliding around to cup her breast, pinching the pale pink nipple between thick fingers. The other reached further, finding Nancy’s hand and guiding it down to where he and Betsy were joined—letting her feel the slick glide of his shaft disappearing into Betsy’s cunt.

“Feel that, milch-cow?” he rumbled. “Feel how deep I’m buried in your girl? She’s clenching like she wants to keep me forever.”

Nancy’s fingers brushed the stretched lips of Betsy’s cunt, tracing the thick vein along Fraser’s length as he thrust. “She does,” Nancy breathed, voice trembling with aftershocks and fresh heat. “We both do. Fill her up, Fraser. Give her what you wouldn’t give me—flood her so deep she’ll be dripping you for days.”

Betsy moaned, head dropping forward, hair spilling across Nancy’s thighs. “Yes—please—fuck—come inside me. Make me take it all while she watches. I want to feel it spill out when you’re done, want Nancy to lick it clean after.”

Fraser’s rhythm faltered, hips snapping harder, breaths coming in rough pants. “Christ—such filthy mouths on you two. Gonna give you what you want, little sparrow. Gonna pump you full—every last drop.”

He drove deep one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and came with a guttural groan—cock pulsing, flooding Betsy in hot, thick spurts. She shuddered beneath him, cunt fluttering, milking him through it with soft, greedy clenches.

When the last tremor left him, Fraser eased out gently, a thick rope of his spend already leaking from her. He stepped back, chest heaving, and watched with obvious satisfaction as Betsy stayed on her knees, arse still high, letting it drip down her thighs.

“Look at this mess he’s left in you,” Nancy murmured, voice hoarse from crying out, yet soft with affection. She traced a fingertip along the slick inner seam of Betsy’s thigh, gathering the thick pearl-white that had already begun to leak. She brought it to her lips, sucking it clean with a slow, deliberate hum. “So much. He really filled you, didn’t he? My greedy little angel, taking every drop like you were born for it.”

Betsy’s laugh came out shaky, half-giggle, half-moan. “Stop talking or I’ll come again just from the shame of how much I loved it.”

Nancy grinned—wicked, tired, fond—and lowered her head. She started with long, lazy licks along the crease where thigh met cunt, cleaning the spill with careful sweeps of her tongue. Every time she passed close to Betsy’s swollen folds, Betsy’s hips twitched, oversensitive nerves sparking.

“Easy, love,” Nancy whispered against slick skin. “You’re so tender already. Poor thing—cock-stuffed and still dripping. Let me be gentle.”

She parted Betsy with two fingers, spreading her open so the pearly spend glistened in the firelight, then dragged the flat of her tongue from entrance to clit in one slow, filthy stripe. Betsy squeaked—high and startled—and her thighs clamped instinctively around Nancy’s ears.

Nancy laughed into her, the vibration making Betsy squeal again, this time dissolving into breathless giggles.

“Tickles—fuck—Nancy, you devil—”

“You love it,” Nancy said, voice muffled. She pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the puffy lips, then sucked gently, drawing more of Fraser’s thick release onto her tongue. She swallowed with obvious relish, then pushed deeper, tongue dipping inside the slick, fluttering entrance.

Betsy’s giggles broke into a sharp, helpless gasp. Her hands flew to Nancy’s dark hair, pulling her close. “Oh—God—yes, there—”

Nancy hummed agreement but didn’t stop. She worked her tongue in slow, probing circles, scooping out every trace of him, tasting salt and musk and the faint sweetness that was all Betsy. Each careful thrust made Betsy’s hips jerk, oversensitive walls fluttering around the intrusion. Another tiny squeak escaped her, followed by a string of giggling whimpers.

“You’re shaking like a leaf,” Nancy teased between licks. “Such a sensitive little whore after a good fucking. Can’t even take my tongue without squealing. Pathetic, aren’t you?”

Betsy’s laugh was wrecked, delighted. “Yes—yes—keep calling me names, you cruel cow. Makes it better—fuck—”

Nancy pushed deeper still, tongue curling, seeking every last drop. She sealed her lips around Betsy’s entrance and sucked—gentle at first, then harder—drawing out the mingled spend with soft, wet pulls that had Betsy’s thighs trembling violently.

Betsy’s giggles turned to broken moans. Her fingers tightened in Nancy’s hair, hips lifting in helpless little rocks. “Nancy—please—I’m going to—oh Christ—”

The climax came weak but deep, rolling through her in slow, shuddering waves. Her cunt pulsed around Nancy’s tongue, fluttering in exhausted spasms as another thin trickle of Fraser’s release leaked out, only to be lapped up at once. Betsy’s whole body quivered, back arching off the table, a soft, keening sound spilling from her lips that was half sob, half laughter.

Nancy gentled her through it—soft laps, soothing kisses to the swollen pearl, then finally lifting her head, chin shiny, lips swollen and red. She crawled up Betsy’s body, kissing her slow and deep, letting Betsy taste everything: salt, musk, the faint bitterness of spend, the sweet aftertaste of their shared ruin.

Betsy kissed her back lazily, arms winding around Nancy’s neck, still trembling with aftershocks. “You’re wicked,” she whispered against Nancy’s mouth. “Making me come again when I’m already a puddle.”

Nancy nuzzled into the crook of her neck, smiling against damp skin. “Had to clean you proper, love. Can’t have you walking home with him still dripping down your thighs. Bad for business.”

Betsy’s quiet laugh vibrated between them. “Next time,” she murmured, already drifting, “you get to be the one stuffed full. And I’ll be the one licking you clean until you squeak.”

Nancy pressed one last kiss to the corner of her mouth. “Deal. Now rest, my giggling slut. We’ve still got half the day left to earn our keep.”

Betsy sighed, utterly content, and let her eyes fall closed, Nancy’s warmth wrapped around her like the best kind of blanket.

Fraser lingered only long enough to tuck himself away and drop a small, heavy purse onto the table beside them. The coins inside clinked with satisfying weight—more than they’d asked for, more than they’d expected. He gave them both a crooked, sated grin, brushing a rough thumb across Nancy’s cheek, then Betsy’s lips.

“Worth every farthing, my lovelies,” he rumbled. “Don’t spend it all on gin. Save some for the next time I’m in town and thirsty for more than drink.”

With that he was gone, the door closing behind him with a soft thud that left the parlour suddenly quiet, save for the low crackle of the dying fire and the soft rasp of their breathing.

Nancy and Betsy stayed where they were for a long moment—limbs tangled across the table, skin still flushed and sticky, the air thick with the mingled scents of milk, spend, and woodsmoke. Then, wordlessly, Betsy reached for Nancy’s hand, threading their fingers together. Nancy tugged gently, and they slid slowly into an aching heap onto the worn rug before the hearth.

They curled into each other without ceremony. Nancy lay on her side, swollen belly pressed to Betsy’s back, one arm draped over Betsy’s waist, hand splayed protectively across the flat plane of her stomach. Betsy nestled in reverse, head tucked beneath Nancy’s chin, blonde curls tickling the underside of Nancy’s jaw. Their legs slotted together, thighs sticky, calves brushing in lazy little strokes.

For a while neither spoke. Just breathed. Just existed in the warm, sated wreckage of their bodies.

Nancy’s breasts, tender and half-empty now, rested heavy against Betsy’s back. Every slow rise and fall of Betsy’s ribs nudged them gently, coaxing a faint, lingering bead of milk to well up and trickle down the curve. Betsy felt it, caught it with her fingertips, brought it to her lips and sucked the sweetness away with a soft, contented hum.

“You’re still leaking,” Betsy murmured, voice thick with sleep and satisfaction. “Even after all that.”

Nancy huffed a tired laugh against Betsy’s hair. “Can’t help it. You and that big bastard milked me proper. Feels like my tits have been wrung out like wet rags.”

Betsy twisted just enough to press a lazy kiss to the underside of Nancy’s jaw. “Poor little wench. All used up with none left for me.”

Nancy tightened her arm around Betsy’s waist, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them. “Not all used up,” she whispered. “Got enough left to keep you warm tonight. And maybe tomorrow morning, if you’re good.”

Betsy’s laugh was soft, almost shy. She reached back, found Nancy’s hand again, and brought it up to cup one of her own small breasts. “These miss you when you’re busy being the main attraction.”

Nancy squeezed gently, thumb brushing the pale pink nipple until it peaked under her touch. “They’ll get their turn. Always do. You know I can’t resist sucking these sweet little things until you’re squirming and begging.”

Betsy sighed, melting deeper into the embrace. “Later,” she promised herself as much as Nancy. “When we’ve got the strength to crawl home and lock the door. Then you can ruin me proper again.”

They fell quiet once more. The fire popped, sending a shower of sparks up the chimney. Outside, the muffled sounds of the Tap & Lantern carried on—laughter, clinking tankards, the occasional shout from the street—but in here it was just them. Two warm bodies, spent and sticky and perfectly matched, wrapped in each other like they were the only thing keeping the January cold at bay.

The rug before the hearth was thin and worn, but it might as well have been the softest featherbed in Mayfair for all the warmth they found in each other. Nancy shifted first, rolling Betsy onto her back so she could settle half atop her—thigh slung possessively over Betsy’s hip, one heavy breast resting warm and sticky against her ribs. The faint trickle of milk that had escaped during their earlier frenzy left a cool, damp trail across Betsy’s skin; Nancy watched it with lazy fascination, then bent to lap it up with the tip of her tongue, slow and deliberate.

Betsy shivered, half-laughing. “Still hungry, are we? Thought that big Scotch brute had wrung you dry.”

Nancy hummed against her sternum, lips brushing the underside of one small, pale breast. “Never dry for you, love. Besides—” She dragged her tongue in a languid circle around the pink nipple, not quite touching it. “—you’re the one still leaking him down your thighs. I can smell it on you. Makes me want to keep you filthy a little longer.”

Betsy’s breath hitched, but she arched into the tease anyway, fingers threading through Nancy’s dark hair to guide her mouth closer. “Cruel cow. You know what that does to me.”

Nancy smiled against her skin, wicked and slow. She blew a cool breath across the damp nipple, watching it tighten into a hard little peak. “What does it do, hmm? Tell me. Paint a picture for us both.”

Betsy’s laugh came out shaky, cheeks flushing anew. “Makes me ache. Makes me want your mouth on me again even though I’m still throbbing from the last time. Makes me want to spread my legs and let you see how messy he left me—how much is still dripping out.”

Nancy rewarded her with a soft, open-mouthed kiss right over the nipple—sucking just enough to pull a tiny whimper from Betsy’s throat, then releasing it with a wet pop. She trailed lower, nuzzling the soft dip of Betsy’s belly, then lower still, until her cheek rested against the sticky inner curve of Betsy’s thigh.

“Look at this,” Nancy murmured, voice thick with affection and something darker. She parted Betsy’s legs with gentle insistence, exposing the glistening mess between them. Fraser’s spend had leaked steadily while they cuddled, mixing with Betsy’s own wetness, leaving her folds shiny and swollen. “Such a perfect little ruin. All puffy and used. Bet if I pushed two fingers in right now you’d still be dripping him onto the rug.”

Betsy’s hips rolled up in helpless invitation, even as she groaned. “Christ. I’ll come again if you do.”

Nancy chuckled, low and warm, and pressed the lightest of kisses to the slick pearl of Betsy’s clit—just enough pressure to make her gasp, not enough to satisfy. “You’d love it. You always do when I make you oversensitive. When I keep you on that sweet, aching edge until you’re begging me not to stop.”

She slid one finger along the outer lips, gathering the thick mixture of spend and slick, then brought it to Betsy’s mouth. Betsy opened without hesitation, sucking the digit clean with a soft, greedy noise.

“Filthy thing,” Nancy whispered, replacing the finger with her own mouth in a slow, deep kiss. They shared the taste—salt, musk, the faint bitterness of him—tongues sliding lazy and intimate, like they had all the time in the world.

When they parted, Betsy’s eyes were glassy, lips swollen. She reached up to cup Nancy’s face, thumb tracing the corner of her mouth. “You’re the worst,” she said fondly. “Teasing me when I’m already wrecked. Making me want you all over again when my legs still feel like wet string.”

Nancy settled back down beside her, pulling Betsy into the cradle of her body—breasts to back, arm draped over Betsy’s waist, hand splayed low across her belly. She nuzzled into the crook of Betsy’s neck, lips brushing the sensitive skin just below her ear.

“Good,” Nancy breathed. “Because I like you best like this—spent, sticky, still wanting. My perfect little mess, all mine to play with whenever I please.”

Betsy sighed, melting deeper into the embrace, one hand reaching back to rest over Nancy’s where it cradled her. “Then play later,” she murmured. “When we’ve got the strength. For now… just hold me. Let me feel how full you still are against my back.”

Nancy tightened her arm, pressing her breasts more firmly to Betsy’s spine—letting her feel the gentle weight, the faint warmth where milk still lingered beneath the skin.

“Yours,” Nancy whispered against her hair. “Always yours, love. Every drop. Every filthy inch.”

They stayed tangled like that, teasing turned tender, breaths slowing in perfect rhythm. The fire burned low, the world outside forgotten, and for a little while longer, there was nothing but the two of them—warm, intimate, and deliciously ruined together.


The young lady was in the lovely bloom and spring-time of womanhood; at that age, when, if ever angels be for God’s good purposes enthroned in mortal forms, they may be, without impiety, supposed to abide in such as hers.
Her name was Rose. Cast in so slight and exquisite a mould; so mild and gentle; so pure and beautiful; that earth seemed not her element, nor its rough creatures her fit companions. The very intelligence that shone in her deep blue eye, and was stamped upon her noble head, seemed scarcely of her age, or of the world; and yet the changing expression of sweetness and good humour, the thousand lights that played about the face, and left no shadow there; above all, the smile, the cheerful, happy smile, were made for peace and happiness.


—CHAPTER XXIX, OLIVER TWIST, CHARLES DICKENS, 1838


IX


The parlour door received three hesitant knocks—soft, uncertain, the kind made by a lady who had never in her life been obliged to knock upon such a door, and who half-hoped the summons would go unanswered.

Nancy raised her head from where it rested against Betsy’s shoulder, dark brows lifting in faint surprise. Betsy, still sprawled in lazy contentment within the circle of her arm, gave a low, throaty chuckle.

“Ten to one it’s the landlord come to reclaim his parlour,” Betsy murmured, “or some fine ordinary arrived to save our immortal souls.”

Nancy disentangled herself with care, a faint wince crossing her features at the lingering, delicious soreness between her thighs. Barefoot, she crossed the rug and opened the door the merest crack.

There upon the narrow landing stood a figure straight from memory: tall and gracefully slender, long glossy brown hair falling in soft waves beneath the hood of a plain grey cloak that could not quite conceal the excellence of the silk gown beneath. Four-and-twenty now, Nancy judged, skin like new cream, eyes the gentle grey of a winter dawn, cheeks already flushed with nervous colour. She held a small reticule in gloved hands as though it were both weapon and talisman.

Nancy’s breath stilled for a heartbeat. Three years since that shadowed meeting upon London Bridge—three years since this same sweet face had gazed upon her with such earnest pity and offered to spirit her away from the life that had already scarred her beyond mending. Nancy had refused then, too frightened, too bound, too foolish. She had returned to Bill, and nearly perished for it. The faint ridge of scar along her ribs still ached in damp weather.

“Miss Rose Maylie,” Nancy said quietly, drawing the door wider. No jest, no mockery—only recognition, and a warmth she had not expected to feel. “You are grown more beautiful still, if such a thing be possible.”

Rose’s eyes widened, then softened with something like relief. She stepped inside without further invitation, the cloak falling back to reveal the slender column of her throat, the modest rise of her bosom beneath fine silk. She glanced about the chamber—the strewn garments, the lingering scent of spent passion and woodsmoke, the two women who bore every sign of recent, shameless use—and swallowed, yet held her ground.

“I hoped—I prayed—it might be you,” Rose said, her voice low, cultivated, scarcely above a whisper. “The tales spoke of two women—bold, accomplished, uncommonly skilful. When I heard the descriptions… I knew. Nancy.” She uttered the name as though it were something precious she had guarded these three years. “I have never forgotten what you did for poor Oliver. What peril you braved on his account. I wished then to aid you. I still wish it.”

Nancy closed the door with a gentle click and leaned against it, arms folded loosely beneath breasts still full and tender. A small bead of milk gathered at one dark nipple; she made no move to brush it away.

“You did try,” Nancy answered, her tone warm, almost fond. “I was the greater fool to refuse. I paid dearly for it in turn. Yet here I stand, still drawing breath. And here stand you.” She tilted her head, studying Rose with quiet wonder. “What brings a lady of your station to seek me out again?”

Betsy sat up slowly, skirts yet tumbled high about her hips, one leg crooked, the other dangling idly from the table’s edge. She made no effort at modesty, but her customary wicked grin had gentled into curiosity.

Rose twisted the reticule between gloved fingers. “My husband,” she began, choosing each word with exquisite care, “Mr. Harry Maylie. He… finds greater pleasure in the society of gentlemen. He has been generous—more than generous—in suggesting I might seek my own… companionship. Discreetly. He believes it would render our union more harmonious.” Her cheeks burned brighter. “Yet I love him dearly. Truly. I fear the deficiency lies with me—that I lack the arts, the… womanly accomplishments necessary to engage his desire.” She met Nancy’s gaze squarely, though the flush consumed her. “And so I came to beg your instruction. From one who has truly mastered such matters. And… because it is you.”

Nancy regarded her in silence for a long moment. The little room seemed suddenly smaller, warmer. She remembered the girl upon the bridge—twenty-one then, all tender-hearted resolve—and beheld the woman now: still gentle, still sincere, yet bearing her own quiet griefs.

Betsy gave a soft whistle. “Lord love us. That’s a tale and no mistake.” She slid from the table, letting her skirts fall just far enough to veil her sex. “We shall want payment, mind. Tutoring fine ladies don’t come for free.”

Nancy cast her a swift glance—half reproof, half amusement—but Rose moved before she could speak.

“Of course,” Rose said at once, opening the reticule. She produced a plump purse of coins and laid it upon the table with deliberate care. The soft clink of gold was unmistakable. A generous sum. “I would never presume to ask such a service without recompense. Whatever sum you name. More, if you will consent to receive me as a regular pupil.”

Nancy regarded the purse, then Rose. A slow smile curved her mouth—not predatory, but touched, almost tender.

“You were ever too good for the world we move in,” she murmured. “And remain so.” She stepped forward, unhurried, and lifted a single fingertip to trace the line of Rose’s jaw, tilting her chin gently upward. “Very well, love. We will teach you. All we know. How to caress, how to torment sweetly, how to bring a man—or a woman—to trembling ruin until they can scarce remember their own name. We will make you so accomplished that Mr Harry Maylie shall be quite undone when next you turn your arts upon him.”

Rose’s breath caught. She looked from Nancy’s dark, steady eyes to Betsy’s slow, approving nod, and something altered in her expression—not fear, but deliverance, gratitude, and the first flicker of true hunger.

“Tonight?” she whispered.

Nancy leaned close, lips brushing Rose’s ear. “Tonight. At your house in Kensington. After dusk. Wear something easy to take off, love. We mean to take great pleasure in unwrapping you.”

Rose nodded once, sharply, then turned and slipped out as quietly as she’d come—cloak drawn tight, cheeks blazing, but head high.

The door closed behind her.

Betsy exhaled a long, delighted breath and collapsed back against Nancy’s chest. “Three years she remembered you. And now she’s paying us in gold to ruin her proper.”

Nancy wrapped both arms about her, nuzzling into golden curls. “She is not ruined yet. But she shall be. And she will savour every wicked moment.”

Betsy tilted her head back, grinning upward. “Lucky creature. We are uncommonly fine teachers.”

The afternoon dragged on in the familiar rhythm of their trade—quick, filthy, satisfying. They took three more clients in the Tap & Lantern’s back parlour before the light began to slant low through the grimy windows.

First came the clerk with the nervous hands and the surprisingly thick cock. He paid extra to have Nancy sit astride him on the armchair while Betsy knelt between his knees, sucking his balls and licking where they joined. Nancy rode him slow and deep, breasts bouncing, milk leaking down her ribs in thin sweet trails that Betsy chased with greedy little laps. The clerk came fast, groaning into Nancy’s neck, and left them both laughing at how he’d apologised for inconveniencing them.

Next was the butcher’s apprentice—broad, red-faced, eager as a puppy. He wanted Betsy bent over the table, skirts up, while Nancy fed him her tits from the side. He sucked hard enough to make Nancy hiss, then fucked Betsy with short, brutal thrusts that had her cursing and coming twice before he spilled across her arse. Nancy cleaned her with slow, filthy licks while he watched, stroking himself back to half-mast just for the sight.

The third was quieter—a retired sea-captain with silver hair and a taste for being ridden while he nursed. He paid double when Nancy straddled him and let him drink his fill, one hand squeezing her breast like he was milking a prize cow, the other guiding her hips. Betsy straddled his face at the same time, grinding against his tongue until she shuddered through a quick, sharp climax. They left him dazed, purse lighter, shirt soaked with milk and spit.

By the time the last client stumbled out, the two women were properly spent—thighs sticky, breasts tender, cunts sore in the best way. They collapsed together on the rug again, limbs tangled, breathing hard, sharing lazy kisses that tasted of salt and spend and the faint sweetness that still clung to Nancy’s skin.

“Think we’ve got anything left for the lady tonight?” Betsy murmured against Nancy’s mouth, voice wrecked and amused.

Nancy laughed softly, cupping Betsy’s face. “We’ll manage. Always do. Besides—” She slid a hand between Betsy’s thighs, finding her slick, dripping the last traces of the day. “—you’re still soaked. She’ll love that.”

They dressed slowly, helping each other with stays and laces, stealing kisses and teasing pinches. When they finally stepped out into the January dusk, the street was quiet save for the occasional clatter of hooves and wheels. A young coachman—barely twenty, fresh-faced, with dark curls peeking from beneath his cap—was waiting beside an empty carriage, reins loose in his gloved hands. He’d been loitering near the inn for the last hour, eyes flicking toward the side door every few minutes.

Nancy sauntered up first, hips swaying, smile slow and knowing. “You the one offering free rides to pretty girls who’ve had a long day?”

The coachman flushed scarlet, eyes darting between them. “I—aye, miss. Returning to Kensington empty. Thought maybe… maybe you’d like to ride up top with me. Save your legs.”

Betsy laughed, low and wicked, stepping close enough that her skirts brushed his breeches. “Up top, hmm? Or inside? We’re not fussy.”

He swallowed hard, Adam’s apple bobbing. “Up top’s fine. Plenty of room. And… and I won’t tell a soul.”

Nancy reached out, traced a fingertip down the line of his jaw. “Good lad. But we’d never take advantage of your good nature.”

Betsy leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “She means we’ll pay in kind. A kiss, perhaps? And maybe a feel if you’re very good.”

The coachman looked like he might faint. He nodded once, jerkily.

Nancy went first—tilting his chin up, kissing him slow and deep, tongue sliding in to taste the faint sweetness of ale on his breath. He groaned into her mouth, hands hovering uncertainly until she caught them and guided them to her waist. When she pulled back, his lips were swollen, eyes dazed.

Betsy took her turn, more playful, nipping his bottom lip, sucking it gently before plunging in with wicked little flicks of her tongue. She let one of his hands wander up to cup her breast through the bodice, thumb brushing the nipple until she sighed against his mouth.

When they finally stepped back, the poor lad was breathing like he’d run a mile, cock straining visibly against his breeches.

“Off we trot, then,” Nancy said, already climbing the side of the carriage with surprising grace for how thoroughly used she felt. Betsy followed, settling beside her on the narrow driver’s perch.

The coachman scrambled up after them, cheeks flaming, and flicked the reins. The horses lurched forward, wheels rumbling over cobbles as they left the grime of Threadneedle behind.

Up top, pressed close between the two women, he was a furnace—warm, trembling, trying desperately to keep his eyes on the road. Nancy rested a hand high on his thigh, fingers tracing idle circles. Betsy leaned against his shoulder, lips brushing his neck every time the carriage jostled.

“Relax, love,” Betsy murmured. “We won’t bite. Much.”

Nancy’s hand drifted higher, cupping him through the wool, feeling how hard he was, how he throbbed at the lightest touch. “Think he’ll make it to Kensington without spilling in his breeches?”

Betsy laughed softly. “Doubt it. Poor thing’s been hard since he saw us.”

They teased him the whole way—light strokes, whispered filth, the occasional brush of lips against his ear—until the grand houses of Kensington rose around them, windows glowing gold against the January dark.

When the carriage finally rolled to a stop outside a tall, elegant townhouse on the square, the coachman was shaking, cheeks scarlet, breeches unmistakably damp at the front.

Nancy kissed him once more—quick, filthy, promising—then slid down. Betsy followed, giving his cock a final teasing squeeze through the fabric.

“Sweet dreams, lad,” she called up to him. “Maybe next time we’ll let you inside the carriage.”

He could only nod, mute with lust and awe, as they slipped through the garden gate and disappeared into the shadows of the house.

Miss Rose Maylie’s night was about to begin—and they were ready to teach her everything they knew.


X


The townhouse in Kensington stood tall and elegant, windows glowing soft gold against the January night. Three knocks, then one more—quiet, deliberate. The door opened almost at once.

Miss Rose Maylie stood in the foyer, still in her day gown of pale blue silk, though the high collar had been unfastened, revealing the delicate hollow of her throat. Her long glossy brown hair hung loose now, spilling over her shoulders like poured chocolate. She looked pale and innocent in the candlelight, young and trembling with nerves, yet there was a quiet resolve in the way she lifted her chin.

“Come in,” she whispered, stepping aside. “Quickly, please.”

Nancy and Betsy slipped past her, bringing with them the faint scent of coal smoke, gin, and sex. Nancy’s dark hair was still mussed from the day; Betsy’s skirts bore a faint damp patch at the hem where she hadn’t quite cleaned herself properly. They looked exactly like what they were: two women who had spent the day being thoroughly used and had enjoyed every filthy minute of it.

Miss Rose closed the door with a soft click and turned the key. The hallway was silent save for the distant tick of a long-case clock.

“This way,” she said, leading them up a wide staircase to a private sitting room on the first floor. A low fire burned in the grate; a bottle of claret and three glasses waited on a small table. She poured with unsteady hands, the liquid trembling in the crystal.

Nancy accepted her glass with a lazy smile. “Pretty place. Very proper. Makes a girl feel almost respectable.”

Betsy wandered to the window, peering out at the dark square. “Husband out tonight?”

Rose’s cheeks flared scarlet. She set her own glass down untouched. “Yes. At his club. He will not return until very late. I thought perhaps we might begin with…” She swallowed. “The basics of instruction.”

Nancy set her glass aside and crossed the room in three slow steps. She reached out, brushed a lock of Rose’s glossy hair behind her ear—gentle, almost tender.

“You want us to be your first,” Nancy said. Not a question.

Rose nodded, barely breathing.

Betsy pushed off the sill and came to stand behind Rose, close enough that she could feel the warmth of her body. “And you want us to fuck you slow and filthy,” Betsy murmured against her ear. “Want us to make you come until you’re shaking and sobbing and begging us for more. Want Nancy’s mouth on your pretty cunt while I suck those sweet little tits until they’re sore. Want to taste what it’s like to be properly ruined by women who know exactly how to break you open.”

Rose made a small, helpless sound—half whimper, half sigh. Her knees trembled visibly.

Nancy cupped Rose’s chin, tilting her face up. “Say it, love. We need to hear the words from that perfect mouth. Tell us exactly what you want tonight.”

Rose’s lips parted. She looked dazed already, pupils blown wide.

“I want…” She faltered, then tried again, voice cracking. “I want you to undress me. Slowly. I want you to touch me everywhere—places no one has ever touched. I want your mouths on me. I want… I want to come. More than once. I want to feel what it’s like to be… taken. Completely.”

Betsy laughed softly, delighted. “Good girl. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Nancy leaned in, brushing her lips against Rose’s in the lightest, teasing kiss—barely there, just enough to make Rose gasp.

“Then let’s begin,” Nancy whispered. “Sit down, my lady. On the sofa. Legs apart. We’re going to unwrap you like the sweetest present in London.”

Rose obeyed—sinking onto the velvet cushions, knees parting beneath her skirts, hands clasped tight in her lap as though she still half-expected to wake up.

Nancy knelt between Rose’s parted knees, fingers deft and unhurried as she untied the silk ribbons at the lady’s waist. The petticoats sighed to the floor in soft heaps of lace and muslin, leaving Rose in nothing but chemise, stays, stockings, and the faint tremor that ran through her every time one of them touched her.

Betsy, still behind the sofa, worked the tiny fastenings down the back of Rose’s gown with teasing slowness, letting the silk part inch by inch. She peeled the bodice away from Rose’s shoulders, kissing the newly bared skin as it appeared—light, deliberate presses of lips that made Rose’s breath hitch.

“Up, love,” Nancy murmured, guiding Rose to stand. The chemise came next. Betsy drew it over Rose’s head in one smooth motion, the fine lawn whispering against skin like a lover’s sigh. Then the stays—Betsy unlaced them from behind while Nancy steadied Rose with hands on her hips, thumbs stroking the soft dip above the hipbones. The corset fell away, and Rose’s breasts spilled free—high, round, the nipples already tight from cold and nerves and something far more wicked.

Stockings last. Nancy rolled them down each leg with reverent care, kissing the inside of Rose’s knee as she went, then the tender hollow behind it. When the last garter slipped free, Rose stood completely bare in the firelight—long limbs, creamy skin flushed from throat to navel, glossy brown hair tumbling wild over her shoulders. She shivered, not from the chill of the room but from the exquisite shame of being the only one naked while her two guests remained fully clothed, skirts still rucked and bodices still laced.

Nancy and Betsy stepped back a pace, circling her slowly like connoisseurs appraising a fine piece of art.

“God, look at her,” Nancy said, voice low and appreciative. “Skin like fresh cream. And those tits—perfect little handfuls, aren’t they? Bet they’ve never been properly sucked. Look how the nipples are begging already, all pink and tight.”

Betsy tilted her head, eyes gleaming. “And that sweet cunt—so neat and tidy. Like she’s never been touched. I can see her glistening from here, love. She’s dripping just from standing naked in front of two dirty whores.”

Rose’s breath came in shallow pants. The humiliation was delicious, searing; it made her thighs press together, trying to ease the sudden, insistent ache between them. She could feel their eyes on her—hungry, approving, utterly shameless—and the knowledge that she was the only one exposed, the only one trembling under their gaze, sent another wave of heat through her core.

Nancy reached out, brushed a single fingertip down the centre of Rose’s belly, stopping just above the neat triangle of dark curls. “Such a perfect little virgin cunt. Bet it’s never even had fingers inside it. Bet it’s clenching right now, wanting to be filled while we talk about how pretty it is.”

Betsy circled behind Rose again, hands resting lightly on her hips. “And these shoulders—look how they slope, so elegant. Like she was made to be bent over and taken from behind. We’ll have her on her knees later, won’t we? That glossy hair wrapped around our fists while we make her lick us clean.”

Rose whimpered, a small, broken sound. The blush had reached her ears; she felt feverish, dizzy with the combination of shame and want. Her nipples ached, hard and sensitive, and she could feel the slickness gathering between her thighs, threatening to drip down her leg if she didn’t press them tighter together.

Nancy stepped in front, cupping Rose’s chin and tilting her face up. “You’re doing beautifully, love. Look at you—blushing like a bride on her wedding night, but wet like the filthiest harlot in Mayfair. You love this, don’t you? Being stripped and stared at. Being talked over like a prize mare.”

Rose couldn’t speak. She only nodded, eyes glassy, lips parted.

Betsy pressed a soft kiss to the nape of Rose’s neck. “Good. Because we’re only getting started. Now sit back down, legs wide. We’re going to spend a very long time getting to know every secret inch of you.”

Nancy circled Rose slowly once more, eyes raking over every exposed inch with shameless appreciation. The firelight played across Rose’s skin, turning the flush that had started at her cheeks into a full-body blaze—down her throat, across the high curves of her breasts, even creeping along the tops of her thighs.

“Look at her trembling,” Nancy said to Betsy, voice rich with mock pity. “Poor little Miss Rose, all naked and dripping while we’re still buttoned up like respectable matrons. Bet she’s never stood bare-arsed in her own sitting room before. Bet the servants would faint if they saw their perfect mistress like this—legs apart, cunt glistening, nipples so hard they could cut glass.”

Betsy leaned in from behind, resting her chin on Rose’s shoulder so she could speak directly into her ear while her hands stayed innocently at Rose’s hips—close enough that Rose could feel the rough wool of Betsy’s skirt brushing her bare bottom.

“She’s trying so hard to be dignified, isn’t she?” Betsy murmured, loud enough for Nancy to hear. “Arm over those sweet tits like that’s going to hide how badly she wants us to stare. Darling, we can see everything anyway. That pretty pink slit between your legs is practically winking at us. And look—there’s a little pearl of wetness already sliding down your thigh. You’re making a mess on your own carpet, my lady. What would Mr. Maylie say if he knew his pristine wife was leaking like a tavern wench?”

Rose’s arm tightened across her breasts, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her upper arm. A tiny, mortified sound of pleasure escaped her—half gasp, half whimper.

Nancy stepped closer, crouching just enough to bring her face level with Rose’s sex. She didn’t touch; she only breathed, warm and deliberate, across the slick folds. Rose’s hips jerked forward involuntarily.

“See that?” Nancy said to Betsy, never taking her eyes from Rose’s cunt. “She’s clenching just from me looking. Such a needy little virgin hole. Bet it’s never had anything bigger than her own finger inside it—if she’s even dared that much. All those years of silk gowns and polite dinners, and the whole time this perfect cunt was waiting to be spread and stared at by two filthy whores who’ve had more cock in one afternoon than she’s had in her entire marriage.”

Betsy’s hands slid up Rose’s sides—slow, possessive—until they rested just beneath the swell of her breasts, thumbs brushing the undersides without quite touching the nipples.

“And these,” Betsy added, voice dripping honeyed cruelty, “these perfect little handfuls. Never been properly sucked, have they? Never had teeth on them, never been pinched until they’re red and aching. They’re trembling, love. Look how the tips are all puckered and desperate. I bet if I just—” She leaned around Rose’s shoulder and blew a cool stream of air directly across one nipple. Rose’s knees buckled; she caught herself on the sofa arm with a small, broken cry.

Nancy stood again, grinning. “She’s going to come just from us talking about her, Bet. No hands, no mouths—just the shame of being naked and discussed like a heifer at market. Tell us, Miss Rose—does it make you wetter when we point out how wet you already are? When we remind you that you’re the only one bare, the only one dripping, the only one who’s never been properly used?”

Rose’s head dropped forward, glossy hair falling like a curtain around her burning face. Her voice came out small, cracked, exquisite with humiliation.

“Yes,” she whispered. “God help me… yes.”

Nancy stepped even closer, until the rough wool of her skirt brushed the bare skin of Rose’s trembling thighs. She didn’t touch her—not yet. She simply leaned in, lips hovering a scant inch from Rose’s ear, voice dropping to the intimate hush of shared secrets.

“Poor, perfect Miss Rose,” she purred, slow and deliberate. “Standing here in your own drawing room, stripped to the skin while two common whores circle you like vultures. Look at you—trying so hard to keep your dignity, chin up, back straight, even as your cunt drips down your legs like a tavern slut after market day. You can feel it, can’t you? That shameful little trickle. Every time you shift your weight, another drop slides out and cools on your thigh. And you’re letting it happen. You’re letting us watch it happen.”

Rose’s knees quivered; she pressed them together instinctively, only to feel the slickness smear between them. Betsy circled to Rose’s front now, crouching low so her face was level with the lady’s sex. She tilted her head, studying the glistening folds with exaggerated fascination.

“Oh, Nancy, come look at this,” Betsy said, voice thick with gleeful amusement. “She’s actually weeping for it. Not just wet—properly crying. That neat little slit is pulsing, look—opening and closing like it’s begging for something to fill it. And the smell of her—God, she’s ripe with it. All that fine breeding, all those years of polite tea and embroidered handkerchiefs, and underneath it she’s just another desperate cunt waiting to be noticed. I bet if I spread her with two fingers right now, we’d see right down into that untouched pink hole. Bet it’s never even felt the tip of a tongue.”

Betsy stood slowly, trailing a single fingertip up the inside of Rose’s thigh—stopping just short of the slick folds, gathering the wetness on her finger and holding it up to the firelight.

“See this?” she said to Nancy, voice dripping mock wonder. “That’s Miss Rose Maylie’s first private offering. A pearl of pure, virgin shame. I could wipe it on her own silk curtains and she’d thank me for the privilege. Or maybe I’ll just let it drip—let her feel it slide all the way down to her ankle while we keep talking about how pathetic she looks. How she’s the most beautiful woman in London, and still she’s standing here naked, soaked, and shaking because two dirty whores won’t stop pointing out what a needy little slut she’s become the moment the stays came off.”

Rose’s head dropped forward, glossy hair falling around her burning face like a curtain. Tears of pure, exquisite humiliation welled in her eyes, but she didn’t blink them away. Her thighs trembled violently; another slow bead of arousal slipped free, trailing down the inside of her leg in a glistening line.

Nancy cupped Rose’s chin, forcing her gaze up.

“Say it,” she commanded, soft but merciless. “Tell us what you are right now, my lady. Tell us exactly what we’ve made of you in your own elegant sitting room.”

Rose’s voice came out cracked, barely above a whisper, every syllable drenched in mortification.

“I’m… I’m naked. Dripping. Shamed. A… a desperate, dripping slut who’s never been touched and already leaking for you.”

Betsy’s delighted laugh was low and warm. She pressed a single, mocking kiss to Rose’s temple.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Now spread those legs wider. Let us keep watching your pretty cunt cry while we decide which part of you we’re going to ruin first.”

Nancy took one look at Rose’s trembling knees and the way her whole body seemed to sway like a reed in a storm, and something soft flickered in her eyes beneath the wicked gleam.

“Come here, sweet thing,” she murmured, voice dropping from cruel tease to something warmer, almost tender. She slipped an arm around Rose’s waist—careful, steady—and guided her the few steps to the nearest armchair. The velvet upholstery was cool against Rose’s fever-hot skin as she sank into it, legs falling open almost of their own accord, too overwhelmed to remember modesty.

Nancy knelt between them without hesitation, skirts pooling around her knees on the fine rug. She rested her palms on the insides of Rose’s thighs, thumbs stroking soothing little arcs, easing them wider.

“Shh, love,” Nancy said softly. “No more standing on ceremony. Let me take care of you now.”

Rose’s breath came in shallow pants, eyes glassy, cheeks still flaming. She watched, helpless, as Nancy leaned in—slow, deliberate—until her warm breath ghosted over the slick, swollen folds.

The first touch of Nancy’s tongue was feather-light, a slow drag from the very bottom of Rose’s slit up to the tight little pearl at the top. Rose’s hips jerked violently; a broken whimper tore from her throat.

“God—oh—”

Nancy hummed against her, the vibration making Rose’s thighs quake. She licked again, broader this time, tasting the pure, sweet flood of arousal that had been gathering for what felt like hours. Rose was so wet—so obscenely, shamefully wet—that Nancy’s tongue parted her effortlessly, gliding through soft, untouched flesh without the slightest resistance.

And then Nancy felt it.

The delicate barrier, thin and taut, just inside the entrance—still perfectly intact.

Nancy pulled back the tiniest fraction, eyes lifting to Rose’s face in delighted surprise.

“Well, well,” she breathed, lips shiny with Rose’s slickness. “You really are untouched. Not a finger, not a cock—nothing’s ever been inside this perfect little cunt, has it?”

Rose’s head fell back against the chair, a mortified sob catching in her throat. “No—never—I couldn’t—I—”

“Shhh.” Nancy pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss directly to the glistening folds. “That’s beautiful, love. Makes me want to be so careful with you… and so very cruel at the same time.”

She dipped her head again, tongue flattening to lap broad and slow along the length of Rose’s slit—then pointed, delicate, the very tip tracing the fragile centre of the hymen. She circled it teasingly—never pushing, never breaching—only stroking the thin membrane with the lightest, wettest flicks.

Rose shuddered so hard the chair creaked beneath her. Her hands flew to the arms, knuckles white, thighs trembling violently around Nancy’s shoulders.

“Nance—please—oh God—”

Nancy smiled against her, wicked and gentle all at once. She flicked the tip of her tongue again, right along the taut centre—once, twice, a third time—each touch feather-soft, maddeningly precise. Rose’s cunt fluttered helplessly, clenching around nothing, the untouched barrier quivering under the delicate assault.

“Look at you,” Nancy whispered between licks. “So sensitive here. This little veil’s never been teased before, has it? Never had a tongue dance along it like this—testing how thin it is, how it trembles when I just… barely… touch…”

Another slow, circling stroke—tip pressing the innermost circle of the membrane, not hard enough to tear, only enough to make Rose feel the pressure, the promise, the exquisite denial.

Rose’s whole body bowed off the chair, a raw, keening sound spilling from her lips. Her hips rocked forward in helpless little jerks, chasing the contact she couldn’t quite reach.

“I—I’m going to—Nancy—”

“Not yet, love,” Nancy soothed, though her own voice had gone husky with want. “Just feel it. Feel how close you are already, just from my tongue playing with your sweet, virgin shield. You’re dripping so much it’s running down my chin. Such a perfect, desperate little thing—going to come without anything ever going inside you. Just from being licked and teased right at the gate.”

She returned to her torment—tip of her tongue fluttering now, quick little licks along the fragile barrier, then slower, dragging circles, then fluttering again. Each pass made Rose’s thighs shake harder, her breaths come shorter, her whole body wind tighter and tighter.

Betsy watched from the side, eyes sparkling with approval, one hand idly cupping her own breast through her bodice.

“She’s going to shatter,” Betsy said softly. “Look at her—poor lady’s never been this close to coming in her life, and it’s all because of your wicked little tongue.”

Nancy hummed agreement, the sound vibrating straight through Rose’s core.

Rose’s head thrashed against the velvet. Tears of pure overwhelmed pleasure leaked from the corners of her eyes.

“Please—please—I need to—”

Nancy pressed one final, slow, lingering stroke along the quivering membrane—then sealed her lips around Rose’s clit and sucked.

Rose came apart with a shattered cry—back arching, thighs clamping around Nancy’s head, cunt pulsing and fluttering in frantic, untouched spasms. No penetration, no stretching, just the exquisite torture of that delicate teasing and the sudden hard suction on her pearl.

Nancy drank her through it—gentle laps now, soothing the oversensitive folds while Rose shuddered and sobbed, wave after wave rolling through her untouched body until she collapsed, boneless, gasping, tears streaking her flushed cheeks.

Nancy lifted her head at last, chin glistening, eyes bright with triumph and tenderness.

“There we are,” she whispered, pressing a soft kiss to the inside of Rose’s trembling thigh. “Your first orgasm, love. All from a tongue that never even crossed the line.”

Rose could only stare down at her, dazed and wrecked and utterly, beautifully ruined.

Betsy crossed the room then, sinking to her knees beside the chair, brushing sweat-damp hair from Rose’s face.

“And that,” she murmured, “was only the beginning.”


XI


Nancy slid onto the arm of the armchair, one leg hooked casually over the side so she could lean in close to Rose’s flushed face. Her bodice was still laced, but she tugged the neckline down just enough to bare one dark, swollen nipple—still leaking faintly from the day’s earlier attentions. She caught Rose’s chin between thumb and forefinger, turning the lady’s tear-streaked gaze toward her.

“Look here, sweet thing,” Nancy murmured, voice low and syrupy. “While Betsy’s playing with that untouched little veil between your legs, I’m going to take advantage of that pretty mouth of yours.”

She guided Rose’s mouth to her breast without preamble. Rose’s lips parted on a shaky breath; the first touch of her tongue against the leaking nipple made her whimper around it. Nancy cupped the back of Rose’s head, holding her there gently but firmly.

“Suck, love,” she coaxed. “Take what you’ve been staring at all night. That’s it—nice and greedy. Feel how full I still am? All that milk just waiting for a hungry mouth like yours.”

Rose latched on with a soft, desperate sound, tongue swirling hesitantly at first, then harder as the sweet taste flooded her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed; a thin stream let down immediately, trickling over her tongue and down her chin. Nancy sighed with pleasure, fingers threading through Rose’s glossy brown hair.

“Good girl,” Nancy murmured, voice low and velvet-soft. “Nursing so eagerly already, like the sweetest little sapphist slut in all London. Only look at yourself—stripped bare in your own fine chair, lips fastened to a stranger’s breast, your pretty cunt being opened and tasted by another woman’s tongue. Such a wicked, untouched virgin you are.”

Down between Rose’s trembling thighs, Betsy had returned to her delicate torment. She spread Rose wider with gentle thumbs, exposing the slick, quivering folds once more. This time she didn’t tease quite so lightly. The tip of her tongue pressed firmer against the thin barrier—still never breaching it, but tracing the taut membrane with slow, deliberate pressure, pushing just enough to make Rose feel every quiver, every flutter of that fragile veil.

Rose’s hips bucked hard; a muffled cry vibrated around Nancy’s nipple. Her whole body shook, oversensitive nerves screaming under the renewed pleasure.

Betsy lifted her head just long enough to speak, lips glistening, voice thick with wicked delight.

“Fuck, listen to her whine,” she said to Nancy. “That little maidenhead’s so sensitive it’s practically dancing under my tongue. Every time I press here—” she demonstrated with another firm, circling stroke, the tip dragging along the centre of the soft skin “—she clenches like she’s trying to pull me in. Dirty little virgin, aren’t you, my lady? All that fine breeding, all those polite balls and teas, and here you are leaking like a broken pump while I tongue-fuck the gate of your cunt without even crossing it.”

Rose’s eyes rolled back; tears of pure overwhelmed pleasure slipped down her cheeks again. She suckled harder on Nancy’s breast, desperate, sloppy, milk dribbling from the corners of her mouth as she tried to stifle her own moans.

Nancy laughed softly, stroking Rose’s hair. “She’s a mess already. Look how she’s shaking—can’t even keep her lips sealed around my nipple without whimpering. Such a needy, untouched slut. Never had a cock, never had her own fingers, and still she’s dripping all over your chin just from having her precious little barrier teased. Imagine what she’ll do when we finally push something past it.”

Betsy hummed agreement, the vibration going straight through Rose’s core. She pressed harder still—tip of her tongue flattening, dragging slow and insistent along the quivering edge, then flicking the very centre with quick, merciless little taps. Rose’s thighs clamped around Betsy’s ears; her back arched off the velvet, a broken sob escaping around Nancy’s breast.

“She’s right on the edge again,” Betsy murmured against slick skin. “Poor filthy virgin—going to come a second time with nothing inside her, just my tongue bullying that sweet, sensitive veil. You love being our dirty little secret, don’t you? The perfect society miss turned into a trembling, milk-smeared, cunt-dripping mess in her own drawing room.”

Rose shattered once more—harder this time, hips grinding against Betsy’s face in frantic little rocks as her cunt pulsed and fluttered in helpless spasms. Milk spurted weakly from Nancy’s nipple into Rose’s mouth; the lady swallowed convulsively, tears streaming, body wracked with wave after wave of exquisite, humiliating bliss.

When the tremors finally eased, Betsy lifted her head, chin shiny, eyes bright with triumph. She pressed a final, gentle kiss to the quivering folds.

“There we go,” she whispered. “Two crises for our perfect little virgin. And we’re only just warming up.”

Nancy eased Rose’s mouth from her breast, wiping the milk from Rose’s swollen lips with her thumb.

“Beautiful,” she said softly, kissing Rose’s forehead. “Utterly beautiful. Now breathe, love. We’ve got all night to show you just how dirty a good girl can be.”

Betsy kept Rose’s thighs spread wide, palms firm on the soft inner flesh, holding her open like an offering. Rose’s cunt glistened obscenely in the firelight—swollen, flushed, the delicate pink folds parted just enough to reveal the thin, quivering veil still guarding her entrance. Every shallow breath made it flutter.

Nancy, still perched on the arm of the chair, leaned closer, her bare nipple brushing Rose’s cheek as she watched Betsy’s hand move.

“Go on, love,” Nancy said, voice thick and dark with approval. “Touch her properly this time. Let her feel exactly how untouched she is while we tell her what a shameless little hole she’s got.”

Betsy dipped her head first, pressing one last soft, wet kiss to the pearl of Rose’s clit—making the lady’s hips jerk—then straightened slightly. She brought her right hand up, middle finger trailing through the slickness that coated Rose’s folds, gathering it deliberately. Then she slid lower, the pad of her forefinger finding the fragile barrier.

She didn’t push.

She stroked.

Slow, feather-light at first, the very tip of her finger tracing the taut edge of the hymen—circling, dipping, never breaching. Rose’s whole body seized; a raw, keening whine tore from her throat.

“Look at that,” Betsy breathed, eyes fixed on the trembling membrane. “So thin. So fucking sensitive. I can feel it quiver every time I stroke here—right along the rim. Like it’s begging me to tear it, but I’m not going to. Not yet. I’m just going to keep rubbing this little virgin seal until you’re sobbing for something to break it open.”

Rose’s head thrashed against the velvet. Milk still clung to her lips from Nancy’s breast; her tongue darted out helplessly, tasting the sweetness as fresh tears of overwhelmed pleasure spilled down her cheeks.

Nancy caught Rose’s chin again, forcing her to meet her gaze. “You hear that, my lady? That’s your own cunt crying for cock while a whore strokes your maidenhead like it’s the most precious thing in London. You’re dripping so much it’s running down Betsy’s wrist. All those years of being the perfect, untouched bride, and now you’re spread wide, leaking like a common slut, letting two dirty women play with the last shred of your innocence.”

Betsy pressed a fraction harder—still no penetration, just firmer circles, the pad of her finger dragging along the centre of the membrane in slow, deliberate strokes. Rose’s thighs shook violently; her hips rocked forward in tiny, desperate jerks, chasing the pressure she couldn’t quite reach.

“Fuck, feel how it flutters,” Betsy groaned. “Every time I stroke right here—right in the middle—it clenches so hard, like it’s trying to suck my finger in. Dirty little virgin, aren’t you? So desperate to be ruined. Bet you’ve lain awake at night imagining this—some rough hand spreading you, some wicked tongue teasing the gate, some thick cock or lady’s finger finally shoving past and claiming what no one’s ever had. And now it’s happening, and you’re too ashamed to admit how much you love it.”

Rose sobbed openly now—high, broken sounds that dissolved into gasps every time Betsy’s fingertip dragged across the hypersensitive barrier.

Nancy leaned down, lips brushing Rose’s ear. “Say it, love. Tell us what you are. Tell us what this perfect, dripping, untouched hole makes you.”

Rose’s voice cracked, barely audible through the tears and the pleasure. “I’m—I’m a filthy virgin—please—more, I beg you—”

Betsy rewarded her with a harder stroke—still no breach, just a slow, insistent press that made the hymen bow inward slightly before springing back. Rose’s whole body convulsed; her back arched off the chair, breasts heaving, nipples tight and aching.

“That’s right,” Betsy purred, voice velvet and cruel. “A filthy, dripping virgin who’s about to come again just from having her barrier touched. No cock, no fingers inside—just my fingertip rubbing this thin little veil until it’s trembling and you’re screaming. You’re going to soak my hand, my lady. You’re going to flood this expensive chair while we watch your pretty little cunt pulse around nothing. And you’ll thank us for it, won’t you? Because deep down, you’ve always been this—a shameless, leaking, desperate little slut waiting for someone to expose her.”

Rose’s eyes flew wide.

The orgasm ripped through her like a storm—harder than the first two, thighs clamping around Betsy’s wrist, cunt fluttering wildly against the teasing finger that never crossed the line. She screamed into Nancy’s shoulder, tears soaking the fabric, body wracked with spasm after spasm as slickness gushed out in helpless little spurts.

Betsy kept stroking through it—gentle now, soothing circles along the quivering membrane—milking every last tremor from Rose’s untouched body.

When the waves finally receded, Rose collapsed boneless against the chair, chest heaving, face streaked with tears and milk and pure, exquisite ruin.

Nancy kissed her temple, soft and possessive. “There’s our good girl,” she whispered. “Three times now. And we’ve barely started.”

Betsy lifted her dripping finger, brought it to Rose’s swollen lips.

“Taste yourself, love,” she said. “Taste how wet a dirty virgin gets when she’s been properly teased.”

Rose opened her mouth without hesitation—sucking Betsy’s finger clean with a soft, broken moan.

Nancy smiled against her hair.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Utterly perfect.”


They were a long, long time alone. A soft tap at the door, at length announced that someone was without: Mr. Harry Maylie.
“I know it all,” he said, taking a seat beside the lovely girl. “Dear Rose, I know it all.”
She fell upon him in tears, and joy and grief were mingled in the cup; but even grief itself arose so softened, and clothed in such sweet and tender recollections, that it became a solemn pleasure, and lost all character of pain.


—CHAPTER LI, OLIVER TWIST, CHARLES DICKENS, 1838


XII


The door to the sitting room opened with a soft creak—barely audible over Rose’s ragged breathing and the wet, intimate sounds of Betsy’s finger still tracing lazy, teasing circles along the lady’s quivering hymen.

Mr. Harry Maylie paused on the threshold, one gloved hand still on the knob, the other loosening his cravat. Tall and lean, with sharp cheekbones and hair the colour of polished mahogany, he looked every inch the aristocrat—until his gaze swept the room and a slow, delighted smile curved his mouth.

“Well,” he said, voice smooth as brandy. “This is unexpected. And utterly charming.”

Rose froze, her body going rigid in the armchair. Betsy’s finger stilled against the delicate barrier; Nancy’s hand tightened instinctively in Rose’s hair, holding her mouth to the leaking nipple. For one heartbeat, the room hung in perfect silence.

Then Harry stepped fully inside, closing the door with a quiet click. He shrugged out of his coat, tossing it over a side table as though discovering his wife naked and writhing under two courtesans was the most natural thing in the world.

“Don’t stop on my account,” he murmured, eyes gleaming as he took in the scene—Rose’s flushed, tear-streaked face, her thighs spread wide and glistening, Betsy kneeling between them with slick fingers, Nancy’s breast still half-bared and shining with milk and saliva. “In fact, please continue. I’ve had a dreadfully dull evening at the club. This is far more entertaining.”

He dropped lazily into the armchair opposite, stretching his long legs out as he unfastened his trousers with unhurried grace. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, already half-hard from the sight alone. He wrapped one elegant hand around it, stroking slow and deliberate, eyes fixed on his wife.

Rose’s gaze locked on him—on the casual way he handled himself, on the length and girth she had never seen, never felt. Her breath hitched; fresh colour flooded her cheeks, but she didn’t look away.

Harry noticed, of course. His smile widened, wicked and fond.

“My tastes are wide, darlings,” he said conversationally, thumb circling the head of his cock as it swelled under his touch. “Gentlemen, as a rule. But I’ve been known to make exceptions for particularly villainous females.” His gaze flicked to Betsy and Nancy, appreciative. “And you two strike me as delightfully villainous.”

Betsy lifted her head from between Rose’s thighs, lips shiny, finger still resting lightly against the trembling hymen. She grinned, slow and filthy.

“Flatterer,” she said. “Though if we’re talking about defiling your wife proper—taking that sweet little virginity she’s been guarding so fiercely—I reckon it should be you, my lord. You’ve waited long enough for the privilege, haven’t you? And look at her—eyes wide as saucers, staring at your cock like it’s the first she’s ever seen. Which, let’s be honest, it probably is.”

Rose made a small, strangled sound—half protest, half agreement. Her thighs trembled around Betsy’s hand; another helpless bead of slickness slipped free, coating Betsy’s finger.

Harry’s strokes slowed, his cock now fully hard, curving up against his belly. “You think so?” he asked, voice husky. “You’d hand over the honour?”

Betsy shrugged, pressing one last teasing stroke along the fragile barrier before withdrawing her hand entirely. Rose whimpered at the loss.

“I’m generous like that,” Betsy said. “If truth be known, Nancy here was itching to do it herself—strap on something thick and ruin the lady slow—but she’ll come round.”

Nancy released Rose’s hair at last, wiping a stray drop of milk from the lady’s chin with her thumb. She looked at Harry—really looked—taking in the elegant lines of him, the casual arrogance of his arousal.

“I did want it,” Nancy admitted, voice low and rough. “Wanted to be the first thing inside that perfect, dripping cunt. Wanted to feel Miss Maylie stretch around me while she sobbed my name. But…” She glanced at Rose, at the way the lady’s eyes stayed fixed on her husband’s cock, wide and wondering and hungry. “You’re right. It’s sweeter if he does it. He’s her husband, after all. Let him claim what’s his.”

Rose swallowed hard, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes,” she breathed. “Please. Harry… I want… I want you to be the first.”

Harry’s eyes darkened, his hand tightening on his shaft. He rose slowly, crossing the room in three measured steps until he stood before the armchair, cock jutting proud and eager.

“Then come here, darling,” he said softly, reaching for her. “Let me be gentle for your first time.”

Betsy and Nancy exchanged a glance—wicked, warm, utterly in accord—and moved aside just enough to make room.

The night was far from over.

Harry stood over the armchair, cock heavy and flushed in his hand, eyes locked on his wife’s trembling form. Rose sat slumped in the velvet, thighs still spread wide from Betsy’s earlier attentions, her slick folds glistening, the delicate hymen quivering faintly with every ragged breath. She looked up at him—eyes wide, lips parted, a mix of fear and desperate want warring on her flushed face.

“I—I’m nervous,” Rose whispered, voice cracking. Her hands fluttered uselessly at her sides, as if she might cover herself even now. “Harry, I’ve never… it’s going to hurt, isn’t it? I don’t know if I can—”

Harry knelt slowly before her, setting his cock aside for the moment to take her hands in his. His touch was gentle, reassuring—the same hands that had signed treaties and danced at balls now stroking her knuckles like she was something fragile and priceless.

“Darling,” he murmured, leaning in to brush a kiss to her forehead. “We’ll make it good. Better than good. Look at you—already soaked for it, already flushed and beautiful. Your body knows what it wants, and these sweet young ladies will help you.”

Nancy and Betsy exchanged a glance—warm, knowing, a flicker of something almost tender passing between them. They moved without a word, flanking Rose on either side of the chair. Nancy cupped one of Rose’s high, perfect breasts, thumb circling the tight pink nipple until it peaked harder.

“We’ve got you, love,” Nancy said softly, voice rough with affection. “God knows we barely remember our own first times—too many cocks since then to count, most of ‘em rough and quick in some alley or back room. Mine was a fumbling stablehand when I was fresh off the boat from the country. A sharp sting, over in a moment, and then it felt so good.”

Betsy leaned in from the other side, latching onto Rose’s neglected nipple with a wet, hungry pull that made the lady gasp and arch. She released it with a pop, grinning wickedly.

“Mine wasn’t much,” Betsy added, tongue flicking the tip before sucking it deep again. “Desperate sailor in a tavern loft. Thought he was God’s gift, came in under a minute and left me unsatisfied. Been chasing better ever since. But you—” She sucked harder, cheeks hollowing, drawing a sharp cry from Rose. “—you get all of this. Your handsome husband, two wicked women to make it sweet. You’ll remember every second, won’t you? The way it stretches, the way it fills. Lucky little virgin.”

Rose whimpered, head falling back against the chair as Nancy joined in—mouth sealing over the other breast, sucking hard and steady, teeth grazing just enough to sting sweet. Their hands roamed lower: Nancy’s sliding between Rose’s thighs first, thumb finding the swollen pearl of her clit and rubbing slow, firm circles. Betsy’s fingers joined a moment later, two thumbs working in tandem—one on the clit, the other dipping to stroke the slick entrance without pushing past the barrier.

“Relax for us, darling,” Harry said, voice husky as he watched his wife writhe under their mouths. He stroked himself lazily, eyes dark with want. “Let them make you come first. Let them get you so wet and open that it barely hurts at all.”

Rose’s hips rocked helplessly into their touch, breaths coming in short, desperate pants. “It feels—so good—please—I want to know—”

“That’s it,” Nancy growled against her breast, sucking harder, tongue lashing the nipple. “Come for us, you perfect little thing. Come with our mouths on these pretty tits and our thumbs on that greedy clit. Show your husband how ready you are—how your virgin cunt’s begging to be filled.”

Betsy switched breasts, latching onto the one Nancy had abandoned with fierce pulls, her free hand pinching and rolling the wet nipple. “Such a sensitive little slut already,” she murmured between sucks. “Tits aching, clit throbbing, hymen fluttering like it can’t wait to be torn. You’re going to come so hard, love. Going to gush all over our fingers while your husband watches. And when you’re right at the peak—shaking, sobbing, cunt clenching around nothing—that’s when he’ll give it to you. Slide in slow and deep, breach you proper while you’re too lost in bliss to feel anything less.”

Rose’s body tensed, thighs quivering, back arching off the chair as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter. “Oh God—please, just do it—quick, before I—”

“Come?” Harry said, voice rough now, positioning himself between her spread legs. He nudged Betsy’s hand aside gently, replacing her thumb on Rose’s clit with his own—rubbing faster, harder, in time with the women’s mouths devouring her breasts. “But I should like to see that, Rose. I should like to see it very much. Come for me. Come now.”

She came.

The orgasm hit like a wave crashing over her—fierce, overwhelming, her whole body seizing as slickness flooded out, soaking Harry’s fingers, dripping onto the velvet. She screamed—raw, broken, beautiful—hips bucking wildly, breasts thrusting into Nancy and Betsy’s mouths as they sucked her through it, teeth and tongues merciless on her nipples.

And at the peak—when Rose was lost in it, eyes rolled back, body arched in pure ecstasy—Harry thrust.

He pushed in slow but steady, the thick head of his cock breaching her for the first time, stretching the fragile hymen until it gave with a sharp, sudden tear. Rose’s eyes flew open, a gasp tearing from her throat at the feel of it—the burn, the fullness, the impossible stretch as he sank deeper, inch by inch, claiming what no one ever had.

The pleasure-pain exploded through her.

She came again immediately—harder than before, cunt clamping down on the invading cock in frantic spasms, the intensity so sharp it blurred the edges of her vision. Stars burst behind her eyes; her body shook violently, a low, keening wail spilling from her lips as the sensation threatened to overwhelm her completely.

Betsy was there in an instant—releasing Rose’s breast to capture her mouth in a deep, devouring kiss, swallowing the cries, tongue stroking hers in slow, soothing rhythm.

“Easy, love,” Betsy whispered against her lips between kisses. “Breathe through it. God, you’re taking him so beautifully—feel that? Your husband’s cock buried deep in your ruined little cunt. First one ever. You’ll remember this forever—the stretch, the burn turning to bliss, coming twice while he claims you. I’m envious, you know. Mine was forgettable. Yours… fuck, yours is perfect.”

Harry groaned, buried to the hilt now, holding still to let her adjust—the tight, virgin heat clenching around him like a vice. “So tight,” he rasped, leaning down to kiss her throat. “My darling—my perfect wife. You feel incredible. Tell me when you’re ready for more.”

Rose nodded frantically, hips twitching as the sensation ebbed into something hotter, deeper. Nancy nuzzled her breast, lapping gently now, voice soft and wicked.

“That’s our girl,” Nancy murmured. “Took it like a dream. Now fuck him back, love. Show him what a good little wife you are—how your freshly deflowered cunt milks his cock.”

Rose’s eyes fluttered open, meeting Harry’s—dark with love and lust and triumph.

“Move,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “Please… move.”

Harry smiled, slow and filthy, and began to thrust.

Rose’s hips lifted tentatively at first—small, uncertain rocks that met Harry’s slow, deliberate thrusts. The stretch still burned, a deep ache that radiated through her core, but beneath it simmered something hotter, something that made her breath catch and her fingers dig into the arms of the chair.

She watched his face—her husband’s face—dark with concentration and pleasure, eyes locked on where they joined. The sight of him buried inside her, thick and relentless, sent another shameful pulse through her cunt. She clenched around him without meaning to, and Harry groaned low in his throat, hips stuttering for a heartbeat.

“That’s it, darling,” he rasped, one hand sliding under her thigh to lift her leg higher, opening her wider. “Fuck me back. Show me you want this.”

Rose bit her lip, cheeks flaming anew. She rolled her hips again—harder this time, taking him deeper, feeling every inch drag along the tender walls that had never known anything before tonight. The newness of it flared bright and sharp, then melted into liquid heat that made her toes curl against the rug.

Nancy and Betsy flanked her still, mouths and hands never quite leaving her. Nancy sucked one nipple in slow, rhythmic pulls, tongue swirling lazy circles; Betsy mirrored her on the other breast, teeth grazing just enough to keep Rose on a knife-edge of pleasure. Their free hands roamed—Nancy’s thumb brushing Rose’s clit in feather-light circles, Betsy’s fingers tracing soothing patterns along her trembling belly.

Rose’s movements grew bolder. She pushed up to meet each downward stroke, cunt fluttering around Harry’s cock as she found a rhythm—clumsy at first, then smoother, hungrier. Every slide in made her gasp; every withdrawal left her aching to be filled again.

“I—I’m trying,” she panted, voice wrecked and small. “I want to be good for you, Harry. A good wife. I want to take it all—every inch, every thrust. I want you to feel how much I need this.”

Harry leaned down, capturing her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss. When he pulled back, his forehead rested against hers, breaths mingling.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered. “My perfect, filthy wife. Look at you—taking cock like you were made for this. Clenching so tight around me I can barely think.”

Rose’s eyes fluttered shut for a moment, then opened again—wide, glassy, shimmering with unshed tears and a shadow far darker than sorrow.

“You have quite undone me,” she whispered on a fractured moan, hips still rolling helplessly, her cunt clasping him with greedy, fluttering pulses. “All of you. I delighted in the pleasure—Lord help me, I revelled in it—but worse… far worse, I delighted in the sting of it, the cruel, lovely ache as you stretched me open. Only the most abandoned harlot could take such savage joy in being taken and filled. Only a shameless, depraved wanton would spend again and again whilst her maidenhead was stolen away.”

A laugh broke from her—trembling, disbelieving, edged with something like terror at her own words. “What would all my friends say? The ladies at the assemblies? They would swoon dead away if they could see Miss Rose Maylie now—spread in her own drawing room, legs wide, cunny crammed full of her husband’s thick cock, milk still glistening upon her lips from another woman’s breast, begging like the lowest strumpet for more because the very burn of it makes her drip anew. They would pronounce me ruined.” Her voice cracked, soft and wondering. “And they would be perfectly correct.”

Betsy lifted her head from Rose’s nipple, lips swollen and shiny. She pressed a soft kiss to the corner of Rose’s mouth, then another to her tear-streaked cheek.

“They would, love,” she murmured. “And jealous they’ll never know what it feels like to be fucked for the first time by a man who loves you while two wicked women hold you open and suck your tits raw. Jealous they’ll never come so hard their vision falters from the stretch and the burn and the bliss all at once. You’re not ruined, darling. You’re awakened.”

Nancy hummed agreement against Rose’s other breast, sucking hard enough to draw a fresh whimper. “And you’re ours tonight,” she added, voice thick. “Ruined or not, you’re the prettiest thing we’ve ever seen—legs wide, cunt dripping, confessing your filthiest secrets while you ride your husband’s cock like a proper little whore.”

Rose’s rhythm faltered as another wave built—faster this time, sharper. She ground down hard, taking Harry to the hilt, feeling him bump against the deepest part of her. The burn flared again—bright, exquisite—and she sobbed with the pleasure of it.

“More,” she begged, voice cracking. “Harder, Harry. Fuck me like the whore I have become. Make me come on your cock while you fill me.”

Harry growled—low, primal—and obliged. His thrusts grew deeper, rougher, hips snapping forward with controlled force. Each stroke dragged along her tender walls, reigniting the raw ache of her freshly taken virginity, and Rose’s cries turned high and desperate.

“Yes—yes—like that—God, it burns so good—don’t stop—don’t ever stop—”

She came again—violently, suddenly—cunt clamping down in frantic spasms, milking Harry’s cock as slickness gushed around him. Her back bowed off the chair, breasts thrusting into Nancy and Betsy’s mouths, tears streaming freely now as the pleasure-pain crashed over her in relentless waves.

Harry followed moments later—burying himself deep with a guttural groan, flooding her with hot pulses that made her shudder and clench even harder. He held her through it, hips grinding slow circles, drawing out every last tremor until Rose collapsed against him, boneless and sobbing softly into his neck.

Nancy and Betsy eased back, giving them space—though their hands stayed gentle, stroking Rose’s trembling thighs, brushing damp hair from her face.

Harry kissed her temple, her cheek, her mouth—slow and reverent.

“My beautiful wife,” he whispered. “My perfect, filthy, awakened wife.”

Rose smiled through her tears—small, dazed, utterly content.

“I am wholly yours,” she breathed. “All of yours. Ruined… and so very glad of it.”

Betsy gave a low, fond laugh, brushing one final, lingering kiss to the smooth slope of Rose’s shoulder.

“Welcome to our little circle, dearest,” she murmured. “We’ve a great many more lessons in store, should you prove eager.”

Rose’s laugh came faint and breathless, yet bright with genuine delight.

“I believe,” she said softly, “I am most eager to learn them all.”


XIII


Rose lay cradled in Harry’s arms on the wide armchair, her body limp and glowing with the aftermath—thighs sticky with his spend and her own slickness, breasts marked with faint red from eager mouths, the deep ache between her legs a constant, throbbing reminder of what had been taken and given. He held her close, one hand stroking her glossy brown hair, the other tracing lazy patterns along her spine. Nancy and Betsy had settled nearby—Nancy perched on the sofa’s edge, skirts finally rucked up to reveal her swollen belly and heavy breasts, Betsy lounging against her side, one hand idly toying with Nancy’s dark nipple.

The room smelled of sex and claret and the faint, sweet trace of milk. The fire had burned low, casting long shadows that danced across Rose’s flushed skin.

Harry pressed a kiss to Rose’s temple. “You were magnificent, darling. My perfect wife—taking it all, confessing your filthiest truths while you came around me. How do you feel?”

Rose’s laugh was soft, breathless, still edged with wonder and a touch of shame. “Ruined,” she whispered, nuzzling into his neck. “Deliciously ruined. Sore and full and… hungry for more. I never knew it could be like this.”

Betsy’s grin was slow and wicked. “That’s the spirit, my lady. First cock down—your husband’s, no less—and already greedy for the next lesson. We’ve got so much to teach you. Things your fine friends would swoon to even whisper about.”

Nancy leaned forward, cupping one of her own breasts and squeezing gently—a thin bead of milk gathered at the tip, pearlescent in the firelight. “And we’re just the girls to do it. Look at you, love—still trembling, cunt leaking your husband’s spend down your thighs like a proper little whore. But you’ve only tasted cock tonight. Time to learn what a woman’s mouth feels like when it’s not on your tits.”

Rose’s eyes widened, flickering to Nancy’s breast, then lower, to the dark curls visible beneath her hitched skirts. A fresh blush crept up her throat, but she didn’t look away. “You mean… I would… on you?”

Betsy laughed, low and delighted, sliding off the sofa to kneel at Rose’s feet. She pushed Rose’s thighs apart gently, exposing the messy, swollen folds still glistening with Harry’s release. “Eventually, darling. But first—your next lesson is tasting yourself on him. And then…” She glanced at Nancy, eyes gleaming. “Then we’ll show you how sweet a woman can be when she’s leaking for you.”

Harry shifted Rose in his lap, easing her forward until she straddled him properly—his spent cock nestled against her belly, still half-hard and slick. “Go on,” he encouraged, voice husky. “Clean your husband, wife. Taste what we made together.”

Rose’s eyes showed naked longing. She hesitated only a heartbeat, then slid down to her knees between his legs—elegant even in her dishevelment, hair tumbling wild over her shoulders. She took him in hand tentatively, feeling the weight, the warmth, the sticky evidence of their joining. Her tongue darted out—shy at first, lapping at the head, tasting salt and musk and the faint tang of herself.

Harry groaned softly, fingers threading through her hair. “That’s it. Lick me clean, darling. Every drop. Show these wicked women what a devoted wife you are—on your knees in your own drawing room, sucking your husband’s cock like it’s the finest treat in London.”

Rose grew bolder, lips parting to take him deeper, tongue swirling along the underside, gathering the mingled spend with soft, eager hums, the humiliation of it sending fresh heat pooling low in her belly. The ache from her deflowering throbbed with every bob of her head, a delicious reminder that she was no longer untouched.

Nancy watched with dark, approving eyes, one hand still idly milking her breast. “Look at her go,” she murmured to Betsy. “Society’s perfect miss, mouth full of cock and spend, arse in the air like she’s been doing this for years. Bet her fine friends would pay a fortune to see this—Miss Rose Maylie on her knees, learning to suck like a dockside whore.”

Betsy crawled closer, settling behind Rose and running soothing hands up her back. “And she loves it, doesn’t she? Look how she’s arching—presenting that pretty, ruined cunt while she works. I think she’s earned her reward.”

She tugged Rose gently up by the hair, turning her face for a deep, claiming kiss—tasting Harry on her tongue, sharing it slow and filthy. When they parted, Betsy’s smile was pure mischief.

“Your turn to lie back, love,” Betsy said, guiding Rose to the thick rug before the fire. Rose went willingly, stretching out on her back—legs falling open naturally now, no trace of modesty left. Harry joined them, settling at her head to cradle it in his lap, stroking her hair.

Nancy straddled Rose’s waist then—careful of her belly—skirts pooled around them, heavy breasts swaying as she leaned forward. She cupped one, squeezing until milk beaded and dripped onto Rose’s lips.

“Open up, darling,” Nancy cooed. “Your husband took your maidenhead. Now it’s your turn to take my milk. Suck me proper while Betsy teaches that sweet mouth of yours what a cunt tastes like.”

Rose’s lips parted eagerly, latching onto the dark nipple with a soft, desperate moan. Milk flowed at once—warm, sweet, flooding her mouth as she swallowed greedily, tongue working in hungry pulls.

Betsy settled between Rose’s thighs, pushing them wide. “God, look at this mess,” she murmured appreciatively, dipping two fingers into the slick, swollen folds—gathering Harry’s spend and Rose’s own release, bringing them to her lips for a taste. “Your husband’s seed leaking out of you, mixed with all that pretty slick. Filthy and perfect.”

She lowered her head, tongue dragging slow and broad through the mess—lapping at Rose’s entrance, then higher to circle the clit. Rose bucked, crying out around Nancy’s nipple, milk dribbling down her chin.

“Easy,” Betsy soothed. “Your lesson now is to lie still and take it. Let me clean this ruined cunt with my tongue—taste every bit of what your husband left inside you. And when it’s all shiny and aching again, you’ll return the favour. You’ll bury that pretty face between Nancy’s thighs and drink her proper—milk from her tits, slick from her cunt—while your husband watches his perfect wife turn into the greediest little whore in London.”

Rose whimpered, sucking harder, hips rolling helplessly into Betsy’s mouth. The pleasure built slow this time—deeper, sweeter, laced with the intimacy of it all.

Harry leaned down, kissing Rose’s forehead. “You’re doing beautifully, darling. Learning so fast. My wicked, wonderful wife.”

Nancy reached down, threading fingers through Rose’s glossy brown hair, tugging gently to tilt her face up. “Your turn now, my lady,” she murmured, voice low and husky, laced with wicked affection. “You’ve drunk from me like a starving pup. Time to return the favour proper. Slide down a bit, love—get that pretty mouth between my thighs. I want to feel your first clumsy licks on a cunt that’s been fucked a dozen times today already.”

Rose’s breath hitched, her cheeks blazing anew. She glanced at Harry—seeking permission, reassurance—and he nodded, stroking himself slower, a fond smile curving his lips.

“Go on, darling,” he said softly. “Taste her. Make her come with that innocent tongue. Show me what a devoted pupil you’ve become.”

Betsy helped guide her—hands on Rose’s hips, easing her down the rug until Nancy could shift forward, knees widening to straddle Rose’s face. The scent hit her first—musk and salt and the faint sweetness of Nancy’s milk, mingled with the day’s earlier ruins. Rose stared up at the dark curls, the swollen folds glistening just inches away, lips parted in nervous awe.

“I—I don’t know how,” Rose whispered, voice small and trembling. “I’ve never… what if I do it wrong?”

Nancy laughed—warm, throaty, utterly without cruelty. She lowered herself slowly, thighs framing Rose’s cheeks, cunt hovering just above her mouth. “You’ll do fine, love. Start with a kiss. Pretend it’s your husband on your wedding day. And if you fumble? We’ll tease you mercilessly for it. That’s half the fun.”

Betsy leaned in from the side, pressing a kiss to Rose’s temple. “Listen to her moans, darling. Follow what makes her hips twitch. And don’t be shy—dive in like the greedy little thing you are. You’ve already confessed how much you love being ruined. This is just the next step: tongue-deep in a pregnant whore’s cunt while your husband watches.”

Rose’s hands came up instinctively, gripping Nancy’s thighs for balance. She hesitated one last heartbeat—then leaned up, pressing a tentative, open-mouthed kiss to the slick folds. The taste exploded across her tongue—sharp and sweet, salty with the remnants of earlier clients, utterly intoxicating. Nancy sighed above her, hips rocking forward just enough to smear the wetness across Rose’s lips.

“That’s it,” Nancy breathed, fingers tightening in Rose’s hair. “Good girl. Lick me now—flat tongue, broad strokes. Taste how wet I am for you. All that filth from today, and here you are lapping it up like cream.”

Rose obeyed, tongue dragging slow and experimental along the length of Nancy’s slit—from entrance to clit, gathering the slickness with growing confidence. Nancy moaned, low and encouraging, thighs trembling around Rose’s ears.

“God, yes—just like that. Such a quick learner, our little lady. Bet you’ve spent years imagining this in your fine bed—tongue on a woman’s cunt while your husband stayed out at his club. And now you’re doing it—face buried in a dirty prostitute’s quim, swallowing everything she gives you.”

Rose whimpered into her, the humiliation sending fresh heat flooding her own core. She licked harder, tongue flicking the swollen pearl at the top, then delving lower to trace the entrance—tasting deeper, bolder. Nancy’s hips ground down, riding her face with slow, deliberate rolls.

“Look at her go,” Betsy said, voice thick with delight as she watched from beside them. She reached between Rose’s thighs, fingers sliding through the mess there—two dipping shallowly into Rose’s freshly deflowered cunt. “She’s dripping again, Harry. Your wife’s cunt is clenching around my fingers just from eating Nancy out. Such a filthy, eager slut we’ve made of her.”

Harry groaned softly, stroking faster. “My perfect darling—tongue-fucking another lady like she was made for it. Don’t stop, Rose. Make our guest come. Drown in her while I watch.”

Rose’s world narrowed to the heat and taste and sound of Nancy above her—the wet slide of her tongue, the way Nancy’s thighs quivered, the milk dripping from her breasts onto Rose’s collarbone. She sucked gently at the clit, tongue swirling in tight circles, then flattened to lap broad and hungry, drawing more moans from Nancy’s lips.

“Fuck—yes—deeper, love,” Nancy gasped, grinding harder. “Push that tongue inside me—feel how full I am, how ready. You’re doing so well—our sweet little society pet, face smeared with cunt, humping Betsy’s fingers like a bitch in heat. Come on—make me spill all over that pretty mouth.”

Rose plunged deeper—tongue thrusting as far as it could, fucking Nancy in shallow, eager strokes while her nose bumped the clit. Nancy’s moans turned sharp, desperate; her belly tightened, thighs clamping around Rose’s head.

“Right there—God—don’t stop—such a good little cunt-licker—”

Nancy came with a shattered cry—hips bucking, slickness flooding Rose’s mouth in hot, sweet pulses. Rose swallowed greedily, tongue still working through the spasms, drawing it out until Nancy shuddered and lifted away, collapsing to the side with a breathless laugh.

Betsy withdrew her fingers from Rose’s cunt, bringing them to her lips. Rose sucked them clean without hesitation—tasting herself, tasting everything.

Harry crossed the rug in two swift strides, drawing Rose up into his arms and claiming her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss—savouring the faint, intimate trace of Nancy still upon her tongue.

“Beautiful,” he murmured against her tender, swollen lips. “My wicked, exquisite wife. You have earned whatsoever pleasure—or torment—may follow.”

Rose smiled up at him, eyes heavy-lidded and hazy, her skin flushed and glistening, every inch of her soft body yielded and open.

“I scarce know how much more my poor frame can bear,” she whispered, voice trembling yet eager. “Yet I crave it all. Teach me, Nance. Teach me everything.”


XIV


“Your turn with me, darling,” Betsy said, voice a velvet purr as she rose to her knees. She peeled her bodice lower without ceremony, baring her pert breasts—pale pink nipples tight and eager—then hiked her skirts high, revealing the slick, swollen folds beneath. No curls to hide her; she was smooth and glistening, the day’s ruins still evident in the faint sheen of earlier spend clinging to her inner thighs.

Rose’s gaze fixed there, transfixed. “Oh, Betsy,” she whispered, a fresh wave of heat flooding her cheeks. “I want to. God, I want to taste you, but I’m afraid I’ll be clumsy. That you’ll laugh.”

Betsy laughed anyway—soft, wicked, utterly fond—as she straddled Rose’s chest much like Nancy had, pinning the lady’s arms gently to the rug. “Oh, we’ll laugh, love. But only because you’re so perfectly filthy already. Look at you—London’s fairest jewel, face smeared with one woman’s cunt, begging to bury it in another. Clumsy or not, you’ll do fine. Just open that pretty mouth and let me ride it.”

Harry settled back on the sofa, cock stirring in his hand again as he watched. Nancy curled against his side, one hand lazily cupping her own breast, milk beading at the tip. “Go on, my lady,” Nancy encouraged, voice husky. “Lick her clean. Taste how different she is from me—sharper, sweeter, all that blonde wickedness dripping just for you.”

Betsy lowered herself slowly, thighs framing Rose’s face, the heat and scent enveloping her—muskier than Nancy’s, laced with the faint salt of the day’s earlier fucks. Rose’s first touch was tentative—a soft, open-mouthed kiss pressed to the slick folds, lips parting to taste the wetness there. Betsy sighed above her, hips rocking forward just enough to paint Rose’s mouth with her arousal.

“That’s it,” Betsy murmured, fingers threading through Rose’s glossy hair to guide her. “Kiss it proper. Feel how swollen I am? All puffy and ready from watching you get ruined. Now lick—long, slow strokes. Drag that innocent tongue through me like you’re starving for it.”

Rose obeyed, tongue flattening to lap broad and eager along Betsy’s slit—from the dripping entrance up to the tight pearl at the top. The flavour burst across her senses—tangy, addictive, utterly depraved. She moaned into it, the vibration making Betsy’s thighs quiver.

“Fuck—yes,” Betsy groaned, grinding down harder. “Such a quick study. Look at you, darling—face buried in a whore’s cunt, lapping up every drop like it’s the finest French cream. Bet your fine friends would die if they saw this: the dutiful Miss Rose, tongue-fucking a blonde tart while her husband strokes his cock to the sight.”

Rose whimpered, the words sending a fresh gush of heat between her own thighs. She licked deeper, tongue delving into the entrance—thrusting shallowly, fucking Betsy with it as best she could from below. Her hands gripped Betsy’s arse, pulling her closer, nose bumping the clit with every eager push.

Nancy leaned over from the sofa, voice dripping wicked approval. “She’s greedy, isn’t she, Harry? Our little virgin-turned-slut, eating Betsy like she’s been doing it for years. Bet her cunt’s clenching around nothing right now, aching for another fill while she services that pretty blonde quim.”

Harry’s strokes quickened, eyes dark. “She is,” he rasped. “My perfect wife—mouth full of woman, arse in the air, learning how sweet a cunt can taste when it’s leaking for her. Don’t stop, Rose. Make her come. Drown in her.”

Betsy’s rhythm grew frantic—hips rolling, riding Rose’s face with shameless abandon. “Deeper, love—fuck me with that tongue. Feel how I flutter? All hot and wet just for you. Such a filthy little pupil—suck my clit now, yes—like that—God, you’re going to make me spill all over this pretty little mouth.”

Rose sucked the swollen pearl between her lips, tongue flicking desperately, hands kneading Betsy’s arse as she pulled her down harder. Betsy’s moans turned sharp, cracked—thighs clamping around Rose’s ears, body tensing.

“Right there—fuck—don’t you dare stop—you perfect, cunt-hungry slut—”

Betsy squirted into her mouth—hips bucking wildly, slickness flooding Rose’s mouth in hot, pulsing waves. Rose drank it greedily, tongue still lapping through the spasms, swallowing every drop until Betsy shuddered and lifted away, collapsing beside her with a breathless, delighted laugh.

Rose gasped for air, face shiny and smeared, lips swollen and red. Betsy pulled her into a deep, messy kiss—tasting herself on Rose’s tongue, sharing it slow and intimate.

“Beautiful,” Betsy whispered against her mouth. “My wicked little lady. You ate me like you were made for this.”

Rose smiled—dazed, sticky, utterly content—nuzzling into Betsy’s neck.

“I was,” she breathed. “For you. For all of you.”

Harry rose then, pulling Rose into his lap once more, cock hard and insistent against her thigh.

“And there remains so very much more to learn,” he murmured, kissing her deeply. “But first… rest a little while, darling. You have earned it most richly.”

Nancy and Betsy curled around them—warm, possessive, a tangle of limbs and whispers—as the fire crackled low, the night stretching endless with promise.

“She’s come so far tonight,” Nancy said, voice warm and lazy, eyes fixed on Rose with fond wickedness. “Virginity gone, cunt licked raw, two women’s spends swallowed like wine. But there’s one thing every proper slut needs to master.” She glanced at Harry’s cock—thick and veined, stirring again in his loose grip. “A good, deep throatfucking. On her knees, taking every inch until her eyes water and her throat bulges. Until she’s gagging and drooling and begging for you to come down her gullet.”

Betsy snorted, leaning back on her hands, pert breasts jiggling with the motion. “Ambitious, love. I’ve known whores—hardened ones, throats like velvet tunnels—who choke on a prick half that size. A fine lady like our Rose? With her delicate manners? She’d be in tears before the head hits the back of her tongue. Pretty as the picture would be, mind—our sweet lady on her knees, choking on her husband’s cock like a desperate tavern girl.”

Rose’s cheeks flamed, but her chin lifted, that spark of determination igniting in her eyes. She shifted to her knees properly, hands resting on Harry’s thighs, gazing up at him with a mix of nerves and fierce resolve. “I can do it,” she said, voice steady despite the tremor. “I want to. You’ve all spoiled me so beautifully tonight—turned me into this… this greedy thing. Let me prove I’m worth it. Let me take him deep. All the way. Make me choke on it.”

Harry’s cock twitched in his hand, hardening fully at her words. He cupped her cheek, thumb brushing her swollen lower lip. “My brave darling,” he murmured, voice rough with pride and lust. “If you’re sure.”

Betsy’s doubt melted into delighted mischief. “Well, fuck me. Look at her—determined little slut now, aren’t you? Fine. On your knees, my lady. Hands behind your back. Open wide and let him fuck that fine throat until you’re a drooling mess.”

Nancy slid off the sofa to kneel behind Rose, wrapping her arms around her waist in a warm, possessive embrace—breasts pressing to Rose’s back, belly nestled against her spine. “We’ll help you, love,” she whispered into Rose’s ear, nipping the lobe. “Breathe through your nose. Relax that pretty throat. And when it burns—when he shoves past your gag and you feel him bulge right here—” she pressed fingers to Rose’s slender neck “—you swallow around him like the filthy little strumpet you were born to be.”

Rose nodded, hands clasping behind her back as instructed, mouth opening wide—tongue out, eyes locked on Harry’s cock as he stood before her. He stepped close, one hand tangling in her glossy hair, the other guiding the thick head to her lips.

“Start slow,” he said gently, though his voice shook with restraint. “Lick it first, darling. Get it nice and wet.”

Rose leaned in eagerly, tongue swirling around the head—lapping at the slit, tasting the fresh bead of precum mingled with remnants of their earlier joining. She took him deeper inch by inch, lips stretching wide, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. But Harry didn’t let her control it long—he tightened his grip in her hair and thrust forward, slow but insistent, pushing past her tongue until the head bumped the back of her throat.

Rose gagged immediately—eyes watering, throat convulsing around the intrusion. She pulled back instinctively, coughing, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock.

Betsy laughed, low and wicked, crawling closer to stroke Rose’s cheek. “There it is—the choke. Told you, love. Even whores baulk at a proper deep fuck.”

Rose shook her head stubbornly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand before opening wide again. “More,” she gasped. “I can take it. Fuck my throat, Harry. Use me. Like you would sweet Nance.”

Harry groaned, eyes dark with lust. “God, Rose—”

He thrust again—this time harder, deeper, forcing past the resistance until her nose buried in the curls at his base. Rose’s throat bulged visibly; she gagged violently, tears streaming down her cheeks, saliva bubbling from her lips and dripping onto her breasts in thick ropes. Her hands strained behind her back, body shaking, but she didn’t pull away—she swallowed around him, throat working desperately to take more.

“Fuck, look at that,” Nancy breathed, one hand sliding between Rose’s thighs from behind, fingers plunging into her slick cunt without warning. “She’s soaking—dripping down my wrist while her throat gets fucked raw. Such a depraved little lady—gagging and crying and loving every second.”

Betsy joined in, kneeling to latch onto one of Rose’s nipples—sucking hard, teeth grazing as she pinched the other. “Choke on it, darling,” she murmured around the flesh. “Let him ruin that pretty throat. You’re a mess already—tears, spit, more if you keep gagging like that. Proper filthy. And you’re swallowing him whole—look at the bulge, Harry. She’s taking every inch like she was made for this.”

Harry’s thrusts grew rougher—hips snapping forward, fucking her throat in deep, relentless strokes. Rose’s gags turned wet and obscene, saliva pouring from her mouth, coating his balls and dripping down her chin onto the rug. Her eyes rolled back, tears carving tracks through the mess on her face, but she pushed forward to meet each thrust—determined, desperate, utterly depraved.

“Yes—fuck—deeper,” she choked out when he pulled back for a moment’s respite, voice wrecked and hoarse. “Ruin my throat—make me choke—I’m your whore now—your filthy, cock-hungry wife—”

Harry lost it then—growling as he buried himself balls-deep, holding her nose to his belly while her throat spasmed around him. Rose convulsed, gagging wildly, body shaking as Nancy’s fingers pumped her cunt and Betsy’s mouth tormented her tits. She came hard—muffled screams vibrating around Harry’s cock, slickness gushing over Nancy’s hand in frantic spurts.

Harry followed with a roar—pumping thick ropes straight down her throat, forcing her to swallow every drop as she choked and sobbed through the bliss.

When he finally pulled out, Rose collapsed forward—gasping, coughing, face a ruined mess of tears and drool and spend. But she looked up at him with shining eyes, lips curving in a wrecked, triumphant smile.

“Did I… do well?” she rasped, voice raw.

Harry knelt to pull her into his arms, kissing her deeply—tasting himself on her tongue.

“Better than that, darling,” he whispered. “You were perfect.”

Betsy and Nancy curled around them, hands soothing, voices warm with praise and wicked promise.

“Our depraved little lady,” Betsy murmured, licking a stray tear from Rose’s cheek. “Throat fucked raw and still smiling. We’ve created a monster.”

Rose laughed—hoarse, breathless, utterly content.

“Quite so,” she breathed. “And I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Betsy’s eyes gleamed with raw, envious hunger as she watched Rose collapse into Harry’s arms—face a beautiful wreck of tears, drool, and utter surrender, throat raw and voice hoarse from the brutal fucking it had just taken. The blonde pushed herself up from the rug, skirts still rucked high around her hips, pert breasts heaving with each breath.

“Fuck it,” Betsy rasped, voice thick with want. “If our perfect little lady can swallow that brute of a cock whole and come choking on it, then so can I. Been a while since I’ve had a proper throat-ruining, Harry. Fancy giving this little blonde whore a taste of what you just did to your wife?”

Harry’s cock—still slick and shining from Rose’s mouth—twitched at the invitation, hardening fully again as he looked down at Betsy’s wicked grin. He glanced at Rose, who nodded weakly from his embrace, her swollen lips curving in a dazed, encouraging smile.

Nancy laughed—low, proud, and utterly delighted—as she scooped Rose up and carried her to the nearby armchair, settling the lady in her lap like a cherished prize. Rose curled into her immediately, head resting against Nancy’s heavy breast, one dark nipple brushing her cheek. Nancy wrapped strong arms around her, one hand splaying possessively over Rose’s belly, the other guiding Rose’s fingers between her own thighs.

“Look at you, my brave girl,” Nancy murmured, nuzzling Rose’s hair as they faced the chaise across the room. “Took him like a dream—gagging and drooling and coming all over yourself. Proud of you, love. So fucking proud. Now watch this—watch your husband wreck Betsy’s throat the way he wrecked yours. And while you do…” She pressed Rose’s hand lower, fingers slipping through the messy folds still leaking Harry’s spend. “Touch yourself. Rub that ruined little cunt and come again at the sight of him using her like the filthy blonde angel she is.”

Rose whimpered, thighs parting wider as her own fingers began to circle her swollen clit—slow at first, then faster, eyes fixed on the scene unfolding.

Betsy had already reclined on the chaise—head hanging off the edge, blonde hair cascading toward the floor like a golden waterfall, throat stretched long and vulnerable. She opened her mouth wide, tongue out in shameless invitation, one hand reaching up to guide Harry closer.

“Come on, my lord,” she purred, voice dripping wicked challenge. “Fuck this whore’s throat raw. Shove it deep—make me choke like your pretty wife did. I dare you to go harder. Bet I can take more—gag louder, drool messier. Use me. Ruin me while she watches and fingers herself stupid.”

Harry groaned, stepping over her face, cock jutting proud as he fed it into her waiting mouth. Betsy took him eagerly at first, lips sealing around the head, tongue swirling—but Harry didn’t hold back. He thrust forward in one smooth, brutal push, burying half his length in a single stroke.

Betsy’s eyes watered instantly, throat convulsing as she gagged hard—wet, obscene sounds bubbling up around him. Saliva poured from her lips, dripping down her cheeks and into her golden hair, but she didn’t pull away. Her hands gripped his thighs, pulling him deeper, daring him with every muffled choke.

“Fuck—yes,” Harry growled, hips snapping forward again—deeper this time, the bulge visible in Betsy’s slender throat as he pushed past her gag. “Take it, you greedy blonde slut—choke on it. Look at you—sweet face turned into a drooling mess, throat stuffed full while my wife fucks herself to the sight.”

Rose’s fingers sped up between her legs, plunging shallowly into her cunt now—two, then three—hips rocking into her own hand as she watched, transfixed. Nancy held her close, one arm cradling her, the other reaching down to join Rose’s fingers—guiding them deeper, rubbing her clit in tight, merciless circles.

“That’s it, love,” Nancy whispered hotly into Rose’s ear, voice thick with pride and lust. “Finger that ruined hole while you watch him fuck her throat raw. See how she gags? How the drool pours out like a fountain? She’s choking just like you did—listen to those wet, filthy sounds. Your husband’s cock bulging in her neck, using her like a common fucktoy. And you’re coming again already, aren’t you? Rubbing yourself stupid at the sight of him throatfucking this angelic blonde whore. Such a depraved little wife—masturbating to your own husband ruining another woman’s face.”

Betsy’s gags turned wild—body arching off the chaise, tears streaming into her hair, saliva bubbling and spilling in thick ropes down her chin and neck. But her eyes locked on Rose’s across the room—wicked, challenging, even as Harry pounded deeper, hips relentless, balls slapping her forehead with every thrust.

Rose broke first—crying out into Nancy’s breast as her cunt clenched around their joined fingers, slickness gushing over their hands in helpless spurts. The sight pushed Harry over—growling as he buried himself to the hilt, cock pulsing down Betsy’s throat in hot, thick ropes. Betsy swallowed convulsively, choking and sputtering, body shaking as her own muffled orgasm ripped through her—thighs clamping together, fingers digging into Harry’s thighs.

When he finally pulled out, Betsy gasped and coughed—face a glorious ruin of tears, drool, and spend, blonde hair matted and wild. She sat up slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning through the mess.

“Fuck,” she rasped, voice wrecked. “Your wife’s got competition now.”

Rose laughed weakly from Nancy’s lap—fingers still lazily circling her clit, body limp and sated.

“No competition,” she murmured, eyes soft on Betsy. “Just… more to learn.”

Nancy kissed her temple, proud and tender. “That’s our girl. Greedy little thing. Plenty more where that came from.”

Harry crossed the room, pulling Betsy into the tangle with them—all limbs and warmth and shared ruin—as the fire crackled low, the night stretching endless with wicked promise.


XV


Harry leaned back against the sofa, cock still glistening from Betsy’s throat, eyes roaming lazily over the tangle of women before him. Rose nestled in Nancy’s lap contentedly, legs draped over the arm of the chair, cunt still flushed and puffy from her own frantic fingering. Betsy knelt beside them, wiping drool from her chin with the back of her hand, grinning like the cat who’d just swallowed the cream.

Harry’s gaze settled on Nancy—dark-haired, heavy-breasted, belly gently rounded, thighs parted just enough to show the slick, dark curls between them. She met his look with a slow, knowing smile.

“You’re the only one I haven’t had yet,” Harry observed, voice low and amused. “Seems a shame, considering how generously I’ve shared my wife tonight.”

Nancy’s grin widened, wicked and unashamed. “True enough, my lord. Betsy and I came here thinking we’d only be deflowering your lovely Miss Rose—breaking her in gentle and filthy, teaching her all the tricks. We didn’t expect you to join the party, let alone want a taste of Cheapside pussy on top of it.” She shifted deliberately, letting her thighs fall wider, the firelight catching the sheen already gathered at her entrance. “But if you want this sweet, well-used cunt wrapped around your fine cock… you’d better be paying double.”

Harry’s smile turned wolfish. Without a word he rose, crossed the room in three long strides, and disappeared through the doorway to his study. A drawer opened, a soft metallic clink, then he returned carrying a small wooden chest. He set it on the low table beside the armchair and flipped the lid.

Fat golden sovereigns glinted in the firelight—dozens of them, more than enough to make even the most hardened streetwalker’s eyes widen.

“Enough?” he asked, one brow lifted.

Nancy tried—and failed—to hide the delighted flash in her eyes. She bit her lip, then laughed, low and throaty.

“Enough,” she agreed, voice husky. She spread her legs wider still, hooking one knee over the arm of the chair so her cunt was fully exposed—swollen lips parted, inner pink glistening, the faint dark curls matted with her own arousal. “Come and take it, then. Pound this Cheapside hole until I’m screaming for you.”

Rose made a small movement, as if to rise and give them space. Nancy’s arm wrapped around her waist immediately—warm, possessive, pulling her back down.

“Stay,” Nancy murmured into her ear, lips brushing the shell. “Right here. Watch your husband pound my cunt. What better way to learn than by taking your place beside me? Feel how wet I get when he fucks me. Feel how my tits leak when I come. It’ll be your job to please him soon enough.”

Rose shivered, nodding, one hand sliding instinctively between her own thighs again—fingers circling her clit in slow, needy loops as she watched.

Harry knelt between Nancy’s spread legs. He didn’t enter her straight away. Instead he slid two thick fingers into her dripping hole—easily, no resistance, her cunt swallowing them to the knuckle with a wet, greedy sound. Nancy’s hips rolled up to meet him, a low moan spilling from her lips.

“Christ,” she breathed. “You’ve got clever hands, my lord.”

He crooked his fingers, fingertips swiping slow, deliberate circles over that spongy, sensitive patch inside her—the one that made her thighs quake. Nancy’s breath hitched; her free hand flew to her own breast, squeezing hard, milk beading and dripping down the curve.

“More,” she demanded, voice cracking. “Three. Give me three.”

Harry obliged—adding a third finger, stretching her open, pumping slow and deep while his thumb found her clit and rubbed in tight, merciless circles. Nancy’s hips bucked, cunt clenching visibly around his knuckles, slickness coating his wrist.

“Fuck—yes—right there—” Her eyes widened suddenly, pupils blown. “Oh God—I’m going to spend. He’s going to make me cream myself—”

Betsy dropped happily to her knees between Nancy’s legs, face tilted up like someone waiting for rain. “Do it,” she urged, voice eager and filthy. “Soak me, love. I want it all over my face—my hair—drench your pretty blonde whore while the lady’s husband fingers that greedy cunt.”

Nancy’s back arched, head falling against the chair, Rose’s body pressed tight to hers. “Can’t—can’t hold it—fuck—”

Harry curled his fingers harder, thumb grinding her clit without mercy. Nancy exploded—cunt spasming wildly, a hot, forceful gush erupting around his hand. Clear liquid sprayed in rhythmic arcs, splashing across Betsy’s upturned face, soaking her blonde curls, dripping down her cheeks and chin. Betsy laughed through it—delighted, shameless—opening her mouth to catch what she could, tongue out, letting it run down her neck and between her breasts.

Rose’s fingers sped up between her own legs, rubbing frantically as she watched the spray hit Betsy’s skin, watched Nancy’s cunt pulse and clench around Harry’s fingers. “God—look at her—look how she loves it—”

Nancy rode the orgasm out in shuddering waves, hips jerking, milk leaking from her nipples in thin white streams that Rose instinctively leaned forward to catch with her mouth—sucking greedily, swallowing the sweet flood while Nancy sobbed with pleasure.

When the last tremor left her, Nancy slumped back, chest heaving, cunt still twitching around Harry’s fingers. She looked down at Betsy—face and hair drenched, grinning with delight—and laughed weakly.

“You filthy little thing,” Nancy rasped. “Always did love a good soaking.”

Betsy wiped her face with both hands, licking her palms clean. “Can’t help it. You taste like heaven when you let go.”

Harry withdrew his fingers slowly, bringing them to Nancy’s lips. She sucked them clean without hesitation—eyes locked on his, tongue swirling.

“Your turn now, my lord,” she said, voice wrecked but eager. “You made me drench her—now fuck this wanton cunt proper. Pound it until I can’t walk tomorrow. And let your wife watch every thrust—let her see how a real whore takes it.”

Harry grinned—slow, wolfish—and rose to position himself between her thighs. “Enough watching,” he said. “Both of you—crowd in beside her. I want the three of you crammed into that chair together, thighs spread wide, cunts bared and dripping. I mean to work my fingers inside you both whilst I rut this greedy slut beneath me. Now move.”

Betsy laughed—bright, delighted—and scrambled up first, wriggling into the armchair on Nancy’s left. The seat was generous but not made for three; she pressed tight against Nancy’s side, one leg hooking over Nancy’s thigh so their hips slotted together, breasts squashing and overflowing against each other in a soft, warm crush. Rose followed more shyly, sliding in on Nancy’s right—smaller frame fitting easier, but still close enough that her pert breasts flattened against Nancy’s fuller ones, nipples brushing with every breath.

They giggled—high, breathless, conspiratorial—as they arranged themselves: knees drawn up and spread wide, thighs draped over the arms of the chair or each other’s, cunts fully exposed in the firelight. Rose’s freshly-fucked slit still puffy and pink, glistening with Harry’s earlier spend; Betsy’s smooth, bare folds swollen and dripping; Nancy’s dark curls matted, entrance already gaping slightly from the three-finger stretch.

Harry knelt before them, one knee braced on the rug. He reached first for Betsy—four long fingers sliding into her slick cunt without resistance, her walls parting eagerly around him, wet sounds filling the room as he buried them to the knuckles.

“Fuck—yes,” Betsy hissed, head falling back against the chair, hips rolling to take him deeper. “Knew you had clever hands, my lord. Stretch me proper.”

He turned to Rose more gently. One thick finger first—easing in slow, mindful of her recent deflowering. Rose whimpered, thighs trembling, but pushed down to meet him, cunt fluttering around the intrusion.

“More,” she breathed after a moment, voice cracking. “Please—more.”

Harry added a second, then a third—Rose gasping at the stretch, nails digging into Nancy’s thigh beside her. When he crooked a fourth, she moaned openly, hips rocking, cunt swallowing his hand with greedy little pulses.

“Good girl,” he murmured, thumb finding her clit and rubbing slow, firm circles. “My good, brave, beautiful girl.”

Nancy watched it all with heavy-lidded eyes, cunt clenching around nothing, aching to be filled. Harry finally turned to her—lining up his cock and thrusting in hard, bottoming out in one smooth stroke that made her back bow and a raw cry tear from her throat.

“Christ—yes—fuck me,” she demanded, voice wrecked. “Pound this Cheapside cunt while you ruin your wife and that blonde slut beside me.”

He obliged—hips snapping forward in brutal rhythm, cock slamming deep while his hands worked both women beside her: four fingers pistoning into Betsy’s dripping hole, four buried to the knuckles in Rose’s freshly-stretched cunt. Thumbs ground their clits in merciless circles, the wet slap of flesh and the girls’ rising moans filling the room.

Rose came first—sudden and shattering. Her whole body seized, thighs clamping around Harry’s wrist, cunt spasming hard around his fingers as she cried out—high, broken, cracked. Slickness gushed over his hand, dripping onto the velvet cushion beneath them.

“God—Harry—yes—” she sobbed, hips jerking, tears of overwhelmed pleasure streaking her cheeks again.

Betsy followed moments later—back arching, breasts heaving against Nancy’s as she squealed, loud and shameless. Her cunt clamped down on Harry’s fingers like a vice, pulsing in frantic waves, a fresh flood soaking his wrist and running down her thighs.

“Fuck—fuck—right there—don’t stop—” she wailed, head thrashing, blonde curls whipping against Nancy’s shoulder.

Nancy watched them both shatter—watched her lover come undone beside her, watched the perfect lady she’d helped ruin sob through another climax—and the sight, the feel of Harry’s cock slamming into her, the stretch of his hand still buried in the other two women, pushed her over.

A particularly hard thrust drove him balls-deep, cock grinding against that sweet spot inside her, and Nancy broke—cunt clamping down hard, a hot, forceful gush erupting around his shaft as she squirted again, soaking his belly and thighs. She screamed—raw, triumphant—body shaking violently, milk spurting from her nipples in thin white arcs that splashed across Rose’s breasts.

Harry groaned, hips stuttering, but he didn’t come—not yet. He slowed his thrusts, letting Nancy ride out the aftershocks, fingers still buried deep in Betsy and Rose, thumbs gentle now on their oversensitive clits.

When Nancy finally slumped back, panting, chest heaving, he pulled his cock free—still rock-hard, glistening with her release—and gave her a slow, taunting smile.

“I thought I was paying you double to make me come,” he said, voice rough with amusement. “Not the other way around. Three beautiful women in my chair, all coming on my fingers and cock, and I’m still waiting for my turn.”

Nancy’s eyes flashed—pride stung, whore’s honour pricked. She grabbed him by the back of the head, yanking him down into a hard, devouring kiss—teeth clashing, tongue plunging deep, tasting herself on him. When she broke away, her voice was low and dangerous.

“You think you can fuck three cunts and walk away without spending?” she growled. “Not tonight, my lord. We’ll earn it. All three of us. Together.”

She glanced at Betsy and Rose—both still trembling, faces flushed, eyes bright with fresh hunger.

“Get on your knees, girls,” Nancy ordered, voice hoarse but commanding. “We’re going to make this gentleman come so hard he forgets his own name. Mouths, hands, cunts—whatever it takes. He’s paid double. Let’s give him his money’s worth.”

Rose and Betsy exchanged a determined look—then slid from the chair to their knees before Harry.

Rose leaned in first—tentative but eager—tongue flicking out to lap at the head of his cock, tasting Nancy’s release mingled with his own precum. Betsy joined her—lips brushing the shaft, tongue swirling along the underside, the two women working in tandem, mouths meeting around him in sloppy, filthy kisses.

Nancy reached around, fingers joining Rose’s on his balls—rolling them gently, tugging just enough to make him groan—while her other hand slid down to stroke the base of his cock in time with their mouths.

“This one’s no common customer,” Nancy said, her voice dropping to a low, velvet command that brooked no argument. “He requires particular attentions before he’ll spend. Betsy, my sweet—begin with that clever mouth of yours. Suck your finger for me, love. Take it deep, make it good and wet, glistening with your spit. Then slide it slow into his arse whilst you lave his bollocks with your tongue. Show the gentleman precisely what a perfect little golden-haired slut can accomplish when she sets her mind to pleasing.”

Betsy’s grin was pure mischief, eyes sparkling as she knelt taller, bringing her index finger to her lips. She sucked it deep—slow at first, then harder, gagging prettily around it, throat working with wet, obscene sounds that made drool spill down her chin and drip onto her pert breasts. She pulled it free with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the digit, then reached between Harry’s thighs from behind.

“Like this, darling?” Betsy purred, circling his tight ring teasingly before pushing in—slow, insistent, her finger sliding deep into his arse with a slick twist. Harry groaned, hips bucking involuntarily, one hand dropping to tangle affectionately in her sweaty blonde curls, guiding her face lower.

“Fuck—yes,” he rasped, voice rough as Betsy’s tongue lapped hungrily at his balls—sucking one into her mouth, then the other, humming around them while her finger pumped steadily, curling to stroke that sensitive spot inside him.

Nancy watched with satisfaction, then turned to Rose—still flushed and trembling, fingers idly tracing her own slick folds. “Your turn, my lady. Cuddle up to your husband—nice and loving, like the sweet wife you are. Wrap those arms around him, press close… and then raise his arms. Rub those hard little nipples against his armpits. Gentle now. Make it intimate. Make it filthy.”

Rose’s cheeks burned crimson, self-conscious heat flooding her even as her cunt clenched at the depravity of it. She rose on shaky legs, pressing her naked body to Harry’s side—arms winding around his waist, head resting against his chest for a moment in genuine affection. Then, obeying, she lifted his arms high, exposing the sensitive hollows of his armpits. Her nipples—tight and aching from the night’s torments—brushed against the coarse hair there, rubbing slow, deliberate circles.

Harry’s cock jerked hard at the strangely sweet intimacy of it—the vulnerability, the ticklish heat, his wife’s perfect breasts teasing such a sensitive place. He groaned deeper, hips thrusting into empty air as Rose whimpered softly, turned on by her own obedience.

“Good girl,” Nancy praised, stepping close to Harry now, her own heavy breasts pressing to his chest. She wrapped both hands around his throbbing cock—fisting it hard, twisting with a grip that made him gasp and buck.

“Look at this, my lord,” Nancy murmured filthily, right against his ear but loud enough for Rose to hear every word. “Your pretty wife rubbing her tits against you like a needy little pet, while I milk this fat cock right in front of her. Bet she’s dripping again, watching a common whore handle her husband’s prick with both hands.”

Betsy spat a thick glob of saliva into Nancy’s palms from below, keeping them slick as Nancy pumped harder—rough, relentless strokes that had Harry’s thighs trembling.

When he was wet enough—cock shining with spit and precum—Nancy guided him lower, notching the head teasingly at her entrance, rubbing it through her folds with a wicked grind. Then, without warning, she pushed it down—angling sharp—and took him straight up her arse.

The burn was immediate, delicious—a deep, stretching fire that made Nancy’s eyes flutter shut and a low, throaty moan spill from her lips. Years of practice and the night’s lubrication let her take him clean to the hilt in one smooth shove, her pert little arse swallowing every inch like it was made for it. Even so, it hurt in the best way—the kind of pain that made her cunt clench and fresh slickness drip down her thighs.

Rose gasped aloud—eyes wide, hand flying to her mouth in shock. Even after everything—the throatfucking, the squirting, the filthy lessons—this was unexpected, her husband’s thick cock disappearing into Nancy’s arse, the whore’s face contorted in raw pleasure.

Harry grinned—feral, triumphant—gripping Nancy firmly by the shoulders as he thrust up hard, pounding into her tight heat with short, brutal strokes. “Fuck—take it, you little slut,” he growled. “Your arse is perfect—tight as a vice, burning hot.”

Betsy dove back in without missing a beat—tongue lapping greedily at his balls, sucking them deep while her finger pumped his arse in steady rhythm. Rose pressed closer from the side—naked body flush against his, arms wrapped around him in loving desperation, her hard nipple still teasing his armpit as she held him tight. The fairest lady in all London, wrapped about him in needy abandon whilst her own husband ploughed the tight, pert arse of the city’s most shameless strumpet.

Nancy rode him hard—hips slamming down to meet every upward thrust, arse clenching around him like a fist. The burn built to bliss, her moans turning sharp and desperate as Harry pounded deeper, the room filled with the wet slap of flesh and the girls’ encouraging moans.

Rose’s free hand slipped between her own thighs again—rubbing frantically at the sight, turned on beyond measure by the depravity of it all. Betsy’s tongue never stopped—lapping, sucking, her finger curling just right.

And Nancy—proud, experienced Nancy—took it all, arse stretched wide, loving every burning inch.

Nancy’s arse burned in the best possible way—hot, stretched tight around Harry’s thick cock as he drove up into her with steady, punishing strokes. Each thrust bottomed out, balls slapping wetly against her soaked cunt, the friction sending sparks of pleasure straight up her spine. She rode him hard, hips slamming down to meet every upward plunge, greedy for more of that deep, filling pressure that made her feel claimed in a way no other hole ever quite managed.

She loved it. Always had.

The memory came unbidden as Harry gripped her shoulders tighter, using them for leverage to fuck her even deeper. She was eighteen again—headstrong, mouthy, already earning coin on her back in the grimy rooms above the Black Bull. The man had been older, prosperous, with soft hands and sharper eyes. He’d paid triple the usual rate just to ask the question, voice low and careful like he expected her to slap him.

“Ever taken it up the arse, girl?”

She’d laughed in his face at first—shocked, yes, but mostly amused. No one had ever asked so politely before; in truth, she’d never even considered it. But the sum he named made her pause. Enough to pay the rent for three months, buy new boots, maybe even a proper winter coat. She’d looked at the coins on the table, then at his cock—thick, already leaking—and shrugged.

“First time for everything,” she’d said, bold as brass. “But you’d better go slow, mister, or I’ll kick you in the bollocks.”

He had gone slow. Too slow, at first. She’d lain on her belly across the narrow bed, knees spread, arse up, biting her lip as he worked a greased finger in, then two. The stretch was strange—nothing like the familiar ache of a cunt being filled. She’d wondered what all the fuss was about.

Then he’d pressed the head of his cock against her, slick with oil and spit, and pushed.

The moment it breached her—the fat crown popping past that tight ring of muscle—something shifted. A deep, heavy fullness bloomed inside her, different from anything she’d felt before. Not just pressure, but possession. Every inch that followed stretched her wider, deeper, until she felt impossibly full, stuffed in a way that made her toes curl and her breath hitch. The burn was fierce, yes, but beneath it ran a dark, delicious heat that made her cunt drip untouched onto the sheets.

She’d come that first time without a single touch to her clit—shuddering, swearing, face buried in the pillow as he fucked her arse slow and careful, whispering filthy praise the whole while. When he finally spent inside her, hot and thick, she’d laughed again—shaky, triumphant.

She’d known then: this was hers now. She’d be taking cock up the arse for the rest of her life.

Harry’s next thrust yanked her back to the present—harder, faster, the floorboards creaking beneath them. Nancy clenched deliberately around him, milking his shaft with rhythmic pulses that made him curse under his breath.

“Fuck—such a tight little arse,” he growled, fingers digging into her shoulders. “You love this, don’t you? Being split open while my wife watches.”

Nancy grinned through gritted teeth, pushing back to take him deeper. “Love it,” she panted. “Always have.” She rocked her hips in slow circles, grinding down on him, feeling every ridge and vein drag along her sensitive walls.

“Been arse-fucked in alleys,” she went on, voice rough with pleasure. “Bent over tavern tables while the landlord watched for free. Took a sailor once who wanted both holes at once—cock in my arse, fingers in my cunt, another man’s prick down my throat. Came so hard I nearly passed out. Best night’s work I ever did… till now.”

Betsy’s tongue flicked faster against Harry’s balls, her finger curling deeper inside him, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. Rose pressed closer from the side, nipple still teasing his sensitive armpit, soft whimpers escaping her as she rubbed herself frantically to the sight.

Nancy’s breath hitched as Harry slammed in particularly deep, grinding against that sweet spot inside her arse that made stars burst behind her eyes.

“Second best,” she gasped, “was a merchant in Whitechapel—thick as my wrist, wanted me on my back, legs over his shoulders so he could watch my face while he reamed me. Kept stopping just to make me beg for it—’Tell me you love it up the arse, whore.’ I did. Screamed it. Came three times before he finished, arse so sore I could barely sit for two days. Still wanked thinking about it every night after.”

Harry’s rhythm faltered, hips stuttering as her words and her clenching heat pushed him closer to the edge.

“Fuck—Nancy—”

She laughed—low, filthy, triumphant—reaching back to spread her cheeks wider, letting him see exactly how his cock disappeared into her stretched ring.

“Come on, my lord,” she taunted, voice wrecked. “Give it to me. Fill this dirty Cheapside arse while your wife rubs her pretty tits in your pits and Betsy tongues your bollocks. Show me what that fat cock can do.”

He thrust harder—once, twice, three times—then buried himself to the hilt with a guttural groan, cock pulsing hot and thick inside her. Nancy felt every spurt, the warmth flooding deep, claiming her in that primal, perfect way she’d craved since she was eighteen.

She came with him—arse spasming around his shaft, cunt untouched but clenching in sympathy, a low, broken moan tearing from her throat as pleasure ripped through her.

When the tremors eased, Nancy slumped forward, arse still impaled, chest heaving. Harry stayed buried inside her, breathing hard, one hand stroking her back in lazy circles.

Betsy lifted her head, face shiny, grinning. “Well, fuck. That’s how you earn double, love.”

Rose pressed a soft kiss to Harry’s shoulder, eyes shining with awe and fresh hunger.

Nancy turned her head, catching Rose’s gaze over Harry’s arm.

“See that, my lady?” she rasped, voice hoarse but satisfied. “That’s what a lifetime of loving it up the arse looks like. You’ll get there too, if you want it.”

Rose smiled—small, wicked, utterly changed.

“I think,” she whispered, “I very much do.”


XVI


The fire had burned down to embers, leaving the room soft and shadowed, the air thick with the smell of sex and sweat and spilled milk. Rose lay on her back across the wide chaise now, knees drawn up and spread, the velvet warm beneath her shoulders. Harry knelt between her thighs, cock still hard and slick from Nancy’s arse, the head flushed dark and glistening. Nancy and Betsy flanked her—Nancy on one side, stroking Rose’s glossy hair back from her damp forehead, Betsy on the other, one hand already trailing lazy circles over the lady’s swollen clit.

Rose’s breath came quick and shallow. She looked up at Harry, eyes wide and shining, a mix of nerves and fierce determination on her flushed face.

“I want to try,” she whispered. “Like Nancy did. I want… I want you in my arse. Even if it hurts. Even if I can’t take it all.”

Harry leaned down, kissing her softly—tender at first, then deeper, letting her taste the lingering salt of Nancy on his tongue.

“We’ll go slow, darling,” he promised against her lips. “You tell me to stop the moment it’s too much. No shame in it.”

Nancy pressed a kiss to Rose’s temple. “You’re already the bravest little thing I’ve ever seen. Taking cock in your virgin cunt, swallowing spend like a dockside tart, now this? Halfway’s more than most fine ladies ever manage. And you’ll look so fucking pretty doing it.”

Betsy’s fingers dipped lower, gathering slickness from Rose’s cunt and trailing it back—circling the tight, untouched ring of her arse with gentle, coaxing strokes.

“Relax for me, love,” Betsy murmured. “Breathe out slow. Let me open you up a bit first.”

Rose exhaled shakily, hips lifting just a fraction as Betsy’s finger pressed in—slow, careful, only to the first knuckle. Rose gasped at the strange pressure, the slight burn, but didn’t pull away. Betsy worked it deeper—gentle pumps, twisting, adding more spit until Rose’s breathing steadied and her thighs fell wider.

“Good girl,” Betsy praised, adding a second finger. Rose moaned, back arching, but pushed down to meet the stretch. “Look at that—taking two already. Such a greedy little arse. Bet it’s going to feel so full when he’s inside you.”

Harry coated his cock with more of the slickness leaking from Rose’s cunt, then notched the head against her hole—pressing just enough to dimple the tight ring.

“Breathe, darling,” he said softly. “Out slow.”

Rose did—long exhale—and Harry pushed.

The head popped past the ring with a sudden, sharp stretch that made Rose cry out in sudden, overwhelmed pleasure. Her hands flew to the chaise, knuckles white.

“Oh—God—it’s big—”

“Halfway’s enough,” Harry soothed, holding perfectly still, letting her adjust. The head was lodged inside her, stretching her open, the burn fierce and deep. Rose’s thighs trembled violently, tears pricking her eyes, but her pupils were fat with desire.

Nancy stroked her hair. “Look at you, love. Taking your husband’s hard cock up your virgin arse. Halfway in and you’re not even asking him to pull out. So fucking proud of you.”

Betsy leaned down, pressing soft kisses along Rose’s inner thigh. “Beautiful,” she whispered. “Half is more than enough for your first time. Now let me make it feel good.”

She sealed her mouth over Rose’s clit—sucking hard, tongue flicking mercilessly against the swollen pearl while Harry stayed buried halfway in her arse. The dual sensation hit Rose like lightning—sharp burn in her stretched hole, bright pleasure exploding from her clit. She keened, hips jerking, cunt clenching around nothing as the pressure built fast and fierce.

“Betsy—oh fuck—don’t stop—”

Betsy sucked harder, cheeks hollowing, tongue lashing the sensitive nub in quick, relentless strokes. Rose’s whole body tensed—back bowing, thighs clamping around Betsy’s head, arse spasming around the thick intrusion.

She came with a high, squealing cry—raw and helpless, cunt pulsing, arse clenching so hard around Harry’s cock that it forced him out with a wet pop. The sudden emptiness made her sob again, pleasure crashing over her in waves as slickness gushed from her cunt, soaking the chaise beneath her.

Harry groaned at the loss, cock jerking untouched, but he laughed—low and affectionate—as he stroked himself slowly.

Nancy burst into warm, delighted laughter, pulling Rose close and kissing her tear-streaked cheek.

“Listen to that squeal,” she teased gently, nuzzling Rose’s neck. “Popped him right out like a cork. You’re a natural, love.”

Betsy lifted her head, chin shiny, grinning wide. “Only halfway and you still came like a banshee. I’m proud as hell of you, darling. That little arse of yours just tried to keep him prisoner.”

Rose laughed through her tears—shaky, breathless, utterly sated—reaching up to pull both women down for messy, grateful kisses.

“I couldn’t… take it all,” she whispered, voice wrecked but happy. “But it felt… so good. The burn, the fullness… I want to try again. Soon.”

Harry leaned over her, kissing her forehead, then her lips—soft and proud.

“You did beautifully, darling,” he murmured. “Halfway’s perfect for tonight. We’ve got all the time in the world to teach that sweet arse to take every inch.”

Nancy squeezed Rose’s hand, eyes warm.

“And when you do,” she promised, “you’ll love it as much as I do. Trust me.”

She rose from the chaise with a languid stretch, her body still flushed and glowing, the faint ache in her arse a delicious reminder of Harry’s thorough claiming. Nancy reached for her discarded skirts, tossing Betsy’s bodice to her with a wink.

“Come on, love,” she said, voice husky from the night’s exertions. “We’ve kept the lord and lady long enough. Time to slip out before the servants stir and start whispering about the smells coming from the sitting room.”

Betsy caught the bodice with a lazy grin, but made no move to put it on. “Aye. Wouldn’t want to scandalise the household. Though after tonight, I reckon the scandal’s already done.”

Harry leaned back against the sofa, cock finally softening against his thigh, a small smile playing on his lips as he watched them. Rose lay curled in the armchair still, thighs sticky, breasts marked with faint red from eager mouths, looking utterly debauched and utterly content.

“Nonsense,” Harry said easily, waving a hand. “What kind of gentleman would I be if I allowed two young ladies to depart unchaperoned into the midnight fog? The streets are no place for beauties like you at this hour.”

Betsy burst into delighted giggles, clutching the bodice to her chest. “Young ladies? Oh, that’s rich. After the things we’ve done tonight, my lord, I’m not sure ‘lady’ applies to any of us anymore.”

Harry’s smile widened, sated and warm. “Perhaps you’re right. And yet,” he continued, rising to offer Rose his hand and pulling her gently to her feet, “our bed is very large. A great four-poster beast that swallows half the room. And Miss Rose is always complaining it’s too cold for her liking. Will you do my wife a favour, ladies, and join us upstairs? Warm her properly, as only you can.”

Rose leaned into him, arms winding around his waist, a shy but wicked smile curving her swollen lips. “Please,” she murmured, glancing at Nancy and Betsy with eyes still bright from the night’s lessons. “Stay.”

Nancy exchanged a look with Betsy—amused, affectionate, tempted—and shrugged. “Well. When the lord and lady of the house insist… who are we to refuse?”

The four of them made their way upstairs in a tangle of half-dressed limbs and quiet laughter, the grand staircase creaking softly under their feet. The master bedroom was vast and opulent, dominated by the bed Harry had promised: a huge four-poster with heavy velvet curtains drawn back, sheets already turned down, pillows plump and inviting. Moonlight filtered through the tall windows, casting silver across the expanse of mattress that could easily swallow them all twice over.

They tumbled in together—clothes finally shed entirely, bodies sliding between cool linen that warmed quickly under shared heat. Harry stretched out in the centre, Rose curling into his left side like she belonged there, her head on his chest, one leg thrown over his thigh. Betsy claimed Rose’s other side, spooning her from behind—pert breasts pressed to her back, arm draped over to rest a possessive hand on Rose’s hip. Nancy took the right, mirroring Betsy—her fuller curves moulding to Harry’s side, one heavy breast pillowing against his ribs, fingers already trailing lazy paths down his stomach.

The afterglow settled over them like a blanket—soft, heavy, intimate. The room smelled of them all: sex and milk and sweat, the faint sweetness of a lady’s innocence lost forever.

Betsy nuzzled into Rose’s neck, pressing gentle kisses along her shoulder, one hand stroking soothing circles over her spine. “There we go, love,” she murmured, voice gentle and caring now, the wicked edge softening to tenderness. “Let me take care of you. You’ve been so brave tonight—such a perfect little pupil. Sore?”

Rose sighed happily, melting between them. “Deliciously,” she admitted, turning her face for a slow, lazy kiss from Betsy—tongues tangling gentle and sweet. “Everywhere. But I wouldn’t change a thing.”

On Harry’s other side, Nancy’s hand had found his cock again—soft now, but stirring under her slow, reverent strokes. She pumped him lazily, thumb circling the head, coaxing him back to half-hardness with the ease of long practice.

“Thank you for letting me have your arse,” Harry murmured to her, voice low and sated, turning his head to brush a kiss to her dark hair. “It’s my favourite.”

Nancy hummed, sleepy and pleased, squeezing him gently. “Happy to oblige, my lord. Tight enough for you?”

“Perfect,” he said, hand sliding down to cup her breast, thumb flicking the nipple until a bead of milk appeared. “You’d be cheap at twice the price, my lady.”

“Flatterer.” She yawned, nuzzling closer. “Though it occurs to me… a little sweetness and sodomy might be an excellent way for you and the lady to find mutual pleasure in each other’s company. Bodies fitting just right, no need for outside distractions.”

Harry laughed softly, the sound rumbling through his chest. “What a capital idea. I’ll have to remember that.”

Rose snuggled deeper into Betsy’s embrace, her back pressed warm to the blonde’s front, Betsy’s hand still stroking gentle patterns over her skin. She reached across Harry to lace her fingers with Nancy’s, squeezing lightly.

“As long as it doesn’t mean we have to stop seeing our new friends,” Rose said, voice small and content, already drifting toward sleep. “I’m not ready to give this up. Any of it.”

Betsy pressed a kiss to the nape of her neck. “Nor us, love. We’ve only just started teaching you.”

Nancy squeezed Rose’s fingers back, her other hand still lazily stroking Harry. “Plenty more nights like this,” she promised, voice fading into a yawn. “Plenty more lessons.”

Harry pulled the covers higher over them all, the great bed swallowing them in warmth and closeness.

“Sleep now,” he murmured, kissing each of them in turn—Rose’s forehead, Betsy’s cheek, Nancy’s lips. “You’ve earned it.”

And in the quiet hush of the grand bedroom, tangled together in the huge four-poster, the four of them drifted off—sated, sticky, and utterly, perfectly entwined.


Part III


Nell Gwyn: Bare on the Boards


All the pleasure of the play was, the King and my Lady were there; and pretty witty Nell besides!


—DIARY OF SAMUEL PEPYS, 1633–1703
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LONDON, 1675


The Theatre Royal in Drury Lane was a furnace of noise and candle-smoke that night, every bench packed tight with apprentices, fishwives, rakes, and perfumed ladies who pretended they had wandered in by mistake. They had all come for one thing: Nell Gwyn in The Royal Strumpet, a play so filthy it had been banned twice already, resurrected only because the theatre manager swore with a sweaty hand pressed to his heart that this time the leading lady would keep her shift on.

Nell had never kept her shift on in her life when there was mischief to be made.

She swept onto the stage in the first act like a comet in orange silk, breasts almost escaping a bodice laced so loose it was practically a suggestion. The groundlings roared the moment they saw her; she rewarded them with a wink filthy enough to get a nun pregnant. Lines about royal sceptres and crown jewels flew from her tongue like sparks, and every time she bent to pick up a dropped fan (always bending from the waist, petticoats flicking high enough to flash a scandalous inch of thigh), the pit howled like wolves.

By the interval, half the audience was hoarse and the other half was drunk on anticipation.

Backstage, in a corridor that smelled of greasepaint and lust, a cloaked figure caught her wrist.

“Your Majesty,” Nell murmured without turning, recognising the hand that had once slipped a diamond bracelet round that same wrist in a quieter, darker theatre. “Come to scold me for being wicked?”

Charles’s laugh was low, warm, familiar as sin. “I’ve come to help you be wickeder. The second act—the bed scene. Do it properly.”

She arched a brow. “Define properly.”

He leaned close enough that his beard brushed the tip of her ear. “Bare, Nell. Every inch. Let them see what only I’ve had the privilege of tasting.”

Her pulse kicked like a horse at the starting post. On stage, she had flashed a nipple here, a curve of buttock there, but never all of her. Never truly naked under the lights. The thought sent heat pooling between her thighs.

“And if the prudes riot?” she teased.

“Then I’ll remind them whose kingdom this is.”

She grinned, sharp and bright as broken glass. “Give me two minutes to get rid of that gutless fool playing the King. The drapes on the bed will hide the switch.”

He kissed the inside of her wrist, a promise and a command, and vanished into the shadows.

When the bell clanged for the second act, the house was restless, dangerous. Nell stepped into the mock royal bedchamber wearing a night-rail of gossamer lawn so sheer the candles turned it transparent. The audience quieted to a delighted hush.

She began the scene slowly, circling the great four-poster where the King lay hidden behind crimson curtains. Her voice dropped to the smoky purr that had made dukes weep.

“Is Your Majesty lonely tonight?” she asked, trailing fingers along the bedpost. “The Queen is in the country… and I find myself dreadfully awake.”

A muffled groan from within the drapes—Charles, already hard at the sound of her.

Nell smiled like a cat who’d spotted cream. She hooked a thumb under one thin strap and let it slide off her shoulder. The lawn clung to the swell of her breast, then gave up, baring the upper curve. A collective inhale sucked half the air from the theatre.

Another strap. Now both breasts threatened to spill free, nipples already peaked against the fabric. She turned her back to the audience—slowly, deliberately—and let the gown slip lower, lower, until the dimples at the base of her spine appeared. Gasps. A woman in the boxes fainted clean away.

Nell faced them again. With a roll of her shoulders the night-rail slithered down to her waist, catching for one breathless second on the flare of her hips before pooling at her feet.

Silence—then pandemonium.

There they were: the breasts London had dreamed of for years. Small, high, impossibly pert, rose-tipped and trembling with her laughter. She cupped them in her own hands, thumbs circling the nipples until they stood proud and shameless.

“Like what you see, darlings?” she called to the pit, voice husky. “Been wondering, haven’t you? Wondering if pretty Nell’s tits are as sweet as they look in all those naughty pictures?”

The commonfolk answered with a roar that rattled the chandeliers. Men stood on benches, waving hats, shouting her name like a prayer. Coins rained onto the stage.

But in the boxes, fans snapped like gunshots. A dowager in purple velvet shrieked, “Harlot! Close the curtain!” A lord in silver lace was already halfway to his feet, face crimson with outrage and (if anyone had cared to notice) helpless desire.

Nell paid them no mind. She stepped out of the fallen gown entirely, naked now except for silk stockings rolled to mid-thigh and scarlet garters. The candles painted gold across the flat plane of her belly, the neat triangle of auburn curls, the slick shine already glistening on the inside of one thigh.

She climbed onto the bed on all fours, giving the entire house a heart-stopping view of her arse—round, impertinent, the kind of arse that had started wars in more restless times. Then she crawled forward, parted the crimson drapes with both hands, and disappeared inside.

For a moment there was only the creak of the bed, the rustle of sheets, and then her voice, velvet and venom:

“Come now, sire… don’t be shy. Show them who truly owns this greedy little cunt.”

The curtains were flung wide.

There, sprawled against the pillows in nothing but his shirt, breeches unlaced and cock already buried to the hilt inside her, was Charles himself—grinning like a devil who’d won paradise in a card game.

The theatre froze.

Nell rode him slowly, deliberately, breasts bouncing with each roll of her hips. She looked straight out at the audience—lords, ladies, fishwives, apprentices—and smiled the smile of a woman who had just burned the rulebook and used the ashes to powder her tits.

“Obscene, my lords?” she called, breathless but triumphant, grinding down so hard Charles groaned aloud. “Tell it to your king.”

Charles’s eyes flashed dark fire. In one fluid surge he rolled them, pinning her beneath him on the crimson sheets, the great bed creaking like a ship under full sail. The house lights caught the sweat already gleaming on his shoulders; every soul in the theatre could see the thick, royal cock sliding out of her, slick with her arousal, before he drove back in to the hilt.

Nell’s back arched off the mattress. A sharp, shocked squeal tore from her throat—high, filthy, impossible to fake—and the pit answered with a roar that rattled the very walls.

“That’s it, sire, give the saucy minx the seeing-to she deserves!” a man bellowed.

“Harder, Your Majesty! Make the little orange-wench sing!”

Charles obliged. He set a brutal, pounding rhythm, hips, hips slamming against hers, balls slapping her arse with every thrust. Each impact forced another cry from Nell’s lips, half-laugh, half-sob, until her voice cracked on a note usually reserved for the highest gallery.

“Christ, yes, fuck me raw in front of them all,” she gasped, nails raking his back. “Show these fine gentlemen how a real king stuffs his whore!”

The pit was berserk now, a single living beast of shouting, stomping, laughing lust. Someone started a drumbeat on the benches; another produced a whistle and shrilled it in time with Charles’s thrusts.

Charles pulled out abruptly. Nell whined at the loss, cunt clenching on nothing, until he flipped her like a rag doll onto hands and knees. The audience had a perfect view now: her flushed face, mouth open and panting; her small breasts swinging beneath her; the flushed, swollen lips of her cunt glistening under the candles.

He entered her again in one merciless stroke. She dropped to her elbows, arse high, taking every inch while the bedposts rattled. Charles gathered a fistful of that famous red hair and pulled her head back so the whole house could see her eyes roll.

“Beg louder, Nell,” he growled, low enough for only her and the front three rows to hear. “Let them know exactly whose cunt this is.”

“Yours, sire,” she wailed, shameless. “Your greedy, dripping royal cunt, please, don’t stop—”

He spanked her then, open-palmed across one arsecheek, the crack echoing like a pistol shot. The audience howled approval. Another smack, harder, and her flesh bloomed scarlet. She pushed back into every blow, greedy for more.

Charles withdrew just long enough to fist his cock, shiny with her juices, and bounce it across her face. Heavy, wet thwacks: once, twice, precum flicking off in silver threads that caught the light and spattered her cheeks, her parted lips, even her lashes. Nell moaned like she was tasting heaven.

“Open,” he ordered.

She did, tongue out, and he laid the weight of his cock along it, letting her taste herself while the theatre chanted her name.

Then his hands slid beneath her, seizing those pert little tits he’d watched bounce for years from his private box. He squeezed, hard, thumbs grinding over her nipples until she squealed again.

“Sensitive, are we?” he murmured fondly. “Poor darling. Shall I stop?”

“Don’t you fucking dare,” she hissed, and shoved herself back onto him.

He laughed, dark and delighted, and resumed pounding her in long, punishing strokes that rocked the bed forward on its claws. The chant started somewhere in the gods and rolled down like thunder:

“Cover the whore! Drench her face! Cover the whore!”

Charles let it roll over them three full times, savouring the rhythm, the way Nell’s cunt fluttered around his buried cock each time the words struck her. Then he smiled, slow and lazy, and eased out of her with a wet sound that carried clean to the back row.

“Far be it from me,” he announced, voice ringing clear as chapel bells, “to deny my loving subjects their dearest wish. What say you, sweet Nell?”

Nell turned her head, hair sticking to her damp cheek, eyes glittering with wicked joy.

“Yes, sire,” she purred, loud enough for every soul to hear. “Let them paint their pretty tribute all over their favorite little strumpet. I’ve room for every drop England cares to give me.”

The roar that answered shook the chandeliers so hard wax rained down like warm snow.

Charles gave her one last, slow thrust, savoring the way her cunt fluttered around him in anticipation, then pulled free, turning her to face the house on her knees. Candlelight poured over her naked skin, turning the sheen of sweat into molten gold. Charles stepped behind her, cupped both pert breasts in his big hands, and squeezed; hard, deliberate, merciless. His fingers dug in until the soft flesh bulged between them and her nipples were trapped, twisted, pulled forward like ripe berries.

“Your turn, London,” Nell laughed, breathless, radiant, utterly bare and utterly unafraid. “Come and mark your queen.”

Her hands flew to the royal cock, both of them wrapping round the slick, angry length, pumping fast and sloppy. Charles kept one hand clamped on her breast and used the other to fist her hair, forcing her face upward into the glare of the footlights.

“Look at them,” he murmured, loud enough for the front row. “Every eye in the kingdom on this greedy little mouth. Show them how grateful their favourite orange-girl can be.”

Nell’s lashes fluttered; rouge already streaked where tears of effort had started. She jerked him faster, wrists twisting on every upstroke, tongue peeking out to wet her lips.

The first rope hit her like hot silk; across the bridge of her nose, over one closed eye. The second painted her parted lips and chin. Charles groaned, long and regal, and kept coming; thick pulses that striped her cheeks, her throat, even tangled in the wild red curls at her temple. By the time he finished, her stage makeup was a ruin of black and crimson and pearly white, dripping in slow rivulets down to the tips of her aching, crimson-marked breasts.

The theatre detonated. Men were on their feet, roaring, pounding the benches until dust rained from the rafters.

Charles released her hair, gave each bruised nipple a parting pinch that drew one last, shocked gasp, then stepped back and swept a theatrical bow that belonged more to the stage than the throne.

He dropped heavily onto the edge of the bed, legs spread, cock still half-hard and glistening, and lifted a lazy brow at Nell.

“Well, my sweet harlot?” His voice carried effortlessly, warm and wicked. “Shall we send them home disappointed, or do you fancy wearing the thanks of the entire pit?”

Nell swiped a dribble of spend from her lower lip, sucked her finger clean with deliberate relish, and grinned; utterly debauched, utterly radiant.

“Disappointed? Never.” She tilted her face higher, cum already cooling on her skin. “Bring it on, darlings. I’ve room for every drop inside me.”

The pit surged.

Royal guards, big men in scarlet who had sprinted to the lip of the stage the instant their king’s face appeared, formed a hasty line, swords sheathed but shoulders set. They let the first three through after a brief skirmish in the pit over who should go first: a burly blacksmith with soot still on his arms, a grinning law-student in a torn gown, a dockyard lad whose breeches were already round his knees.

The blacksmith reached her first. Nell looked up through the mask of royal seed, smiled like sunrise, and opened her mouth in invitation. Three cocks surrounded her in seconds, hands fisting, stroking, aiming. The first hot splash hit her tongue; the second striped across the bruises blooming on her left breast; the third painted a fresh line from forehead to chin.

Another trio replaced them before the last spurt had cooled.

Charles lounged back on his elbows, watching his favourite mistress drown in tribute, and laughed; low, delighted, utterly possessive.

“That’s it, lads,” he called, voice rich with amusement. “Give pretty Nell what she’s been begging for all these years. Every pearl a crown jewel.”

And London—glorious, filthy, joyous London—obeyed its king to the very last drop.

Nell knelt in the warm, shifting glow of the footlights, the world reduced to heat and salt and the wet slap of flesh on flesh. Hands, cocks, breathless male groans; they blurred into one long, endless wave. She had stopped counting at thirty, maybe forty; after the fiftieth jet splashed across her tongue she gave up entirely. Time had melted the way the spend sliding down her throat melted every sensible thought.

It was everywhere. Thick ropes cooling on her cheeks, dripping from her lashes in slow, obscene tears. Her breasts—small and proud, once the secret fantasy of half London—were glazed white, nipples peeking through the mess like cherries under cream. Lower still, her belly gleamed, and beneath her knees the stage boards were slick, a shallow puddle that squelched every time she shifted. The silk of her stockings clung dark and ruined to her thighs; she could feel it seeping between her toes.

No orange-seller turned actress turned royal mistress had ever been this low, this gloriously filthy. The realisation hit her like another spurt across her parted lips: they would carve her name into tavern walls and chapel pews alike, whisper it in shocked drawing rooms for centuries. Nell Gwyn, the girl who took a kingdom’s worth of seed on an open stage while the King himself watched and laughed.

For one heartbeat—just one—something raw and fragile flickered behind her ribs. A quiet voice, long buried under rouge and daring, whispered: Will decent folk ever name a daughter Nell again, or will the very sound of it make them cross themselves?

Then a fresh cock pulsed against her cheek, flooding her open mouth with heat and salt, and the flicker snuffed out beneath a blaze of pure, throbbing lust. Her cunt clenched hard enough to ache, empty and jealous of her own throat.

She was England’s biggest whore. Undisputed. Unrepentant. A title none would ever steal.

Nell swallowed greedily, tongue chasing the overflow that spilled over her bottom lip, and laughed, a low, delighted sound that cut through the grunting and gasping around her.

Up in the boxes she could feel the ladies watching: fans frozen mid-flutter, lips thin with fury, thighs pressed tight together under layers of silk and denial. Their husbands stood at the rails pretending virtuous horror while their eyes devoured every shining inch of her. Delicious. She wondered which of these pious women would smell her on their lord’s breeches tomorrow night and pretend not to notice.

Another spurt painted her closed eyelids. Blinded, shining, dripping, she turned her face toward the royal bed and called out, voice husky and laughing, every syllable dripping with the evidence of her debauchery.

“Your Majesty,” she sang, licking cum from the corner of her mouth, “these common lads have been terribly generous, but I find myself still… peckish.” She cupped her glazed breasts and lifted them in offering, feeling the weight of dozens of men slide across her palms. “Why not invite your noble lords to the feast? Let them choose between loyal service to their king, or the cold shoulder of their wives in bed tonight. I promise to be very, very grateful.”

A pause, thick and electric.

Then Charles’s laugh rolled out, rich as burgundy, dangerous as gunpowder.

“My lords,” he called, lazy and commanding, “your sovereign commands. Who will be first to prove his devotion to the crown, and to pretty Nell’s famous appetite?”

In the sudden hush she heard silk rustle, chairs scrape, a single fan clatter to the floor.

Nell smiled, slow and wicked, cum cooling on her teeth.

Come on, darlings, she thought, spreading her knees wider in the puddle of England’s tribute. Let’s see how many of your lordships I can corrupt before the candles burn down.
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The first man to move was Henry Suffolk.

He vaulted the rail of his box with the easy strength of a soldier rather than a courtier, landed cat-light on the stage, and strode toward her as if the eyes of the entire kingdom were not burning holes through his back. Twenty-nine, broad-shouldered, close-cropped dark hair, those piercing grey eyes that had made Nell’s stomach flip the first time she ever saw them.

She had been nineteen, not yet well-known, still selling oranges outside the Duke’s Theatre after the show. Nell had offered him more than fruit that night—had pressed herself against him in a shadowed alley, whispered exactly what she would do if he followed her home. Henry had laughed, warm and fond, ruffled her hair affectionately, and slipped a gold coin into her palm that kept a roof over her head for a month. Then he had walked away, leaving her wet, frustrated, and hopelessly curious about what lay beneath those immaculate breeches.

Tonight the curiosity ended.

Henry stopped directly in front of her, boots planted wide. The candles lit the hard line of his jaw, the faint flush riding high on his cheekbones. He unfastened himself with deliberate calm, and Nell’s breath caught. Long, thick, flushed dark with need—exactly as impressive as rumour had promised, and rumour had been generous.

“Well, Mistress Gwyn,” he said, voice low and amused, the same warmth she remembered from that alley years ago. “Repaying old debts, are we?”

Nell grinned up at him, slow and filthy, cum already cooling in the corners of her smile.

“Interest has accrued, my lord,” she purred. “Let me settle the account properly.”

Before he could answer she leaned forward, pressed her face between his thighs, and took his cock all the way down her throat in one bold, wet gulp.

Henry’s hips jerked; a startled, helpless groan tore out of him. The theatre detonated—shrieks, roars, a woman in the upper circle actually screamed and dropped her fan three storeys to the pit. Just when they thought their Nell could not possibly sink lower, she found new depths and dove laughing.

Henry’s hand dropped to the back of her head—not pushing, just resting there, fingers threading through the sticky mess of her hair as if anchoring himself to earth. Nell swirled her tongue again, cheeky and thorough, tasting salt while she looked up the ridged plane of his belly and met his stunned, hungry eyes.

“Christ, Nell,” he rasped, the courtly mask shattered. “You wicked little—”

She pulled back just enough to speak, lips brushing the sensitive skin she’d just worshipped.

“Shh. Let me finish what I started all those years ago.”

Nell had never forgotten that night in the alley behind the Duke’s Theatre, though she’d tried to tuck it away like a bad line she couldn’t quite deliver.

The winter had been brutal; the pittance from orange-selling between shows barely kept the frost off her fingers. She was still new enough to the stage that her name only appeared on the playbills in small letters, and hungry in every possible sense. Nell had spotted Henry Suffolk in the crowd—tall, easy in his own skin, laughing with friends who all looked like they’d been born wearing velvet. When the house emptied she’d followed him out, heart hammering, rehearsing the bold little speech she’d used on lesser men.

He’d turned when she touched his sleeve, one brow raised in polite curiosity.

“Evening, my lord,” she’d said, dropping her voice to the smoky register that usually worked wonders. “Fancy a private epilogue? I’ve a room nearby, and I’m told my final act is… unforgettable.”

Henry Suffolk had looked at her—not down his nose like most, but straight on, as if she were a person and not a novelty. Then he’d smiled, slow and warm, the kind of smile that made her knees forget their job.

“Christ, you’re bold,” he’d said, amusement curling the words. “And far too pretty to be freezing your arse off in alleys for coin.”

He’d reached out, tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear with casual intimacy. His fingers had lingered just long enough for her to feel the heat of them through the chill.

She’d leaned in, ready to seal the deal with a kiss, but he’d shaken his head—gently, almost regretfully.

“Not tonight, firebrand,” he’d murmured. “Some other time, when you’re selling yourself because you want to, not because the rent’s due.”

Then he’d pressed a gold coin into her palm—enough for a month’s lodging and three hot meals a day—and closed her fingers over it.

“Go home, Nell Gwyn,” he’d said, using her name like he’d already decided to remember it. “And next time you offer, make sure it’s to someone who deserves the privilege.”

He’d walked off into the fog, leaving her standing there stunned, coin burning in her fist and an ache between her thighs that had nothing to do with the cold.

She’d hated him for it, just a little. Hated the kindness most of all, because kindness from a man like Henry Suffolk was more dangerous than any crude proposition. It made her want things she couldn’t name yet—respect, maybe, or the version of herself he seemed to see when he looked at her.

Over the years she’d watched him from afar: at court, at the playhouse, always courteous, always untouchable. She’d risen—orange-girl to actress to the King’s own mistress—and still, whenever their eyes met across a crowded room, he’d give her that same half-smile, the one that said he remembered the alley, remembered the girl who’d been hungry enough to sell herself and proud enough to hate him for refusing.

Tonight, on her knees in a lake of other men’s spend, she finally had him exactly where she’d once fantasised: hard, aching, entirely at her mercy.

And the first thing she did was swallow his cock like the cheekiest, most grateful whore in Christendom.

Because some debts, Nell thought as Henry shuddered above her, are best repaid with interest paid in pure, filthy joy.

Henry brushed a sticky curl from her cheek with the back of one knuckle, gentle as confession.

“Tell me true, firebrand,” he said, voice low enough that only she and the first three rows could hear, “after all this glorious ruin, do you still have a single virgin hole left to claim?”

Nell’s laugh came out shaky, half delirious. She was kneeling in a warm lake of other men’s pleasure, skin gleaming like wet marble, yet the question arrowed straight between her thighs and lodged somewhere deeper.

She had never let anyone take her arse. Not the King, not the rakish earls who begged, not even in her wildest backstage romps. She had told herself it was because she liked to keep something back, a last private kingdom no one could tax. But looking up into Henry Suffolk’s storm-grey eyes, she felt the lie crumble.

She had been saving it for him. All these years, without ever admitting it.

“Yes,” she whispered, then louder, reckless and proud, “yes, my lord. One left. And it’s yours if you want it.”

Henry’s smile was slow, tender, and utterly wicked. “Oh, I want it.”

He stood, drew her up by the hands until she was bent forward over the edge of the royal bed, Charles lounging just behind her like a satisfied cat, watching the show with lazy approval. Henry’s palms slid down her back, spreading the slick mess of cum across her skin until she glistened from shoulders to thighs. When his thumbs parted her cheeks the audience inhaled as one; candlelight caught the shine already dripping between them, turning the evidence of a hundred men into the sweetest oil.

He pressed in slowly, letting her feel every inch. Nell’s elbows hit the stage with a wet slap, forearms sliding in the puddle beneath her. She was utterly open, arse tilted high, cunt bare and dripping, breasts swaying with each breath while hundreds of eyes feasted on the sight.

“There’s my brave, filthy girl,” Henry murmured, voice rough with wonder. “Look at you. Taking me in front of the whole bloody kingdom like you were born for it.”

The stretch burned, bright and perfect. She whimpered, pushed back anyway, greedy for more of that sting wrapped in praise.

“Christ, you’re tight,” he breathed, one hand stroking her spine in long, soothing sweeps. “My perfect little secret, kept all this time just for me.”

He bottomed out with a groan that sounded almost reverent. For a moment they stayed locked like that; him buried to the hilt in her last virgin place, her trembling around him, the theatre so quiet she could hear her own pulse and the wet sound of her breathing.

Then he began to move, slow rolls of his hips that dragged over every sensitive nerve she hadn’t known she possessed. Each thrust nudged her breasts against the sticky boards; each withdrawal left her clenching desperately around emptiness.

“These tits,” he said, reaching beneath her to cup them, thumbs circling the stiff, cum-slick peaks, “God, Nell, these beautiful, greedy tits that every man in England has wanked himself raw dreaming about. And tonight they’re mine to enjoy.”

He pinched, hard and deliberate; the bright flare of it shot straight to her cunt. She cried out, a broken, grateful sound that made the pit cheer and the boxes gasp in scandalised delight.

“That’s it,” he crooned, fucking her deeper, steady and relentless. “Come apart for me, darling. Show them how prettily my girl spends when she’s stuffed full in the one place she saved for me.”

The words undid her. My girl. Saved for me. The tenderness beneath the filth, the possession wrapped in worship; it snapped something bright and blinding inside her. Nell came with a wail that cracked halfway through, cunt spasming on nothing, arse clamping around Henry in rhythmic pulses that dragged a guttural curse from his throat.

Pleasure rolled over her in dizzy waves, vision whiting out at the edges. When it receded she was slumped forward, cheek pressed to the cool, sticky stage, limbs trembling and weak.

Only then did the realisation slide home, lazy and wicked:

Henry still hadn’t come.

He was still hard inside her, thick and pulsing, one hand gently stroking her hip as if she were something fragile and priceless.

Nell turned her head just enough to meet his eyes, lips curving in a slow, sated smile that promised fresh devilry.

“Henry Suffolk,” she said, voice husky and fond and dangerous, “if you think I’m letting you leave this stage without filling the last place I kept for you… you’re very much mistaken.”

“Then talk to me, firebrand,” he murmured, still buried to the hilt in the tight clutch of her arse. “Give me that wicked tongue you’re famous for. Tell me exactly what you are right now.”

Nell shivered from the roots of her hair to the sticky soles of her feet. The words spilled out of her before she could pretty them up, raw and gleeful.

“Oh, Christ, Henry, look at me. England’s darling little actress, the King’s own pet, on her knees in a puddle of half the pit’s spend, taking it up the arse like the greediest dockside doxy. I’m nothing but a painted cum-rag tonight, aren’t I? A silly, smirking cumbucket for every cock in the realm. They’ll be scraping the leftover spend off these boards come morning and still not get it all.”

She laughed, breathless and filthy, rocking back to meet his slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Go on, my lord, fuck this royal strumpet’s last virgin hole. Use me like the shameless little vessel I am. I’ve got lords’ seed in my hair, apprentices’ spend cooling on my tits, and now the noblest cock in the kingdom is lodged in my arse while the whole house watches. If that’s not the very picture of a thoroughly ruined little actress, I don’t know what is.”

Henry’s answering groan was ragged, almost pained. His hips snapped harder, once, twice, as though her words alone were dragging him toward the edge.

“God, yes, keep going,” he rasped. “Tell me more, you glorious, filthy thing.”

“I’m dripping, Henry. Dripping like a leaky barrel of sin. Your fine friends will smell me on you tomorrow and know exactly where you’ve been. Their wives will sniff and pretend they don’t want a taste themselves. And I love it. I love being this low, this laughably, gloriously low—”

Henry’s rhythm stuttered; sweat dripped from his temple onto the small of her back. “Fuck, Nell—”

But then her voice softened, the teasing edge melting into something rawer. She reached back, caught his wrist, and tugged until he folded over her, chest to her sticky spine, his cheek pressed to hers. The new angle drove him impossibly deeper; they both shuddered.

“I never forgot you,” she whispered, lips brushing the corner of his mouth so that only he could hear her. “That night in the alley… you could have had me for a grope and a laugh. Instead you gave me a month’s rent and a scrap of kindness I didn’t know men were capable of.” Her voice cracked, sweet and wondering. “I’ve fucked dukes and poets and the bloody King of England, Henry, but I kept this one place for the man who looked at a hungry orange-girl and saw something worth more than a quick tumble.”

His breath hitched against her cheek.

“I’ve wanted you for years,” she breathed, turning just enough to catch his mouth in a slow, filthy, tender kiss—tasting of the both of them and half the theatre. “Waited. Dreamed. You were the one man I could never have, the one I measured every other against. I never forgot your kindness. I kept this part of me—kept it stupidly, stubbornly—for the day you might finally want it.”

A tremor ran through him; she felt it in the arms caging her, in the cock pulsing inside her.

“I’m still that girl sometimes,” she confessed, soft and wondering. “Still the one who wanted you to look at her like she was worth more than a quick tumble. And tonight you’re here, and I’m the filthiest creature alive, and somehow you’re looking at me exactly that way.”

Henry made a sound—half groan, half prayer—and crushed his mouth to hers. The kiss was messy, tender, desperate; tasting of salt and spent lust and something dangerously close to devotion.

“My brave, ridiculous, perfect girl,” he whispered into her mouth. “Come here.”

He pulled her upright, back flush to his chest, one arm banded beneath her breasts, the other splayed over her belly, holding her close while he began to move again—slow, grinding, reverent thrusts that felt like worship rather than conquest.

“I’ve got you,” he said against her temple. “I’ve always wanted you, always longed for you, even when I was too noble or too stupid to take what you offered. Never again.”

Nell’s eyes stung—unfamiliar tears mixing with the mess on her cheeks—and then his hand slid lower, fingers finding her swollen clit, circling gently.

“Let go, love,” he murmured. “Let me feel you take me in the place you saved just for us.”

The sweetness broke her more thoroughly than any cruelty could have. She came again, softer this time, a long, rolling wave that left her trembling and clinging to his forearms. Henry followed a breath later, hips stuttering, spilling deep inside her with a broken groan that sounded like her name and homecoming all at once.

They stayed locked together, panting, sticky, surrounded by the roar of a theatre that had heard none of their sweet whispers, seen only the debauchery. Henry pressed a kiss to the hinge of her jaw, tender and possessive.

“Still even, firebrand?” he whispered.

Nell laughed, watery and radiant, and turned in his arms to kiss him properly.

“No, my lord,” she said against his mouth. “Now you owe me interest for the rest of our lives.”


XIX


The spell shattered with the sharp click of heels on wood.

Lady Georgiana Suffolk stormed onto the stage like an avenging angel in dark silk, skirts lifted just high enough to keep the hem from the glistening lake that had once been the boards of the Theatre Royal. Candlelight caught the diamonds at her throat and the furious flush riding high on cheeks still powdered to porcelain perfection. She was breathtaking; tall, willow-slender, with raven hair pinned in artful curls and eyes the colour of a winter sea. Nell felt her stomach dip in pure, feminine appreciation. Good God, she thought, the girl cannot be a day over twenty-two. No wonder Henry had looked so pleasantly sated these last years.

Georgiana stopped two paces away, nostrils flaring at the smell of sex and spent lust thick in the air.

“Henry,” she said, voice trembling with rage and something that might have been hurt, “explain yourself.”

Henry, still seated deep inside Nell’s arse, still half-hard from the things she had whispered, had the grace to flush crimson. He cleared his throat, tried for dignity while literally coupled to the most notorious courtesan in England.

“My lady wife… Georgiana… this is… not what we planned when we spoke our vows, I grant you.”

“Not what we planned?” Georgiana’s laugh cracked like a whip. “Your cock is presently lodged in Nell Gwyn’s back passage in front of half the peerage, husband. I believe ‘not what we planned’ rather understates the case.”

Nell bit her lip, hard, to keep from laughing. She ought to show some contrition, some belated respect, perhaps. But her wicked muscles had ideas of their own. Every time Henry opened his mouth to apologise, she gave a sly, pulsing squeeze around his buried length.

“I am… ah… truly sorry, my dear,” he managed, voice catching as her arse fluttered again. “We wed for alliance, for land, for… Christ, Nell, stop that… for duty, not for—”

“Not for love,” Georgiana finished, eyes glittering with unshed tears and pure fury. “Yes, I am aware. Yet somehow duty appears to include sodomy on a public stage.”

Another deliberate clench. Henry’s hips jerked involuntarily; a strangled sound escaped him.

Georgiana’s gaze snapped to Nell, sharp as broken glass. Nell met it steadily, cheeks burning with something that felt suspiciously like pride. Look at her, she thought, look at this exquisite creature he set aside to have me instead. The knowledge was headier than any applause she’d ever earned.

Henry tried again, gentler now. “Georgiana, please. You are blameless in this. I—”

“Save your pretty speeches,” his wife snapped. “The entire kingdom just watched you choose a common player over your duchess. I hope she was worth the scandal, my lord.”

From his sprawl on the royal bed, Charles stretched like a great satisfied tomcat and finally spoke, voice warm with amusement and absolute authority.

“Lady Suffolk,” he drawled, “why ever should you stand there suffering when revenge is so close at hand?”

Georgiana turned, chin high, wary.

Charles patted the crimson sheets beside him with lazy invitation. “Come here, my dear. Let your faithless husband watch his king give you the fucking he clearly no longer deserves. Fair’s fair, after all.”

A collective inhale sucked half the air from the theatre. Somewhere in the pit a man actually whimpered.

Georgiana’s eyes flicked from her husband—still locked inside Nell, flushed and speechless—to the King lounging naked and magnificent among the pillows. Something shifted behind the fury: curiosity, perhaps, certainly attraction, and the first hot taste of genuine power.

Nell felt Henry’s cock twitch inside her at the sight; jealousy, arousal, helpless want. She squeezed again, softer this time, almost tender.

Your move, darling, she thought, and waited to see which way the wind would blow the House of Suffolk tonight.

Georgiana’s mouth opened, closed, opened again; shock painted across her perfect features in two high spots of colour.

“I am the Duchess of Suffolk,” she said, the words brittle as spun sugar. “Bred at court, schooled in Versailles, finished in every grace a lady may possess. And you ask me to—to rut like a Smithfield doxy on a public stage?”

Charles lifted one dark brow, lazy and lethal. “Careful, my lady. If your king wallows in the mire, it becomes a royal bath. Condemn it too savagely and one might think you condemn me.”

The theatre held its breath. Somewhere in the pit a man exhaled, “Bloody hell,” like a prayer.

Nell, still impaled and shining with half of London’s tribute, opened her mouth to coax—some gentle, filthy encouragement—but Georgiana whirled on her with the fury of a cornered cat.

“You be silent, you painted orange-slut. You’ve taken quite enough from me already.”

The retort rose to Nell’s tongue like champagne: something about Georgiana’s stiff spine and how easily it might bend if someone oiled it properly. The house would have howled itself hoarse. Instead she swallowed the barb. The girl was twenty-one, maybe twenty-two, trembling in diamonds and wounded pride, and Nell discovered, to her own surprise, that she still had a heart underneath all the cum.

So she stayed quiet, giving Henry’s cock one last affectionate squeeze before letting him slip free.

Henry stepped forward, breeches unlaced, face flushed with afterglow and something gentler. He took his wife’s gloved hands in his own sticky ones.

“Georgiana,” he said, soft enough that only the four of them heard it, “you owe me nothing. But if you want this—if you want to prove something to me, or to yourself—you have my leave. Freely given. No duty, no punishment. Just… permission.”

The mask slipped. For one heartbeat the furious duchess was only a young woman whose husband had chosen another in front of the world. Her lower lip quivered; her eyes glistened.

Then the steel came back, tempered now with something reckless and bright.

“Very well,” she said Georgiana Suffolk, lifting her chin. “If Mistress Gwyn can play the shameless trull so convincingly, perhaps I can manage an encore.”

She met Nell’s eyes across the stage. A silent message flashed between them—half challenge, half insult. Nell had taken her husband; now she would take their King.

Nell’s grin was slow and wicked. “Start with the gown, darling. Let’s see if quality silk falls as prettily as cheap lawn.”

Charles clapped once, delighted. “I concur. Front and centre, Lady Suffolk. Give us a show worthy of the crown.”

Georgiana tossed her raven hair, the motion sending diamond pins glittering to the boards, and stalked to the very lip of the stage like it was a duelling ground. The candles loved her: black silk shimmering over long limbs, skin like fresh cream, the proud tilt of a neck that had never bowed to anyone.

She turned her back to the house deliberately, and presented the laces of her gown to Henry.

“Well, husband?” Her voice carried, clear and cutting. “Will you unwrap your wife for the kingdom, or shall I do it myself?”

Henry’s smile was rueful, tender, and just a little bit afraid of what he’d unleashed. He stepped close, fingers already reaching for the bow at her nape.

The theatre leaned forward as one.

Nell, gloriously naked and utterly unbothered, folded her arms under her sticky breasts and settled in to watch.

“This,” she announced to the enraptured crowd, “is going to be educational.”

The first tug loosened the black bodice; the second let it gape. Georgiana rolled her shoulders once, languid as a cat, and the heavy silk sighed down her arms and pooled at her waist.

Her stays beneath were ivory satin stitched with silver thread, pushing her breasts up in a creamy swell that made the front row lean forward as one. Fuller than Nell’s—much fuller, Nell noted ruefully—round and high despite their weight, the tops trembling with every breath. The pit erupted in wolfish approval.

“Christ almighty, look at the size of those!”

“Give us a bounce, milady!”

Georgiana’s cheeks flamed crimson, but her fingers never faltered. She plucked the bow between her breasts; the busk sprang free, and the stays parted like theatre curtains. The chemise beneath was gossamer lawn, damp already with nervous perspiration, clinging to every curve. She peeled it upward in one slow, deliberate motion, gathering the fabric until it cleared her head and her hair tumbled free in a black waterfall.

There they were: heavy, perfect breasts, pale as fresh milk, crowned with dusky rose nipples already drawn tight from the cool air and the hotter attention. She let the house look its fill, ten full heartbeats of stunned silence, then cupped them in her own gloved hands and lifted, offering them to the candles like ripe fruit.

The roar that answered shook dust from the rafters.

Emboldened now, cheeks burning but eyes glittering, Georgiana hooked her thumbs in the waist of her skirts and petticoats together. A single push and the whole confection slid down endless legs to puddle around her silk slippers. Stockings next; she bent forward, giving the pit a heart-stopping view as she rolled first one, then the other down calves a sculptor would weep for.

When she straightened, only a triangle of lace-trimmed linen shielded her. She turned slowly, letting them see the long, elegant line of her back, the dimples above an arse as firm and proud as any courtier’s. Then she faced them again, hooked her fingers in the drawstring, and let the last scrap drift to the floor.

The pit went momentarily silent—before exploding into pandemonium.

Between her thighs, smooth as marble and utterly bare in the fashionable Italian style, the tight seam of her cunt gleamed under the footlights, lips flushed darker rose than her nipples, already swollen and shining with unmistakable arousal. A single bead of wetness clung to the lower curve, trembling with every shaky breath.

Georgiana stood naked but for diamonds and gloves, breasts rising and falling, that shaved slit on shameless display, and somehow—through sheer, impossible will—managed to look every inch the duchess even while the commoners catcalled her like a Covent Garden courtesan.

Nell, still kneeling in her own cooling glory, couldn’t resist. She cupped her sticky hands to her mouth and called out, sweet as poisoned honey:

“Go on then, your ladyship. Give those pretty gloves something useful to do. Show us how a proper duchess polishes her pearl.”

The pit exploded into crude, delighted laughter. A dozen voices took up the chant at once: Touch it, touch it, touch it!

Georgiana’s head snapped toward Nell, grey eyes flashing murder.

“Hold your tongue, you insolent little—”

Charles lifted one languid hand from the bed. “I confess, Lady Suffolk, I should very much like to see those fine gloves put to the purpose Mistress Gwyn suggests.”

Henry said nothing at first, but the thick line of his cock straining against his half-laced breeches spoke volumes. He met his wife’s furious gaze and gave the smallest, helpless nod. Up to you, love. But God, yes, I want to watch.

Georgiana’s chest rose and fell in sharp, furious breaths. The blush that had started at her cheeks now poured down her throat and across the heavy swell of her breasts. She looked once at the roaring pit, once at her husband’s obvious hunger, once at Nell’s wicked, encouraging grin, and something inside her snapped—not in defeat, but in reckless, aroused defiance.

“Very well,” she hissed, so low only the front row heard it. “If London insists on seeing a duchess debase herself, let London look its fill.”

She spread her feet a careful six inches wider, silk slippers squeaking on the wet boards, and brought one gloved hand down between her thighs.

The first touch was tentative: two silk-clad fingers sliding along that smooth, shaved seam as if she were checking a temperature. The second was braver, parting the plump lips to reveal the slick, flushed pink within. A visible shudder ran through her when the pad of her middle finger brushed her clit.

The pit went mad.

Georgiana’s eyes fluttered. She had clearly never done this with an audience; perhaps never done it at all in daylight. Her movements were awkward, uncertain circles, the silk catching and dragging deliciously over swollen flesh. Each time she found a rhythm she lost it again, hips jerking, breath hitching in little mortified gasps.

Nell watched, heart squeezing with something perilously close to tenderness. Poor darling, she thought. All that fire and no idea where to aim it. The gloves made it worse (or better): the fabric darkened instantly where her arousal soaked through, turning pristine white to translucent ivory, clinging obscenely to every fold.

A bead of moisture slipped free, rolled down the inside of one trembling thigh, and the pit groaned in collective lust.

Georgiana’s free hand flew to her breast as if to steady herself, squeezing hard enough to leave white marks on pale skin. Her knees buckled slightly; she caught herself with a tiny, furious moan that carried to the gods.

Nell bit her lip. She could draw this out—let the proud little duchess fumble and blush until she came or cried—but the sight was too sweet, too raw. Time to be merciful.

She rose, legs sticky and shining, and padded across the stage to Charles.

“Your Majesty,” she murmured, leaning down to brush a kiss to his shoulder, “I believe Lady Suffolk has proven her point admirably. Perhaps you might reward her courage the way only a king can?”

Charles’s grin was slow and lethal. He crooked a finger at Georgiana.

“Come here, my proud beauty,” he called, voice warm with promise. “Let me show you what those gloves feel like wrapped around a royal cock while I ruin that bare little cunt in front of your husband and half the realm.”

Georgiana’s fingers stilled between her legs. For a moment the theatre held its breath.

Then she straightened, shoulders squaring, silk gloves gleaming with her own slick, and walked toward the bed like a queen going to her coronation; naked, trembling, and magnificently, terrifyingly wet.



XX


Charles crooked a finger at Georgiana. “Come closer, my proud beauty. A king deserves a proper greeting.”

She stepped between his spread thighs, trembling but unable to hide her arousal. He reached up without ceremony, cupping the heavy weight of her breasts in both hands and squeezing slowly, possessively, thumbs rolling over the stiff nipples until they darkened further. Georgiana’s breath hitched; her blush raced from throat to hairline.

“Magnificent,” Charles declared, loud enough for the front boxes to hear. He looked past her raven head straight at Henry. “Suffolk, you lucky devil. These are the finest tits I’ve handled since the French ambassador’s wife. Full, firm, and begging to be mauled. You ought to thank me for appreciating them properly.”

Henry swallowed hard, cock jerking in Nell’s lazy grip. Georgiana’s eyes flashed, but her nipples betrayed her, peaking harder under the royal thumbs.

Charles gave each breast a final appreciative squeeze, then leaned back. “Now, madam, wrap those fine silk gloves around the royal sceptre and stroke me like you mean it.”

Georgiana sank to her knees, gloves still damp from her earlier efforts, and took him in both hands. Her touch was careful at first—courtly, almost reverent—but Charles’s low groan encouraged bolder twists, slick sounds filling the sudden hush.

Across the stage Nell knelt beside Henry, content to watch for the moment. She curled her fingers round his familiar length, stroking slow and teasing, keeping him hard but nowhere near the edge. Let the duchess have her moment in the spotlight, she thought, smiling. Let Henry savour every second of his wife’s public fall.

Charles clapped once, sharp as a pistol shot. “Enough games. Time for a proper contest.”

Nell felt her grin stretch wide and wicked. Her king was nearly as depraved as she was; it was one of the reasons she adored him.

The royal guard moved swiftly, forming a living wall at the edge of the stage, holding back the surging pit with halberds and broad shoulders. Charles rose, magnificent in his nudity, and arranged Georgiana on hands and knees facing the audience, thighs spread, shaved cunt glistening shamelessly under the candles.

Henry caught the idea at once. He guided Nell down beside her, shoulder to shoulder, hip to hip; both women on all fours like matched fillies at the starting gate.

Charles’s voice rang out, rich with amusement and absolute command.

“A race, my fine subjects. These two proud beauties shall fuck their chosen gentlemen with all the skill they possess. The one whose man spends first shall have her heart’s desire granted, provided it lies within the power of the Crown.”

The theatre roared approval.

Nell couldn’t quite stop the smirk that curved her cum-smeared lips. All too easy. She glanced sideways at Georgiana, caught the furious grey glare, and winked.

What might she ask for? A hundred-acre estate. A duchess’s coronet. Servants who curtsied instead of jeered. Coaches with her own crest. Balls where she set the fashion instead of selling oranges outside the door. All of it hers, earned on her back (or rather, with her arse) in front of the entire kingdom.

Behind her, Henry positioned himself, cock nudging her slick entrance. Charles did the same for Georgiana, one hand steady on her hip.

“Begin,” the King commanded.

They both slammed back at the same instant, cunts swallowing their men to the hilt in one wet, desperate slide. Georgiana let out a shocked moan, high and pretty; Nell’s was lower, filthier, a throaty laugh tangled in pleasure.

She set a brutal pace from the start, rocking hard enough to make her small tits bounce, arse slapping against Henry’s thighs with every thrust. “That’s it, my lord,” she purred over her shoulder, voice carrying just far enough for Georgiana to hear, “fuck your firebrand’s dripping hole. Fill me up like you’ve dreamed of since that alley. Make your wife watch.”

Henry groaned, hands digging into her hips, but she could feel him holding back, eyes flicking to the indignant lady beside them.

Georgiana was no weak opponent—her movements were stiff at first, small gasps escaping with every slap of flesh, but she found her rhythm quick, shoving back onto Charles like she meant to break him. “Harder, sire,” she gasped, voice cracking on the word, breasts swinging wildly beneath her. “Show my husband how a real man ruins a lady.”

The audience devoured it, shouts and cheers blending into a wall of noise. Nell grinned through the sweat stinging her eyes, clenching around Henry on every withdrawal, milking him mercilessly. Come on, darling, she thought, give in. Ruin my arse. Make me a duchess.

But Georgiana’s fury was a force—her moans grew louder, dirtier, the awkwardness melting into something wild and wanton. Charles laughed, praising her over her head again: “Suffolk, your wife’s cunt is a velvet vice. Tighter than a miser’s purse.”

Henry’s cock twitched inside Nell at the words, and she squeezed him harder, fighting a laugh. This might not be as easy as she’d thought.

Still, she’d be damned if some pampered chit stole her crown. She bucked faster, whispering filthy promises in Henry’s ear, determined to drag him over the edge first and claim her prize.

“You know, my lord,” she purred, loud enough for Georgiana to hear every syllable, “I’ve touched myself raw thinking about that night outside the theatre. You in your fine velvet, me still smelling of oranges and greasepaint. If you’d dragged me back into that alley after the show, bent me over a barrel and shoved this gorgeous prick straight up my arse... I’d have come screaming your name before you were halfway in. I’d have begged you to spend inside me, then licked you clean while the watch walked past. All these years, Henry, I’ve been keeping this hole tight and untouched just in case you ever decided to collect.”

Henry groaned like a dying man, fingers digging bruises into her hips. His thrusts turned harder, helpless.

Georgiana’s rhythm faltered beside them. “Slut!” she spat on a gasp, shoving back onto Charles with furious force. “Filthy—ah!—whore!”

Nell turned her head, meeting the duchess’s blazing eyes with a look that was almost fond. “Darling, look where your husband’s cock is right now.” She gave a deliberate clench that made Henry curse under his breath. “Jammed to the hilt in my arse, while you’re only giving up your pretty little cunt to the King. You ought to be grateful I’m not insisting we match the stakes properly.”

Georgiana tossed her raven hair, aristocratic fire flaring bright. “Only painted whores and filthy harlots give up their bottoms,” she hissed, voice trembling with rage and something suspiciously like envy.

Nell’s laugh rang out, bright and shameless. “Guilty on both counts, sweet girl. Proud of it, too.”

She reached back, seized Henry’s wrists, and slapped his hands onto her small, sticky breasts. “Come on, Henry. Squeeze them properly. Hard as you like. I can take it.” She arched into his palms, moaning theatrically. “I’m not some delicate Danish doll, an ornamental wife kept on a shelf for show. I’m the greedy little strumpet who’ll let you wreck every hole she has while your fine lady watches and learns.”

Henry obliged with a growl, fingers clamping down hard enough to make her gasp in delight. Her nipples throbbed between his thumbs, and she shoved back onto him harder, arse swallowing him to the root on every stroke.

Beside them, Georgiana’s cheeks burned darker than her rouged lips, but her hips never stopped moving, driving herself onto Charles with desperate, furious grace.

The race was still anyone’s to win.

Charles leaned forward over Georgiana’s back, one hand splayed possessively across the elegant curve of her spine while the other slipped between her thighs to spread her wider. He studied the flushed, shaved seam of her cunt as it swallowed his cock again and again, lips clinging greedily to every withdrawal.

“Exquisite,” he murmured, loud enough for the front boxes to hear. “Smooth as Venetian glass and twice as hot. Suffolk, you married a woman with a cunt sculpted for sin. One can almost hear the angels weeping.”

Georgiana’s blush, already fierce, deepened to a scalding crimson that poured down her throat and across the heavy sway of her breasts. An involuntary groan escaped her—half fury, half helpless pleasure.

Nell, rocking steadily on Henry’s length, couldn’t resist. She glanced sideways, eyes dancing.

“Go on, your ladyship,” she cooed. “Thank your King properly for the compliment. Good manners cost nothing.”

Georgiana’s head snapped round, grey eyes promising murder. The look she gave Nell could have frozen wine.

Charles chuckled, low and indulgent. “She has a point, my dear. A lady always shows gratitude to her sovereign. Isn’t that so, Suffolk?”

Henry’s gaze flicked guiltily to his wife, then away again—difficult when his cock was buried to the root in Nell’s sweat-slick arse, her cheeks flushed and glistening under the candles. His voice emerged rather strangled.

“Quite… quite right, sire. Georgiana… you should thank His Majesty.”

Georgiana’s lips compressed to a thin, furious line. For a heartbeat Nell thought she might actually refuse.

Then the duchess tossed her raven hair, planted her gloved palms wider on the sheets, and slammed backward onto Charles’s cock with such sudden, shocking force that the King grunted in delighted surprise. The wet slap echoed like a gunshot; her heavy breasts jolted forward and swung back again.

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” she began, voice pitched perfectly—clear, musical, the accent of drawing rooms and palace corridors. “I am deeply sensible of the honour you do me in admiring so… intimate a part of my person.”

Another brutal thrust backward, taking him to the hilt. Charles’s eyes widened appreciatively.

“I am gratified beyond words that my—ah!—my humble cunt meets with royal approval. It is a poor thing compared to the well-travelled charms of certain actresses, yet if it pleases you to fuck it raw in front of my husband and the assembled peerage, I am… delighted to be of service.”

The educated diction held for three more strokes, each one harder than the last, her arse slapping loudly against Charles’s hips. Then the mask slipped, and the words spilled out in a hot, breathless rush.

“Please, sire, ruin it. Stretch my tight little aristocratic cunt until it gapes for days. Make me drip royal seed down my thighs while I curtsey to the ambassadors tomorrow. Show every lord here how thoroughly their king can master a slut who was once a duchess.”

Nell’s rhythm faltered for the first time that night. She stared sideways, genuinely startled. The filthy elegance of it—the perfect vowels wrapped around pure depravity—was masterful. Against every instinct, she felt a grin tug at her mouth.

Well, damn me, she thought, rocking back onto Henry again. The chit’s got claws and a silver tongue to match.

Georgiana caught the look, mistook it for mockery, and redoubled her efforts—back arching, hips snapping, breasts bouncing wildly as she fucked herself on the King with reckless abandon.

Charles laughed, delighted, and gripped her hips to meet her thrust for thrust.

Nell recovered quickly, clenching around Henry and leaning sideways just enough to murmur, “Careful, darling. Keep that up and you might actually win.”

Georgiana’s only answer was a breathless, triumphant moan and an even harder slam backward that made Charles curse in pleasure.

“Come on, Henry, flood my filthy arse,” Nell crooned, rolling back to meet him with wet, deliberate slaps. “Pump your noble seed so deep I’ll taste it in my throat tomorrow. Make me waddle off this stage dripping your spend down my thighs while your fine lady wife watches and weeps.”

Henry groaned, hips stuttering.

Georgiana answered at once, voice still carrying that crisp court polish even as it cracked with lust.

“Your Majesty, pray split me open,” she gasped, shoving back onto Charles with elegant fury. “Ravage this pampered, pedigreed cunt until it’s naught but a royal sleeve for your pleasure. Let my husband and his whore see how thoroughly their king has conquered the House of Suffolk.”

The pit howled approval; even Nell felt her brows lift. The girl had a gift—turning depravity into something almost poetic.

A treacherous little warmth bloomed in Nell’s chest. Part of her—a soft, stupid part—was tempted to ease off, to let the duchess win. Georgiana had fire, real fire; she had stripped, touched herself, begged like a Billingsgate fishwife while still looking like a lady. It was impressive. Nell had spent years perfecting this craft; Georgiana had discovered it tonight and was already dangerous.

But fuck it. Nell wanted to be a duchess more than she wanted to be kind.

She bore down hard, twisting the tight rosebud of her arse in that slow, milking spiral she had perfected years ago with her cunt on countless pricks in darker rooms. Once—twice—three deliberate pulses, squeezing him from root to crown.

Henry’s breathing hitched, fractured. His hands clamped on her tits like iron, fingers digging deep enough to leave perfect marks. A roar tore out of him—raw, helpless, utterly undone—and then he was coming, thick, endless pulses flooding the clutch of her arse.

She felt every jet: the first hot splash deep inside, the second swelling fuller, the third and fourth and fifth until she was brimming, the warmth spreading through her belly like mulled wine. Each throb pushed a little more out around his shaft, trickling hot over her cunt, joining the mess already cooling on her thighs. She fucked him through it all, rocking gently, greedy for every drop, until his spend leaked steadily from her stretched hole and puddled beneath her knees.

Victory tasted sharper for the look on Georgiana’s face—cheeks scarlet, lips parted in stunned rage, grey eyes glittering with unshed tears of frustration. The duchess had been so close; Charles still pounded her steadily, but the race was run.


XXI


The theatre erupted, a wall of sound that rattled the chandeliers and made the candles gutter. Hats sailed through the air; someone in the gods started stamping a rhythm that the whole pit took up.

Henry slumped forward, barely managing to stay upright, his weight heavy on Nell’s back as he panted against her neck. Charles laughed—rich, booming, utterly delighted—and reached out a hand across the women. Henry took it in a shaky clasp, their palms slapping together in a hearty, sweat-slick handshake while still buried to the balls in their respective conquests.

“Charles, old friend,” Henry began, voice hoarse and apologetic, “I must beg your—”

The King waved it off with a merry bellow that carried to the gods. “Pardon? Nonsense! It’s hardly an insult to prove the royal cock has the greater stamina. And sweet Nell here’s been honing her wicked ways for years. A minor miracle you lasted as long as you did, man!”

The audience howled with merriment, stomping and cheering until the rafters shook. Even Henry managed a breathless chuckle, clasping the King’s hand while his spend continued to leak from Nell’s well-fucked arse.

Charles turned his attention to her at last, eyes dancing with wicked affection.

“But your king is a man of his word,” he declared, loud enough for the back wall to hear. “Name your heart’s desire, Mistress Gwyn. Anything in my power to grant is yours this night.”

Nell stayed on her knees a moment longer, savouring the slow seep of Henry’s cum down her thighs, the triumphant throb in her stretched hole, the stunned fury on Georgiana’s beautiful face. Then she straightened, turned to face the King, and smiled—slow, radiant, and utterly unafraid.

She knew exactly what she wanted.

“I wish to be a duchess,” she said, voice husky and bold, carrying over the hush that had fallen like a blanket over the roaring theatre. “That’s my heart’s desire, sire. Make me Lady Nell, Duchess of... something fitting for a cheeky orange-girl who’s just milked a marquis dry on stage.”

Charles threw his head back and laughed, the sound easy and warm, rolling through the house like good wine shared among friends. He was still buried deep in Georgiana, the duchess’s shaved cunt stretched tight around him, her body quivering on hands and knees, heavy breasts dangling like ripe pendants. His hand absently stroked her flank, possessive and casual.

“A duchess it is, my sweet,” he said, eyes sparkling with that merry mischief she loved. Then his gaze slid sideways, wicked and slow, to Georgiana’s flushed face. “In fact... Lady Suffolk here scarcely needs her own estate now, wed as she is to the man who holds all of Suffolk in his grasp. I’m certain she won’t begrudge you the lands she’s no longer using. What say you, Georgiana? Shall we gift your pretty little inheritance to our victorious strumpet?”

Georgiana gaped up at him, mouth open in stunned silence, her elegant features twisted in disbelief. For all the depravity they’d unleashed together on this stage—her gloved hands slick with her own juices, her breasts mauled and bouncing, her cunt pounded raw in front of the baying crowd—she had clearly thought her title sacred, ancient and inviolable, a fortress no kingly whim could breach. Her grey eyes flashed with outrage, cheeks burning hotter than the footlights, but she stayed impaled on his cock, hips twitching involuntarily as if her body betrayed her even now.

“Sire,” she whispered, voice cracking, “please reconsider—”

Nell felt a pang, sharp and unexpected, twisting in her chest. The temptation was there, oh yes—a sprawling estate with manicured lawns and servants in livery, all hers to command. But watching Georgiana’s facade crack, that proud young beauty reduced to trembling silence... it felt too unkind, too much like humiliating a woman who had already lost.

“My lord,” Nell laughed, the sound light and teasing to soften the refusal, “you honor me deeply, but such an estate is much too grand for a girl who’s never run a country house before. Perhaps something a little more modest—a title with a single old manor, and enough land to keep me in oranges and silk stockings.”

Charles bowed his head graciously, still lazily rolling his hips into Georgiana, drawing a soft gasp from her lips. “As you wish, my firebrand. Name a county, and it shall be yours. Duchess of Bedford, perhaps? Or Kent? Something lush and fertile, to match your... talents.”

Nell’s mind raced, the possibilities blooming like forbidden fruit. Bedford—close to London, with rolling hills and rivers where she could picnic naked under the sun, or host lavish parties that lasted till dawn. She glanced at Georgiana again, the duchess’s face a storm of fury and reluctant arousal, her gloved fingers curling into the sheets as Charles gave a particularly deep thrust.

“Bedford,” Nell decided, grinning wide. “Duchess of Bedford. I’ll make it the most delightfully debauched corner of England, sire. And perhaps invite Lady Suffolk for tea sometime—once she’s recovered from tonight’s royal stretching.”

Georgiana shot her a look that could curdle cream, but there was a spark there too, something almost like grudging respect beneath the rage. Charles chuckled again, pulling free from her with a wet pop that made her whimper with pleasure, his cock gleaming with her juices.

“Then it’s done,” he declared, clapping his hands once more. The guards parted slightly, and a scribe scurried onstage with parchment and quill, already drafting the decree while the audience murmured in awed delight. “Duchess of Bedford you shall be, Nell Gwyn, with all the lands and privileges thereto. And now, my new duchess... shall we celebrate properly?”

He crooked a finger at her, and Nell sauntered forward, arse still throbbing sweetly, ready to claim her king. But Georgiana’s hand shot out like a striking serpent, palm flat against Nell’s shoulder, shoving her back with surprising strength for such a delicate frame.

“No,” she snarled, the word cracking across the stage like a riding crop. “This cock is mine tonight. If anyone wrings the royal spend from His Majesty, it shall be me.”

Her voice still carried the crisp vowels of palace corridors, but the snarl underneath was pure, feral possession. The theatre inhaled as one.

Nell stumbled back a step, Henry’s spend still warm and slippery inside her, and felt a slow, genuine grin spread across her sticky face. She recognised the fire; indeed, she had worn it herself once, teeth bared against every other girl who dared look at whatever man had caught her eye that week. Pride flared in her chest, warm and unexpected.

“By all means, your ladyship,” she said, sweeping a mocking little bow that set her small breasts jiggling. “Fuck your King. I’ll watch and learn.”

She dropped gracefully to sit at the foot of the bed, legs folded beneath her, arse still throbbing sweetly. Henry collapsed beside her, breathless and dazed, one arm sliding instinctively around her waist as if to anchor himself.

Georgiana rose to her knees, raven hair tumbling in artful disarray over one shoulder, diamonds flashing at her throat like sparkling snow. She turned her back to the audience deliberately—presenting the long, elegant line of her spine, the flare of her hips, the flushed, swollen lips of her shaved cunt still glistening with royal attention—and reached back to guide Charles’s cock to her entrance.

She sank down in one slow, deliberate glide, taking every inch until her arse rested against his thighs. A shudder ran through her; her head fell back, exposing the pale column of her throat. For a heartbeat the theatre was almost quiet, only the wet sound of her breathing and the creak of the bed.

Then she began to move.

Not the frantic, desperate rutting of moments ago—this was controlled, lethal grace. She rose until only the head remained inside her, paused, and drove down again with a force that made Charles’s breath hitch audibly. Again. Again. Each descent perfectly timed, hips rolling at the bottom to grind her clit against him, breasts swaying heavy and hypnotic beneath her.

The clamor in the pit began to falter, voices trailing off into stunned murmurs. Even the most raucous apprentices fell silent, watching the duchess ride her king like a woman claiming a throne.

Georgiana’s voice floated out over the hush, refined and musical, every syllable polished to a courtly gleam.

“Your Majesty honours me beyond measure by deigning to sheath himself in so modest a vessel,” she began, tone light, conversational, as though discussing the weather at Almack’s. “I am sensible of the privilege of feeling this royal prick stretch my unworthy cunt in front of so distinguished an assembly.”

A ripple of laughter from the pit; someone whistled appreciatively.

Georgiana’s pace quickened, just a fraction. The slap of flesh grew wetter, louder.

“I do hope my performance is tolerable,” she continued, breath hitching prettily. “Though I confess I am quite unpractised in the art of public copulation. One does one’s best to accommodate one’s sovereign with whatever aptitude remains after years of marital neglect.”

Charles laughed, low and delighted, and gave her arse a sharp, possessive smack that left a pink handprint blooming on pale skin. Georgiana gasped, but her rhythm never faltered; if anything, it deepened.

“Still,” she went on, voice dropping to a velvet purr, “I find myself greedily hopeful that Your Majesty might favour me with a thorough ruining. I should like my cunt to ache for days—every step tomorrow a reminder that the King of England has used me like a common strumpet while my husband watched.”

The theatre’s noise ebbed further, as though the entire house leaned in to catch every refined syllable of her descent.

She began to fuck him harder now, back arching, arse driving backward to meet each thrust with a wet, resonant smack. Her breasts swung heavily beneath her, nipples grazing the sheets, leaving faint damp trails.

“Pray, sire,” she said, the words breathless yet still impeccably enunciated, “do not spare me. Pound this tender little hole until it gapes. Let every ambassador at court tomorrow note how tenderly I sit, and know it is because my king has stretched me beyond propriety.”

Charles growled approval, hands clamping her hips, meeting her stroke for stroke. The bed creaked ominously; candles flickered in the sudden wind of their motion.

Georgiana’s voice grew huskier, but the diction never slipped.

“I confess a wicked curiosity,” she gasped, slamming back so hard her breasts bounced wildly, “to discover how much royal seed one well-bred cunt can hold. I should like to be so full that it leaks down my stockings during supper. I should like my husband to smell you on me when he dares approach my bed again.”

A collective groan rose from the pit; the boxes were silent, rapt.

Her pace turned frantic, almost punishing. She rose higher on her knees, changing the angle so Charles’s cock dragged across some secret spot inside her with every thrust. Her gloved hands clawed at the sheets; her head fell forward, raven curls spilling like ink.

“Fuck me raw, sire,” she begged, the plea still wrapped in silk. “Ruin me utterly. Make me your dripping, debauched duchess. Let them write pamphlets about how Lady Suffolk begged her king to spend across her face like the greediest wench in Covent Garden.”

The theatre fell into a breathless hush—an awed, reverent silence broken only by the wet slap of flesh and Georgiana’s refined moans.

Charles’s control frayed. His thrusts grew erratic, deeper, punishing. He reached forward, fisted a handful of those artful curls, and yanked her head back so her throat arched and her breasts thrust out for the house to admire.

“Enough,” he snarled, voice rough with imminent release. “On your back. Now.”

Georgiana spun obediently, sprawling onto the sheets with legs splayed wide, shaved cunt flushed pink and glistening obscenely. Charles stood over her on the bed, towering, cock angry and slick in his fist. He stroked once, twice, eyes locked on her upturned face.

The first rope lashed across her cheek and lips; the second striped her forehead and tangled in her curls; the third painted a pearly line from chin to throat. He kept coming—thick, endless pulses that coated her perfect features, dripped from her lashes, pooled in the hollow of her collarbone. A final spurt landed across her parted lips.

Georgiana smiled—slow, radiant, utterly triumphant. She tilted her chin, tongue darting out to lick delicately at the head still hovering above her, gathering the last drops with ladylike precision. Her grey eyes lifted first to Henry, who watched pale and stunned, then to Nell, who stood naked and shining beside him.

The message in that gaze was unmistakable.

You may be the bigger slut, it said, but I made a King come.

The theatre’s hush shattered. The roar that followed was deafening—stamping, cheering, hats hurled skyward, a standing ovation that shook the very foundations of Drury Lane.

Nell felt laughter bubble up, warm and genuine. She lifted both hands in mock surrender, then slow-clapped—filthy, sincere applause for the bravest, filthiest duchess London would ever see. Georgiana lay there a moment longer, face glistening with royal spend, curls ruined, breasts heaving, and gave a small, satisfied laugh—soft, refined, and victorious.

The standing ovation began as a rumble and grew into a storm that threatened to bring the roof down. Men and women alike surged to their feet, hats waving, gloves slapping together until palms stung, voices hoarse from hours of shouting. The chandeliers trembled; wax rained in warm flecks onto the boards. It went on and on—five minutes, ten—until even the most debauched rakes began to sway with exhaustion, yet no one wanted to be the first to sit.

At last the great crimson curtain swept closed with a theatrical sigh, muffling the roar to a distant surf. Backstage, the sudden quiet felt almost sacred.

The four principals of their impromptu performance remained on the royal bed, amid the wreckage of sheets and spilled seed and scattered diamonds. Georgiana knelt upright still, face shining with the King’s spend, curls matted and glorious. She looked every inch the conqueroress, even naked and dripping.

Charles lounged against the headboard, chest rising and falling in satisfied breaths. Henry sat beside Nell, one arm loosely around her waist, thumb tracing idle circles on her hip as if afraid she might vanish now that she was a duchess. Nell herself felt the warm seep of Henry’s tribute still leaking slowly from her arse, a deliciously obscene reminder that mingled with the ache of victory.

Georgiana flicked a glance at Nell—arch, proud, but with something softer flickering behind the grey eyes.

“You might have taken my lands as well as my husband,” she said, voice low and precise, the court polish intact even through the huskiness. “Yet you declined. I am… not ungrateful.”

Nell grinned, slow and wicked. “I’ve enough mischief to manage in Bedford without adding your tenants to the list, darling. Besides, a grateful duchess is far more entertaining than a furious one.”

Charles chuckled. “Come now, ladies. Peace becomes you both. And gratitude, Lady Suffolk, is best expressed directly.”

Henry’s hand tightened on Nell’s waist. “A kiss,” he suggested gently. “One kiss between victor and… gracious runner-up. To seal the night properly.”

Georgiana lifted her chin, the old hauteur flaring. For a moment Nell thought she would refuse. Then the duchess gave the tiniest, regal nod.

“Very well. One.”

She leaned forward on her knees, breasts swaying heavy and unmarked now save for the faint pink of earlier handling. Nell met her halfway, the movement slow enough to feel like ritual. Their lips brushed—soft at first, tentative, tasting salt and spent lust and expensive rouge. Georgiana’s mouth was cool, surprisingly sweet beneath the ruin of her makeup. Nell parted her lips just enough to invite, and Georgiana accepted, tongue sliding forward in a careful, exploratory sweep.

It deepened by degrees—warm, languid, almost tender. Georgiana’s gloved hand rose to cup Nell’s cheek, thumb tracing the line of an old scar no powder could quite hide. Nell answered by threading fingers into those sticky raven curls, tilting the duchess’s head for better angle. A soft sound escaped Georgiana—half sigh, half surrender—and Nell felt the proud body yield just a fraction, breasts brushing breasts, nipples grazing in sparks of unexpected pleasure.

When they parted, both were breathing quicker. Georgiana’s cheeks—already flushed—darkened further, but her eyes held steady.

“Thank you,” she said simply, the words carrying more weight than any elaborate curtsey.

Nell licked her lower lip, tasting Georgiana there, and smiled. “Any time you fancy another lesson, the new Duchess of Bedford is at your service.”

Charles clapped once, delighted. “Excellent. Now that hostilities are concluded, we must discuss the future. Bedford and Suffolk are neighbours of a sort—barely a day’s ride apart. I foresee balls, hunts, riotous suppers that last until dawn.”

Henry’s voice was warm, a little wondering. “Masquerades where masks are optional and clothing even more so. A private theatre on one estate or the other—perhaps both.”

Georgiana straightened, pride rekindling like banked coals. “I have an orangery at Hengrave that catches the southern light beautifully,” she offered, the suggestion laced with challenge. “It would suit… exotic fruits. And other warm-weather pursuits.”

Nell laughed, low and fond. “I’ve always wanted an orangery. You must permit me to abscond with some of your seeds.”

Charles reached out, trailing a lazy finger down Georgiana’s spine, then across to Nell’s shoulder, linking the four of them in one idle caress.

“Then it’s settled,” he declared. “England will never be the same. Four neighbours, two great houses, one shared appetite for mischief. London won’t know whether to applaud or faint.”

Georgiana glanced at Henry—at the arm still curled possessively around Nell’s waist—and something complicated flickered across her face. Then she looked back at Nell, and the corner of her mouth curved in the smallest, most genuine smile of the night.

“I shall send invitations within the fortnight,” she said. “Bring your new husband, orange-girl. Perhaps I shall have chosen another suitor myself.”

Nell leaned in and pressed one last, soft kiss to the corner of that smiling mouth.

“We’d be delighted,” she promised. “I am quite sure you will have your pick of gentlemen after that performance, my lady.”

Behind the fallen curtain, the theatre slowly emptied, voices echoing down corridors in awed, disbelieving whispers. Onstage, the four of them lingered in the candle-glow, planning parties that would set tongues wagging for generations, already tasting the next delicious chapter of their shared, glorious ruin.
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A Lady’s Ruin


A scorching and scandalous Regency historical erotic romance


She was never meant to want two men.

They were never meant to share her ruin.

Lady Georgiana—bold, beautiful, and deliciously ruined by pleasure—has spent the summer tangled in the arms of James, the brooding stablehand whose rough hands know every secret inch of her. Their nights are wildfire: raw, breathless, and gloriously improper.

Then comes Charles Brandon, the handsome Duke of Norfolk—polite, powerful, and quietly obsessed with the vivacious creature her letters have painted in vivid, wicked color.

One tender kiss beneath lantern light. One reckless night in the duke’s vast bed. One shattering betrayal witnessed in the hayloft’s golden haze.

Now desire has teeth.

Charles believes he has claimed his future duchess.

James believes he has lost the only woman he ever loved.

And Georgiana? Georgiana stands at the center of the storm, pulse racing, realizing she may have ruined them all… or finally found the two men capable of ruining her in return.

This is no polite courtship. This is ownership. This is surrender. This is the moment a lady discovers ruin tastes sweeter than virtue ever did.

Open at your own risk. A Lady’s Ruin will wreck you in the most delicious way.
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A lesser man would have declared the thing impossible and contented himself with the considerable triumphs already won.

Wickham was not a lesser man.

Three years after the joyous double weddings of Jane and Elizabeth set the town talking for a twelvemonth, George Wickham has settled into a lasting—though scandalously unmarried—union with the spirited Lydia Bennet. But a chance encounter with the lively Kitty reignites his roguish ambitions. Why stop at one Bennet girl when he could claim them all?

From Lydia’s wild passions to Kitty’s innocent curiosity, Mary’s pious loneliness, Jane’s gentle allure, and even the unattainable Elizabeth Darcy herself—Wickham sets his sights on an outrageous seduction. But can even the most charming scoundrel in England truly bed all five beautiful Bennets—and emerge unscathed?

...featuring library encounters, delightful discipline, Regency-authentic teasing, deliciously improper use of a pianoforte, Lydia’s new bonnet, gradually escalating forfeits, some unexpectedly sweet and gentle deflowerings, duels, banter, and the fine eyes of literature’s most legendary heroine.

Strictly for mature readers! Intense, explicit love scenes and language from the very first instalment.
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an erotic survival series with pulse-pounding action, set on an island of revived dinosaurs


They came for fame, fortune, and filthy fun.
They weren’t expecting dinosaurs.


Welcome to The Nudist Island, Lucid Buds Inc.’s most depraved reality show yet: a sun-drenched tropical paradise where contestants arrive stark naked, cameras rolling 24/7, and every filthy, sweat-slicked encounter adds to the prize pot.


Seven days. One rule. Rack up the highest body count—solo, paired, group, whatever gets the views—and the cash is yours. But hidden among the horny hopefuls lurks a “Selfish” player ready to stab anyone in the back for the win.


Ben Brady, ex-Marine turned Miami bouncer, never planned to play this game. But when his fiery old college flame Soph—now a sharp-tongued stripper and camgirl—gets the invite and begs him to join as her partner, he can’t say no. His strength, her cunning, their rekindled heat: they figure it’s an easy edge.


They couldn’t be more wrong.


From the moment they step naked onto the sand, danger closes in. Ancient temples rigged with deadly traps. Volcanic vents spitting sulfur. Flooded caverns hiding secrets. And the genetically engineered dinosaurs—Jurassic relics brought back hungry and unchained—prowling the jungle, turning every reckless hookup into a fight for survival.


Step onto the sand where survival means surrender… and every moan is worth a fortune.
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A naughty nudist erotica series set in a clothing optional workplace


She was his best friend. His work wife. The one woman he could never have.

...Until the clothes came off.

In 2029, Matt and Alysha are co-leads on a groundbreaking new VR game that feels more real than reality itself. They finish each other’s code, steal each other’s coffee, and try to pretend the heat between them is strictly professional.

Then an eccentric Swedish billionaire acquires their studio and introduces an optional workplace nudity program.

For Matt, the policy is pure torment. Watching the brilliant, beautiful women he works alongside—women he’s respected, teased, and secretly desired—choose how much skin to show turns everyday coding sessions into electric battles of restraint.

Especially when Alysha, his brilliant, blonde, fiercely competitive best friend, turns it into a dare: “If I strip, you strip.”

Funny, filthy, and achingly tender, The Nudist Office is a scorching slow-burn exploration of friendship on fire, where going bare means finally facing what—and who—you’ve always wanted.

Season One delivers five interconnected, pulse-racing episodes, each spotlighting one woman’s journey into vulnerability and desire.

Step into a studio where nothing is off-limits… and everything is on display.

Truth or Bare


An irresistibly feel-good friends to lovers erotic romance


What happens when the one person who’s never looked at you twice… suddenly can’t look away?

Emma Grace has spent years perfecting the art of looking flawless.

Early alarms for the full contour routine. Push-up bras engineered by NASA. A wardrobe of dresses cut to promise cleavage that… technically doesn’t exist.

So when a top London modelling scout slips her a card (lingerie catalogues, big money, even bigger exposure), Emma’s stomach flips. The pay could change everything… but the idea of her uni mates passing around photos of her barely-there curves makes her want to die of shame.

Enter Callum: shaggy-haired, permanently sarcastic best friend and professional taker-of-the-piss.

He’s the only guy who treats Emma like an actual human instead of a china doll. He mocks her endless outfit changes, steals chips off her plate, and once told her she looked like a “posh vampire” when she overdid the winged eyeliner. In other words, he’s safe. Completely, gloriously platonic.

Until the afternoon Emma decides she needs an honest opinion.

Just one tiny, mortifying favour.

From the one boy she trusts never to fancy her.

What starts as a ridiculous, beer-fuelled dare in her bedroom turns into the most awkward, electric, heart-in-throat moment of both their lives. Because when Emma lifts her top and Callum finally—finally—sees her, something shifts. The teasing stops. The air thickens.

And two best friends who swore they were immune to each other discover that “just friends” has an expiry date.

Funny, tender, and deliciously slow-burn, Truth or Bare is a love letter to messy friendships, first times, and the terrifying joy of being wanted exactly as you are (insecurities and all).

Stranded with a Movie Star!


A celebrity billionaire erotic romance


What happens when the world’s most unattainable leading man crash-lands in the middle of your worst holiday ever… and decides you’re the only thing he wants to take home?

Penny Hale is having the holiday from hell: grounded in a tiny Nebraska airport, phone dead, family drama waiting on the other end of a cancelled flight. So when a private jet skids in through the blizzard and out steps Chris Oakshaw (absurdly gorgeous, movie superhero, face on every billboard in America), the last thing Penny expects is for him to head straight for her little band of stranded misfits.

He’s funnier than his movies. Sweeter than he is on-screen. And when the airport shuts down for the night, he does the most ridiculous thing imaginable: he pays for Penny’s room at the only hotel with power left in town.

One problem: there’s only the honeymoon suite left.

One bed. One outdoor jacuzzi still bubbling in the snow. And two people who’ve spent years convincing themselves they hate the holidays… suddenly very grateful for a whiteout.

What starts as survival turns into the best worst idea either of them has ever had: truth or dare in a hot tub, secrets spilled between flurries, and a kiss that tastes like hot cocoa and bad decisions. Because Chris isn’t just looking for a holiday fling – he’s looking at Penny like she’s the first real thing he’s touched in years. And Penny? She writes about disastrous dates for a living, but nothing in her columns ever prepared her for the moment a superstar kissed her mid-sentence.

Funny, steamy, and heart-meltingly romantic, Stranded with a Movie Star! is a forced-proximity fever dream full of blistering banter, sizzling chemistry, and the reminder that sometimes the best gifts come wrapped in a six-foot-two movie star who blushes when you tease him.

Standalone. Scorching heat level. Swoony HEA guaranteed.

Download now and get stuck into the romance of the season.
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How to Write Romance that Hits Hard and Sells Big!


Tired of dry, academic writing guides that leave you more confused than inspired?

Ready to craft swoony, addictive romances that make readers stay up all night—and actually climb the bestseller charts?

Juliette Jaysen pulls back the curtain on the craft that’s made her readers fall hard. No fluff. No gatekeeping. Just battle-tested tools, real examples, and the kind of straight-talking advice that feels like a late-night chat with your sharpest writer friend.

Inside, you’ll discover:


	Why you already know more about story structure than you think (and how to harness it)

	A flexible beat sheet that keeps your romance breathing while giving it unbreakable bones

	How timeless classics like Pride & Prejudice and steamy modern hits follow the same hidden blueprint

	Tropes that never die—and how to twist them until they feel brand new

	Writing intimacy that sizzles with emotional truth (without veering into cringe)

	Titles, blurbs, and KDP secrets to get your book in front of eager readers fast



This isn’t about following rigid rules. It’s about arming yourself with techniques that work, then breaking them when your story demands it. Juliette shows you where the magic lives—and how to bottle it.

Whether you’re drafting your first kiss or your tenth launch, this book will remind you why you fell in love with romance in the first place… and give you the confidence to make readers fall just as hard.

Grab your laptop and dive in. It’s time to get your hands dirty.
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