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Chapter 1


London, 1816

Morning calls had become decidedly dreary in the last few months.

“It’s just us today, Prissy,” said Sarah Seneschal, Countess Bithewater, as she welcomed her friend.

Priscilla Sorel looked at Sarah with some concern. “Do you think Abbie, Elena, and Margery are well? Should we summon a footman and pay calls on them to investigate?”

“Not to worry,” said Sarah, pouring tea. “Margery has joined Abbie in the interesting condition club.”

“Margery is expecting a baby!” exclaimed Priscilla. “After all of her talk about not welcoming her husband’s attentions, it’s unexpected that she’s expecting. She has been active with her charity work lately; perhaps she’s been feeling charitably towards him.”

Sarah hummed, unsure that the Earl — currently in Scotland at his hunting lodge — had been successful at opening his countess’s connecting door.

Then there was the matter of Abbie, now pregnant after ten years of marriage. Not to mention Elena, throwing around the most dubious of excuses to evade tea while being spotted at scandalous events all over town.

It was almost as if…something had happened without her even being aware of the change. And here she was, dowdy and dismissed as ever, trying once again to adhere to her husband’s prescribed reducing regimen.

“That’s a lovely gown,” said Priscilla, complimenting her on the worked-over dress first worn a decade ago. “The colorful panels on the sides are beautiful.”

“You’re too kind,” said Sarah, taking her coffee black and leaving the cook’s delicious biscuits untouched.

***

In her workroom, Sarah carefully opened the seams of a dress from the early days of her marriage. She remembered going to the modiste as a young bride, before six pregnancies and the demands of motherhood had changed her body, and ordering the gown with some hope that she would become a regular client.

Instead of becoming the fashionably attired countess she imagined, her husband had cut her clothing allowance, claiming that she should make do with dresses she already owned and regain her figure.

Sarah’s friends called her husband Waspish Walter, and it was hard not to laugh and agree when he always had an unkind word for her and a new way to control what he deemed to be unruly appetites.

Unruly appetites! His sneering rants in his study about her cake-eating sounded vulgar and could easily be misconstrued by those who overheard him. Not that Sarah had any thought of…bedtime matters, not when the idea of exposing any part of her body to a man made her stomach churn unpleasantly.

“More panels?”

Sarah looked up in alarm and saw Walter in the doorway.

“I’m altering a dress,” she said, her face down as she picked open the stitches.

“If you adhered to the reducing regimen, you’d be back in the original dress in a week, two at worst.”

“I’ve been drinking coffee and eschewing biscuits for weeks now, Walter. The only change is that I feel as though the complete works of Shakespeare are bearing down on my head.”

“Then you leave me no choice,” he said. Sarah looked up, fearful of what he’d next lob at her to control her body. “You’ve an appointment to see a doctor specializing in the health of women.”

“I already have a doctor, the one who helped me deliver the children,” said Sarah, confused.

“This doctor specializes in ailments of married women. Women who have fallen short of expectations. Perhaps with the help of an expert, you’ll return to being the girl I courted and married.”

Without bidding farewell, Walter left her workroom, causing Sarah to fight back tears as she sewed more panels into old dresses.


Chapter 2


Sarah arrived at Dr. Weld’s practice on a Tuesday. She wore her reworked dress and a new hat; hats were a favorite of hers since she’d never cried while trying one on. The variety of feathers and ribbons and little flowers also offered a creative way to pass a late afternoon.

True to her word, she’d had only coffee that morning, and her hands shook as she handed her hat and cloak to the housekeeper minding the door.

“The doctor’s study is just this way, my lady,” said the plump woman with rosy cheeks and a warm smile.

With a haughty expression, Sarah entered the study, just as one would expect from a matronly countess.

A man sat on the other side of a large wooden desk, far younger than she’d expected. She looked at the housekeeper for reassurance.

“Dr. Weld has had all the necessary training. He comes from Edinburgh, where the newest techniques for health are being developed,” she said. “Please take a seat.”

Sarah sank into a chair before the doctor’s desk and waited for him to look up from a large volume he was consulting. He scribbled a note and then closed the cover before regarding her intently.

“Countess Bithewater, your husband tells me you are unwell.”

Sarah licked her lips, unsure of what to say. Finally, she replied, “He has been concerned that I am not keeping up my figure.”

The doctor lifted a brow, and she watched as his eyes roved over her body, lingering on some places longer than others. Suddenly, she felt hot.

The housekeeper bustled back into the room bearing a tray. She settled it on a low table before a divan.

“Please join me for a consultation,” said Dr. Weld, gesturing to the plush cushions at the side of the room.

Sarah made her way to the divan and took her seat before the doctor lowered himself next to her. In fact, he sat so near that her skirts brushed against the side of his breeches. She felt mortified and wondered what he’d think of her taking up so much space on the seat. She angled herself away so as not to inconvenience him.

“That won’t do,” he said, looping an arm around Sarah’s waist and drawing her even closer. “I find it best to conduct consultations while intimately ensconced with patients.”

Sarah felt her cheeks flush, but she didn’t argue with the doctor. Clearly, he was a man of science and an expert in medical matters despite his youthful appearance.

“Where were we?” he asked, then recalled the tray before them. “Ahh, yes, I was just about to offer you a bite to eat.”

She looked at her trembling hands and then at the array of sweet and savory delights. Surely this wasn’t what her husband had in mind when he sent her for medical treatment!

“I’m currently reducing,” said Sarah, waiting to hear approbation because of finally addressing her “waistline problem,” as Walter called it, or shaming on account of allowing said problem to go on for so long.

Dr. Weld regarded Sarah once again, then looked at the tray with some regret. “I had hoped to share these bites with you. I’m afraid you’ll think my hospitality is quite poor if I tempt you with food and you eat nothing.”

He leaned forward and slathered a preserve on a water cracker, then topped it with cheese. “For example, these flavors are some of my favorites.” He held the assembled bite before her mouth as if to feed her like a child. The smells combined and Sarah felt her resolve crumble; she really did love cheese.

“I suppose…if my husband won’t be upset.”

“He doesn’t need to know,” said the doctor, offering the cracker as if to feed her from his own hand. Sarah moved to take the cracker from him, but he swept it away.

“Offering bites for your delectation is part of the consultation, I’m afraid.”

She nodded and opened her mouth.

“You’ll need to open wider to take it all in,” said Dr. Weld.

Sarah opened, suddenly feeling rather daring. The doctor fed her the cracker and observed as she chewed it.

“What do you think of the flavors?” he asked, preparing the same combination for himself.

She was so overcome by his kind attentions and the taste of the bite he’d offered that she could not speak at first. Her bodice suddenly felt tight, but not in the way it usually did.

“I think that is one of the most delicious things I’ve ever eaten,” said Sarah in all honesty.

“Wait until you try this,” said the doctor, grabbing a morsel of what looked like chocolate.

On and on, he plied Sarah with treats, and she found her spine softening as she grew comfortable with the feel of him beside her. Something more profound than mere hunger awakened; well, it was a hunger of sorts, but a world away from that she usually felt.

“Countess Bithewater,” said the doctor, his eyes roving over her neckline, “I wonder if you might permit me to examine you? I suspect an alternate treatment plan, different from the usual one, would benefit you. I so very much want to help.”

***

Sarah had hastily tugged off her restrictive gown and pulled on a loose, soft robe in the doctor’s examination room next door to his study. The long garment was warm and cut to flow over her belly and hips in a way that few things in her own wardrobe did these days. She twirled for a moment and enjoyed the sensation of the fabric running over her skin.

Something about this doctor and his methods felt deeply at odds with her husband’s view of her failures and how they should be corrected, but if he wanted to order her here for treatment, she’d enjoy every minute without guilt or second-guessing.

The doctor knocked at the door and entered when she gave permission.

“Just as I suspected, you’re fresh as a daisy,” he said, looking at her appreciatively.

Sarah didn’t know what to say. She took a seat on the examination table and tried not to seem too eager for the young man’s kind words.

“You’ve had six children?” he asked, consulting his papers.

“Six pregnancies. I have three living children. I struggled before producing our heir.”

The doctor looked up with concern and set the papers aside. He took up Sarah’s hands. “I am desperately sorry to hear of your struggles.”

She thought back to the days when such a kind comment would have saved an entire miserable week, those dark days when she feared she’d never produce the required heir for the earldom.

“It was all some time ago, and women know to expect difficulties sometimes,” she said, sounding unconvinced even to herself.

“It doesn’t make the road easier,” he said, running a comforting hand over her shoulder.

“It doesn’t,” she agreed, biting her lower lip.

The doctor allowed for silence before moving to the next of his questions. “And what of the marriage bed?” he asked gently.

“We have separate beds,” answered Sarah automatically, thinking of the connecting door between her chambers and those of her husband. By now, the unused hinges probably squeaked. She laughed unexpectedly.

“I’m presuming that means no regular marital activities?” asked Dr. Weld.

“With the way my husband despises my body? I should think not,” said Sarah airily, as if Walter’s rejection meant nothing.

The doctor dropped his eyes from hers and took in her form under the robe. “I find that some of the silliest men in the whole of the United Kingdom live in London,” he said. “Men who have voluptuary delights in their homes and ask for hardtack.”

“That’s a very kind statement, doctor,” said Sarah modestly, trying not to misinterpret his words. Did he really suggest that she might be…desirable to a man? It was almost laughable, but with his eyes so warm and his body pressed close as he offered reassurance and comfort, she wondered if he simply had unique tastes.

“Would you mind lying down for the examination?” asked Dr. Weld, reaching under the table to configure it into something approximating a chair.

“How clever,” said Sarah, leaning back with her hands tucked over her waist to avoid accidentally brushing against the doctor.

“I’m glad you think so,” he said, smiling down at her. “The newest techniques are about putting the patient at their ease and allowing them to find the health and energy already flowing through their body.”

She watched, fascinated by the handsome young doctor.

“Take, for instance, this path,” he said, running his hand slowly down her cheeks and over her neck, briefly glancing across her bosom and belly, and ending when he hovered over the suddenly awakened area between her legs. “A path of hunger. If one area starves, the other falls into disorder.”

“I do so want to be an orderly wife and mother,” she said softly as an ache bloomed within her.

“And you are,” he reassured. “Open your mouth.”

“I — what?”

He turned to wash his hands. “To understand the connection between different types of hunger, I should examine you thoroughly.”

Sarah opened her mouth to Dr. Weld once again, her eyes widening when he pressed his fingers into her tense jaw muscles while using his thumbs to massage the same places from inside.

Sarah moaned when he hit upon a particularly tight area and gently coaxed the muscle into relaxation. She froze. Had he heard her? He must have heard her. Oh no, he’d think she was enjoying a medical exam. How humiliating!

Dr. Weld continued to work her jaw muscles, then cheeks and lips until she felt thoroughly relaxed. She heard him wash his hands again but kept her eyes closed so she wouldn’t need to make eye contact with the doctor after her display of brazenness. Imagine another lady of the ton making such a spectacle of herself!

“Feeling better?” he asked, his voice kind as he pressed his fingertips into the muscles at the back of her neck.

“Oh, yes,” Sarah breathed, her core drawing tight and nipples gathering as her neck unwound in his hands. She was humiliated at responding so profoundly to him, but then Dr. Weld moved closer and she felt it.

At first, she was unsure of what that feeling could be, but the warmth of his body met hers through their clothes, and she discovered that currently pressed against her was a man’s interested cock. She wiggled against it to be sure, unwilling to believe that a man could react in such a way while she was in the room.

“May I open the robe?” asked the doctor, his hand on her ribs. She was terrified to disappoint or disgust him with the sight of her nude form, but he was so gentle and his touch so soothing that Sarah merely nodded.

He unwrapped the tie holding the robe closed almost reverently and opened the panels. He drew in a deep breath as he gazed upon her bared body. She felt his cock jerk against her side. Was he…so aroused by…her?

“My lady,” he whispered, running the back of a hand over the swell of one breast. “I might need to compose myself before continuing the examination.”

Sarah grabbed for his hand, desperate to see where this strange afternoon would lead. “Please, examine me,” she said. “I will leave my modesty aside and permit you whatever is necessary to ensure my health.”

He fingered the tightening bud of her nipple. “The line running from your mouth to your neck is tight. But the points further south are deliciously soft,” he said, brushing his hand over her belly in a way that made Sarah’s insides flutter as if preparing to receive him. “How soft can you get for me?” he asked, pressing his clothed cock more insistently into her side.

She trembled, thinking of the ways she could be soft for Dr. Weld. “If I felt between your thighs, would your cunny be wet and hungry for me, just like your mouth?”

“Doctor, I…”

“Would you like to swallow me right up, gobble my cock down to the root and milk it of its goodness? I want nothing more than to fill your belly and satisfy you. I want you to be satisfied.”

“The things you say, doctor,” she said, amazed that the professional young man had such filthy thoughts in his head. And for her!

“Won’t you open your legs to me and let me give you your fill?”

Sarah opened her thighs, revealing her lower belly and mons to the clearly enraptured doctor.

“Where to start first,” he whispered, taking her in. “The thermometer.”

From the table of instruments, he withdrew a large thermometer, which he oiled. “I’ll assess your inner temperature with this.”

Using one hand, he parted her arse and slid the girthy instrument inside her pucker. Sarah squirmed.

“Shh,” said Dr. Weld playfully. We’ll have to be good until your temperature has been recorded. “How shall we pass the time?” His fingertips brushed over Sarah’s swollen cunny lips, and she jolted.

“Now, now,” he said. “You need to behave and not break the thermometer. I don’t want to see you harmed. You’ll just have to be a very patient, good girl and maintain your composure no matter what happens.”

“But doctor,” said Sarah, “you’re teasing me. My body aches.”

He let a fingertip run over her clitoris, and her legs shook as she tried to maintain her composure. “Where does it ache?”

“Inside.”

“Inside where?”

“Inside my cunny.”

“Are you hungry for me there?”

Sarah tried not to squirm. She really did, but Dr. Weld’s eyes took her in with such undisguised lust that she longed to shift on the table.

“We must be sure that the reading is accurate,” he said, grasping the thermometer and gently working it in and out. “Why don’t you assess the state of your nipples while I make sure we take the temperature here correctly?”

Her breasts felt soft, with hard peaks that begged to be pinched between her fingers. When was the last time she’d touched herself so lovingly?

Dr. Weld removed the thermometer, and she was of a mind to ask him to continue. As he washed his hands, he said, “A perfect temperature for a perfect arse. Now let’s assess the rest of your health.”

He leaned over a tray filled with what seemed to be instruments of torture at first glance. Now, Sarah suspected they were actually instruments of the deepest pleasure. He held up a tool with what appeared to be a beak. “May I see just how hungry you are inside that beautiful cunny?”

Sarah opened her legs further to him, and he slid the device into her channel. She flexed around it, causing it to jerk in the doctor’s hand.

“You like that, being filled, my lady?” he asked with approbation as he dropped his thumb to work her nub.

Sarah rocked against his hand and the instrument, feeling that ecstatic release was but a few strokes away.

“That cunny is so wet it can’t grip my speculum,” he said, placing his hand — slightly wet — on the bulge testing the front placket of his breeches. “Let me see inside that hole.”

He dropped his head and brought a candle closer to look inside of Sarah, who was salivating over the sight of his head between her thighs.

“I’m going to remove the instrument now,” he said hoarsely as he pulled the speculum from within her channel. He used his fingers to open her inner cunny lips. “Fuck, that’s a pretty sight.”

“Doctor,” said Sarah softly, fearful of earning a scolding but starving for more from this young man who clearly appreciated her form. “I need to be filled.”

“Hungry, are you?” he said, gazing down at the countess with a gentle smile. “I’ll fill your belly in every way. Have no fear.”

When the doctor held up a beautiful glass object, Sarah gasped. The phallus-shaped piece was smooth, and its colors reminded Sarah of summer sunsets.

“Venetian delight,” said Dr. Weld knowingly. “A favorite of the ladies.”

“It is a replacement for a…man’s…”

“For some ladies, it’s a replacement. For others, it’s a delight all its own. And even some men enjoy a trip to Venice.”

“Men? But where…oh!” said Sarah, suddenly realizing that if a thermometer in her arse felt lovely, a thick glass shaft would simultaneously test her limits and take her to heaven.

“Would you like to take a trip to Venice?” asked the doctor.

“Yes, please,” she begged.

“And where do you want me to insert it?” he asked.

“In my…” Sarah breathed harder, twisting her nipples. “In my cunny.”

“And what do you want me to do with it once it’s in your cunny?”

“I want you to fuck me with it,” moaned Sarah. “In and out.”

The doctor slid the phallus into her wet channel and let her adjust to the slide before pulling it out and slamming it home.

She groaned, her unused muscles suddenly stretched and pleasured in ways she’d never previously imagined.

“Fuck, seeing you taking this false cock has my very real one harder than glass,” bit out Dr. Weld, currently transfixed by the sight of Sarah’s juices covering the Venetian diletto he’d imported just to awaken the sensual impulses of women like her. He watched her soft, beautiful body take his aggressive advances and absorb all the lust he directed at her. It was intoxicating to see a fertile goddess in the flesh, her furred, pudgy cunny lips calling to his aching cock that wanted nothing more than to drown in her clasp.

“My lady, I’ll die if I don’t feed you personally,” whined Dr. Weld, not above begging to get into that delicious cunt that was opening so well under his ministrations. He took a hand from her breast and brought it to his cock, which she groped with interest.

“Doctor, you certainly are a fine specimen of man,” she said, her body fluttering around the Venetian diletto.

“Are you coming? Don’t come yet,” he warned, pulling the phallus from her and rapidly unbuttoning the falls on his breeches. One button pinged off and hit the table of instruments.

Sarah rose on her elbows to watch the doctor frantically race to get inside her cunt. More than anything today, his genuine lust unlocked something she thought had died the first few times Walter had rejected her in the marriage bed.

The glass phallus clanked on the instrument tray, and Sarah felt Dr. Weld’s warm, firm cock at her channel entrance. She looked down, and the sight of him pressing into her body unleashed small warning tremors.

“No, stay with me,” he cried out. “If you come immediately, so will I, and I want to enjoy this fine pussy, my lady.”

Sarah’s elbows could take the strain no longer, and she laid back and gazed at the ceiling in unfocused wonder as Dr. Weld’s cock stroked in and out. She held her breasts to prevent them from bouncing painfully, and she imagined them swollen with milk again while bathing in admiration from a man who truly desired her.

“Doctor,” she said, feeling paroxysm building deep within her. “Fill me up. I promise to swallow it all into my belly.”

“Fuck,” he said, running an admiring hand over her stomach, where he imagined her swelling with his spend. “You’re going to suck me dry, my lady, and leave my humors unbalanced.”

“Is that why I’m so wet and always hungry?” she moaned as she felt her body break from her control and spasm around his hard cock. “Doctor, please, give me something to balance my humors.”

“I’ll give you something, all right,” he growled as he stroked her nub with his thumb and her cunny with his cock in an irresistible combination that made Sarah’s back arch as she orgasmed more completely than ever before in her life. As she squealed with delight, the doctor unleashed his seed, letting it wash over the mouth of her womb.

When he caught his breath, Dr. Weld took one of Sarah’s hands in his own and kissed her knuckles before laying his palm on her soft belly. “Wait until the men at the club meet you, my lady. They’ll never get their fill, but they’ll fill you all the same.”

Her eyes widened at the promise of his words, not knowing precisely what was in store but more aroused than ever before in her life.


Chapter 3


A few days later, Waspish Walter visited Sarah’s workroom.

“I heard thumping and wondered if you’d gone mad and taken up dancing as part of your reducing regimen,” he said, leaning in the doorway.

Sarah sat on an adult-sized rocking horse, which she rode with abandon. Her brow was sweaty and her breasts ached from the stimulating motion.

“The doctor sent this medical device to assist with my health,” she said, not missing a single rock.

“I thought you’d be altering more of your clothes up here,” he said.

“Dr. Weld prescribed a visit to the modiste, so I will no longer be altering my old things,” she said with her head held high. “He says that I must wear the garments he recommends or risk losing my progress.”

“No doubt he’ll wisely insist that you cover yourself with loose clothing, as befits a matron and mother to many children. By the by, you look vulgar on that child’s toy,” he sneered, closing the door on his wife.

Inside the workroom, she smiled and let her back arch. Unbeknownst to Walter, a firm leather cock was mounted to the horse’s seat, and she was pleasurably fucking herself while rocking. Sarah had left off her drawers since receiving the gift, and she rode her stallion to completion several times per day. The saddle even had a clever little bump that rested against her nub and helped her reach orgasm.

She lifted from the saddle, her thighs shaking as her orgasm approached, and then dropped with force to mimic the feeling of Dr. Weld taking her hard, but she missed the sensation of a warm cock inside her channel.

Most of all, she missed a man’s admiring gaze on her body as she reveled in the power of her orgasm. Oh, she still reached paroxysm, but she did it by imagining an entire group of men watching her nude form writhe and quake. Where this image came from, she didn’t know, but it made her cry with ecstatic delight into her arm each time she broke over her pony’s ingenious addition.

***

On a Wednesday, Sarah descended from the carriage to keep her appointment with the modiste recommended by Dr. Weld.

She half expected to see a shop filled with drab fabrics and sample dresses with loose draping designed to hide the figure. She should have realized that the good doctor would never prescribe pedestrian when fabulous could be obtained. What she found were silks and linens in all colors, feathers, and beads. Sarah saw a gown with a neckline so low that she was tempted to adjust it on the mannequin, fearing it might shock another lady.

“Lady Bithewater, right this way,” said a young woman whose arms were full of organza.

As they bustled through the shop, Sarah took in the mirrors, tufted seats, and displays of lovely gloves in all lengths. It was quiet today, likely because of the early hour, and Sarah reveled at being able to enjoy the sensory pleasure of selecting what was sure to be a stunning wardrobe.

After a morning of measurements and consultations, the modiste left her with a tea tray and a book of fabrics while she checked her stock and began altering a garment for Sarah to take home that day. She was enjoying the texture of velvet and eating a sable biscuit when she heard a man’s voice from within the room.

“He was not lying. You are a tasty morsel.”

Sarah looked up, stunned that a man was in the shop.

“If you look at me with your pretty little mouth open like that, I’ll fill it,” said the man, advancing on Sarah.

He was tall with long legs encased in buckskin breeches, as was the fashion, and he swaggered like a young blade on the prowl. But why was he approaching her?

“Sir, I’m afraid you have me confused with someone else,” she said, brushing the crumbs from her biscuit aside surreptitiously.

“Countess Bithewater, tastiest little bite in London, from what I hear?” he responded.

She was all amazement. This had to be a cruel joke orchestrated by Walter or some group of young bucks.

“I’m afraid we haven’t been introduced,” she said stiffly, hoping to remind him of proprieties so he would depart before insulting her.

The man dropped onto the tufted seat beside her, his thighs pressed against hers. “Viscount Lumley, but when you wail my name, ‌use ‘James’,” he said.

“You are a very forward young man,” she said, getting huffy at his many presumptions.

“Not as forward as I’ll be when I’m betwixt your thighs,” he said with a leer. “Do say you’ll give me a taste?”

“Young man! I’m not sure who you’ve mistaken me for, but I am a matron and mother!”

“And I could make you one again,” he growled.

“My goodness,” she said, gathering her skirts to leave.

He placed a reassuring hand on her forearm. “I’ve been too randy, I fear,” he said softly, changing his address dramatically. “It’s merely that when Justinian Weld told the club members about you, I couldn’t resist leaping ahead of the pack to see you for myself.”

Sarah relaxed and studied his face for signs that he was joking.

“I apologize, my lady.”

She nodded and gave him a small smile.

“You see,” he said, his eyes lingering on her slightly exposed bosom — she was between fittings and wore only a robe — “men become competitive when they find beautiful women who satisfy their appetites.”

Sarah looked around the room, hoping to discover where such a woman was hiding.

James laughed and brushed a finger over her jaw. “You’re a funny one, aren’t you?”

“I promise I’m not,” she said, still more confused than she’d been in her life by this unexpected romantic interlude.

“I see that you’re unaware of some particulars,” he said. “There’s a club.”

“Dr. Weld mentioned a club.”

“Yes, and the men all have a shared interest.”

“What kind of interest?”

“We enjoy women with a certain zest for life. Women who take pleasure in the senses — and delight our own. Women with blooming figures and an appetite for men.”

“You’re men who like large ladies?” Sarah asked, unsure whether to feel insulted or intrigued.

“We prefer the term ‘voluptuous,’ from the Latin voluptuosus for pleasure and delight, but we are amenable to whatever words you prefer. Since you are so very delightful,” he said, shifting closer once again.

“You’re telling me that men like women…who look like this,” she said, gesturing to herself.

He drew nearer, hovering over her ear as he ever so gently pulled up the hem of her robe. “Have you not felt the eyes of hungry men upon you at ton events? How are we supposed to control our cocks when we’ve a fertile goddess nearby?”

Sarah snorted. “If it’s fertility you want, you should know that only half of my pregnancies have produced living children.”

James stroked her hair comfortingly and pulled her into an embrace. “We don’t want you for what you can make, but for you. You are the prize.”

She studied his face for a sign that this was all a joke.

“Let me show you how hungry we are for you,” he said. Was that a note of begging in his cultured tones?

Sarah shifted on the seat, suddenly feeling her breasts grow tight and her cunny aching to be touched.

James slid from the chair and lowered gracefully to the floor. He brushed aside her robe as if it was nothing and grabbed under Sarah’s thighs to draw her forward.

“Sir!” she cried as he exposed her body and brought her closer to his mouth.

“Mmm,” he said from between her legs as he buried his face in her cunny lips.

“Oh my,” breathed Sarah, trembling. She placed a hand behind herself to steady her body as her spine threatened to collapse because of the sudden pleasure washing over her. She held her other hand over her breast and plucked her nipple through the thin fabric of the robe.

“That’s it,” James growled. “Get that little cunt ready for plowing. My cock wants to use her hard.”

“You’re so bad,” Sarah moaned, watching Viscount Lumley open his mouth wide to run his large tongue all over her cunny.

“You do not know how bad I can be,” he said, using one hand to hold her puffy inner lips open as he tormented her clitoris with unimaginable pleasure. “Have you been working this little cunt with your toy rocking horse? Weld told us how he’s helping you prepare to take us. Would that I could see you riding.”

“I work myself on it every day,” moaned Sarah, wishing the thick leather cock could fill her now and help her reach orgasm.

James brought his hand to the entrance of her channel and pressed one finger in. “That is a fine little hole. But we need to break you in further for all that the club has in store for you. Get this cunny ready for taking us.”

“Give it to me,” she whined, wishing he’d fill her more completely so she could orgasm.

“I think I need a demonstration of your riding talents, my lady,” he said, looking up at her with a sly grin on his wet lips. “And my cock is going to explode in my breeches unless I get it out.”

He rose from the floor and flipped open his falls. From within, he drew forth a thick, long cock that appeared to be drooling from the slit at his tip.

“You can kiss it,” he said, shuffling nearer to where Sarah sat and offering his piece for her delectation. She opened her mouth and let him run his cockhead over her flattened tongue until he stepped back, panting.

“If I don’t get in you, I’ll unload on the floor and regret it all of my days,” he said, lying on the nearby chaise longue, flat on his back. “Come, climb on me and show me how you like to take your pony.”

Sarah walked to the chaise and straddled James’s lap with his help. She lifted and set the tip of his cock at the entrance of her channel but paused. “You should know that Dr. Weld has given me seeds and herbs to prevent an interesting condition. I won’t cause a problem for you.”

“I wish you would,” he moaned, pulling back her furred lips to watch himself split her. “Why don’t you lower onto this wet head I’ve got for you? Just the tip.”

Sarah used her newfound strength to lower with excruciating slowness onto his cockhead. Once she felt him spreading her, she lifted right back up.

“Oh, you are the veriest minx,” James sighed, covering his eyes with his forearm. “That cunny is too soft for words, like the sweetest little pillow grip for my boy there.”

She watched him with amazement, still finding it difficult to believe that she had such power over a finely formed man like Viscount Lumley. He removed the arm from his eyes and flashed her a devilish smile, then settled his hands on her full hips. His thumbs rested where her lower belly was soft, and she initially held her breath, waiting for him to react the way Walter did.

“Keep breathing through it,” said James, catching that she’d held her breath. “Each breath you take moves that gorgeous cunny over my cock just a little, and it feels like heaven.”

He used his hips to thrust up into her minutely, stimulating the sensitive entrance of her channel and spreading the slippery liquid leaking from his cock around her hole until their bodies made the faintest wet sound when he entered her and withdrew.

“James, you feel so good,” whispered Sarah, rocking further onto his shaft.

“Opening that cunny right up, am I?” he asked, smirking. He had the gaze of a jaded rake, but his hands gripped the fabric of the chaise as he sought to remain in control of his cock when faced with the erotic delights offered by Sarah’s lush body. “What if you were to lower that cunny all the way onto my cock, sweetheart?”

“All the way?” she asked, sliding down his shaft to take him fully within her.

“Fuck,” he said, thrusting up into her as she moved atop him. “Clap these cods with that arse. Ride me.” He settled his hands on Sarah’s full arse, which shook as she bounced on his cock, their skin slapping because of the force with which they were fucking each other.

“I’m so full, James,” moaned Sarah while she held her breasts and tweaked her nipples.

“You do not know how full you’re about to be, my lady,” he ground out, imagining himself pouring his seed into this ravishing goddess. “I intend to satisfy your cunny’s hunger, give you the milk from these cods. You’ll suck it up, won’t you? Let me shoot my load into your womb?”

Sarah wailed as her riding grew less coordinated, pleasure sweeping through her body. “Oh no, I’ll be a sloppy mess all over my new clothes! And only getting them after doing without for so long!”

“I’ll buy you whatever your heart desires, my lady,” he bit out, stroking her furred mons admiringly. “You’re letting me fuck this pudgy little rabbit so well I’ll do anything to release my seed inside.”

As his thumb glanced over her throbbing clitoris, Sarah broke and squealed, her movements resembling thrashing more than riding as James caught her around the waist and thrust up while pouring himself into her grasping channel.

“What a good girl, our beautiful Venus,” he babbled as he released another spurt of his seed. “Thumpering around me like a beating heart. Never had better.”

Sarah slowed her motions, rocking minutely in James’s lap while he held her hips and gazed up at her admiringly.

“Just wait until the other club members catch sight of you, my lady,” he said, nodding. “I hope that little pussy is ready for what we have in store.”


Chapter 4


“I hope that little pussy is ready for what we have in store.”

Sarah looked out the window of the carriage as the wheels slowed before a palatial townhouse.

“It’s funny that I’ve never seen this gentlemen’s club before,” she mused.

“I can hardly see the place because your bosoms are escaping your bodice, Sarah.”

Waspish Walter would try to ruin her excitement over this evening. He was glaring at her from the forward-facing seat.

“It’s one of my new gowns,” she said breezily. “I wouldn’t want to disgrace the family by arriving at the soirée in rags.”

“You look like a slut,” said Walter as the door to the carriage opened and the footman dropped the stairs.

Initially, Sarah felt as if she’d been struck. What a thing to say to one’s wife! But as she waited for him to exit, she realized she could add that word to the list of things said by Walter that couldn’t wound her. Maybe she even wanted her husband to know she was a wanton wife, spreading her legs for any man who appreciated her.

The thought made her wet: not just one man lavishing her with attention, but many men. While her husband watched helplessly. And what if she aroused him, but he could not vent his lust? Where the thought came from, she didn’t know, but it set the nub between her cunny lips throbbing.

Sarah made her way up the club’s stone steps without Walter’s help. At the entrance, a tall older man greeted her, Walter having already disappeared into the building.

“My lady,” he said, his eyes shining. “We have been waiting for you. May I take your cloak?”

“Of course,” she murmured, sweeping the garment from her shoulders. “And what is your name, sir?”

He took a moment to respond, his eyes having fallen to her bosom. “I am Mills. I’m pleased to serve you, my lady. In any way that you allow.”

“Our lady!”

Sarah heard a cry from down the hall and spotted Dr. Weld approaching her with his arms extended, wearing a kilt. She raised her hand in greeting, but froze when she saw Viscount Lumley walking beside him.

Oh no, her two lovers were in the same room! Had they discussed her? Did they mean to fight each other for her favors? She huffed a laugh at the idea and approached them.

Dr. Weld wrapped an arm around her waist and planted a bold kiss on her cheek.

Viscount Lumley stood before her, his eyes appreciating the gown he’d helped her order after their tryst at the modiste. He placed his fingers on her exposed chest and let them dip into her neckline, where he ran them from one side to the other. He felt the dips and swells, his touch so gentle that Sarah wanted to beg him to pull her bodice down and lavish her aching nipples with attention.

“Have you been riding your pony?” asked Dr. Weld in a low voice, straight into her ear.

Sarah’s eyes met James’s, and she nodded shyly, remembering how she’d bounced on his cock at the modiste.

“And how’s our little pussy?” asked Dr. Weld.

Sarah glanced between the men, looking for hints that they were unhappy with her conduct, but she only saw heat in their eyes.

She licked her lips, stalling for time. “Wet.”

The doctor groaned and took Sarah’s hand in his own, placing it over the bulge in his kilt. She let her fingers feel the outline of his cock, and he sighed with pleasure.

“What about me, my lady?” asked James, taking her other hand in his, then guiding her to his own interested shaft, encased in superfine trousers. He held his palm over her hand, directing her movements as he had at the modiste.

“The men have been anxiously awaiting your arrival,” said Weld, toying with a curl at the nape of Sarah’s neck. “Shall we adjourn to the dining room?”

She nodded her assent, and they walked down a corridor filled with paintings of an erotic nature. “What are these?” she asked in wonder.

“Representations of Venus throughout the ages,” replied James, pointing to one particularly lavish example. “Welcome to the Voluptuary Club, where we worship womanly beauty.”

“These ladies are quite…voluptuous,” she said, surprised that these Venuses had precisely the sort of figures Walter had been disparaging for years.

“We are men of exceptional taste,” said Dr. Weld, his gaze hot. “And we mean to taste every exquisite bit.”

“If your pussy isn’t wet now, we’ll get it wet,” growled James as they approached what seemed to be a great hall.

The trio swept between the open doors, and applause greeted them, leaving Sarah frozen. Men in fine eveningwear stood as they entered and smiled in their direction, as if they were guests of honor.

The nearest of the men surged forward. “Josiah Blakewell, my lady,” said a man Sarah recognized as a leading voice for abolition, his father having been an enslaved man in Barbados. “A pleasure to meet you at last.”

“Andrei Mikhailovich Rostov,” said another man with a Russian accent and admiring leer.

“Attaché to the Russian ambassador,” said Dr. Weld in a low voice, “and the Tsar’s first cousin.”

The introductions to important men continued until Sarah found herself on the other side of the room. Before her, there was a carved chair, almost like a throne. Atop it was a set of real antlers. And in the chair sat Walter.

He was glaring down at Sarah, his sloppily shaved cheek cradled in his palm.

“A chair for fools,” said James under his breath. “Do you know what those horns mean?”

Sarah regarded the antlers and nodded no.

“He wears the horns. He’s a cuckold. Your husband has a beautiful woman in his home. That man has made you suffer for far too long, and it’s his turn to feel the consequences of his actions,” said Dr. Weld.

“These men are your worshippers, and we mean to make sure that your bed and cunt are as full as pleases you. And to ensure your husband treats our Venus with care — while never enjoying your favors unless you specifically request them for your own pleasure.”

“These could be grounds for him divorcing me!” gasped Sarah.

“Do we seem like men so inconsequential that we’d allow that to happen?” asked James, a brow raised.

“Now, why don’t you show us what Venus looks like in the flesh?” asked Dr. Weld.

“These men have been dreaming of you,” said James.

“Let us help you out of your gown,” said Dr. Weld, his eyes fixed on her bosom.

“Here?” she asked, looking around the room.

“We want to watch our treat get unwrapped,” said James, his voice heated.

Sarah faced the crowd of men watching her intently and rolled down one long evening glove. Someone hooted, another groaned. “She’s gorgeous!” shouted a man from the back.

Sarah smiled and rolled the next glove down even more slowly. She saw men adjusting their cocks in evening trousers and leering at her body. James assisted with her bodice’s laces and buttons. Then Dr. Weld helped her peel off the half corset that had lifted her bosom so enticingly.

She stood before the club, her breasts covered only by her own arm and hand, wearing drawers, stockings, and evening slippers. Sarah’s cheeks heated at the thought of these men seeing her nearly nude form that had proved so inadequate to her husband, but the men’s reactions obliterated any concerns she’d once had. A room full of men was watching her, and more than one had his hand within the waist of his trousers, moving below the cloth.

“This way, my lady,” said Josiah Blakewell, taking her hand in his and leading her further into the room.

As she passed, some men reached out and touched her, their fingers running over her arms or hair. One man trailed a hand over the tops of her breasts.

As Sarah walked, she grew bolder, and she strutted with her hands at her side, shoulders back, her full breasts swaying.

“Can I help you onto the table?” asked Josiah, showing her to the head of an enormous polished dining table with at least thirty chairs arranged around it.

“I hardly feel that I should take the place of honor at the head of the table,” said Sarah modestly, certain that an important man would be seated there.

“Ah, but you’re not to take the seat,” he said with a smirk. “You’ll be served on the table.”

Two servants bustled into the room and laid what seemed to be a soft feather mattress on the table before the head seat.

“The Voluptuary Club is hosting a feast tonight,” said Josiah. “And you’re on the menu.”

Sarah’s breaths quickened as she realized what he meant. Josiah helped her sit at the end of the table, on top of the mattress, and he fondled Sarah’s nipples for a moment, as if transfixed. “Seeing our Venus in the flesh makes a man hungry. Won’t you let us eat?”

He sank into the large chair and set to work, pulling Sarah’s drawers slowly down her hips and legs. The chair made her remember Walter was watching nearby, and she gave a laugh when she saw him scowling while gripping his cock over his trousers. Served him right, and she’d make this as painful for him as possible.

Josiah pulled off Sarah’s drawers and handed them to a man nearby, who held them to his face and drew in a great breath. The sight so distracted her she was momentarily shocked when Josiah removed her evening slipper and placed one of her feet on his shoulder.

“I need to see to our cunny,” he mumbled before planting his face between Sarah’s thighs. She squealed in delighted shock as his lips and tongue slid over her nub and entrance. The sensation overwhelmed her, and she brought her hand down to his head to direct him between her entrance, aching to be filled with a cock, and her needy nub.

The club members gathered round the table, some of them beating their hard cocks as they watched Sarah receive Josiah’s expert worship. One man gently lifted Sarah’s dangling foot and brought her arch to his clothed cock and ground himself against her. Another moved up the table until he could take Sarah’s hand in his own, kissing the back of it, then directing her palm to his exposed shaft. He held her hand and showed her how to jerk his cock as he preferred. Then another man found his way to her other side and repeated the process.

“Look at how Venus swells so beautifully for us,” said Josiah, backing away from her so the other men could view her hungry cunt. He ran his fingers across her inner lips, showing the men the wetness from his mouth and her cunny.

“This little nub,” he said, tapping it in a way that made Sarah jolt with pleasure, “is straining.”

Sarah wished she could fondle her own nipples as Josiah talked through her arousal, but she had the cocks of worshippers to satisfy.

“And this hole,” he said, exposing it to the view of the surrounding men, using his fingers to spread her entrance to show where their cocks would fit, “is hungry. Starving for a good meal, which her husband hasn’t been providing at home.”

The men grumbled and cast disparaging glances at Walter on his cuckold’s throne.

“Are you prepared to fill our Venus’s belly?” asked Josiah.

The assembled men roared, and Sarah could hear a few beating their cocks in anticipation of a chance on her.

“Look at it, feel how ready she is,” said Josiah, as he let the other men take his position at the head of the table. “She’s bearing down on nothing, awaiting your worship. Fill her.”

One man lunged forward and attached himself to Sarah’s clitoris while another wiggled a finger into her channel. Men came forward and touched her breasts reverently, plucking her nipples and feeling the soft weight of them.

“Lick our Venus until she begs for our cocks. Until she begs, we progress no further,” said Dr. Weld sternly.

The men complied. More than one pulled off his dinner jacket so he could perform his service wearing only his shirtsleeves and waistcoat. Another used his brawny strength to lift Sarah’s hips from the table and devoured her cunny with enthusiasm.

As one man gently swirled his tongue around Sarah’s throbbing clitoris, two men worked their fingers into her cunny together at the same time. She watched them coordinate their movements to stretch her channel, and she felt her body wind tightly as orgasm approached.

“Jack and Edmond are opening that little pussy right up, my lady,” said James into Sarah’s ear as he toyed with her breast. “Are you going to let their cocks play together, too?”

Sarah burst with a shout as she felt oiled fingers penetrate the ring of her arse and work in and out.

“Lads, I think our Venus likes the idea of taking more than one of you at a time,” said James, stroking Sarah’s hair. “We should have known our goddess would be generous with her favors.”

A man stepped to the head of the table and slid his cock into Sarah’s oiled arse, and she moaned as she took a shaft in her back passage for the first time.

“You like that, do you, my lady?” asked the handsome man, who was slowly opening her up on his solid piece. “We’ll fill your belly from every direction.”

Another man climbed upon the table and straddled Sarah’s face so he could feed his cock into her open mouth until his sack rested against her chin. “She has a fine little mouth, doesn’t she?” said the man as he worked his hips to thrust in and out of her lips.

All the while, men were watching and touching Sarah’s spread cunny, feeling the grip of her interior muscles and bestowing glancing touches on her swollen nub.

She was spread, pinned, and pleasured, taken by a whole gentlemen’s club of admirers while her husband watched helplessly. It was enough to make Sarah moan. She imagined Walter’s fury as he witnessed his despised wife treated like the diamond of the season — if debutantes received cocks instead of proposals.

The cock in Sarah’s mouth jerked, and she felt it flood her with seed, which she tried to swallow ineffectually. As she sputtered and coughed, the man filling her arse roared and unloaded his sack. Several men offered support and handkerchiefs.

Dr. Weld came to Sarah and stroked her hair while making sure she felt well enough to continue.

“The volume of this man’s spend surprised me,” she told the doctor, smiling.

“We have a lot of seed to deliver to you, my lady,” he said, adjusting his cock in his trousers. “Are you ready to receive us in that wet, warm cunny?”

“Yes, doctor,” she said, sighing as the first man in line slid into her channel and stroked in and out slowly.

“You are well?” he asked, continuing to play with a curl near her ear.

“I’ve never been wetter,” she said. “I mean better.”

He placed a tender kiss on her lips and then applied himself to sucking on her hard nipple as the first man shouted while filling Sarah’s hole with his spend.

“You’re going to get so messy, darling,” said James. “I can’t decide if I want in now or if I want to wait until you have a wrecked, sloppy little hole that can’t grip me properly so I can rut you like a beast.”

Sarah exploded in orgasm at his words and the feeling of James sucking her other nipple into his mouth. The aftershocks and orgasms continued as the club members fucked and filled her repeatedly.

She suspected that the gathering was reaching its conclusion when most of the men took their seats with sated expressions. But there was one more surprise.

“This way, my lady,” said Josiah, helping Sarah up from the table. He led her to the place just before Walter’s cuckold throne. On the seat, her husband slumped, his cock freed from his trousers and spend staining the fine fabric. He had the look of a man defeated, who knew more defeat lay in store for him.

“If you’ll permit me, I’d like to pick you up, my Venus,” said Josiah. “I promise the outcome will be most stimulating.”

Sarah paused, fear and shame causing her face to feel hot and eyes watery. “I’m afraid I must be quite heavy,” she whispered, not wanting to ruin this pleasurable night.

“I should like nothing more than to demonstrate my strength for you,” he said. “While you ride my cock.”

Sarah gasped, the idea of being held and pumped full by a hard shaft too delicious to decline.

“And Edmond will assist me,” Josiah said as the strapping young man came up behind her. “He wants to hold and fuck you, too, if you permit it?”

Sarah hung on, tightly at first, but as she grew comfortable in Josiah’s and Edmond’s arms — and they fed their hard cocks into her well-used hole — she gave herself over to pleasure.

Their broad chests and powerful arms held her aloft and controlled every movement as they thrust up into her wet and welcoming cunny.

And when Walter cried out ineffectually at the sight of his wife fucked and adored before him, Sarah threw back her head and orgasmed so erotically that the sated men sitting around the table soon found themselves ready to fill her once again.


Epilogue


“But it’s my turn to lick her cunny!” cried one young blade, lunging to take the place between Sarah’s thighs on her once-cold bed.

Things had certainly changed since Waspish Walter had sent her to Dr. Weld’s practice for treatment.

Her clothes? New and alluring. Her bed? Filled every night she had the merest wish for company. Her understanding of her own power and desirability? Dramatically transformed.

She wished she’d somehow stumbled into the reality of how beautiful and ravishing she was on her own, but years of cruel comments from Walter — the man she’d once thought best positioned to assess her charms — had left her with a warped view of things.

Not warped at all was Sarah’s view of her body, stretched on the bed in a large mirror mounted over the four-poster. She spread her thighs wider and allowed a rake she believed to be named David to lavish her cunny with his best ministrations. She trailed a hand over his thick hair and helped him find the spots that gave her pleasure, all the while watching herself writhe in the mirror.

“But what about me?” asked another man, pouting as he edged closer, vying for a chance to lick her.

She ran a hand through his hair, too, and he settled against her belly with a blissful smile.

Sarah looked up when she heard the squeaking hinges on the door that connected her rooms to those of Walter. In the doorway, her husband stood, glowering at Sarah’s bed, as he did so many nights now.

She lifted a hand in casual greeting to her husband, unwilling to distract the bucks currently attending to her every need. Sadly for Walter, her dance card was full, and she took no notice of his conversation or opinions now that she had so many men eager for her time and attention.

Walter’s face contorted into a frown, and he stroked his cock grimly under his dressing gown as he surveyed the scene of his wife being worshipped by young men of the first fashion.

Sarah contained a smile as she moaned loudly enough for the sound to reach Walter, who beat his cock more ferociously.

As she arched her back and let one young buck feed his cock into her channel while the other licked her clitoris, Sarah had a thought: Walter should really see a doctor about the way he was treating his body.

She laughed with abandon as she enjoyed every taste of her new life.

THE END
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