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Chapter 1


Early Autumn 1816, Meryton

“Gentlemen, many of you have flirted with Lydia. Now, you have the chance to do more than merely flirt with her.”

George Wickham, an ensign in the regulars who was currently surviving on half-pay, a good deal of credit, and a full snifter of brandy, gestured to his wife of four years.

“She was once known for her high animal spirits, her ebullience,” continued George, swirling his glass and looking at Lydia dispassionately. “Took me an age and an ostensible elopement to Gretna Green to get under those skirts.”

He chuckled darkly, as did some men ringing the dark room.

“You needn’t work so hard for her. I’ve already broken her in, and she’ll be a perfect, compliant…companion for you.”

Wickham licked a drop of brandy from his lips with relish.

“Unless you prefer a fight.”

The observers at the back of Meryton’s only inn laughed and leered.

Lydia had made a terrible mistake. In truth, she’d made so many that they all now seemed to blend into one disaster categorized as Wickham. She’d thought that marrying George and staying by his side would make her respectable and admired. At sixteen, when she’d said her vows, she reveled in the idea of being a married lady and rising above her sisters in precedence. How silly she’d been! What a fool!

She clutched the fine fabric of the dress her husband had tossed at her earlier that night, implying that they would attend the local assembly ball, without ever saying as much. By the time they made their way to the inn, Lydia was looking forward to dancing — only for her hopes to come crashing down when George had squired her into a smoky room with no space for a cotillion. She should have known better.

“Maybe she’s only good for you, Wickham,” called a man who was puffing on a cheroot while studying Lydia skeptically. “We’re not all handsome young devils, at least not anymore.”

“Here, here,” said another man, leering at Lydia’s neckline. “That little kitten might have claws.”

The man nearest Lydia trailed a hand over her hip and tried to grab her arse before she jumped away. It wouldn’t do for her gown to get damaged tonight, not when it was her first new clothing in years. The dress hadn’t even come from Wickham.

Lydia studied her white glove — the only one remaining of the two that had been sent to her — and attempted not to notice men looking her way with unmistakable hunger. She recognized them from the town, even from church. But she saw no friendly faces, only expressions of naked lust.

“You’d like to sample the goods before entering the game?” asked Wickham, his elegant eyebrows arched as if in surprise. “I’d have thought you’d take my word as a gentleman.”

The room was so still that Lydia heard a soft huff of disbelief from the back.

“I have nothing to hide,” said Wickham, his arms open wide. “It seems you doubt my offer. The offer of my wife to the winner.”

One of her trembling hands, the one not encased in a fine new glove, found its way up to Lydia’s face without her even noticing. She pressed a cool palm against her scorching cheek and tried to calm her breathing, biting the inside of her mouth to hold back tears.

In truth, she’d done this to herself. Over and over, she’d chosen wrong.

Six weeks ago, Wickham had wagered Lydia for the first time and lost. The winning men — three army officers she’d known as a girl in this very town — had sent her clothes and a carriage before pleasuring her for one ecstatic night. Then they’d offered her the opportunity to stay with them.

In the end, she’d fled and returned to George Wickham, once again chasing the respectable married life he seemed so delighted to deny her. Only for him to deal this fresh new public humiliation, the likes of which she couldn’t have imagined before tonight. It was one thing to discover she’d been privately wagered and lost; it was another to be trotted out for inspection and humiliated publicly by her very own husband. He was more brazen than ever.

“I’m surprised the men of this fine town doubt me,” said Wickham.

“You owe Mr. Hobson, the butcher, a good sum of money,” said one voice from the back.

“Say nothing of the tailor,” muttered a man closer to the place Wickham had Lydia standing, illuminated by lamplight. “This man can’t satisfy his debts; who is to say that his wife can satisfy them for him?”

This drew chuckles. Wickham was well on his way to losing the crowd — and his scheme to raise funds.

Wickham looped an arm around Lydia’s waist and pulled her nearer. It was the first time he’d touched her in ages, and she instinctively recoiled. He held her more firmly.

“Steady now,” he said in a warning tone before addressing the hecklers. “I can assure you my wife is more than prepared to entertain the winning gentleman. I’d have thought that a flirtatious girl from a good family would tempt those who prefer a more refined sort of woman.”

When Lydia saw men gazing at her with skepticism, she studied the floor. This night was humiliating enough, but being assessed so openly and with such disdain by the middling citizens of Meryton was too much to bear. She’d once enjoyed their eyes on her when she’d flirted with six officers at a time, but this was a far cry from the amusements of her youth!

“Until recently, my wife had entertained only one man in that manner,” said Wickham, casting a superior glance about the room. “Her husband.”

Her husband had seduced her four years ago with ruthless efficacy, but it had all been for sport, the pursuit of winning a bet with their mutual friend. That may have been the most shocking of the things Lydia had learned six weeks before. Had Wickham ever liked her? Or was she always a means to besting others and lightening their pocketbooks?

A man lifted one finger to signal that he had a question. “Until? You see, most of us could find a missish wife at home. With no need for a wager.”

Wickham shifted against Lydia’s side, clearly attuned to something in the crowd. Some new opportunities for perfidy.

George’s fingers pressed into the underside of Lydia’s breast. His message was clear: allow him to talk, play along.

“I see your point, Mr. Fuller, well taken,” said George, his mood lifting suddenly. “I should tell you that Mrs. Wickham recently entertained three men.”

All chatter in that dark room ceased.

“Three men in one night. Officers. Men of experience and taste. I begged her not to go, but what rights does a husband have in these sorry days?”

When Lydia gasped, George’s fingers dug into her flesh most painfully. He had wagered her. He had lost. And she’d gone to the officers — after years of neglect by her husband — and then trotted home despite their very tempting offer to stay under their protection.

She’d returned to being George Wickham’s wife and drudge only to end up more humiliated and exposed than ever before.

“What rights doesn’t a husband have?” Lydia whispered under her breath for George’s benefit.

“You could divorce her for that, you know,” said a man who spat on the rough floor in disgust.

“Nothing but a slut,” muttered another man, whose tone suggested that he liked the idea in spite of his words.

George cast a baleful look about the room, Lydia still well in hand. “But you see, gentlemen, I cannot renounce her, as I love her dearly. Some parts more than others,” he added with a leer.

It was a lie. All lies. George didn’t love her, and he never had. As for enjoying her favors? He’d left off so much as a friendly touch since just before their wedding. A visit from Mr. Darcy just prior to their hasty nuptials appeared to have turned Wickham off from Lydia for good. That didn’t stop him from romancing other women, though; Lydia wasn’t unaware of her husband’s affairs.

“You must treasure Lydia, my dear wife,” said George, giving her a rare admiring glance. “I cannot control her — you know how women are — but she can at least contribute to the maintenance of the household in other ways…she refuses to lift a finger for domestic chores, the uppity bitch.”

Lydia turned, ready to give her husband the set-down of his life. He spewed many lies about her, but claiming that she hadn’t taken over the labor performed by a maid-of-all-work when theirs left after going unpaid was too much. It was far too much, since her hands were callused and cracked from washing and hauling water.

“Perhaps a man here might test the goods,” said Wickham, squeezing Lydia’s breast painfully, “and report back on whether she’s worth the wager.”

“How much?” shouted one man before Lydia could launch into a diatribe.

Wickham made a show of surveying her body, his fingers over his mouth as if in consideration of her value — but mostly to hide a smirk of delight. Lydia had been humiliated by George’s public affairs and indifferent service in the regulars.

But openly selling her at Meryton’s inn? She’d never been laid so low by this man.

“How much indeed…” mused Wickham. “Well, I wouldn’t say no to one of you fine men staking me in tonight’s game. Use her as you wish, but do not stick a cock in her. We must leave something for the lucky winner. How does that sound?”

There was a disturbance at the back of the room. Lydia couldn’t bring herself to look up and see what fresh new humiliation approached. But she felt the force of whatever drew nearer; it was irresistible and terrifying.

She pinched her knees together and tried not to consider how she might suffer twice over this night. In her younger years, she might have screamed for help or justice, but she knew none was coming, not for Lydia Wickham. She’d hitched herself to George at all of sixteen, and she’d spend the rest of her days regretting that mistake.

Shoes clicked across the floor, moving decisively towards her. Lydia felt a tear escape her eye.

“You need someone to back you in the game, do you, Wickham?” drawled a familiar voice. “Why didn’t you say so?”

“Well, that’s very good of you—”

“Come along, Lydia,” said the man, his aristocratic accent sharper than ever before. “It seems I’ve bought you. For a time.”


Chapter 2


Captain Denny wordlessly led Lydia to one of the sleeping rooms on the first floor of the inn. He’d taken her gloved hand the moment he slapped down some coins in front of Wickham and fairly pulled her out of that dark room, elbowing anyone in his way. Men extended their hands to touch her as she passed, causing Lydia to turn this way and that to avoid their nasty fingers.

Her life as a respectable woman was over; her husband held legal control while extending her none of the protections and benefits afforded to a wife. How would she hold her head high in Meryton knowing that many of the townsmen had witnessed her humiliation?

She wouldn’t. From this day forward, she’d be bowed by her shame.

A lucky woman in such circumstances would move houses. Take to the sea. Volunteer to live the rest of her days as a fur trapper on the frontier of civilization. But there was no money for that. And no money for a maid that would allow Lydia to pull the curtains and avoid the scorn and stares of her neighbors. There was always water to fetch from the pump now, so much blasted water.

“Well,” said Denny, arranging his long limbs in a chair before her. “It’s been some time, hasn’t it?”

Lydia had taken a seat on the bed. She clutched at the bedclothes and felt how her neck and shoulders slumped under the weight of her cares.

What could she possibly say to this man, one of three who had offered her a chance to escape Wickham and experience untold bliss at their experienced hands? If she regretted her youthful foibles leading to matrimony, what words could adequately describe the regret she carried now, knowing for certain that Wickham’s depravities would only escalate? At twenty, she should have chosen better.

“There, now, Lydia,” said Denny, coming to sit beside her on the bed and offering his handkerchief.

She looked at it, her mind so addled that she almost didn’t know what to do next.

And then Denny brought the cloth to her face and gently pressed it into her cheek.

“I’m crying,” she said in wonder, as if commenting on the first snow of the year.

“Don’t tell me you’re incapable of your own distress,” said Denny, giving her a smile. Why he should be so kind to her after she fled their merry party to return to George Wickham, she didn’t know.

She remained quiet, unsure of what she could say to her old friend. Especially after that night at the Forster’s old house, where he’d taken Lydia from behind and helped introduce her to the bliss of a rough coupling.

At last, she spoke. “What are you doing here?”

“Don’t you know I live here in Meryton now!” he replied jauntily. But when he saw Lydia was serious, he gave her a compassionate look. “I heard something of what Wickham had planned and decided to see it for myself. Didn’t like the sound of it. You could divorce him, you know,” continued Denny lowly. “The courts don’t take kindly to spousal cruelty, not like that.”

“It would be a scandal,” said Lydia, twisting the handkerchief. “A man offering his wife for sale. I would be notorious for the rest of my days. His lies, trumpeted in the gazettes. My family…gad, Denny! They would simply die of shame. It might really kill my father. They’d never see me again. I certainly couldn’t go home.”

Denny took her chin in hand. “Perhaps you were meant to be notorious. You always were a girl too spirited to live by rules and propriety.”

Lydia waved him away, too exhausted by the latest turn her life had taken to think she was anything but a menace to her own happiness. How tired she was!

“Aren’t you here to ravish me?” she asked, unable to muster more witty repartee. She tried to move her hands as if this was all a lark, some grand joke, but they simply flopped in her lap.

“Dash it, Lydia,” said Denny, gently bringing her head to his chest. “How I regret introducing Wickham to you all those years ago. Not a day goes by that I don’t.”

He wore his scarlet uniform, all bright red wool and polished buttons. Denny had been promoted to captain in the years since she’d flirted with him, and he had been careful to direct her face away from the Waterloo Medal on his left breast.

Lydia’s cheek pressed into the gilded brass buttons on his coat, and she inhaled the scent of the wool cloth, shaving soap, and something that had a hint of rose. Maybe it was an attar of roses salve for his lips; they always seemed ready for a kiss. The tension in her eased minutely.

The smell of shaving soap reminded Lydia of something that had escaped her notice at first. “Your moustache! You shaved it!” she cried, reaching a curious hand to his upper lip.

Denny laughed and let her feel the smoothness of his skin.

“But it was so dashing!”

“You should have said so before I had my valet take a blade to it!” exclaimed Denny, full of mirth and clearly delighted that she’d noticed the change. “Do you miss it so much?”

“I’ll live,” she said, casting him an alluring smile, her first of the night. “I suppose you’ll do without it.”

“If changes to my whiskers get you smiling like that, my dear, I’ll alter myself all the time.”

“Go on,” said Lydia, pushing him slightly.

And then Denny took her chin in hand again and dropped a quick kiss on her lips.

It was nothing, really, nothing at all compared to the intimacy they’d shared six weeks ago in the Forster’s old house. But his lips were so soft, just as she suspected, and his touch so gentle that Lydia felt unmoored and floating as if in some blissful pond. It was such a change from the neglect and indifference of her lawful husband.

“Why’d you do it?” she whispered, not wanting to break the spell.

“Thought you might prefer me clean-shaven,” he murmured back.

“I think you are most handsome no matter what grows — or doesn’t — on your upper lip,” she said, toying with one of his buttons.

“But I was thinking of your pleasure,” he said into her ear. “My moustache might irritate your skin.”

“I’m not so sensitive as all that, Denny,” she giggled. “I used to go out in the winter without a muffler, and my cheeks barely turned red.”

“I wasn’t thinking of sensitive skin on your face, darling.”

Lydia’s eyes met Denny’s, and she gasped upon realizing what he meant.

“You don’t—”

“Oh, that I do,” he said with a smirk. “Have you ever had that service before?”

“A mouth…no. George never…” That service was one of many her husband had never performed for her.

“A shame, really,” said Denny, his arm about her waist most comfortingly. “A shame for him. I bet you have the tastiest little peach, Lydia.”

She shouldn’t feel her eyelids drooping at his heated words. She shouldn’t squeeze her thighs together when she longed for more pressure on that place he spoke about so reverently.

But Lydia was swept under when Denny dropped a soft kiss on her neck.

“Your pulse is fluttering,” he rasped, as if he too were as taken by this innocent moment as she was.

She nodded, struggling to think of something to say. “What’s your given name, Denny? I’ve always called you Mr. Denny or Captain Denny or just Denny, but I—”

He chuckled. “You’ll hate it.”

“Never!” she protested, thinking that Denny might just be the kindest, most handsome officer on earth.

“George,” he said with a huff. “Like so many baby boys in the age of the German kings, I am a George.”

Lydia deflated, suddenly recalling her worthless husband, George Wickham.

“And now I’ve upset you,” he said, running a finger up and down the tense lines of her neck.

“It’s not you,” she said, trying to soften again for him. “I merely recalled the world outside.”

Outside this room, she was a prize to be won on the turn of a card, and the property of one George Wickham.

“Why don’t you lie back and let me help you forget all of that for a moment?”

Lydia studied Captain George Denny, struggling to understand what he suggested. His eyes, always a clear blue to which even the sea at Brighton couldn’t compare, shone with some new light. His passion was infectious, and her will bent most pleasurably to his.

“What do you mean to do?” she asked, lying against the mattress with her feet still on the floor.

Denny trailed a hand over the bodice of the dress he and two other officers had given her, gently feeling the weight of her breasts.

“I plan to lick your pretty little scarlet quim until you scream, Lydia. Are you amenable?”

His forward language shot to the part of her aching for his touch. Fortunately, it seemed he had every intention of relieving her need.

“Oh, I don’t know…” she dissembled, not wanting to seem too eager. Why she was pretending to be anything other than panting for the man in the wake of the revelatory bliss he and his fellow officers had given her several weeks ago, she didn’t know. It was a habit aimed at modesty, much like refusing the last teacake even when she wanted another one so badly. A veneer that wouldn’t hide the rotten core of her disgrace, not now that Wickham was openly selling her.

“I was thinking of putting your cunny right here,” he said, tapping the place he used to sport a moustache.

Lydia let out a playful gasp. His words were lewd…and arousing. Distracting. Her thighs wiggled as she imagined the feel of him there. Those rose-scented, soft lips tasting the part of her that had been neglected so long.

Denny slid to the floor. “What are you about?” she asked.

He popped his head back up. “Thought I might request an audience with your beautiful cunt. Worship her on my knees. Study her intricate design and say prayers for her mercy on a mere sinner.”

“Isn’t that blasphemy?” she asked faintly as she felt Denny draw her hems up her calves.

“Probably,” he said, kissing the inside of her knee when the dress traveled higher. “But then, I am a disreputable sort of fellow.”

He was like a magician, transforming Lydia before her own eyes, lifting the weight of wrong choices and making her feel like the young woman she’d lost in the wake of her hasty nuptials.

“May I see it, my dear?” he asked, licking at her thigh, but moving her hem no further.

George Wickham was the villain of her life; of that there was no doubt. But Lydia felt incandescent rage at George Denny right now. Why did he need her permission? Why couldn’t he just take what he wanted and absolve her of feelings of shame? Would begging for pleasure at his hands make her all those things the men in that dark room whispered she was?

But his mouth on her soft skin made her legs tremble.

Lydia pulled her dress higher to show Denny the apex of her thighs.

“So close,” he said, expelling air with each word so the puffs ruffled her hem and traveled underneath to glance over her heated skin.

And this was when she made a mistake. Her hips moved somehow, completely on their own with no involvement from Lydia’s rational mind, and her hand may have lifted her dress the barest inch higher.

Denny groaned. “Let me see it,” he begged, coming closer to where she felt hot and needy for him. “Spread for me, you darling minx, so I might give you the sweetest little kisses.”

“Denny!” she hissed, scandalized by his words…while slowly opening her legs to his gaze.

“Oh, that’s a good girl,” he said, stroking her thigh, staring at the place she’d exposed to him.

“You shouldn’t be that close,” she sniffed. It was lewd, entirely too shameful for a young woman from a good family to be so studied in this way.

“But how else will I kiss it?” he asked, dropping a peck right on her quim.

Lydia gasped. “You’re not supposed to be—”

“I intend to look my fill,” he said, his aristocratic accent slicing through her arguments. “You see, you have these pretty little swollen lips here.” He ran a finger over one, and Lydia emitted a noise that could only be considered primal.

“Both sides, plump and ready to hug my cock,” he said, grunting as he adjusted himself over his breeches. “A fat little button at the top, positively throbbing for want of a touch, no matter what words you say.”

When he brushed the backs of his fingers over that place, all of Lydia seemed to squeeze with some approaching crisis, the sensation so overwhelming she didn’t realize Denny was removing her slippers and placing her stockinged feet on the edge of the bed.

Her knees were high and spread now, and her thighs framed Denny’s head, still appreciatively surveying her cunny.

“Why’d you do that?” she asked, her voice sounding a million miles away as she imbibed pleasure with abandon.

“Wanted to better see that lovely little hole,” he said. He came closer and stuck his tongue exactly there.

Lydia was shocked, grabbing at the bedclothes, one foot sliding from its place as she reflexively kicked out. And all the while, Denny thrust his tongue in that place as if he wielded a cock, tupping her with relentless strength, stretching her channel.

“I didn’t know it could, oh,” she moaned when he moved his tongue up to those cunny lips he’d admired. He was ruthless, somehow moving from one side to the other before she registered what was happening and leaving her quim a wet mess in the wake of his ministrations.

“Like honey, my dear, pour it out for me. I’ll lick every drop.”

She gasped at what he suggested. That…wetness had nothing to do with her! He was responsible; it was wholly him! Why, she should tell him to stop drooling and blaming—

But when he moved to the bump that seemed to beat with a percussive, relentless force, Lydia’s mind went blank and all objections vanished.

“So many nights I wanted to beg you to let me taste this, Miss Bennet,” he moaned between licks. “I’d be outside the barracks beating my cock until it was raw just thinking of being able to suck you like this.”

He applied his tongue and lips, sucking exactly where she needed him. Oh, she had certainly married the wrong George if this was what she’d been missing.

Lydia could think only of her pleasure. How she required just a little more to reach the heights of bliss.

Distantly, Lydia heard a door open and click shut.

“You’ve done a fine job getting her ready for me,” said another voice she knew well.

Lydia’s first instinct was fear, and her legs kicked out as her mind raced through the possibilities of what Wickham could have lobbed at her now.

“Easy, Miss Bennet, we mean to take good care of you,” said Denny, stroking her side as she came to her elbows to see the man who had entered the room.


Chapter 3


“Delightful. Keep those legs spread.”

Lydia gasped and pinned her knees together. “Chamberlayne!” she cried, mortified to be discovered in such a compromising position — though he’d seen and used her in a far more lewd manner with his fellow officers six weeks before.

Denny made his way from the floor to sit beside Lydia on the bed. “I got her first again,” he said with a sly smile.

Chamberlayne, the man nearest in age to Lydia of all the officers she’d known in Meryton, took the place on Lydia’s other side and laid himself next to her.

His handsome, somewhat pretty face was so near. Oh, the larks they’d had before her marriage: Chamberlayne dressed in a woman’s gown, fooling Denny and Wickham until Lydia’s uncontrollable giggles gave the game away. Lydia had a fondness for all officers in scarlet coats, but some made a more lasting impression than others. Those nights of charades and spontaneous country dances at the Forster’s residence were among the memories she treasured most from that eventful time in Meryton, right before everything changed.

“That may be the case,” said Chamberlayne, tenderly brushing a curl from Lydia’s face, “but I plan to make her cunny weep the hardest.”

“Captain!” cried Lydia in mock horror.

“Oh, Miss Bennet, I do apologize for offending your delicate sensibilities,” he said in the falsetto he’d adopted when dressed as a lady.

“I say, I’m also a captain!” cried Denny, sliding his hand into Lydia’s bodice and capturing a nipple between his fingers. “Which of us do you seek to castigate, Miss Bennet?”

Lydia giggled. This was her favorite place to be: between two or more officers.

“What brings you here, Chamberlayne?” asked Denny, feeling about for Lydia’s other nipple while Chamberlayne trailed a hand up her thigh.

“Oh, just delivering a basket to poor Mrs. Webb, and I heard curious cries from this cottage! I thought to myself, is that a newborn animal? Might it need help?” he trilled in that high-pitched voice that never failed to make Lydia giggle. “And then I smelled the most delightful honeysuckle and decided I must have a taste of her nectar!”

“Honeysuckles aren’t girls,” chided Lydia.

“I beg to differ,” said Chamberlayne, giving her a wink. “This one is.”

A yell from belowstairs interrupted their conversation, and Denny’s hand stilled. “What’s going on down there? I mean to have the truth.”

“Wouldn’t I like to know what’s happening down there,” Chamberlayne said flirtatiously, trailing his fingers up Lydia’s thigh.

“The truth,” said Lydia.

“Wickham offered a second man the chance to stake him in the game, and I found myself eager to help him play tonight,” said Chamberlayne.

Lydia’s blood ran cold. It wasn’t enough for Wickham to wager her or even offer her to one man for a frolic before the game; now he was attempting to send any number of men to slake their lust on her?

He was no better than a procurer. And that made Lydia…

Her next breath was naught but a shudder, the air barely able to pass the place she felt her neck was closing.

“Shhh, darling,” said Chamberlayne, laying a comforting hand on her belly.

“But he’s—he’s selling me, over and over, he’s selling me. And he doesn’t appear to have any intention of stopping!” she cried.

Chamberlayne studied her face, his eyes soft and sad, as if he wished to say the truth: Lydia had returned to that man, even after he’d lost her to three officers, two of whom were in the room right now. Six weeks ago, when offered the chance to stay with the men, she’d thought returning to her husband would ensure she remained respectable enough to see her family and move about Meryton with her head held high.

But what Wickham was doing tonight was a far cry from losing her at a private game between officers. Word would spread like a spark to thatch. Her participation in polite society was over.

“Ah, Lydia, you’ll break m’ heart looking so sad,” said Chamberlayne softly. “We should play a game. Like old times. Something diverting.”

Lydia patted the dear man on the cheek, feeling many times her age. “I’m not feeling up to games,” she said, her voice flat. “Wickham is playing enough for both of us.” And then her questions burst forth. “Where does it end? His cruelty. Will he resort to offering me for threepenny uprights on the high street?”

“Now, Lydia, how do you know those words?” asked Denny, his expression stern.

“I read,” she said with a sniff.

“What kind of books talk about such things, hmm?” asked Chamberlayne, giving her a soft pinch on the hip.

“Books of a most educational nature!” she protested.

“Tell me about the education you seek,” said Denny lowly.

“Would you like to share what you’ve learned?” asked Chamberlayne.

Their aim was transparent enough: they sought to distract Lydia from those questions none of them could answer about what Wickham might do in the future. She felt a swell of something tender; they did not blame her for Wickham’s increasingly bad behavior. Instead, they simply did what they could to shield her from it. But for how long would they continue to look after a woman who couldn’t seem to look after herself?

“It was a very informative book! Moral, even, some might say!”

“Was it, now?” asked Denny, undoing a string within her bodice and watching as the neckline lowered before his hungry eyes.

“Yes, you see, a young lady is seduced and forced to enter into, well, she must sell herself. For her bread,” said Lydia, distracted when Chamberlayne continued his exploration of her thighs.

“Poor sweet girl,” said Chamberlayne softly. “How does the story end?”

Lydia struggled to recall. In truth, she mostly remembered slamming the book shut and throwing it towards the fire in a fit of pique when she’d read the tragic ending (only to pluck the thing out of the grate when she recalled some of the more sensual scenes she’d enjoyed).

“I believe she lives happily ever after and experiences untold bliss at the hands of several officers,” she said, lying through her teeth.

“That doesn’t sound like any books I know,” mused Denny as he tugged at one of Lydia’s nipples. “How about you, William?”

Chamberlayne stroked his chin as if trying to recall the tale. “Now that you mention it, Miss Bennet, I think I know this book!”

“Do you?” asked Lydia, taken aback that she’d somehow lied and not been caught.

“Yes, I remember it well. A tortured heroine?”

His fingers brushed over the seam of her quim, sliding through the slickness coating her cunny lips after Denny’s thorough licking.

“Yes, oh yes, that’s it,” she said.

“And then she ends up in a terrible situation. It seems all hope is lost.”

“That’s the one,” she said, holding in a gasp when Chamberlayne tested her channel with one of his thick digits. She bore down on him when she recalled the size of his impressive cock.

“And then her lovers arrive, and they make her cunny weep with pleasure,” he said, now working with Denny to pull the dress from her body and over her head.

“Pleasure…” she echoed, distracted by all the movement.

“Yes, and then she learns how to sit upon a man’s mouth and ride him to her bliss,” said Chamberlayne, gently directing her naked limbs with the help of Denny so that she was astride his chest before she knew what happened.

Her quim rested on his uniform jacket, one of his buttons on the nub between her cunny lips. It felt indecent to be undressed and have her legs spread so that Chamberlayne might look down and see her there — though Denny had been even closer.

“I wish I could feel how wet you are against my skin,” moaned Chamberlayne, his body moving as he bucked his hips, seemingly without realizing what he was doing.

Lydia’s cheeks heated and her breath shuddered as she experienced a potent combination of shock and desire.

“Looking down and seeing your little cleft split for me, fuck,” swore Chamberlayne, grabbing her arse and pressing his chest up.

Feeling him writhe and rock below her was pleasant, but it wasn’t putting pressure on the places she needed it most.

“Why don’t you let William taste you like the heroine in that novel?” asked Denny.

“The heroine…” She was too distracted by sensation to even talk. These men were impossible!

Denny showed her how to shuffle her legs up so she could move towards Chamberlayne’s mouth. William’s lips looked full, his eyes hungry.

“Put that cunny on me, love,” said Chamberlayne, his hands moving to her waist to help draw Lydia forward despite her tentativeness.

When Lydia’s quim hovered right over his mouth, he pulled her down and licked a wide, hot stripe from her hole to her nub.

Lydia thought she might fall, such was the astonishing feeling of being sucked from this position. Denny supported her shoulders so that she remained upright.

“Fare thee well?” he asked softly, studying her carefully. “You know we will cease our onslaught if you say scarlet, same as at our last gathering, do you not?”

“Yes,” panted Lydia, “yes.” His consideration was made sweeter by the contrast with Wickham’s villainy. But she resolved to set her husband aside for now; he’d ruined enough, and she wished to enjoy this stolen moment!

Chamberlayne worked relentlessly, swirling his tongue as he moved Lydia over his mouth like she was naught but a doll. He sucked at her nub, then released it quickly before she crested, dratted man.

“Doesn’t our Lydia have the hottest little cunt?” asked Denny, smirking and ducking to apply his lips to her nipple.

Lydia gasped, her thighs attempting to squeeze together when she felt the combined force of her officers’ lips and tongues on those very sensitive places.

Chamberlayne grunted as her legs pressed to his ears. She sought to move back for fear of hurting him, but he only pulled her closer to his mouth.

An invisible string running from her breast to her core grew ever tighter as the men worked her body together. Was this what she had given up? The indescribable bliss of double pleasure? She’d chosen to haul water for Wickham when she could have been kept wet by adoring officers?

“Honeysuckle, what I wouldn’t give to have a hand on m’ cock,” moaned Chamberlayne before returning to tonguing the entrance of her channel.

That dear man was licking her so well that Lydia, though unsure about the mechanics, tentatively leaned back so she could trail a hand behind her in search of William’s clothed shaft.

“That’s it,” murmured Denny, pulling from her nipple so he could help guide her hand. “That’s our generous girl.”

Together, their hands traveled over Chamberlayne’s thick thighs and settled on the sizable bulge in his breeches.

“You remember that cock?” asked Denny as he helped her trembling fingers open the buttons of Chamberlayne’s falls. “You want to feel it again?”

“Please,” she gasped, Chamberlayne sucking relentlessly at her nub in encouragement.

“Almost there,” said Denny, guiding Lydia to the band of Chamberlayne’s smalls. “It’s yours for the taking.”

Lydia slid her fingertips past the band before she realized they might play a most diverting game. She pulled her hand back up to Chamberlayne’s navel.

“I’m afraid my arm is too short to reach,” she said in a pitiful voice. “You’ll have to help me.”

Denny’s face went blank, and then he broke into a laugh. “I’d almost forgotten what a playful minx you are, Lydia,” he said, placing his palm over the back of her hand and guiding her into his fellow officer’s smallclothes. “Do you recall how you used to play?”

It was an innocent question, but Lydia was taken back to the girl she had once been, and she felt immeasurable sadness. But she’d never survive unless she resolutely chose to be cheerful, especially now that she had two handsome officers diverting her attention so pleasurably.

“I certainly never played like this!” she said, letting her callused digits trail over Chamberlayne’s heavy cock in his smalls. Denny’s hand remained over hers, aiding as she tried to circle her fingers around Chamberlayne’s shaft.

“Urnf,” moaned Chamberlayne into Lydia’s cunny, the vibrations reaching deep within her. “I like it rough.”

Lydia stilled as she fought to remain upright even as paroxysm approached.

“More,” said Chamberlayne, earning a whimper from Lydia as she bucked on his lusty tongue. “Those rough hands will drain m’ cods good.”

Lydia gasped, about to give him a set down for pointing out her work-roughened hands.

“I’ll handle this, sweetheart,” said Denny, gently removing Lydia’s hand from Chamberlayne’s cock and directing her forward so she could attend to riding his fellow officer’s skilled mouth.

But wouldn’t that leave William aching? Poor man, he deserved to feel pleasure such as he was giving her. Lydia looked behind herself, thinking she would try to stroke him again when she discovered that Denny had taken over the task most competently, running his hand from the base of Chamberlayne’s cock to its leaking tip and back down again.

“Oh heavens,” said Lydia, overcome at the eroticism of the sight and planting her hands well above Chamberlayne’s head on the bed so she might be supported as these clever officers drowned her in pleasure.

On and on Chamberlayne laved his tongue over her spread cunny as she writhed on him.

“You’re teasing me with that hungry little hole,” said Denny, placing just a fingertip at her entrance as he continued to work Chamberlayne’s cock behind her.

“In, put it in,” begged Lydia, chasing a climax in this most unprepossessing room.

Denny didn’t hesitate; he slid two fingers into her cunt, twisting as he brought them in and out, his pace as relentless as Chamberlayne’s sucking and licking.

Lydia’s release had the force of a town coach, and she had to come to her elbows to brace and keep herself from collapsing on Chamberlayne’s mouth. The man himself seemed not to mind the risk of suffocating in her cunny, and he pulled Lydia down by the hips so he could run his nose over those places that made her shake uncontrollably.

The door to the room slammed shut once more, and Lydia came to her knees in surprise, Chamberlayne still between her thighs and Denny yet jerking his fellow officer’s cock if the noises behind her were any indication.

“We’ve a problem,” said Major Carter of the regulars, the last of the three officers who had used her at the Forster’s old house six weeks ago. “Men coming up the stairs, determined to watch. I need you two on the door.”


Chapter 4


“Whatever do you mean?” asked Lydia, still dazed from the shudders that had wracked her body so recently.

For their part, Chamberlayne and Denny moved quickly, adjusting their breeches and scrambling to stand guard at the door. They were used to following orders without question. Lydia was not.

“Carter, what is the meaning of this?” she asked, covering her breasts instinctively and struggling to bring the bedclothes about her hips — though Carter had already seen all of her bare.

“You know how crowds can turn,” he said with an uncharacteristic wave, as if he were attempting to wave her concerns away. This was not good; if he couldn’t tell her what had happened, there must be a disaster brewing downstairs.

“What has he done?” asked Lydia, her voice flat. Somehow, she knew exactly who was to blame for this: her dear husband.

By now, she stood before the major, and she considered poking him if he dissembled. She didn’t need to.

“After Wickham sold a third stake — to me — the assembled men protested that he’d be too flush to beat and threatened to leave the inn,” said Carter. “We don’t have long until the game begins.”

Lydia knew little about wagers, but their complaints didn’t sound unreasonable. This would be far from the first time George had attempted tricks at the betting table. He’d come home bruised and bloody on plenty of occasions, waving away Lydia’s questions.

“So he’s stopped offering new stakes in the game?” she asked.

“Yes,” said Carter, the single syllable drawn out into something long and winding. Which could only signal that there was more to the story.

Lydia poked his uniformed chest to prompt him to continue, just as she had on many cheerful evenings of flirtation before her marriage. Carter, the oldest and most senior of the officers, turned his nearly black eyes on her with a softness she hadn’t expected.

“So now he’s selling rights to watch your use, a shilling per man,” said Carter at last.

“My use…”

Carter had the decency not to shift on his feet or delay in answering. “He offered the last man staking him the chance to fuck you. Quickly.”

Lydia shook her head, trying to understand.

“Then who will wager for me during the game?” she asked, none of this making sense considering his earlier proclamation that only the winner of tonight’s game would fuck Lydia.

Carter nodded. “He must…he must think he can make enough by letting other men watch to offset any losses. Or…”

Lydia’s eyes closed of their own accord. Whatever he might say next would only pain her. “Or?”

“Or he thinks the men watching will be unreasonably hot to fuck you after witnessing what happens in this room.”

Lydia looked towards the door in fear. It was a mercy that Carter had reached this room in time and put his junior officers on guard; they stood at the alert, hands ready to seize their swords.

“When these men who have paid to watch come up the stairs and find the door blocked…”

“They’ll be shown to the room next door,” said Carter, steady despite the danger posed to all of them by a marauding band of voyeurs. There was no saying what such men would do after paying their coin and seeing no show. He was outwardly commanding and cool, but she noticed that his upper lip twitched and his jaw was tight.

“Next door?” Lydia asked, looking around. “What will they do there?”

Carter moved Lydia so her back rested against his solid front. He pointed to the wall. “I’m guessing that somewhere there is a hole for spying.”

Lydia’s knees locked, and she forgot to breathe.

“Steady now,” Carter whispered.

Her head nodded no of its own accord. How could she be calm when she heard heavy footsteps on the stairs at the end of the hall? What would happen when the men who had paid to watch her humiliation and abuse discovered that she was instead being held so tenderly by the major and guarded by two captains?

“You sure about this? The colonel will have our arses,” said Chamberlayne to Denny from his place against the door.

“You like the lash well enough for both of us. Care to take mine?” asked Denny, casting his friend a stern look over his straight nose. Then they chuckled at their private joke.

If there were any justice in the world, George Wickham would…well, Lydia didn’t know a suitable punishment for such a scoundrel. He was more than a scoundrel or cad; did a word even exist for this man?

“What am I to do?” she asked faintly. It was both a question about now and also the future: how was she supposed to live under the control of Wickham?

Asking Carter wasn’t entirely fair; he and his fellow officers had given her an alternative, and she’d refused. Lydia couldn’t picture what that life would be like, having never seen previously respectable ladies from good families living with three men who shared her. What would her mother say!

In the weeks since returning to Wickham, she’d daydreamed about what it would be like to leave the world she had known and become a notorious woman. She might have a maid-of-all-work again, and other servants, but how would she fill her days if the number of people she might call upon was severely restricted by her downfall?

Yet as she heard those heavy stomps and shouts outside, she realized that living under Wickham’s hand might very well mean she had all the loss of status she feared, with no benefits. And a good deal of danger besides, as he became more and more reckless in offering her about. Any man in Meryton could have had her tonight — provided he had the money. Lydia was lucky that her old friends came to her rescue.

“There now,” murmured Carter, bringing his arms about her bare waist. “Steady. I’ve got you.”

“What are we to do?” she whispered. “Crowds turn violent when they don’t see what they paid for!”

That dear man stroked her belly until flutters distracted her from a growing sense of doom. “We’ll give them a show,” he said.

Lydia nodded. Carter was right; it would be best to accede to the demands of the crowd for the safety of all. Fortunately, she was wet and ready from Chamberlayne and Denny pleasuring her.

“We’ll give them a show…while showing them nothing,” concluded Carter.

Lydia’s confusion must have been clear because Carter laughed and turned her just so while angling her body. “An old trick: show the enemy what you wish him to see.”

She glanced at the wall shared with the bedroom next door. And then she realized: her body would be mostly positioned away from their gaze.

“How wet did the men get this little cunny?” asked Carter behind her as he roughly opened the placket of his breeches. “Did they make your sweet honey run down your thighs?”

“Glazed m’ mouth, she did,” said Chamberlayne with a grunt of satisfaction as he adjusted his cock.

From his position next to him at the door, Denny smirked. “I felt a little spray when her cunt shook.”

Lydia gasped. “You did not!” she cried, mortified at the idea of her body behaving in such a manner.

“Only one way to find out,” said Carter. His chest was warm in his scarlet coat against Lydia’s bare back as he took his cock in hand and bent his knees until it could slip between her thighs.

At first, Lydia was confused, waiting for him to slide into her channel. But when he set a quick pace and thrust in and out of her legs without entering her quim, she could only moan.

His cockhead dragged over her cunny lips, pushing through the wetness from her pleasure, and glancing over her nub. Carter bent over her, showing his clothed back to the wall, so he appeared to be using Lydia with relentless force.

All the while, he held her, placing one arm about her belly for support and keeping a hand over the breast otherwise exposed.

“Now this is the part where you wail and beg for mercy, my dear,” he said, panting from his exertions and the toll of holding her pliant form.

He could have easily slipped into her sheath, taken his pleasure, and filled her, but Carter worked his cock expertly to glance over her aching cunny while not slipping inside.

His body smelled of sweat, a sweet, salty fragrance that mixed with the starch on his shirtsleeves and essence of cloves. It was the heady scent of possession and power, only compounding the bliss she felt at his considerate control.

“Carter,” she cried.

The major slowed his thrusts so he could speak. “Those men next door — do you know what they paid to see?”

Lydia glanced at the wall. “A lewd act? My…body?”

“They paid a shilling to watch a wife used most brutally by rough soldiers. They want a look at what the winner of tonight’s game will get over and over as he slakes his lust on your body.”

Lydia’s blood ran cold.

“We’ve taken measures to protect you; it is no accident we’ve staked your husband three times over so he might win. But those men next door are fighting over the right to look through a peephole so they might witness your distress.”

Her eyes flitted to that room and then closed as if doing so might shut out the terror beating through her head. She sniffed back tears.

“So when I say to beg and wail for mercy, I don’t want to hear a milquetoast exclamation suitable for teatime. Keep them watching; don’t send them to the door of this room because I don’t know that even three of His Majesty’s officers can hold those men back.”

“Please!” she cried out, this time loudly. “Please don’t, please don’t hurt me.”

“That’s it, darling,” said Carter, rewarding her with his cockhead grazing her swollen bump.

“It hurts!” she yelled, her body bowing as she felt the immense weight of pleasure from the major’s unorthodox fucking of her thighs. “Don’t hurt me, not there!”

“Your plump little legs are squeezing me so well, sweetheart,” whispered Carter, canting his hips and driving home. What the men watching from the other room couldn’t see was how the head of his cock emerged from between Lydia’s legs as he ostensibly fucked her.

She yelled words of protest and resistance, all while watching ‌his cock slide between her cunny lips and peek out each time he shoved forward. The scarlet head of his cock was mesmerizing, thick as he helped her through this unexpected trial.

For a moment, her balance faltered, risking exposure to the men next door. Carter gasped and righted her. “Apologies, my dear,” he said against her hair.

“It’s only to be expected from an old man,” she teased, knowing very well that Carter was not above forty.

“Old man, my arse. Blast, Lydia, the things I’d do to be back in that cunt again,” Carter moaned under his breath.

“Then do it, fuck me,” murmured Lydia, longing to feel his thick cock stretch her.

“Not yet, not here,” he grunted. “For now, put a hand on it.”

When Lydia faltered, he helped move her hand where he wanted, still out of view of the men watching from the other room.

The first time Carter’s cock drove into Lydia’s palm, she pulled away in shock.

“There, now, I won’t hurt you,” he said, directing her back.

“But what about you?” she asked, regarding his cock with trepidation as he thrust into her fingers.

“Feels wonderful,” he said.

Lydia glanced up and found that Denny and Chamberlayne watched them with heated expressions from their posts at the door. Denny had a hand on his clothed cock, and Chamberlayne’s breeches seemed to have a wet spot on the front near his still-fattened piece.

“Another wail, I think, and some begging,” coached Carter from behind her.

Lydia let loose a scream and a litany of curses as she played the role of a woman used most terribly — while experiencing the tenderest care at the hands of an expert strategist.

As she caught her breath following the outburst, Lydia watched Carter’s wet cock slip through her thighs. She directed it up, so it pushed more decidedly against her quim. His cockhead pressed into her nub and set her legs to shaking.

“That’s it, put it where you need it,” said Carter, his whisper rough after putting on a show of yelling abuse at her. “Take what you need.”

“Is it good for you, too?” she asked, her body rising to a peak despite the terrifying circumstances in which she found herself.

“I’m struggling not to spend all over you immediately, sweetheart,” he said. After so many nights in his company, she could hear the smile in his voice. Her heart moved strangely at his consideration.

“I think I’d like that,” she said, working her hand over that angry cockhead. “To feel your seed against my skin again. Feel it so close to where I need you to fill me.”

Carter gasped, and his spend shot forth within an instant, flowing over her fingers and dripping onto the floor since there was nothing but her hand to catch it. She thought to work his cock through his release, but her own struck her most abruptly as she watched his seed glaze her quim and felt the friction of his shaft between her sensitive lips. On and on she shook, her body supported by Carter as she erupted with no thought for the watching men in the room next door, only the sensations he gave her.

Lydia reacted with a jolt when she heard something splatter against the floor. The noise came from Denny, his breeches open and cock erupting after watching her little show with Carter. Chamberlayne wasn’t much better, his hand back on that wet spot in his breeches.

“Are you feeling well, Lydia?” asked Carter, slowing his motions and pulling from between her legs. “Do you think you can go downstairs now?”

She wanted to beg him to stay. To keep her in this room, drowned in pleasure, and never go back to the outside world. But she wasn’t a silly girl of fifteen anymore, and she knew there was no way to stop her meeting with Fate. This most blissful interlude was over.

“I’m ready,” she whispered.

“Well, I’ve fucked and filled the slut. I suppose it’s time for the actual game to begin!” shouted Carter.


Chapter 5


Three hours later

“And here we are once more, Denny,” said Wickham, leaning against the back of his chair with a satisfied expression. “As we have been so many times before.”

Captain George Denny cast his old friend an amiable look. To a man deep in his cups, as Wickham was, his countenance must have seemed open and gentlemanly.

But Lydia knew better. Below the surface of his fine manners, there was a froideur forged in aristocratic breeding and hatred of Wickham. She rubbed her forearms, trying to feel as warm as she had in that room upstairs.

“The last time we were at this table, I lost rather badly,” said Wickham, squeezing Lydia into his side as if he cherished her and the whole thing was a lark. Her body was lax after receiving so much pleasure, and she moved as her husband directed her, lost in her thoughts and trying to avoid looking about the room.

At least it was Denny at the final table. Her old friend had opened his purse and outlasted all comers — including Carter and Chamberlayne — to meet Wickham for the last game. Lydia was thankful it was him and not one of the many men ringing the room now, licking their lips as they witnessed her humiliation with unseemly relish.

Lydia didn’t have the impression that her husband was particularly skilled at cards; he was naturally inattentive, and it only got worse with drink added.

But he’d been staked three times over by Lydia’s officers, and that coin allowed him to weather decisions and luck that would have emptied a lesser purse.

She studied Denny. She could do without being dragged to an inn and sold, but she’d gladly spend another night in Denny’s arms. And if he invited Chamberlayne and Carter to join…

Lydia was lost in a reverie as the end of the game approached. The crowd grew noisier until the men at the front hushed everyone to silence. “Last card,” she heard one man call.

Wickham’s fingers were like iron bands, and his sensual lips were thin. He must be on the verge of losing her yet again. More importantly to Wickham, he’d also be out a good deal of money.

A trickle of sweat ran down Wickham’s temple. Did he have more at stake than his ready coin and Lydia herself? He might be the most nervous person in this room right now, despite fighting to maintain his placid countenance.

Lydia cautiously cast Denny a smile so he could see his impending victory didn’t upset her in the least. He sent her the briefest, private nod and fixed his icy eyes on Wickham.

The innkeeper, who’d been acting as dealer since some men questioned Wickham’s shuffling a few games ago, turned the last card.

“Ace of hearts,” he announced.

Lydia wasn’t familiar with écarté, so she was initially unaware of her fate.

Wickham rose from his chair with a shout, leaving Lydia still sitting in confusion. What had happened?

The crowd muttered, and Lydia heard shoes on the floorboards as if men were exiting the room en masse. She didn’t look up, terrified of revealing something with her expression.

“Well played, Wickham,” said Denny, extending a hand to Lydia’s husband.

Lydia’s husband, who was scooping the coins on the table into his purse.

Nothing made sense. Wickham didn’t win. He’d done nothing but lose at cards, from what she could tell of their household’s ready coin. But here he was, purse flush and flushed with drink.

Wickham stared at his old friend’s hand and pointedly looked away, only grasping it perfunctorily when his avoidance grew unspeakably rude.

“Will we see you at the table again, Denny?” asked Wickham, clearly wondering how many times he could wager his wife before she’d fail to fetch good sums.

Denny rose, his spine straight. Lydia cast him a glance and wasn’t surprised to find Carter and Chamberlayne hanging back from the exiting throng, waiting for their friend.

“I don’t know that I could witness this again and call myself a gentleman,” said Denny, finally showing his disdain for Wickham.

For his part, Wickham secured his purse and glanced about the table for any stray coins. Lydia’s husband registered the hit; but he simply did not care.

And why would he? He’d been forced to marry Lydia by the sudden intervention of Fitzwilliam Darcy, now her sister Lizzy’s husband.

The cards in Lydia’s mind shuffled themselves as she realized a few things in rapid succession: Wickham had won. His purse was nearly bursting, but he already had it in his mind that he’d wager Lydia again. And all the appeals to honor and gentlemanly conduct failed to penetrate his armor of indifference.

Her life would never get easier from this point forward, only harder. And the next — she shuddered — the next time, she might be won by men who thought nothing of her pleasure, who might use her most terribly.

Lydia hiccupped. Which unleashed a sob.

“Gather your things,” said Wickham, grabbing ‌her wrist. “Time to go back to our rooms. There’s no need to cry. I won. You’re mine tonight.”

His words were tinged with lust, but Lydia knew a show when she saw one. It was unlikely that Wickham had any intention of exercising his marital rights, not after so many years of neglecting them.

But what if he did? What if Wickham wished to enjoy his prize and played the husband this evening, enjoying the rights he’d have traded away so willingly?

Lydia stood from the table, her spine just as straight as Denny’s had been. She now understood what put the steel in it: resolution.

Her chair skittered on the floor, dragging over floorboards as she pushed it away with her legs. Her behavior was alarming and unmannerly, but when had Lydia begun caring about such things? When had she traded so much of herself away for the sake of propriety that she would sit in this inn and watch as she was wagered?

At fifteen, she’d have kicked anyone who tried such a thing, then run off laughing as if the entire scheme was a lark. At sixteen, she’d have cast a cutting glare and delivered a blow to the kidneys under the table. Who had tamed Lydia Bennet?

She looked at George Wickham. Now that she studied him, she noted that he had a rather weak chin that he attempted to disguise with a pugnacious expression in moments like this. He wasn’t capable of taming her, not really. Oh, he’d heaped insults upon her and treated her most vilely, but he simply couldn’t have brought Lydia low without the participation of another person.

And that person was Lydia herself.

More than anyone, Lydia had wielded the blade that clipped her own wings and made this monstrosity possible. Wickham shouldn’t have done it, to be sure, but that it could be done to the girl born as Lydia Bennet? Unthinkable in the Meryton of her youth.

As it would be again.

“No.”

The shuffling footsteps slowed, and the officers tried to catch her eye.

“Come along then, Mrs. Wickham,” said George, pretending he hadn’t heard her.

“No,” she repeated.

“I suppose I’ll see you at home,” he said jauntily, tapping his purse and making to leave. “I have someone I need to see tonight, anyway.”

Of course he did. Some widow or wife who would be happy with what George Wickham offered.

Lydia wasn’t happy with what Wickham offered; she hadn’t been for some time. He wasn’t even useful in safeguarding her reputation. The events of tonight were a prime example of that.

And so, this time, Lydia spoke more loudly.

“No!”

Wickham finally stilled. “So it’s to be like this, is it?” he asked, drink and the need to show a good face before the men of Meryton keeping his temper in check. “You refuse to come to your husband’s home? Are you abandoning me?”

Lydia looked at Carter, Denny, and Chamberlayne, trying to see what they were thinking. But their faces remained neutral; damn those soldiers for controlling their countenances!

It would need to be Lydia who decided. In the end, she must free herself if the decision was to hold.

“I am not coming home,” she said, resolute and standing as tall as she could. She recalled the bearing of an aristocratic lady she’d once met and found another half inch of height.

“Is that so?”

“I’m not coming home. And you’ll never wager me again, Wickham. I am not yours,” she said.

George affected a laugh. “I suppose you think you’re theirs?” He gestured carelessly to the officers wordlessly observing her scene.

“I don’t know their plans,” she said, her stomach dropping when she realized it was the truth. Perhaps now they had no interest in taking her away. Keeping her. Lavishing her body with endless pleasure.

But she wouldn’t be staying here. And she certainly wouldn’t be staying with George.

“I don’t know their plans,” she said. “But I know mine. And they in no way involve you.”

Her blow had landed. She could see Wickham’s rage emerge, then get folded back into a drawer like a locked letter. Tucked away so that it could be retrieved again in private. She wouldn’t give him the satisfaction.

His face was stony. “I bid you farewell, then, madam,” he said, making a sarcastic low bow and sweeping from the room before she could further denounce him.

Lydia didn’t move. The men of Meryton realized no additional theatrics would be provided by the Wickhams tonight and found their way to the inn’s taproom. Her three officers remained.

“We have something we wish to speak to you about,” said Chamberlayne, “if you would be open to hearing us out.”

Lydia felt her body go cold. She’d heard those words six weeks ago and had fled back to Wickham. Were they really offering for her again?

“Yes?”

“We have need of someone. A woman, a dashed pretty one,” said Carter, repeating what he’d said in the Forsters’ old house after their night of pleasure.

“We require a woman to see to our needs in the bedroom,” said Chamberlayne, “and the inn, for that matter.”

“What do you say, Miss Bennet?” asked the major. “Would you like to serve three officers?”

She’d only just freed herself from an entanglement that had started when she was but fifteen. Would this be another in a series of regrets? With the added complication of three men to escape and avoid, should things go badly?

But then she looked at these old friends of hers and recalled their gentlemanly conduct when she was a free-spirited debutante. And how they’d protected and cared for her tonight. How they’d brought her unimaginable pleasure at this very inn.

This could be her reality for a time, living in the protective embrace of three officers, all devoted to her care. They really were dear men. And she wished to discover what other delights might be in store.

“I’m sorry,” she started. Their faces fell, hearing the words she’d said six weeks before. “I’m sorry to have kept you waiting for me. I…I do want that.”

Denny took her hand in his and kissed her palm. Carter gave a rare smile.

“Shall we be off then?” asked Chamberlayne.

“Yes,” she said decisively.

“So bold!” cried Denny. “What if you don’t like what we’ve planned?”

“You’ve planned something? Already?” asked Lydia.

“Yes,” said Carter, escorting her out of that cursed room. “And we know you’ll like it very much.”

TO BE CONTINUED


Free Bonus Story: Broken In by Her Officers


Broken In by Her Officers is a prequel showing how Lydia first landed in the arms of Major Carter, Captain Denny, and Captain Chamberlayne.

Fair warning: it’s too hot for Amazon. This prequel is darker than the main series. It includes dubious consent, CNC, and ageplay. You absolutely do not need to read it to enjoy the Mrs. Wickham’s Upstanding Officers series.

But if you want the complete picture of Lydia’s transformation from Wickham’s drudge to the officers’ cherished lover, it’s yours free: elizabethroubaix.com/broken


Also by Elizabeth Roubaix


Follow Elizabeth on Amazon for alerts when new stories are published: elizabethroubaix.com/amazon.

The Regency Stud Makes a Ménage (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Book 1)

Dick Stone is Regency England’s hardest-working man.

Lord Edward Richard Stone — “Dick Stone” to scandalous society — is a marquess’s second son with scars from the Peninsular War, an empty purse, and a business curing the ton’s most delicate succession crises. When two foppish friends hire him to put a bride in the family way, Edward thinks it’s simple: seduce the lady, collect the fee.

But Lady Maria Mabbot is not merely innocent — she’s curious, eager, and far too intrigued by her neglectful husband. And Charley Mabbot? He spends more time at the molly house with his best friend than in his wife’s chamber.

Edward proposes a mutually pleasurable solution: a sword-crossed ménage that will leave Maria expectant, Charley fulfilled, and his own coffers replenished before he rides off into the sunset.

The Regency Stud Makes a Ménage is a filthy, fast-burning 10,000-word romp featuring a sporting veteran with a truth-telling pikestaff, his requisite urchin sidekick, and a marriage problem only the greatest libertine of the age can solve.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/DickStone1

***

Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Prequel)

A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

Lord Banastre “Bonnie” Lascelles was enjoying some company at the bawdy house when the night watch showed up for a raid. What’s a chaotic aristocrat to do when he’s in deep trouble with the law? Run to Molly Trenchard, known as the Buckskin Breechess, and claim the whole thing was a misunderstanding.

When Molly demands Bonnie’s help with a small problem of her own, they discover just how much fun trying to make an heir can be. With the deadline looming, they call in stud Lord Edward Richard Stone, to double their efforts.

But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling

***

Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

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

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

They’ve done everything society asked of them — married well, managed households, raised heirs. But behind the closed doors of London’s finest townhouses, five matrons discover that desire doesn’t end with a wedding ring. In fact, for these neglected wives, the real pleasure is only just beginning.

Now these ravishing, mature women are working off their debts, taking a band of rakes, riding the cavalry, satisfying a club of libertines, and tempting hulking bodyguards.

It’s time for the matrons to play more than cards.

The Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season special 5-book bundle includes:

Working Off Her Debt
Taking the Rakes
Servicing the Regiment
Pleasing the Members
Spreading for the Bodyguards

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle

***

A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series

Five masked rakes discover that love is the most dangerous game of all.

Welcome to the Forest, where London’s men of consequence don stag masks and share the company of wanton ladies eager to take their fill. The Grand Bucks have spent decades reveling in their private sanctuary, but nothing prepares them for what happens when the right women walk through their doors. Their fraternal order is about to crumble under an invasion of curves, wit, and feminine determination.

A lady’s maid pregnant with a mogul’s child decides it’s time for him to pay in more than coin. A neglected marchioness storms London to claim her absent husband and his virile body. An heiress with a dangerous inheritance discovers that public ruin can be deliciously liberating. A courtesan broken by cruel men finds healing in the arms of her first love. A musical debutante’s melodies bewitch a duke into abandoning his libertine ways.

These women aren’t just warming beds — they’re turning England’s most notorious rakes into devoted husbands. When a Buck meets his match, surrender is the only option.

The A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series special 5-book bundle includes:

The Mogul and the Maid
Claiming His Forgotten Wife
How to Lose a Dowry in Three Bucks
The Viscount’s Last Vow
How to Buck a Duke Without Even Trying

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/BucksBundle


About the author


Elizabeth Roubaix could share 1066 reasons why you wouldn’t want to live in the past, but would rather write super steamy, historical erotic romance. Combining tender love stories, scorching sex scenes, and an ahistorical amount of bathing, her short tales are perfect for when you want a quick and spicy trip back in time.
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