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Chapter 1

London, 1880

“We have been wed fifteen years and I’ve given you four children, including your heir and spare. I now plan to experience la petite mort.”

Laurence Richard Mauduit Balistarius, Duke of Astwell, looked up from his wife’s breakfast tray, where he’d been studying his new sideburns in the mirrored surface of the egg spoon.

“I beg your pardon?” he asked.

“I have done my duty by the title,” she said. “I now plan to take lovers. I understand that is done — discreetly — by women of our class.”

Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell, smoothed the pristine linens that surrounded her. The vast bed was like an ocean, but she planned to chart her own course in this and all beds henceforth.

“A wife of my own class wouldn’t announce such a thing to her husband,” said Laurence.

“No, she would let him learn of her activities via whispers at the club or in the House of Lords. I had hoped to spare you the surprise,” she said.

“Never let it be said that my wife doesn’t keep a clean balance sheet,” he said.

“Yes, such is the habit of those who made their money in trade, as you like to remind me,” said the Duchess, who was born mere Julia Duke to a northern industrialist that was only reluctantly invited to the seat at Astwell when other guests weren’t expected. As one might imagine, her surname was the cause of giggles among the old families of the ton, who fought their waning influence and draining coffers by protecting the capital they did possess: bloodlines and snobbery.

“Do you not find yourself occupied with the raising of your children?” asked Laurence. “I’d hate for them to be neglected because their mother decided to take up with any number of gentlemen.”

Julia maintained the composure that had served her well in her debut season and subsequent triumphant marriage to the Duke of Astwell. Despite managing homes throughout the United Kingdom, including their sparkling townhouse on Grosvenor Square, and overseeing the upbringing of their four children, her brow remained uncreased, and her expression serene. Below the placid expression was a will of steel forged in the industrial blast furnaces that made her obscene dowry.

“Richard is thriving at Harrow, as you well know,” she said. “Mariona is getting on well with her new governess. Thomas is already reading independently and receiving good marks from his tutor. And little Emilia will be weaning soon,” she said, shifting to cover her straining nightgown.

“Is this retribution for failing to give you access to the Astwell jewels?” he asked, prepared to lay a card or two in hopes of discovering what his wife really wanted.

“The Astwell jewels?” she asked. “I had assumed they’d been sold off some time ago. The diamonds in the portraits at Astwell? You’ve had them all this time?”

“If it’s not the jewels, is this some sort of delayed punishment for my own liaisons? Out of respect for you and the children, I’ve kept my affairs quiet,” he said.

“As will I,” said Julia, who had known of his extramarital activities since early in their union, when she’d fallen pregnant the first time. “I do not begrudge you your needs.”

“So you wish to be tupped,” he said. “That’s news to me. In that case, toss off those blankets and let’s get down to it.”

He moved closer to where the breakfast tray balanced on her lap and made a show of going for his waistband.

“You’ve had fifteen years to give me pleasure,” she said, brandishing the butter knife at him. “It didn’t happen, and I’m not about to let you get me with child again just to prevent me from quietly enjoying the company of a gentleman that can give me euphoric release.”

“You think I got you pregnant to prevent you from having affairs?” he asked. “We have a duty to the dukedom, and I am not such a monster that I don’t enjoy rogering my wife.”

“I’m glad you’ve enjoyed it,” she said. “I’d been resolved to this course of action prior to conceiving Emilia, but I wavered. I plan to see this through now.”

“I have important legislation coming up in Lords,” he said. “I won’t be made a laughingstock and see it fail.”

“I have no intention of making a spectacle of myself,” she said. “I’ll be just as discreet as you’ve always been.”

“I could take you to Bath. We could enjoy a seaside holiday,” he bargained. “Take the children.”

“I am amenable,” she said. “I can just as easily conduct an affair in Bath as London.”

“So you do not have a gentleman in mind?” he asked.

“I had hoped to seek references from ladies of the first houses in whom I have every trust,” she said. “I will not be casting about publicly for a beau.”

“Oh, you silly goose,” he said, sitting on the bed. “You’re…thirty-two years of age now? You might find that interest in matrons does not mirror interest in virginal debutantes with industrial-size dowries.”

“And yet I am willing to experience some crushed hopes and humiliation should it mean that I also experience an orgasm,” she said resolutely.

“You say all the words of a jaded woman prepared to embark on affairs, yet you lack the training,” he said.

“And whose fault is that?” she asked, her patience finally cracking under the onslaught of her dismissive husband. “Did you fail to pleasure and train the women you took to your love nest on Half Moon Street?”

He reared back, surprised that she knew this detail.

“I have given you and the dukedom everything since I was seventeen years of age. At this point, I would merely like to experience sexual paroxysm,” she said.

“I see that I have been remiss in my treatment of you, Julia,” he said. “But I don’t want you flailing about as you did with the first ball you hosted.”

Julia flushed, memory of the debacle causing her skin to prickle with shame even now.

“I asked you to never discuss that night again,” she said.

“I only mention it so that you realize the consequences of failure,” he said.

Silence.

“I could teach you,” he said.

“I’ve had fifteen years of your tutelage. I’m ready for another master,” said Julia.

“Not that. I could teach you how to be the perfect, discreet seductress,” said Laurence. “I certainly know the male mind and can spare you the humiliation that’s sure to occur if you take this on by yourself.”

“Are you so certain that I’ll be unpopular and scorned by your fellow men?” she asked.

“I only wish to spare your feelings,” he said. “Best to have a guide in these things. I can be the Virgil to your Dante.”

“Under no circumstances are you to engage in relations with me yourself,” she said. “No begging, no dramatics.”

Laurence held back a laugh at her presumption. As if he’d beg to fuck his own wife of more than a decade! London was full of sophisticated women desperate to open their legs for him. Poor girl, she’d be lost without him.

“Oh wife, I wouldn’t dream of troubling you,” he said.


Chapter 2

“We should undergo a series of preparations,” said Laurence that evening. They were in the carriage on the way home from a card party. Julia sat in the forward-facing seat and looked up from her notes on who attended, who needed to be called upon tomorrow, and which ladies to thank for their hospitality.

“Preparations?” she asked.

“Yes. If you were in the carriage right now with one of your lovers, would you be prepared to hike up your skirts and take a cock?” he asked.

“There’s no need to be crude, Laurence,” she said, shifting on the seat. “And I hardly think that the carriage is an appropriate place to conduct a love affair.”

“And yet on that very bench I brought a lady to paroxysm, as you say, just last month,” he said.

Julia looked at the bench dubiously. “You claim to be discreet, but the staff must surely know of your activities.”

“They are well remunerated for keeping their eyes and ears on the road,” he said. “And for cleaning the seats.”

She shuddered slightly at the thought of sitting on a bench that required cleaning after a rendezvous.

“Think of the preparations like the training you did before your first season,” said Laurence. “If you’re half as successful at launching your career as a lover as you were at landing me, you shall have no shortage of cocks at your disposal.”

“Do you use this language to dissuade me from my chosen course of action?” she asked, offended at the turn the uneventful ride had taken.

“I don’t want to see you made a laughingstock, old girl,” he said. “Nor do I want to become the topic du jour. The only thing more humiliating to a man than discovering that his wife’s indiscretions are widely known to all but him is finding that other gents are now speculating as to how he could have managed to get four children on such a cold, unresponsive fish.”

“This line of conversation seems to have brought forth a vein of heretofore unknown cruelty in you, Laurence,” she said. “I am deeply sorry if I have offended you.”

“Offend me,” he said, whacking the brim of his top hat against his thigh. “I told you that I fucked Lady Atkynsone on that bench to her great satisfaction, I am not one to be offended. I am only thinking of launching you to your cicisbeo in a manner befitting a duchess.”

“What would you have me do?” she asked.

Laurence leaned into the light from the lamp. “First, you need to make the goods more appealing to a man that does not value you first as a mother and wife,” he said. “Some grooming is in order as well as fashions to play up your matronly charms.”

“I have already made an appointment with my dressmaker,” she said.

“Cancel it,” he responded. “I’ll introduce you to mine.”

“Why Laurence, I had no idea you were so fond of dresses,” she said teasingly, knowing perfectly well that he’d been clothing mistresses.

“The right cut does catch my attention,” he said. “And that won’t be all that’s cut.”

Julia’s hand flew to her luxuriant hair, which she’d been growing since childhood.

“Not there,” he said while smiling wolfishly. “While we’re at it, we should invite Doctor Riddle for a visit to confirm that you can even experience this orgasm that you claim to be missing.”

“I would be happy to see him again,” she said. “I’ll never forget his kindness when I was struggling to deliver Mariona.”

“Yes, and he will know the best method for preventing pregnancy. If he doesn’t, there are some apothecaries that will be all too happy to help you avoid a cuckoo in the nest,” he said.

“I have no intention of getting pregnant.”

“That’s good because the last thing I need is for you to be carrying another man’s child, distracted from our legitimate issue,” he said. “Mooning over some beau, forgetting your role as duchess and mother.”

“I will never shortchange our children,” she said, her eyes finally turning steely.

At last, he sat back on his bench, satisfied that he’d provoked his eternally placid, unfeeling wife into anger. How alive she looked, her bosom heaving and her cheeks pink as they’d been all those years ago on the dancefloor.

“Shall we begin tomorrow then?” he asked.

“I should like nothing better,” she replied.


Chapter 3

At ten o’clock the next morning, Laurence knocked on the door that connected their rooms.

He entered, much as he had the day before, with an even more decidedly careless air about him. But this time, he was accompanied by his valet.

“Stanehouse, you know my lady wife?” asked Laurence.

The man looked askance at his employer for referring to Julia — beloved by the servants downstairs for her calm and fair dealings with all household staff — so casually.

“I am pleased to see you again, Your Grace,” he said, bowing to Julia.

“And I you,” she said, still abed with a breakfast tray in her lap.

“Stanehouse, I wonder if you might be so kind as to shave my wife. She has expressed admiration for your work on my whiskers, and it seems only right that we should extend the same services to her,” said Laurence.

“I beg your pardon, but Her Grace has no need of a face shave,” said Stanehouse, deeply affronted on the Duchess’s behalf.

“No, she does not need your attentions directed at her face,” said Laurence, preparing to throw the room into chaos. “I was referring to shaving her cunt.”

Julia flinched and caused the breakfast tray to rattle.

Stanehouse put a hand to his heart and began to back away from the bed in horror.

“I know this is unorthodox, but my wife has recently informed me that she plans to take up with lovers. If that’s the case, she will be showing her cunt to any number of men. We should ensure that the honor of the family is upheld and she’s shown to her best advantage,” said Laurence.

He continued, “And since she’s going to be spreading her favors around, what’s one more man seeing and touching her?”

“Laurence, you—” said Julia, incensed at her husband’s stunt. He claimed to be fully supportive of her quietly stepping out on him, but his needling since yesterday morning said otherwise. Fine, she would play along and make him regret his machinations.

“Stanehouse, would you be willing to wait just an hour so I might feed Emilia and prepare myself?” she asked.

“Of course, Your Grace,” he said, “if you are certain that…”

“I am most certain that you will groom me to the standard required of an Astwell,” she said. “As my husband stated so eloquently, you’ll be far from the last man to see my nether parts, so unless you are troubled by the additional duties, I see no reason to not proceed.”

* * *

When Laurence and Stanehouse returned to the Duchess’s bedroom one hour later, she was nursing baby Emilia on a chaise longue while wrapped in a silk dressing gown.

The gown framed her shoulders and was pulled back so both breasts were exposed. Emilia lazily sucked and dozed at one while the other lush breast was open to their perusal, her nipple gathered tight.

“Never let it be said that my children don’t know what’s good for them,” said Laurence, startling Julia from her daydreaming.

“Daisy, please take Emilia to the nursery,” she said. “And tell the other children to moderate their voices while she sleeps. I’ll be unable to come and soothe her for a bit.”

The nursemaid rushed over to collect the sleeping baby from Julia’s arms and exited the room.

“So you intend to shave me,” she said.

“We could begin with a leg if you’d like to observe the process,” said Laurence.

“I watched Stanehouse’s predecessor shave you early in our marriage,” she said. “There will be no need to introduce me to the concept.”

“When was that?” he asked. “I don’t remember you entering my chambers for years.”

“I watched through the gap in the door,” she said smiling, thinking of how she’d watch his preparations for bed then race for her own on nights he came to her room.

“In that case, best to show Stanehouse the goods, old girl?” said Laurence, his voice louder than necessary.

Julia slowly unwrapped the dressing gown from her legs, not bothering to cover her breasts. The gown lay open on the chaise like an abandoned fruit peel, her naked skin entirely exposed.

Stanehouse pressed his lips between his teeth and pushed the shaving cart forward.

“If I might be permitted to apply a hot towel to the area that will be shaved?” he asked.

“Of course, Stanehouse,” said Julia, allowing the tension between her thighs to ease slightly.

“Now, that’s no way to work with staff, is it, Julia?” said Laurence. “How is Stanehouse supposed to do his usual fine work if you’re fighting to keep your legs closed. Spread them.”

“You seem to delight in being crass these days, Laurence,” she said, slowly lowering her legs on either side of the chaise and allowing her thighs to open.

“There you are, someone needs to tell you these things, dear,” he said. “I did promise to be your guide.”

Stanehouse carefully, with utmost respect, applied a steaming towel to Julia’s nether region after assiduously testing the heat level.

She leaned back. “It feels good,” she said, sighing as she relaxed a bit for the first time in days.

Stanehouse moderated his breathing while turning back to the cart, where he whipped soap into a lather a bit more rigorously than he did most mornings with Laurence.

“I’ll need you to get every bit of hair, even if it requires my wife to change positions to something less dignified than a Venus in repose,” said Laurence.

“Of course, Your Grace,” said Stanehouse, stropping the blade.

“Is that the blade you use on my face?” asked Laurence abruptly.

“I just purchased a new shaving set for use on Her Grace,” said Stanehouse.

“Very good,” said Laurence. “Please proceed.”

“If you will permit, I will now apply soap to one half of the area to be shaved,” said Stanehouse.

She opened her thighs wider in invitation.

“That’s the spirit,” said Laurence heartily, clapping his valet on the shoulder. Stanehouse merely looked troubled and warm as he settled in to commence the shaving.

“I’ll just remove the hot towel,” he said, focused on his work.

“Feel free to take a seat if that’s easier, Stanehouse,” said Julia. “There’s room on the chaise.”

He lowered to the chaise, between her spread legs, scrupulously avoiding any contact with her body.

Stanehouse moved his hands to the towel and waited until Julia gave a nod before peeling one side back to reveal her body.

“That pussy birthed four children,” said Laurence, attempting jocularity. “You’d think she’d be less shy about getting it out by now.”

“Four living children,” said Julia.

“I never forget the others,” he said, taking her hand in his. “I simply don’t wish to inflict pain upon you when we’re having a perfectly fine morning preparing you for your career as an adulteress.”

Her head snapped to his, his gentle reassurance ruined by his characterization of her quest for sexual fulfillment.

“And there I’ve angered you,” he said, kissing her hand. “Fifteen years married and I still can’t get it right.”

Stanehouse applied foamy soap to her hair with a brush, resolutely ignoring the conversation between his master and mistress.

“I think you’re upsetting me on purpose,” she said. “You know exactly what you’re doing and saying, and it won’t stop me.”

“I wouldn’t dream of stopping you any more than I’d step before a steam-powered locomotive in an attempt to halt it,” he said. “The result would be the same.”

Stanehouse sighed quietly and took up the razor, the scritch of the blade announcing that the hair removal had begun.

“Don’t be shy about it,” said Laurence. “I know that you need to pull and turn to get me smooth, don’t resist the urge to touch her to achieve the same effect.”

Stanehouse gulped as he shaved his mistress’s vulva. He started at her mons, and faltered when it was time to work lower.

“Pull her lips this way and that, she’s going to need a clean shave if she’s to take London’s cocks by storm,” said Laurence.

Stanehouse worked carefully, terrified of accidentally nicking Julia’s nether parts while assigned this burdensome task.

“Do you suppose she’s getting wet, Stanehouse? You keep that towel placed so carefully for her modesty, but she’s angling for pleasure these days and you may have a chance with her,” said Laurence.

“Get out, Laurence!” said Julia, finally snapping. “You’ve been a right beast since I shared my plans, and I won’t have you in my ear as I’m getting fixed up like a prize poodle based on your specifications. Stanehouse has been a gentleman despite the task you’ve assigned him, which is more than I can say for you.”

“You take offense to a few little words, Julia, but what will you do when you’re being rudely rogered by a cock?” said Laurence. “I’ve been nothing but mindful of your position and delicate sensibilities since you were but a bride, and I see that I took the wrong approach.”

Stanehouse switched to the other side, refolding the towel to keep Julia warm and partially covered.

“Remove that towel,” said Laurence.

Stanehouse looked to Julia for her assent. She gave a weary blink.

He removed the cloth and returned to his labors, working faster now.

“Look at you, Julia: your cunt is flushed and wet, swollen, blooming, and ready for a cock. But who got you so hot? Was it Stanehouse preparing you for your first affair or do you actually enjoy my words?” asked Laurence.

Julia moved her hands to her breasts, ostensibly to cover them.

“Don’t get modest now, my wife,” he said. “Or is it that you like the attention of two men? Does the thought of two men riding you hard get your pussy blushing?”

Julia’s fingers covered her nipples and lightly pinched them almost unconsciously.

“Get on your knees,” said Laurence.

“But you said—”

“Not for that,” he said, “I wouldn’t dream of forcing my wife to fuck me, not after yesterday morning. I mean for Stanehouse to get every bit of hair from your sexual organs. And the arse, now that you’ve decided to take up with men who aren’t your husband, is about to be a sexual organ.”

Julia started, catching a drop of milk that had escaped her nipple between two fingers.

“Have I shocked you?” he said. “Did you clench at the thought of someone taking your sweet virgin arse?”

Julia repositioned herself silently, on hands and knees.

“Drop your shoulders and head so that your cheeks spread,” said Laurence. “Stanehouse is doing yeoman’s work, but you’re making things hard for him at every step.”

Julia rested her cheek against the dressing gown spread on the chaise.

Laurence stood behind her like a surveyor, commenting all the time.

“Look at how open she is for us,” said Laurence to his valet. “It’s astonishing to discover fifteen years into marriage that one’s wife has a pussy.”

“Laurence, I hope your dick falls off,” she said. “I’m surprised it hasn’t after all of your affairs.”

“Oh, so you have thoughts on my extramarital activities after all, do you?” he asked.

Stanehouse worked quickly to remove the few hairs that remained, praying he’d conclude his work before the Duke and Duchess launched themselves at each other, whether in anger or lust, he couldn’t predict.

“I am in no position to deny you the relief all men seem to need,” she said.

Stanehouse gathered his tools and began arranging them on the shaving cart.

“That’s only too true, my dear,” said Laurence, staring fixedly on her open cunt. He placed his hands on her arse cheeks and pulled them slightly open.

“Laurence!” she said, scrambling to sit down.

“How did you know it wasn’t Stanehouse,” he asked, laughing while giving a nod to dismiss his valet.

“Once you’ve felt the proprietary touch of a man that owns all he sees, it is not forgotten,” she said.

Laurence helped her pull the dressing gown back on and tied the belt for her. He held on to the belt despite finishing the task.

“Other men may fuck you, but only I own your pussy,” he said.

“It’s odd that after years of allowing this land to lay mostly fallow, you only now enforce your ownership rights,” she said.

“If you orchestrated this to capture my attention, it has worked,” he said.

“I commenced this plan with no ulterior motives, Laurence,” she said, a bit sadly.

He pulled on her robe belt. “Did Madame Eugénie take your measurements?”

Julia felt herself drift closer to Laurence. “She’s coming to the house today, after the doctor.”

“I have some notes for her,” said Laurence. “Show me your tits.”

“I hardly think my breasts are anything new to you,” she said.

“I need to see them as they are now, study the coloring, the look,” he said, stepping back to take her in.

She pulled back the dressing gown to expose her full breasts.

“Walk to the dressing room,” he said.

She pulled the dressing gown back on.

“No, leave it down,” said Laurence. “I need to see how you move when unrestrained by a corset.”

Julia walked uncertainly from the dressing room to her husband, who studied her from head to toe, but looked especially at her bosom.

“Black corset, laced tight,” he said. “I’ll make notes for Eugénie. You’ll want something to lift and hold in your matronly bounty. Few men will be aroused by the thought of fucking a mother, so you should take care to tuck away your breasts and keep them contained since you’re still nursing Emilia.”

“Do you really think all men are so disgusted by the thought of an affair with a nursing mother?” she asked, an eyebrow raised.

“I don’t doubt that there are some men given to niche interests,” he said doubtfully, “but most men are interested in a tight, virgin pussy and high, firm breasts. I say this not to insult you, but just so that you’ll not be shocked by how men react.”

Julia patted his shoulder and gave him a peck on the cheek. “Always looking out for me,” she said, before opening the door to his room as a signal that he should leave.


Chapter 4

Sometime between their conversation and when the doctor arrived, the connecting door between the Duke’s and the Duchess’s rooms disappeared.

“You mean to tell me that the door vanished?” asked Julia, attired in just her underthings and a dressing gown.

“I have not seen the door since you opened it this morning,” said Laurence, studying his buffed nails.

“You didn’t order the door removed?” she asked doubtfully.

“Does that seem like the sort of thing your husband of fifteen years would do?” he asked. “Likely this means I’ll hear you snoring now that there’s no door between us. I too would like it reinstated.”

“Laurence, you know that I do not snore,” said Julia sternly.

“I wouldn’t know,” he said, letting his eyes drift over the contents of her bedroom. “And yet I suspect.”

She’d redecorated a few years ago, but he hadn’t noticed the new colors and flounces as his efficient trips to and from her bed were only accomplished in the dark.

“The door couldn’t have walked off,” she said quietly, looking at Laurence with some suspicion.

“Your Grace, the doctor has arrived,” said Makeblythe, Julia’s lady’s maid.

“Send him up,” interjected Laurence.

“You plan to attend the examination?” asked Julia.

“Given that this scheme of yours hatched because you claim not to have experienced an orgasm within our marriage, I am most curious to see if a trained medical man can coax one out of you,” he said. “He might find you deficient.”

“And here’s the truth at last: one of us must be deficient if my claims are true, and you’ve decided that it’s actually me,” she said. “How like Henry VIII you are, minus the wife murder, of course.”

“I’ve had but one wife, my dear, and a content situation until now,” he said.

“Your Grace, how well you look!” boomed Doctor Riddle. He was tall, and that, coupled with his luxuriant whiskers, made him one of the most easy men to spot on the town. Which was beneficial, since servants were constantly searching him out to raise the alarm about impending deliveries by their aristocratic mistresses.

“Doctor Riddle, how good to see you again,” said Julia, taking his hands in hers. “You know my husband.”

“Your Grace, how good to see you well,” he said. “Made a proud papa many times over.”

“That I am,” said Laurence, suddenly feeling chastened for some reason unknown to him.

“Thank you again for sending that fine venison at Christmas last year. It had the pride of place at our table for the holiday,” said the doctor.

“I wouldn’t think of forgetting your kindness to me,” said Julia shyly.

Laurence sniffed. Was she already setting her cap at a bed partner, the very doctor that delivered her of her babies?

“Don’t tell me that there’s another Balistarius on the way?” he said, smiling at Julia.

“Oh, we are not to be so blessed,” she said, her cheeks burning.

“Do you have a health concern?” he asked, his face growing serious.

“Julia plans to fuck other men because she claims that I haven’t given her an orgasm,” said Laurence, hoping to spare the man another second of concern. “I’d like you to verify that she’s capable of having one.”

Makeblythe, Julia’s lady’s maid, jolted from where she was standing by for orders of a tea tray or hot water. Laurence had forgotten her existence.

The doctor hovered uncertainly.

“I could,” he said, shifting his medical bag, “give Your Grace some instruction on female anatomy and we might allow nature to take its course.”

“I have well traveled the female body in my time,” said Laurence. “I would like to assess whether my wife even has the ability to reach climax since no other lady of my intimate acquaintance has made such a claim. Perhaps she is frigid and unable to reach paroxysm due to some biological defect, that is, of course, not her fault.”

“Having assisted Her Grace with the delivery of your children, I must tell you that at no point did I suspect that her anatomy varies from that possessed by most other women,” said the Doctor. “This is a dangerous course you set for us, if I may be so bold.”

“You are a man of science, are you not?” asked Laurence. “I merely wish you to perform an experiment: can Her Grace, the Duchess of Astwell achieve an orgasm?”

The doctor turned to Julia, boldly ignoring Laurence for a moment. “And you consent to this course of action?” he asked.

“I don’t do this to shame my husband,” she said quietly. “My mother died when she was but thirty-three, one year older than me. The idea of going to my grave without experiencing some portion of what women dream of became unbearable.”

“You are a Duchess,” interrupted Laurence, “Do women not dream of that?”

“That was my father’s dream,” said Julia. “I had very different hopes when I was traveling to London for my debut.”

“So women lounge about the domestic sphere all day, dreaming of what?” asked Laurence. “Being railed by men that aren’t their husbands?”

“You would know better than I, having been that man for many ladies,” she said, her face expressionless, her voice devoid of color.

“I have failed her,” announced Laurence. “I have failed her and apparently insulted her, and I only discover this after fifteen years, when she feels that she is free to cast about for a lover.”

He turned to Julia.

“You take your little notes to send thank yous and venison, and all this time I didn’t know that you took notes on me, too.”

“I am quite reconciled to your activities, Astwell,” she said. “Shall we proceed?”

The doctor gulped at witnessing the domestic disturbance unfolding in Her Grace’s rooms, but opened his case and began to rummage about, in part to give his employers time to come to their senses and dismiss him.

No such luck.

Julia reclined on the bed, the dressing gown pulled tight around her.

“To perform the examination and experiment, I’ll need Her Grace to be fully undressed,” said the doctor. “I would be happy to wait in the hall while your maid assists you.”

“There’s no need for modesty now,” said Laurence, summoning Julia’s lady’s maid Makeblythe to the bed. “My wife’s maid can assist her while we watch. This won’t be the last time men watch her undress if she follows her chosen course of action.”

The doctor nodded sadly, but allowed Laurence to show him to a chair by the fire.

“If you’ll permit me to say…” started Doctor Riddle. “Yours is not the first wife to seek satisfaction outside of her marriage.”

“I well know that ladies often seek out bedsport when the required children have been produced,” said Laurence, not looking for a lecture on husbandly forbearance.

Julia stood patiently while Makeblythe unlaced her corset and untangled its strings from her long hair.

“What I mean to say is that husbands sometimes treat their wives as untouchable paragons and only mothers, when they might enjoy a less respectful approach to bedroom activities,” said Doctor Riddle.

“I now see that,” said Laurence through gritted teeth. “But my wife has requested that I do not apply for admission to her bed, and I find that I must respect her wishes, as a man of honor.”

“I am not without hope that the state of affairs will be very different the next time I call,” said the doctor.

“Her Grace has disrobed,” announced Makeblythe.

They rose and came to the bed, where Julia reclined on a pile of pillows.

“I propose that I conduct a brief examination of your anatomy and then attempt to bring you to sexual paroxysm,” said the doctor.

Julia nodded, tucking her braid into the pillows so it would be out of their way.

“If you would open your legs for me,” said Doctor Riddle, settling next to her on the bed.

“You’re certainly doing that a lot these days,” said Laurence from over his shoulder.

“At your instigation,” she replied.

“Just a bit wider,” said the doctor, his hand on her inner thigh to assist.

Julia spread her legs fully and opened herself to his gaze.

The doctor leaned in to view her cunt more closely.

“If you might permit me?” he asked

“Of course,” she said.

Doctor Riddle felt her labia, testing each fold and feeling the skin. He then used his thumbs to spread her vagina and observe it from the outside. Finally, he gently ran a finger over her clitoris, which caused her abdominal muscles to contract reflexively.

“You’re doing well. Just a bit more before the experiment,” he said. “Makeblythe, would you mind fetching my bag?”

The lady’s maid brought over the black leather satchel, which he opened. From it, he withdrew a metal instrument that resembled nothing so much as a torture device.

“Good god, what is that?” asked Laurence.

“I see this is your first gynecological exam,” said the doctor, the skin around his eyes creasing in silent laughter. “Speculum. Used since Roman times to see inside of a lady.”

“It won’t hurt her?” he asked skeptically.

“Just a bit cold,” said the doctor, sliding the bill into Julia’s vagina.

“Oh,” she said, sightlessly feeling for Laurence’s hand. He caught it and handed her off to Makeblythe, then returned to his position at the end of the bed, watching the examination.

“You’ve healed well from bringing Emilia into the world,” said the doctor, removing the instrument after looking inside of her. “Now I’ll feel inside to make sure all parts are as they should be.”

Julia nodded her assent, still holding on to Makeblythe.

The doctor slid two fingers into Julia’s vagina, then pressed down on her abdomen. He felt from side to side, and withdrew his fingers.

“Your anatomy is exactly as it should be,” said the doctor. “Should you wish to have another child, I can only surmise that your body would carry to term.”

“And what of her ability to achieve sexual release?” asked Laurence.

The doctor surveyed Julia’s body grimly. “With your permission, Your Grace, I’ll now attempt to bring you to paroxysm.”

Julia nodded, still clinging to Makeblythe’s hand for support.

The doctor reinserted two fingers into her vagina, but this time he moved them slowly in and out, pumping them until her cunt was so wet that everyone in the room could hear the effect his ministrations were having.

Julia moved her free hand to her collarbone, desperately wishing she could squeeze her breast or tweak her nipple.

“You’re doing well,” the doctor said reassuringly. “Everything is as it should be. Should you feel the urge to touch yourself, please do not restrain your movements.”

Julia nodded, cradling her swollen tit and manipulating the nipple until a few drops of milk appeared.

“Your canal is tight but welcoming,” said the doctor. “Any man would enjoy penetrating you.”

Julia nodded, panting a bit as she felt the urge to bounce on his fingers.

“I’m going to touch the front of your vaginal canal now and draw forth some deeper feelings of satisfaction,” said the doctor, crooking his fingers to press into her swollen, spongy core.

“Ohh,” said Julia, suddenly throwing back her head as the sensation of deep, pleasurable pressure rocked through her.

“I can feel your sheath contracting around me, trying to squeeze a male member to completion,” said the doctor.

Julia twisted and turned on the bed, chasing a delicious release. Laurence steadied himself on the enormous oak post that ran up to the canopy over Julia’s bed.

“I’ll now stimulate the clitoris in hopes of releasing you,” he said. “Should you feel anything pleasurable, give yourself over to it and allow it to happen.”

The doctor rested his knuckles against Julia’s mons and gently applied his thumb to her clitoris. She jolted in response.

“That’s all right, you’ll get used to being touched here,” he said. “I’ll just add lubrication from inside of your body to the clitoris, see, and you’re slick again.”

Julia’s breasts were now heaving, bouncing as she rode the doctor’s hands. Laurence pressed his fattening cock into the wood bedpost to try to contain his response to seeing his wife wet and open for another man. He couldn’t be right. He was fucked in the head for imagining her plowed by the doctor that had delivered her children.

“You’re pulsing around me. Good girl,” said the doctor, “you’re so close. I’ll just speed up the motions—”

Julia screamed, her back flatted straight by the muscles involved in her orgasm.

“Oh, oh god,” she moaned, continuing to ride the doctor’s hands as she contracted around him for long seconds after the initial, devastating explosion.

“That’s it, keep coming,” said the doctor softly.

“Oh,” she moaned, arching her back as the sensations became too much.

The doctor removed his fingers and placed an approving hand on Julia’s head, as he had each time she labored, no matter the outcome. Laurence saw that his wet thumb left a damp spot on her forehead and wondered if he should clean it with his handkerchief.

“You’ve done well,” said the doctor softly, “and thank you for assisting Her Grace, Makeblythe. You’ll further assist the Duchess with the items I’m going to have delivered later today?”

“Of course, Doctor,” said Makeblythe, curtseying.

“Then I’ll take my leave now so that the patient can take a well-deserved rest. Good day, Your Grace,” he said to Laurence before heading out.

Makeblythe followed him out of the room, closing the door behind her.

Laurence studied his wife’s splayed body from the end of the bed, from which he’d not moved since the examination began. Her soft thighs were open, her shaved cunt ruddy, her pussy lips puffy from friction, wet from pleasure.

Her breasts were full and one drop of milk ran down her skin from the nipple she’d been stimulating. The lips of her mouth had a blush to them and they looked fuller than usual, as if ready to receive a cock.

She said nothing, vanquished and triumphant. Her eyes were closed and she seemed to be sleeping.

Laurence could think of no quip or complaint, and found himself merely leaning over the bed to kiss her on the forehead where the doctor’s thumb had deposited a taste of her suddenly delectable cunt.


Chapter 5

Laurence had returned from his club in the late afternoon when a commotion in his wife’s room caught his attention.

He wandered in through the conveniently open doorway and surveyed the footmen stacking boxes on all available surfaces.

“Togs from Madame Eugénie?” he asked Makeblythe, who was supervising the delivery.

“Yes, Your Grace,” she said. She was a pretty enough girl, elevated to lady’s maid following the retirement of the dragon that had once served his mother and then Julia for the first years of her marriage. Makeblythe was not very chatty, at least not to him.

“And where is your mistress?” he asked.

“She dashed into the dressing room because she was in a state of dishabille when the delivery arrived,” said Makeblythe.

“A duchess doesn’t need to run for cover,” said Laurence, rolling his eyes. “She could make the footmen wait outside.”

“Her Grace is very thoughtful of her staff,” said Makeblythe.

And he was not. Laurence could hear the unspoken message in her words.

“I’ll just pop into the dressing room and have a word with my wife,” he said, sauntering into the large room.

“Oh!” shrieked Julia, covering herself in the corner. “Oh, it’s just you.”

“Yes, it’s just me,” said Laurence, wandering over to where she was taking tea in a decorative corset, frilly drawers, and silk stockings. “What’s got you all tarted up, not that I’m complaining?”

“Who,” she said. “Madam Eugénie heard your dictates loud and clear, and my whole wardrobe has been renovated.”

“Don’t complain about having to look like a prize pony if you want to attract a rider,” he said, flicking through her gowns.

“What has brought you to my side of the castle today?” asked Julia, tired of his conversation and hoping to enjoy her biscuit in peace.

“It was, in fact, the racket made by all the packages coming in from Eugénie’s,” he said. “I have been busy all day at my club and—”

“I do apologize for the noise, Laurence,” she said. “They’ll be done soon.”

Laurence looked into her eyes, truly looked, for the first time in years. He began to exit the room, but turned back at the door.

“Have I disappointed you, wife?” he asked.

“I am most pleased with Madam Eugénie’s services,” she said.

“No, no, I mean on a grand scale. As a husband, have I disappointed you?”

Julia looked up from the teacup.

“Of course not,” she said reassuringly. “I entered this…with no expectations, so there were no hopes to disappoint.”

“You said you once had hopes, when you were on the way to London for your season,” he said. “Where did they go?”

Julia looked at him a bit pityingly. “A rich debutante does not enter into a marriage with a Duke in need of funds and expect some grand passion or even fidelity. I left those hopes like a wilted bunch of violets at my first ball. The die was cast when you showed interest in me.”

She stood, walking toward him in a way that was suddenly alluring, the garments forcing her to almost slink.

“I know you despised me for years,” she said.

“I never—”

“You didn’t need to say or do anything,” she said. “I knew. We’ve done well given the positions we were born into, and I have no regrets, not with our nursery full.”

“You’ve given me fine children,” he said, reaching for her hand to kiss it. She used that hand to open the door wider so that he might leave.

“They have been a great comfort to me,” she said before closing the door.

* * *

Later that night, it was the sound of giggling that drew Laurence to the doorway connecting his rooms with those of Julia’s suite.

The sound resembled church bells, a cleansing peal.

At first, he’d assumed that the sound came from Makeblythe since he’d never heard such noise from his wife before. But as he stepped into her room, he realized that Julia was laughing almost hysterically as her lady’s maid unlaced the new corset while Julia held her own hair aloft.

Laurence wandered in and took hold of Julia’s thick braids, now released from the elaborate hairstyle that served as the Duchess’s signature.

She stopped laughing immediately, placing her hand before her mouth as if to cover her excellent teeth.

“Continue,” he said. “Continue as if I’m not here.”

“But you are here,” she said, gesturing to his hand in her hair.

“Once you no longer have need of my hair-holding services, I’ll retire to that chair by the fire,” he said, nodding to an armchair that looked almost unused.

“What do you want, Laurence?” she asked, her eyes narrow.

“To watch you,” he said. “With Makeblythe, to see you with someone that makes you comfortable and happy.”

“I haven’t invited you to observe my toilette,” she said. “We have some preparations tonight that are of an intimate nature.”

“Well then, as your tutor I must insist on being kept apprised,” he said.

“We could send you a memorandum,” said Julia drily.

“I am a most conscientious teacher,” he said.

The corset slipped from her body, revealing a fine shift underneath it.

“Then take your seat,” said Julia. “And remain silent; we have important work to do tonight and I don’t want to be distracted.”

Laurence made a motion of pressing his lips together and flopped in the chair, one long leg crossed over the other.

Julia allowed Makeblythe to remove the shift, leaving her bare, save her drawers.

“The lanolin tonight, I think, Makeblythe,” said Julia to her maid.

Julia walked to the bed and pulled her drawers down and off. The action caused her to bend at the waist, giving Laurence a beguiling view of her arse and a hint of her bare slit. He leaned forward in the chair for a moment before catching himself and sitting back.

Makeblythe returned to the bedroom with a jar in her hand. “Shall we proceed?”

“Please, Makeblythe,” said Julia, lying back on the bed.

Laurence craned his neck to see what was happening. Makeblythe dipped her fingers into the jar, removed them, and delicately dabbed the ointment on Julia’s areolae.

“They’ve been dry all day,” sighed Julia, pressing her head back into the pillows.

“You don’t think the ducts are becoming clogged again, do you?” asked Makeblythe, gently rubbing the lanolin into Julia’s nipples.

“I hope not,” she groaned. “Emilia is starting on some solid foods and my supply is outstripping demand, I fear.”

“Shall I perform a mammary massage?” asked Makeblythe.

Julia’s eyes flicked to Laurence, and she wavered. “Yes, I suppose I’d rather attend to the problem now than face another duct debacle.”

“I’ve prepared a lavender compress for your eyes if it would help you to relax?” asked Makeblythe.

Julia accepted the warm compress and attempted to relax, which was difficult due to Laurence looming in the background.

“I’ll begin the massage now,” said Makeblythe.

Julia braced, but found herself easing as her lady’s maid gently massaged her aching breasts with the same lanolin that prevented her nipples from cracking.

“You’re quite full,” said Makeblythe, gently tucking a cloth over her nipples to collect any milk that flowed out due to the stimulation. “But it does create a beautiful effect on your necklines. You look soft and bountiful.”

Laurence recrossed his legs, feeling like a lout for intruding on such a tender moment of caretaking, but not feeling like such a lout that he was inspired to return to his chambers and pass on seeing his wife touched so intimately by another woman — and a rather fetching one, at that.

Julia stretched her back, her breasts rising while she wiggled her legs due to the pleasure of finally feeling some of the tension ease.

“You’re leaking considerably, Your Grace,” said Makeblythe. “Shall I attempt to remove some of the liquid?”

Laurence looked up. There was no way his wife’s lady’s maid…intended to suck milk from her tits? Is this what they’d been getting up to over here all this time, frolicking like erotic shepherdesses in her bed? What a minx was his Julia, a sensual fox in sheep’s clothes!

Julia jolted at the idea, aroused and sore and all too aware of her husband’s presence.

“If you could, Makeblythe, that might save me considerable anguish,” said Julia, her chest rising as she began to enjoy the feeling of being watched. “Should it prove more comfortable, please lie beside me on the bed. There’s no need to maintain a strict distance since the angle might be troublesome. I’d hate for you to hurt your neck.”

Makeblythe settled in beside her mistress on the bed and leaned over until she could take one cherry-tipped nipple into her mouth.

“Oh, Makeblythe,” said Julia, playing up her pleasure, but genuinely enjoying the sensation of having her comely, young maid sucking on her breast.

Laurence stood from the chair to observe his wife’s pleasure at having her engorged breast sucked by another woman. Her pelvis tilted slightly and she occasionally kicked her legs. She ran a delicate hand into Makeblythe’s hair at the nape of her neck to direct and encourage her movements.

“Have you felt my wife’s bare pussy, Makeblythe?” asked Laurence, no longer content to sit silently. “I can only surmise that she’s open and wet due to your ministrations.”

Julia moaned at the sound of her husband’s voice, which seemed a bit tighter than usual. Good, he could benefit from a bit of suffering.

Makeblythe drew off the nipple with a pop. “I have not,” she said. “If Her Grace is aroused, that will prove useful for our next set of preparations.”

Good god, Julia’s bed was like a bower of sapphic pleasures, the two women — one entirely naked and the other clothed in her maid’s uniform — pressed together. Laurence willed his cock to settle.

“What preparations are those?” asked Laurence in a voice that was becoming ever more ragged.

Makeblythe trapped Julia’s nipple between two fingers while Julia writhed with her eyes covered by the lavender compress. “With the medical supplies delivered by Doctor Riddle this afternoon, Your Grace” she said.

“Where are these supplies now?” asked Laurence.

“Dressing room,” said Makeblythe, forgetting his title in her rush to suck Julia’s neglected, engorged other breast.

Laurence walked into the room, now packed with new frocks and boxes, and found a leather case. It opened to reveal a whole tray of anal dilators, ranging from not much more than a finger to an absolute monster-girthed terror. He hastily removed the tray to look below. Vaginal dilettos of all sizes, made of smooth, pristine glass. Below that, there were seeds and herbs and condoms of all kinds along with some discs he couldn’t identify. He packed the trays all back into the case and carried it to the bedroom.

In the time since he’d gone into the dressing room, Julia’s thighs had flopped apart and she was writhing more quickly on the bed, clearly anxious for additional stimulation.

“I brought you a treat,” said Laurence.

“Not that,” she responded flatly.

Laurence shielded his cock from her disinterest, patting it to reassure it that it was wanted elsewhere.

“From Doctor Riddle, a whole toy box of delights to help you graciously accept your new friends’ cocks,” he said, depositing the case on her bedside table. “I recommend starting small. Despite motherhood, your cunt has a tendency to try to strangle me.”

“Why Laurence,” said Julia, “is that a compliment?”

“I suppose it is, wife, despite my intentions,” said Laurence. “Shall I select one for Makeblythe to use on you?”

“I suppose,” said Julia, surprised that he hadn’t grown bored and returned to his own suite.

“Shall I feel to see if you’re sufficiently prepared?” asked Makeblythe.

“Yes,” Julia and Laurence answered together.

Makeblythe trailed her hand down Julia’s belly, keeping one nipple sucked in her mouth.

“Touch me,” whispered Julia.

Makeblythe allowed her hand to drift lower until she was at the apex of Julia’s nether lips. She gently slid a finger between them and both women moaned.

“It’s slick,” said Makeblythe with wonder.

“Wouldn’t you like to give it a taste?” asked Laurence, thoroughly invested in the scene on the bed.

“May I?” asked Makeblythe, her voice breathy.

“A taste?” asked Julia, her legs opening so that Makeblythe could do as she wished.

“Makeblythe is going to lick your cunny,” said Laurence. “Would you like that?”

“I don’t know. You’ve never done that to me before,” she said.

“Would you like that?” he asked, avidly watching Makeblythe parting his wife’s delicate folds. “Would you like it if your husband, Duke of Astwell, ran his tongue over your clitoris, teased your entrance, and sucked on your wet pussy until you exploded in pleasure?”

Julia writhed on the bed, the sensation of Makeblythe’s tongue licking over her clitoris combining with Laurence’s words to wind her tight.

“Look at you, split open by your devoted maid,” he said, “she’s really sucking on your clitoris. Are you sure she hasn’t done this to you before?”

Julia gasped at the accusation, but it aroused her to think of Makeblythe secretly tending to all of her needs this whole time.

“I bet your cunt is drooling for a cock,” said Laurence, adjusting his own rigid member in his trousers. “Give her a finger in that sweet, wet hole.”

Makeblythe slid one thin finger into Julia’s spasming cunt.

“Oh god,” said Julia, starting to reach for her own breasts, but holding back.

“Do you need some nipple stimulation, wife?” asked Laurence. “Do it, touch yourself.”

Julia plucked at her own nipples after pulling off the lavender compress so she could watch Makeblythe’s head bob between her thighs.

“Are you ready to train your holes for other cocks, my dear?” asked Laurence.

Julia grunted in response and he drew forth the smallest of the anal dilators.

“Run this one through her cunt a few times to pick up the juices so it slides in without a problem,” he told Makeblythe.

The lady’s maid took the black plug by the flared base and worked it easily in and out of Julia’s cunt, which kept attempting to pull it deeper in pursuit of her release.

“Do you feel that?” asked Laurence. “It’s nothing, but you’ve had nothing shoved in your virgin arse, so we’ll start slow so that some other man can break you in without breaking you.”

“I didn’t realize I had another virginity to give,” said Julia, squeezing on the dilator in hopes of release.

“As a thoughtful husband that respects his lady wife, I sought to spare you the lust we men feel. I see my mistake now, and I only hope the man that rogers your ass will be gentle. The first time, at least. Put it in her, Makeblythe.”

Makeblythe withdrew the plug and gently fit it against her mistress’s rosebud.

“Bear down a bit, it will help it go in,” said Laurence.

Julia followed his commands and the small bulb slowly entered her.

“There you are, that’s seated now,” said Laurence. “How do you feel?”

“Strange? Strange and empty in some ways, full in others,” said Julia.

“We’ll fix that feeling. You’ve still a glass cock to take,” said Laurence.

“Both?” she asked. “At the same time?”

Laurence chuckled. “The things you’ll learn,” he said. “Some women enjoy taking two cocks at the same time. Would you like that? Being shared by two men simultaneously?”

“Oh,” said Julia, pausing the stimulation of her nipples. “That sounds like so much.”

“You’d be spread and stuffed like a little roast capon,” said Laurence. “All those strange men eating your little body right up.”

“Would you watch, Laurence?” she asked. “I’d be scared to take them, but I know you wouldn’t let anyone do anything to hurt me.”

Laurence Richard Mauduit Balistarius, Duke of Astwell, faced an internal crisis as he discreetly angled himself so that he could drive his solid cock into the wood bedpost that had served him so well during Dr Riddle’s examination. He was so hard that he feared he might spontaneously come in his trousers unless the hard surface brought him back to reason.

He’d had the same response to the doctor fingering Julia until she exploded on the bed for the first time. Did he long to wear the horns, be a cuckold, a state feared and loathed by men with any pride? What was wrong with him? And how was he going to make it through this preparatory session with his wife and her lady’s maid without losing control of his cock?

“Select one to put in me,” sighed Julia, now thoroughly used to Makeblythe’s tongue on her pussy.

“How about this one, a bit bigger than me,” he said. “We have to make sure you’re prepared to receive men of all sizes.”

The glass diletto was a beautiful, smooth instrument of pleasure, a bit girthy and nicely long, a prize cock any man would wish to see when surveying his kingdom.

“Do you really think…?” asked Julia.

“You can take it,” he said. “You’ll stretch.”

“Laurence, go gently,” she said.

“You’re permitting me entrée to your pussy?” he asked, genuinely surprised.

“A diletto is not the same as…”

“As my cock,” said Laurence, fitting the smooth tip to the notch of her entrance.

“This could be any cock at all,” she said. “Yours, the Doctor’s, a man from your club’s, a tradesman’s member. I close my eyes and I can imagine any man attached to it.”

Laurence slid the diletto into her pussy, watching as her lips spread around the girth.

“How does that feel?” he asked.

“Full,” said Julia, arching her back and holding her breasts.

Laurence encountered resistance, so he worked the diletto in and out.

“This glass went in pristine and it’s now covered in your juices,” he said. “Makeblythe got you properly worked up.”

Laurence placed a hand at Makeblythe’s nape. “Thank you for taking care of the Duchess.”

Makeblythe moaned at the praise while continuing to stimulate Julia’s clitoris.

“I’m going to work this dilator in and out now, and I want you to relax and accept this false cock like a good little adulteress,” he said.

Julia bit back a moan.

“Oh, you like that, do you?” he asked. “You want some degrading insults hurled your way?”

She nodded shyly, unable to voice her wishes.

“Let’s properly open this cunt so you can take all of London’s cocks like a prize whore,” he said.

“Laurence,” she whimpered, “yes, yes, keep—”

“We’ll get this pussy warmed up so you can slut it up,” he said.

“Yes, I love it, I’m so close,” she said.

“You’re going to get every hole filled, aren’t you? The debauched duchess, servicing all and sundry with her wet, open pussy and arse.”

Julia erupted at his lewd speech, her cunt trying to grip the smooth surface of the diletto while her arse contracted around the plug. Makeblythe kept licking her through the orgasm until Julia gently directed her head away due to overstimulation.

“Oh,” said Julia, sweaty and tangled in the bedclothes, her holes still speared by the dilators provided by the doctor.

Oh, thought Laurence, hurrying to his room without a word of farewell, where he was most decidedly not going to masturbate, not going to order an ice bath, and not going to think of his wife’s body. Or the growing realization that he might want nothing more than to see other men use her roughly while he could only watch.

TO BE CONTINUED in Trained by Her Husband’s Best Friend.

* * *
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