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Chapter 1


London, 1820

“He didn’t take his flask,” said Edward Richard Stone. “Her flask.”

He slumped on a bench in Hyde Park, studying the ornate silver thing, turning it over and over as though it would summon a fairy who would grant his wish to see Tobias — rather, Tabitha — once again.

“I don’t even know which name he likes. She likes,” he said, kicking the gravel before his seat.

Tencendor, Edward’s stallion, snorted in response, punctuating his complaints. His faithful steed had been with him since serving on the Continent, and they both had their quirks to show for it.

Edward opened the morning gazette and began perusing the lonely hearts ads. He typically undertook this preliminary research in his office at the back of Mr. Rymer’s barbershop on Fetter Lane, but he’d found himself resistant to holing up in that dingy room when Tobias failed to materialize after a doctor’s examination revealed that the urchin boy was, in fact, a young woman.

“She could have stuck around,” muttered Edward. “Could have at least tried to let me not make a hash of things. Why’d she tell the doctor, but not me? I’m a friend!”

It had been six weeks since Edward had last seen the urchin he now thought of as Tabby, like a tabby cat materializing for scraps and winding about his ankles while chattering vociferously. How was Tabby eating now that Edward’s purse didn’t cover jellied eel and roasted nuts?

“Ho there, sir! I thought that was you, Lord Netherwallop!”

Oh, great god in heaven, the only way this cursed day could get worse was the arrival of that loud busybody Lady Millicent Blatherwick, his former fiancée’s widowed aunt. Besides being his longtime nemesis, she now sought to remind him he had inherited the ridiculous Netherwallop viscountcy upon the death of his brother nearly a year ago.

Did the title come with properties and an income that might allow him to retire from the aristocratic breeding business that had been such a bother these past few years? Absolutely not. It was a courtesy title, and his father, the Marquess of Chasterly, hadn’t done him the courtesy of a suitable allowance.

“Netherwallop, you’re just the person I was hoping to see! And you, too, Tenny,” she said, a rather sizable bunch of hay in the hand that wasn’t waving her cane about. Did she walk around London with horse feed in her reticule?

“Where’s your girl?” she asked, looking about.

“My…”

“Your young lady, for lack of a better word. The one in breeches, about yay high?”

“You knew?” asked Edward, feeling himself go slightly sideways.

Lady Millicent looked at him as if he were a prize idiot. “Young man, I understand wonderful things are being done in the field of optics. You might wish to avail yourself of spectacles.”

As far as uppercuts went, it was worthy of Gentleman Jackson’s boxing saloon, and he couldn’t help but laugh.

“Whatever is the cause for laughter, Netherwallop?”

“I didn’t know,” he confessed. Dick Stone might be a stud for hire and a known scoundrel, but he didn’t want it put about that he gallivanted around London with an unattached young woman in daylight hours before the ton. This time, he was entirely innocent! “I’m an idiot.”

She gave him a once-over, troubling herself to remove a lorgnette so she might peruse his disgrace more thoroughly. “Clothes rumpled, cheeks sunken, talking to yourself. Yes, I suppose you are.”

“I didn’t look because it didn’t matter,” said Edward. His friendship with Tobias had not been contingent on the urchin having a piece.

“Before you get your friend back, obtain those spectacles. Who knows what you could miss by not seeing clearly?” There was a note of recognition in Lady Millicent’s voice, and her eyes took on a soft expression. It was almost too much to bear, to be so pitied by his nemesis!

“What brings you to the park this fine day, Lady Millicent?” he asked as he brushed the wrinkles out of his breeches.

“Oh, simply admiring the birds while taking my constitutional. The doctor claims it will aid in my ongoing battle with piles,” she said. “Hullo, birds!”

The winged creatures nearby took flight at her shrill yell. Edward wished he could join them.

“Is that the morning gazette?” she asked, sitting beside Edward without being invited.

He looked at the broadsheet with the words “Morning Gazette” printed in block letters right on the front. He was tempted to avoid answering the question because it was so silly.

But in truth, he was lonely. For six long weeks, he’d slept under an open window, hoping for his friend to swing in as he always had. That bolthole office with a stool for Tobias felt suffocating with no promise of a visit and news of the outside. In the largest city in ‌the world, he was so desperately alone.

“It’s the morning paper, yes,” he said at last, resigned to civility.

“They print lies,” sniffed Lady Millicent. “If the article weren’t so ludicrous, Phily would have grounds for a libel suit.”

Lady Philadelphia De Courcy, now Duchess of Chevaliermont, had once been Edward’s fiancée — until he caught the Duke of Chevaliermont balls deep in that ravishing heiress sometime around the supper dance at Edward and Phily’s engagement ball.

“The gazette mentioned the duchess by name?” asked Edward, astonished that a publication would take such a risk.

Lady Millicent fluttered her hands to dismiss the notion. “No, but it was clear enough who they meant. Insinuating that she’s been playing so deep as to run through her allowance and then some! It’s ludicrous! The duke is most generous with her, most satisfied with the match.”

Interesting. Phily wouldn’t be the first wife to lose sizeable sums of money at the tables, but how much did a duchess need to surrender before it became newsworthy? And if Phily were as happy with the duke and his growing tree of offspring as everyone always claimed, why was she gambling so heavily?

“Lemon drop?” asked Lady Millicent, offering him a candy from a paper cone that seemed to have a good deal of dust on it.

He took one and recalled that they were a favorite of Tabby’s. He licked his lips and gazed pensively at the horizon.

“It doesn’t get easier,” said Lady Millicent, her voice for once quiet.

He didn’t respond, just watched the treeline in the distance.

“It doesn’t get easier, but if there were a way to bring someone back, I wouldn’t be moping about the park,” she said. She withdrew papers from her reticule, bent and bearing traces of hay seeds. “I was sent to give you this.”

And with that, she thrust something into his hands and rose decisively ‌to disturb the peace of a nearby open carriage of picnickers.

Edward took a drink from Tabby’s silver flask. He’d filled it at many pumps around the city, but it never tasted quite right.


Chapter 2


It was only when treating himself to a meal at the chophouse he favored — when his purse was flush — that Edward recalled the missive in his pocket. He set aside the mutton chop he was trying to enjoy, took a swig of porter, and broke the seal on the letter.

The wax bore the Chevaliermont crest, a great swirling thing no doubt enhanced endlessly since the time of the Conquest. Inside, on fine paper folded intricately, was a note bearing the handwriting of Lady Philadelphia. Well, these days, she was the Duchess of Chevaliermont.

Edward’s head ached. Why must everyone he knew change names? Even his own had changed upon his brother Horatio’s death. Sometimes, when Edward wound the small clock in his office, he was tempted to turn the key the wrong way to see if he could put everything back in its correct place. He’d tried once, on a particularly desperate day, but after a few turns, the gears crunched and he had to give up the experiment.

He unfolded the letter.

I am at home on Wednesdays. -P

He turned the paper over, but there was nothing written on the reverse. The missive wasn’t even addressed to him; Phily must have trusted Lady Millicent to do her bidding exactly as instructed and not lose the message among her hay and lemon drops.

And she expected him to do her bidding, too, if that brief order was any indication.

Edward dug into the mashed turnips with uncharacteristic anger.

Damn her, he thought, recalling her modest smiles when he’d courted her as a debutante. Why, he’d once ridden to Highgate Hill to gather wild roses and bluebells for her when she claimed to dislike hothouse flowers. Meanwhile, she’d been a hothouse flower in bloom herself when he’d stumbled upon her and the duke at their engagement ball within his mother’s conservatory.

He set the letter aside, resolving to leave it at the chophouse with the gristle on his mutton.

***

Two Wednesdays later, Edward, attired in his best afternoon clothes, made his way to the Chevaliermont townhouse on Grosvenor Square.

It was nearly five o’clock, a suitable time for a man to call. At the front door, he handed his hat and gloves over reluctantly, wishing he could keep the dear things with him in case he wished to flee without waiting for their return. Lessons had been learned.

A gaggle of ladies exited the drawing room, comporting themselves with dignity and grace until they spotted Edward. Curtsies mixed with giggles and whispers as they made their way out.

Whatever were they on about?

Edward drifted to the doorway of the drawing room. A nervous little maid was cleaning tea things while Phily regarded herself in a small looking glass.

From what he could see, she looked as she always had. Her hair might have been twisted into a more elaborate style that suited a married lady, her gown a different color than the virginal white she had always worn in her youth, but in terms of the essentials, she was the same as ever. Still the handsomest woman of his acquaintance.

“Lord Edward!” she cried, shoving the looking glass between cushions on the divan where she received worshippers. “Do come in.”

She’d spotted him, damn and blast. Until that moment, he hadn’t been sure about paying the call. But the decision was made for him now, so off he went to see what had inspired her to summon him.

When he approached, Phily paused in her motions, as if struck by a realization. “But you’re not Lord Edward anymore, are you?” she asked, her voice trained to perfection. “Lord Netherwallop, my apologies.”

Edward bowed his head, cringing inwardly at that ridiculous courtesy title yet again.

“My condolences on the death of your brother. I wish I could have attended his funeral, but I fear I was encumbered with another confinement,” she said. “Take a seat and let me pour you some tea.”

After consuming half of his cup and with the polite allotment of time for a call nearly over, Edward realized Phily had no intention of telling him why he’d been summoned.

“Your Grace, if I may be so bold—”

“Yes, do be so bold as to come see this fine hunting scene,” she said, rising gracefully and moving towards a painting.

Edward regarded it from across the room. It seemed ordinary enough — why would she be summoning him to look at a painting like any of one hundred others?

“Do you still enjoy a hunt, Lord Ed—Netherwallop?”

Did he enjoy a hunt now that he wasn’t racing beside the greatest horsewoman of the day, was what she was asking. He wondered if Tencendor would fold for Phily as he did Lady Millicent or if he’d recognize her for the fox she was.

“I find my schedule does not allow for diversions such as hunts,” he said, joining her. Why pretend he was the same as ever when everyone in London knew of Dick Stone, the celebrated stud? He was on his way out, in any event.

“What does your schedule allow?” she asked lowly from his side.

Edward looked down at her and attempted to recall whether he’d felt anything for her beyond the beauty of her face and figure. To be sure, she’d wounded his pride when she bent and spread for the duke, but it wasn’t a severing of anything deeper.

“Consider me a cit now,” he said, hoping to make light of his immensely lowered status. “I might as well work in a bank. Thus, my schedule is rather regimented.”

“Oh, you handle deposits, do you?” she asked, her lips pursed as if she knew exactly how provocative her words were.

“I certainly make them,” he said, staring down the front of her bodice. She was a far sight more interesting now than when she’d been a simpering miss!

“Well, I am in need of a deposit myself, you see,” she said, her eyes connecting with his. “I’ve played too deep.”

Edward came closer but held himself back from fitting a hand at her trim waist.

There was a commotion, likely callers, at the entrance, and Edward moved a respectful distance away. He also tried to recall what he liked to eat for dinner when dining alone. He’d usually pick up meat pies, but they weren’t the same since Tobias ran off.

In a flurry of movement, Phily felt at the painted panel in front of them and pushed him into a corridor revealed when the thing popped open.

“Upstairs, third door on the right. I’ll be up to dress for dinner after concluding this call,” she said, snapping the panel shut behind him.

Edward looked about the dark passageway and groaned. He’d been trying to exit this house and only ended up further ensconced in Phily’s web!

Not to mention a cobweb, he thought, batting it away. At least he could be fairly certain that she wasn’t sending gentlemen to her private chambers regularly, else the path might be less dusty.

At the third door, Edward listened before entering, then eased himself inside.

It was a boudoir worthy of Madame Pompadour herself. A freestanding deep bath stood in front of windows. Phily bathed while surveying her domain, Grosvenor Square. How fitting. A collection of chaises longues decorated the room, as if she needed a variety of surfaces on which to drape her lovely body; using the same one each day might prove grim. Pillows, feathers, beads, gold leaf, and looking glasses abounded, making the room feel more like a storehouse of treasure than a place to dress.

Edward touched the silver-backed brushes on Phily’s dressing table and turned a comb this way and that. The room was so exuberantly feminine, an intoxicating bower of fragrance and flowers no doubt snipped from the duchess’s own garden. He sniffed a bottle of scent and found that it didn’t repulse him. She had good taste.

“See anything you like?”

Edward turned to discover that Phily had entered the room. She’d come from the hallway, unencumbered by spiderwebs.

“I was just admiring your boudoir,” he replied.

“If the gossip is correct, you’re invited to plenty of inner sanctums,” she said, sinking onto one of those plush fainting couches.

Phily knew just how to array herself for optimal effect. Her body collapsed as though she were without bones, and the pose displayed every curve to her advantage.

“Why am I here, Phily?” He hoped to dispel any confusion and make his way towards his boarding house before night firmly buttoned itself to the streets and made walking increasingly unwise. If he had to dance attendance on the duchess and pay for a hack home to his lonely lodgings, he would burn all future summonses on sight.

Phily sighed. “It’s most vexing, Edward, you just don’t know.”

No, he didn’t — because she wasn’t telling him. He moved towards the door to the hallway.

“Oh, if you must go, don’t use that one. I wouldn’t want my staff to get the wrong idea. About us,” she said.

Edward groaned. And what would her dear husband think?

Now, there was the minor issue of the duke having done roughly the same thing to him, but going through the motions of a duel — with no intention of firing; it was 1820, after all — seemed a bother. He didn’t even own or have access to dueling pistols these days! And the breeding business depended on everything being aboveboard with husbands. He fucked for pay, after all, and wifely allowances depleted by gambling weren’t sufficient to keep Tencendor in shoes and the finest clover.

“I wouldn’t want the duke to think anything untoward,” continued Phily, her hand full of hems. “He’s a most possessive sort of man.”

She shimmied her skirts to her thighs, with a sliver of skin showing above her stockings.

“He’s already upset with me for playing so deep at the tables. I don’t know what he’d do if he were to discover you in my rooms,” she said.

She was a minx and almost certainly playing him, but when she revealed the apex of her legs and then spread them to show her cunny — for the first time in his life — he could only chuckle and let himself be trapped.

“What do you want, Phily?” he asked. “I haven’t got money to pay off your debts. And taking my cock will not change that.”

“It’s just that Monty is such a tyrant, you know.”

No, he absolutely did not. He didn’t attend gossip, and if he did, all the talkers said the duke adored his young wife and granted her every wish.

“What’s this about me being a tyrant, my love?”

Damn and blast. It seemed the Duke of Chevaliermont was at home. And had discovered him in the duchess’s chamber while she had her dress about her waist.


Chapter 3


Edward, long accustomed to remarkably awkward interludes with husbands, knew better than to move quickly. On one occasion prior to his stud days, he’d remained so still that a captain hadn’t even spotted him on a chair, and Edward made his way out of the room when husband and wife retired to dress for dinner.

No such luck. Edward stifled a groan.

“Dick Stone, a pleasure to meet you again,” said the duke, directing a casual nod his way. He was a tall, well-formed man of about 50 with thick gray hair and a commanding aspect. Edward supposed he was fine if one preferred their men rich and handsome.

“Darling, I was just telling Lord Ed—Netherwallop about the latest foals. We’ve excellent prospects, do we not?”

The duke cast a pitying look at his wife. Oh, that was not good. This man clearly knew there was a game afoot.

“We do. I understand Netherwallop knows a thing or two about breeding? Perhaps he might give his opinion on the bloodlines. I believe the new foal shares a great-grandfather with his own stallion.”

Now he’d done it, entangling himself in the affairs of Tencendor’s relatives. The next time his horse tried to throw him, Edward would need to accept the toss; he was a right idiot who belonged on his arse.

Phily’s lips had formed a smile, and she was about to spout some additional nonsense to steer them from the shoals when the duke interrupted.

“Damn, Phily, help me with these falls so I can get in that pretty mouth. You’ve got me hard as fuck.”

It was the work of a moment, and the entire stage changed, launching him from one farce straight into another.

For her part, Phily had the look of a cat served a bowl of cream as she wiggled to the edge of the chaise and bit her lip while unbuttoning those stylish new trousers her husband wore distressingly well.

When she pulled her husband’s cock out — admirably large, damn and blast him — she wasted no time in wrapping her lips about it and bobbing away like a Covent Garden girl.

Edward had always assumed aristocratic marriages lacked something — a certain frisson — but he was coming around to the idea. His former fiancée was a good little cocksucker.

Which made the whole thing that much more awkward. Not only had the lady’s husband discovered Edward in her chambers as she showed off her cunt, now he was growing increasingly hard while watching whatever aspect of marriage this was.

“Philadelphia has a fine little throat,” said the duke as he tested said throat with a thrust. “Unfortunately, you did not train her properly, so I had to.”

Gesù, if he escaped this house of horrors with a shred of dignity, it would be a miracle.

“Yes, I was under the impression one does not meddle with debutantes,” said Edward. “A mistaken impression, it seems.”

The duke placed his hand on Phily’s neck and brought her nose close to the thatch of hair ringing the base of his cock. “That is usually the case,” said the duke contemplatively, closing his eyes in pleasure when his wife gagged momentarily. “But the argument falls apart when the debutante in question is a ripe little slut.”

Edward was ready to issue a challenge, rank and familial ties be damned, but then he saw the look on Phily’s face. Her eyelids were heavy, and she wore an expression of bliss. On the parts of her not currently occupied with sucking her husband’s cock, that was.

The duke graced her with the softest smile Edward had yet seen a man of the ton direct at his own wife. Why, it was the sort of look he couldn’t imagine giving anyone save his closest friend and maybe his horse, on a good day.

“Well, congratulations to you both,” he said, rising to take his leave and finding that he meant each word despite their shared history.

“I wonder if you might be interested in a proposal.”

The duke’s words rang out with authority. This man expected that his every wish would be granted, and it rankled.

“I have no doubt you drive a hard bargain, but I’m afraid I’m in the breeding business.”

“Oh, I know what business you’re in, Dick Stone.”

This couldn’t be good. Once again, Edward cursed the infernal Lady Millicent for dragging him into this mess.

“All signs point to your nursery being filled regularly,” said Edward, hoping to be released from this farce before the lamb pie seller he’d settled on for serving his dinner went home.

“Yes, it is supplemented regularly,” said the duke, holding his wife’s head in place as he came with a shout.

When the duke removed his cock from Phily’s swollen lips, he used a thumb to wipe some seed that had escaped. Their tenderness didn’t hurt him. Well, not specifically theirs. But the existence of such sweetness available at all hours of the day set his ribs to aching again.

“I am unconcerned with the succession at this point. My love has given me three boisterous sons. And now I’d like to give her to you.”


Chapter 4


To be fair, it wasn’t the first time a man had offered his wife to Dick Stone. But this was most certainly the first time a husband had offered him his own former fiancée.

“You wish to engage my services,” said Edward, hoping to get the question of money squared away. He had no doubt that Phily was a fine ride, but he was a man of business now and needed to pay for his lodgings.

“Indeed,” said the duke, tucking himself back into his trousers with a satisfied flourish. “My darling Phily has gotten herself into something of a mess. She’s been playing deep, and upon further examination, it seems she has done so because she is bored.”

He lowered into a chair; His Grace was nothing if not graceful.

“I have not been fucking her enough. It is a struggle at my advanced age,” he said, only the faintest lines showing around his eyes when he smiled. Dratted man. He didn’t even have the decency to age like a mortal. “Therefore, I’d like to engage your services to play her deep. Should breeding occur, all the better. I know another pregnancy will occupy her somewhat and keep her from the Faro tables.”

For her part in this play, Phily pouted. Whether it was at the hiring of Dick Stone, the prospect of another pregnancy, or her husband’s attempts to take cards out of her hands, Edward couldn’t fathom.

“You agree to this?” asked Edward of Phily, still finding this a ludicrous turn of events.

“Oh, Edward, you do not know how I suffer!” whined Phily, weeping into an oversized lace handkerchief she’d somehow summoned out of thin air. It was all so theatrical that he looked closer at her until she moved the cloth aside and sent him a delighted wink.

God in heaven, these two were a matched pair.

For his part, the duke sat back with immense satisfaction, seemingly aware of exactly what his wife got up to right before his eyes. Which was reassuring, since to miss the signs would point to an alarming senility in one of the foremost members of the House of Lords.

“But I must accept my lord husband’s demands,” she sighed, “as I have, after all, accrued considerable debts through my gambling. Do with me as you will!” She threw her arms wide, and Edward stifled a laugh.

“Well, there you have it,” said the duke, slapping his thighs. “One breeding to be conducted immediately. What do you say to a figure of—” and named a sum that would pay for both his lodgings and Tencendor’s for the next month. All in all, a fair deal.

It was handled most elegantly, as expected from one of the finest families in the land. Until it came time for the breeding to begin.

Phily had adjourned to an inner chamber, where a lady’s maid assisted her with getting undressed. Edward took a seat opposite the duke, waiting for him to depart. Which he did not do.

Now, it wasn’t unheard of for a husband to observe or even take part in a breeding, but given their history, Edward hadn’t accepted the job with the possibility of his watching in mind.

The duke clearly intended to watch. He’d crossed his legs, taken a pinch of snuff, and scribbled a few notes in his commonplace book. It seemed Dick Stone was to have an audience.

When Phily emerged from her inner sanctum wearing nothing but a sheer dressing gown, Edward set aside any doubts he might have had about his ability to get — and stay — hard.

The woman who had been a diamond of the first water had blossomed into a lush beauty with all the curves to demonstrate she’d birthed every one of those babies in the Duke’s nursery. Edward’s fingers longed to press into her rounded hips and cradle the place she’d carried her children. If she’d been tempting in her youth, she was verging on the divine now.

“Very nice, my dear,” said the duke to his wife, clearly just as taken with her. “But you are in a good deal of trouble and should prepare yourself for punishment, not show off the wares. I suppose that’s expected of a slut. On the chaise; hands and knees.”

Phily let the fine garment slip to the floor, revealing her nude body to both men before she arrayed herself on the chaise nearest to Edward, her arse up and at a perfect height for a quick rogering.

Well, if she had to be so agreeable, he’d just have to stick his cock in her.

“She bends right over like an école novice,” said the duke with some pride. “Wouldn’t know she’s a duchess from that view, would you?”

Edward made his way to where Philadelphia awaited his attentions. He surveyed her pert arse, pulled her cheeks apart to survey her little holes from the back, and ran a finger down her crack to test her wetness. She was most certainly ready for him, based on his observations.

“Give her cunt a slap,” suggested the duke from his chair as if recommending that he try the Brussels sprouts. “Right on the lips. Loves it, my girl does.”

Edward wasn’t in the habit of delivering slaps while engaging in the noble act of breeding those in need, but he found it hard to resist when Phily wiggled her arse as if she’d enjoy nothing more.

When his hand made contact, she squealed and spread her legs further to him. Edward also wasn’t in the habit of listening to men call their wives names, but Her Grace seemed to revel in every instance of being called — and acting like — a slut.

While not new to either the breeding business or rogering ladies, ‌Edward struggled with his falls, such was the wealth of eroticism displayed before him. When he got his cock free, he didn’t wait to set it at the entrance of Phily’s hole.

And then he watched her push back and swallow his shaft into her hungry little cunt.

“Oh, fuck,” he rasped, watching her suck him in, her little puss stretching to take every bit of his staff.

Phily was gracious enough to wail like he was sporting a club of gargantuan proportions. (He was most certainly not; part of Dick Stone’s appeal to the upper classes was the respectability of his dress, manners, and cock dimensions.)

“Shove it in her,” said the duke, relaxed in his chair and arms loose despite the provocative sight of his young wife being rogered by another man. While a less elevated gentleman, say, might have his cock out or exhibit some reaction to the proceedings, the duke conducted himself with an icy hauteur.

It was almost as if he were detached from the sight before him. Detached from his wife.

Edward looked down at Phily’s unmarked back and sweet little arse cheeks, absorbing his thrusts so well. She didn’t seem sad, precisely. Why, she was as merry and clever as ever.

And then he recalled her, in a moment of unguarded babbling after she’d consumed a good deal of champagne, detailing her study of mathematics. More specifically, probabilities.

The sort of probabilities that would give a lady a considerable advantage when playing cards. And wagering money.

He squinted at Phily, wondering what she was up to, then cast a glance at her husband, who regarded their coupling with the same expression one might see at a museum before a landscape.

Her Grace gave his cock a squeeze, then looked back at Edward, sending him a wink.

Edward’s cock grew harder, signaling that he’d stumbled on some truth. He set his fingers to her nub and rubbed without finesse, sensing that this interlude would soon be at its end.

The Duchess of Chevaliermont was purposely losing at cards. Purposely losing so she’d have to endure a so-called punishment of being fucked by Dick Stone.

His shaft jerked within her tight clasp, and he loosed his sack, pouring his spend into the woman who — in another life — would have been his wife.


Chapter 5


It took five days for Edward’s splitting headache to abate. Such was the cost of a hard nut and a hard truth.

Without the benefit of Tobi—Tabitha bringing him meat pies and ale during his confinement, the malaise dragged longer than usual before he could pull himself together and go outside for food.

He caught sight of Tabby at last while he stopped to fill her silver flask at a water pump in the Seven Dials.

Edward followed her down several streets undetected. At least his time in the army had amounted to something! It was when she crossed New Compton Street, heading further into the warrens, that he had to act, else maybe lose her forever.

It was the work of a moment to grab at her sack jacket. She still wore the trappings of a lad. Perhaps that’s who she was, Edward had reasoned in his rooms during all those sleepless nights. If fear of his reaction to such a revelation was keeping his friend away, he’d dismiss all that nonsense immediately so they could get back to having a grand time.

When Tabby turned, her face looked stricken, and terror entered her eyes.

“No, please,” Edward rasped, searching for the combination of words that would keep the urchin from bolting. He needed to say his piece.

Tabby was like a cornered animal, her back to a wall with Edward using the advantage of his height and size to block avenues for escape.

“I won’t hurt you,” he said. “Or expose you.” Edward tugged at the filthy little jacket to make his point. “I’d never do that.”

Still, Tabby didn’t speak. Her breath came in short bursts.

“Do you hate me?” she asked.

“Do I hate…now see here, T—”

Edward was closer now, his taut abdomen and lower chest crowding hers. They both seemed to struggle with the intake of air.

“What do I call you?” he asked.

She regarded him questioningly.

“I’ve had a miserable time, not least because I don’t know your name. I know Tobias. The doctor said Tabitha. But I reckon you know best.”

“You know what I am,” said the urchin, kicking his shoe hard. She did so with the fine boot Edward had given her, the rascal!

Edward’s grip on Tabby’s coat tightened. “Now see here, I’m telling you I don’t! I’m asking who you want to be. Who you are.”

“I wasn’t looking to make trouble for you,” said Tabby.

“I know you weren’t.”

A cart rattled by, and the driver gave the two ostensible gents standing rather close together a look. Edward pulled Tabby down Church Passage leading to St. Giles in the Fields so they could talk unobserved.

“I’m trying to make my way,” she admitted.

“Make your way?” asked Edward, loosening his hold as he felt his friend relax.

“Come up in the world. On my own,” said Tabby, her expression resolute.

“Why does it have to be on your own?” asked Edward, secretly sliding the silver water flask into Tabby’s coat pocket while she struggled with an explanation.

“We can’t be friends, not really, unless we’re equals,” said Tabby, her proud chin hard.

Edward was gobsmacked. “I’m a disgraced soldier who can’t sleep through thunderstorms,” he said, fully bewildered. “And what’s the equals business? I’ll be demmed if we can’t be friends!”

“It’s just the way the world works, Dick Stone,” said Tabby with a pitying look.

“Why in God’s name does it have to work that way?” he half-shouted, feeling adrift. “Because you have some”—he lowered his voice—“lady parts?”

“That, and I’m an adult,” said Tabby, suddenly wistful. “I’ve been telling you that since we met, but now you know. I can’t keep living off your breedings.”

“Why in fuck’s sake not?” asked Edward, his headache roaring back to life. “Plenty of people have associates. People who work under them and receive wages.”

“Yes, but everything has changed,” said Tabby, not without a note of longing.

“What’s changed?” asked Edward, feeling the reins of the conversation slip from his usually able fingers. “Nothing’s changed. Nothing. Nothing has to change.”

He was tugging at Tabby’s jacket like a child trying to rouse their just-deceased mother. It was pathetic, the peak of humiliation, and he had no intention of stopping until his friend agreed to come back.

“You know about me now,” said Tabby, refusing to meet his eyes.

“I know you,” he said. “Always have. The important stuff.”

“But now you know—”

“Do you think I care about that?” asked Edward, his desire to shout tempered only by the last vestiges of his aristocratic manners. He felt spittle at the corner of his mouth, and he wiped it away with a cuff.

They stood in that passage, the buildings overhead casting shadows, their partnership shadowed by an impasse. Edward knew he looked terrible. If Tabby had a heart within that baggy coat, she’d set aside all this nonsense and get back to the way things were!

“Have you been eating enough?” asked Tabby, kicking at his shoe with her boot, this time gently.

“No,” he said. “You’re going to need to come home and feed me.”

“But I can’t come to your home, not now,” she said. Was that longing he heard in her voice, too?

“Whyever not?”

“Mrs. Chaffinch knows I’m a girl.”

“What’s that got to do with anything?”

“You know how upstanding landladies are about men who bring girls back to their rooms,” she said, casting him a quelling glance.

“Now, didn’t you say you’re an adult? That makes you a young woman,” said Edward, awkwardly cuffing her on the shoulder. “Is that what you are—what you want to be? For me to call you? Tabitha?”

“It’s who I am,” she said with a sigh.

“What’s that for?” he asked, imitating her sigh. “If you want to be someone else, you can be someone else. Tobias or some other name, it doesn’t signify to me.”

“You never realized I was a girl?”

“Young woman,” he said offhandedly. “Demme, no, I’m not in the business of trying to see inside my friends’ drawers. I see plenty of parts in my line of work already. Too many.”

“Never suspected…”

Edward pressed himself closer to Tabby, presumably to make his point, but reveling in the sense of closeness at last. He was no monster, but if there were a way to eat some part of her — something she didn’t need — just so she’d be this close always, he’d surrender almost anything.

“Do you think I give a single fuck?” he intoned.

When Tabby’s face fell, he knew he’d said something wrong. Edward grabbed the girl’s — young woman’s — chin, so she’d look at him and hear what he was trying to say.

“Do you think I give a single fuck about that, what parts you’ve got? When you’re the one friend I’ve got besides my horse, and I’m not always sure he even likes me for me or for the clover I buy him?”

He’d always known Tobias as a street-hardened urchin, so when those eyes he’d missed so much filled with tears, Edward knew she was finally understanding him.

“You and me,” he said, resolving to make something of this accidental chance to put things to rights, “all that doesn’t matter when you’re friends like us, made of the same stuff. Probably some London clay because we’re thick as shite sometimes.”

“Most of the time,” she said wryly. “I thought you’d be angry.”

“Angry? I’m angry as hell! You scared me half to death falling off Tencendor, and then you bolted without a word? And stayed gone for weeks? All because of what’s in your breeches? Or that you wear breeches when you could wear a dress? I’m of a mind to let Mr. Rymer give you your next haircut.”

“Not that,” she said, smiling at their shared suspicion of the barber. “You weren’t even a little mad that I didn’t tell you after all this time?”

“Fuck, Tabby, how many times have I got to say it!” he exclaimed. He grabbed ‌her hand and placed it on the spot below his rib where he’d been aching since she’d bolted from his room. “I don’t know what you put in those meat pies you bring, but they’ve not sat right since you went away. I must be buying them from the wrong seller — who knows what’s in there because it’s sure as hell not lamb. Sawdust, most likely. Thought I was dying at first. Considered sending for the physician! I can’t live like this much longer. You’ll simply have to come home.”

She let him hold her hand to the spot that had caused him such incredible pain. Her fingers shifted against his waistcoat and shirt, her palm warming and loosening the knot so plaguing him. He dropped his forehead to hers, bending low and exposing his neck to anyone passing by. It was all so inadvisable, and he had no plans of stopping.

“Tabby,” he rasped, “I’m just a used-up, well-drained pair of cods. Fucking come home. I’m dying without you.”

“But I want both of us to be well-drained. Used up. Equals,” she said, pressing her hand into his belly as if she were trying to gesture between them.

“Where are you getting that hare-brained notion?” he asked. “Did you fall in with a nest of radicals while you’ve been away? This is England, you know we can’t be equals!”

“Gesù, Dick Stone, you sure know how to make a girl feel special,” she groused.

“Young woman,” he muttered, not letting her move.

“I need to make my own way. To get a little more equal,” she said.

“You’re the other part of me, so why this sudden need to be equal?” asked Edward, delivering a small kick to Tabby’s boot.

“I want to buy the meat pies sometimes,” said Tabby. “Fix those boots of yours that get soggy each time it rains.”

Damn and blast, he hadn’t realized she knew about the state of his boots.

“I’m a marquess’s heir. The fall didn’t make you forget, did it?”

She gave a nod and looked deuced miserable.

“Someday I’ll have money. Sure, I don’t have any now, devil take my father, but someday. And then we won’t have to eat eel at all!” he continued.

“That’s not all that will happen when you’re the marquess.”

Edward’s scrambled brains struggled to think what she could mean. When he didn’t answer, she continued.

“You’re going to be the marquess with all the meat pies you want, and you’ll have chocolate for breakfast, and servants will bring it to you, and your boots won’t leak, and—”

“What’s the problem with that?” asked Edward, befuddled by her vehemence. “It sounds wonderful. You don’t want that?”

“You’ll have everything!”

“Again! I fail to see the problem!” he cried.

“You won’t need an urchin friend!”

“Says who?” he asked, getting completely fed up with this nonsense and contemplating how loud she’d yell if he simply carried her off.

“It’s how things work.”

“What things?” asked Edward, his cravat beginning to choke him. He tugged at the blasted cloth and wished he could remove it entirely.

“Nobs. Blokes with money. You know.”

“What makes you think that just because I finally retire from breeding and have an income, it’s going to make me different? Haven’t I always shared when I was flush?” He was going to lose his mind. Hadn’t he always looked after her — even before himself — when a fat purse came in?

She pulled at his shirt. “Not like that. It’s just that you’ll have responsibilities.”

“Responsibilities? What would I want with those?”

“You’ll have to…do figures. And yell about things in government.”

“Maybe. But what’s that got to do with us? I’ll train you up in maths.”

“You’ll have to breed a proper heir. With a wife. She wouldn’t like a scalawag like me hanging about.”

“Demme my wife!” shouted Edward.

“You already have one?” asked Tabby, looking horrified.

“Absolutely not! And I’m liable to expire before my blasted pater if you keep saying ridiculous shite like this!”

Tabby went on tiptoes to press her forehead more firmly against Edward’s. It should have set off that lingering headache, but it seemed to dispel the last vestiges of his pain.

“You help toffs make babies. They pay you for it. Don’t tell me you’ll be the only nob who won’t need a baby.”

He wiggled, a fish caught on the line at last.

“I could pick one up, call it mine—”

“Not without a wife.”

“Maybe I’ll find a good girl who doesn’t cause me problems. You’ll wear your breeches, and she can think we’re mates from the club. Close enough to the truth.”

“Maybe I won’t want to wear breeches anymore.”

That gave him pause. “You don’t want to? Why do it?”

“Safer,” said Tabby with a shrug. “A girl on the streets at all hours is for sale to the lowest sort of bloke. Or available for the taking. They might think the same about a lad but hesitate because he’ll fight back.”

“Then you can wear dresses when I’m the marquess. And none of that on the streets business either, not when I’m flush. I don’t see why you’re being so difficult about this!”

“What’s your wife going to think?” she asked entirely seriously.

“Mostly that you’re an escapee from Bedlam!” he cried. “What are you saying?”

“She’s going to think I’m a fancy lady.”

“Just don’t wear too much lace, and she won’t get the wrong idea,” said Edward, trying for a joke.

Tabby shoved at his abdomen, clearly as tired of the conversation as he was. “She’ll think I’m your kept woman.”

Oh, she was too innocent, sweet like the lemon drops she loved. Edward wanted to laugh and only held himself back at the last minute for fear she’d run. Tabby’s clothes and even her hair were dirty. On closer inspection, he thought he saw a louse moving near her scalp. God help him if it made its way to his own locks. Tabby was small, unremarkable, and utterly believable as a boy. No wife of his would feel the slightest threat from the likes of her. But he could never tell her so.

“What?” she asked.

He hummed, still wary of opening his mouth for fear of a chuckle.

“Are you laughing at me?” She jerked in his hold, pulling away from where he’d contained her all this time.

“No,” he said. Now he was going to fuck it up, after making so much progress towards getting her to see his way. “So you’re going to become my equal?”

“I hope so,” she said, her countenance free of guile, as ever. “I’ll need to support myself when your wife makes you drop me.”

Edward snorted and simply nodded in disbelief.

“I hate her already, your wife,” said Tabby, brushing her jacket and clearly preparing to take off on this addlepated adventure to equality.

“As do I,” said Edward, helping her put her oversized clothes to rights.

“I could have escaped your hold, you know,” she said.

“I know. You didn’t want to.”

She ambled onto the main street, looking both ways as if to determine her next move. As if she hadn’t mentally catalogued the entire map in her head and plotted her next step long ago.

“Why don’t you just return to your old profession?” called Edward.

She turned back, with a small smile on her face. He meant pick-pocketing.

“I’ve lost my touch. You ruined me for it.”

She made to go.

“Tabby,” he called. “You know where I am if you need me.”

She nodded and went off into the gray London afternoon.

Edward let her have a head start, then walked to the main street himself. He looked about, hoping she had stayed within sight. Waiting to go home. She wasn’t.

He walked back to Mrs. Chaffinch’s boarding house, feeling lighter and less pained despite this encounter coming to naught.

Around the midpoint of his walk, he realized his coat wasn’t lying right. In his pocket, he found Tabby’s flask. She’d returned it to him after his own attempted sleight of hand.

Damn her, he thought, laughing.


Chapter 6


Edward was exiting his cobbler’s shop when Lady Millicent Blatherwick tapped him on the arm with her pointy umbrella.

“Halloo!” she yelled in spite of being almost on top of him.

“Lady Millicent, what a pleasure,” he said, his eyes darting about for something — anything — that might give him an escape from this sidewalk encounter.

She regarded him through her lorgnette. “You look terrible, Lord Netherwallop. Just terrible.”

“Well, I should be off to the physician to remedy that. Thank you for alerting me,” he said with a bow.

“Not so fast, you scoundrel!” she cried.

Edward cursed his good breeding and remained before the termagant.

“I saw your girl.”

“Young woman.”

“So you admit she is your girl,” said Lady Millicent, drawing nearer to interrogate him, as if he’d been caught lining the basement of Parliament with dynamite.

“My friend and associate, most certainly.”

“Future marquesses don’t have girls as friends,” she said sternly.

“We’re working on that problem,” he muttered.

“I saw her, you know,” said Lady Millicent. “She has a most disreputable air about her! Those breeches are scandalous!”

“We’re also working on that problem.”

“I mentioned her to Phily, and she was most distressed.”

Devil take it!

“She asked me to give you this,” said Lady Millicent. “Though it won’t do for me to pass billet doux between you. I am most disapproving of infidelity. Most disapproving indeed!”

Edward was of half a mind to tell her to pass the word along to Phily on the rare occasion she wasn’t sucking her husband’s cock before callers or cuckolding him, but he feared ending up charged with murder if she expired of shock in his vicinity.

“Thank you, Lady Millicent,” said Edward with a bow. “I can assure you this will be the last missive the duchess sends me.”

***

The letter, of course, directed him to come to Chevaliermont House on a specific day and time — with no regard for his other engagements.

And he was making his way there now because Phily wrote she knew something most interesting about Edward’s urchin girl.

He was furious, half tempted to kick puddles now that his boots were resoled, but he didn’t want his tailoring to suffer. This weakness in his defenses meant Phily had him dancing attendance, and he knew she’d use her newfound power to keep him at her beck and call.

While opening the unlocked side door her message had indicated, Edward’s bile rose further. No cobwebs to be found in this passage; the duchess really was enjoying life after the birth of all those sons!

Upon entering Phily’s boudoir, Edward was surprised to find her in the lap of another man. Her husband, the duke.

Fucking hell, Edward thought, now I’ve done it.

“Netherwallop,” said the duke, sending him a quick nod of the head. “Forgive me if I don’t rise to greet you; I’ve rather got my hands full.”

Did he ever: the duke’s hands were cradling his wife’s bounteous bosom, which was well developed after so many babies.

“I seem to have entered the wrong house, Your Grace,” said Edward, summoning the stupidest excuse for bursting into this domestic scene. In his defense, there was a roaring steam engine currently lodged in his head.

“You don’t want to know what I discovered about your girl?” asked Phily, speaking at last.

“Young woman,” he muttered.

“She’s being very naughty. You’re going to want to hear this.”

Edward groaned internally. If it were information about anyone else‌ in the world, he’d be racing back down that well-used passageway while screaming. But for Tabby? He’d do it. And he’d have to trust that Phily had something of enough value to end his suffering and bring Tabby home. He didn’t want to think of the odds, merely recognized that he’d pay any price. Like his former fiancée, Edward was about to play deep.

“Yes, I see that we’re thinking the same thoughts,” said Phily, her voice low. “Why don’t you remove your clothing? I need something from you to clear my mind so I can recall all the details.”

For his part, the duke nuzzled his wife’s ear as she squirmed in his lap. Her machinations, her blackmail, or her offer of quid pro quo did not bother the duke, demmed debauchee.

And Edward found he didn’t feel too disgusted with himself for accepting this bargain, particularly when he finally removed his smalls and noticed his cock was solid and hot.

“You always were a well-favored gentleman,” she said, surveying his naked body while she and her husband remained clothed.

The duke released one of Phily’s breasts and used his soft, aristocratic hand to gather her hems.

“My wife has a plan for this evening,” said the duke, revealing her thighs. “But she’ll require a good deal of preparation for it to work. She’ll need to be very wet.”

Edward’s cock jerked when Phily’s cunt came into view. How much wetter could it get? She glistened in the light of the candelabras placed about the room.

“You should ensure she is slick,” said the duke, helping Phily open her legs wider.

Edward felt his eyelids grow heavy and his knees go weak. The duke and duchess wanted his submission before he could learn something of Tabby’s whereabouts? He’d crawl across glass to know what they’d discovered.

Fortunately, he simply had to crawl across the carpeted floor to reach his former fiancée’s cunny.

“Pretty little thing, isn’t she?” asked the duke. “You ever played with this little mouser’s hole?”

Gesù, the less he knew about what Phily’s husband called her cunt, the better!

“I was not intimately acquainted with this part of Lady Philadelphia, as she was known then,” he said. In truth, he hadn’t intimately known any of her.

In the same season he’d secured Phily’s hand, he’d put far more thought into selecting his horse and even the tailoring of his regimentals. He’d been bound for war on the Continent and needing to make only a passable attempt at marriage and impregnation before he could ship out and fight Boney.

Now the Duchess of Chevaliermont, Phily had dropped her innocent act and had his hair in hand, directing his face between her thighs. He tolerated her moving him like a piece on a campaign map, since he had been shoved in far less pleasurable places.

When Edward attached himself to her nub, Phily made a great show of sighing and collapsing back into her husband’s arms as if she were new to oral pleasures, the minx. He laughed, which caused her to cry out, seemingly more real this time.

When he moved to her channel, a ripe and tempting little hole indeed, he sensed that someone had used this place. Recently.

“Do you like the taste of that, Dick Stone?” she asked, every bit the temptress.

“The duchess made me spend in her most thoroughly before your arrival,” said the duke. “Begged me to pump her full of cream. She said you’d enjoy cleaning it up.”

Edward cast his eyes heavenward, begging his creator to strike him down. If these two thought some seed in the mouth was enough to disgust a seasoned libertine, they needed to fuck outside the wisteria-covered walls of Chevaliermont House occasionally and see the depths of depravity on offer in the capital.

Still, he didn’t make his living by denying married ladies their pleasure, so he reared back as if disgusted by the thought of encountering another man’s seed.

“Even the great Dick Stone finds himself outmatched sometimes,” crowed Phily.

The duke, a notorious roué who likely wasn’t taken in by Edward’s playacting, simply hiked his wife’s leg up below the knee to open her further. For her part, Phily lifted her hips, pressed her cunny where she wanted attention, and rode Edward’s face like the veriest little slut.

That made two of them, he thought, not wanting to confront the evidence that his cock was drooling onto the floor for want of plunging inside that tempting little clasp. Someday he’d develop pride; that day wasn’t today.

The duke adjusted Phily, breaking the connection between her cunt and Edward’s mouth. He pumped his fingers in her sloppy hole and declared himself satisfied with the preparations.

But the preparations for what?

It became clear that the duke had quickly gotten so many babies on his wife on account of being an expert cocksman. Even with his wife’s lush arse in his lap, he opened his falls without a fumble, withdrew his cock from his smalls without hesitation, and sank his wife on his considerable shaft without mercy.

Chevaliermont — Monty — had Phily bouncing on his cock like a Covent Garden strumpet. Her clothes were disarranged, lovely hair askew, and Monty had one breast halfway out of her bodice.

In short, she was a tempting sight indeed. Edward knelt on the floor, not bothering to get up from where he’d licked Phily’s cunt, and watched the duke’s thick cock work her taxed hole. He took himself in hand, not stroking, simply touching his shaft while imagining what it would feel like to be the one working the duchess open.

“She may have given me a nursery full of babies, but my wife has the tightest little cunt in London. I’d know,” said the duke with a chuckle.

Damn him, he was so debauched and free with his wife’s favors as to be likeable.

“You can feel it,” said the duke with an air of generosity.

Edward’s finger was already moving to touch where Phily stretched around that thick cock when he heard the second half of the statement.

“With your tongue.”

Fuck, he thought, gripping the base of his cock to prevent himself from coming untouched. The duke’s suggestion was lewd and scandalous, calculated to drive home his humiliation.

Fortunately, he happened to like a spot of humiliation.

His lips and tongue began at Phily’s nub, once again, and quickly traveled down to where her cunny ringed her husband’s cock. He ran his tongue over that rim, not bothering to avoid the duke’s staff, and sending them both into cries of ecstasy.

And when he narrowed his tongue to a point and eased it into that stretched hole, Phily spasmed around him, seemingly without end. How the duke held on, Edward couldn’t imagine. Yet another reason to both admire and slightly hate the man.

“We seem to have a similar idea, Netherwallop,” said the duke. “Phily’s cunt is really too hungry these days and requires more than one man can give her. I’m quite unmanned by her demands.”

The duchess snorted in a most unladylike fashion that made her suddenly more appealing than she’d ever been in her pristine white gowns.

“Why don’t you join me in fucking my wife? At the same time.”

Edward rose shakily from the floor, as disoriented as a newborn colt. The duke had slowed his thrusts, and he could see where his own cock would go. It would be a tight fit. This wouldn’t be the first time Dick Stone had rogered a lady alongside her husband’s cock, but it was a rare delight, even for a professional stud.

He tugged on his balls, willing them to contain his seed longer. Let him perform the role of stud long enough to earn the way to Tabby.

His heart stuttered, and suddenly everything about this night felt tawdry. He was doing it for her stubborn arse, so why the devil did he feel guilty?

“Stuff it in there,” said the duke, drawing Edward’s attention. “Make my duchess take her old lover’s cock again.”

Edward huffed a laugh and held his shaft as he guided it to Phily’s entrance. Her body was already taxed, and there wasn’t much room for him when he slowly pushed in at the top of her channel.

It was sweet torture to feel her taut rim squeezing his cockhead as he pushed in. Past that first test, he slid more easily into her cunt, his cock squeezed against the duke’s shaft by Phily’s quivering internal muscles.

He should hate this, sharing his former fiancée with the man he’d caught fucking her. But it was demmed near impossible to think when his cock was getting wrung out so pleasurably by the Duke and Duchess of Chevaliermont.

“I bet your girl isn’t this tight,” grit out Phily as those two cocks worked her open. She had an air of martyrdom, all while letting out breathy little whines that betrayed just how much she enjoyed being between two lords.

“Young woman,” said Edward, punching deep to emphasize his point.

And then she laughed, and he saw the debutante she’d once been yet never appreciated. When he was forced to marry again and trawl the marriage mart for a suitable bride, he’d not put his tailoring or even Tencendor first. In a way, catching Phily with the duke had saved them all a good deal of grief.

“Ahh, Phily, you’re the finest slut I’ve ever had,” said the duke tenderly as he continued to work himself in and out alongside Edward.

When she bore down on their cocks and cried out in what sounded like a mix of pain and pleasure, Edward had no choice but to unload his balls. He’d hoped to outlast the duke, but that seasoned lecher was unmatched in his cocksmanship.

It was when Edward’s cods felt like husks that Monty finally exploded, his seed mixing with Edward’s.

When they pulled from Phily’s clasp — to her cries of discomfort — her thighs were anointed with the traces of their spend. Edward prepared a wet cloth using the pitcher of water nearby, but it was the duke who took it from his hand with a nod and cleaned his duchess.

***

Phily roused herself from the chair, and she brought Edward to a simple writing desk he’d not noticed among the opulence of her boudoir.

“I monitor the goings-on in London,” she said, her hand on the knob of a drawer. “When Lady Millicent reported that you’d taken up with an urchin girl, I was most interested. You’ve not pursued anyone since me.”

“I think we both know I’ve pursued plenty of ladies,” said Edward with a wry smile.

“For money,” she said. “You’ve played the role of Dick Stone to stay out of debtor’s prison and keep yourself in fine breeches.”

“They are rather fine, aren’t they?” he asked, admiring the lines.

“You know what I’m saying,” she said, free of the coquetry that she’d acquired in adulthood.

“I’m a stud for money. I don’t think there’s a soul in London who doesn’t know that.”

“But with her, you’re not, are you?”

“Of course not! She’s my friend. Hell, until not too long ago, I thought she was a lad. Truly! I don’t know why everyone thinks I’m secretly fucking her.”

“I don’t think you are,” she said softly, finally opening the drawer. “I thought to give you what I learned in the course of my inquiries, but I recently had a good night at the tables, and I’ll offer you an alternate choice.”

“You mean to take me to the mountaintop and offer the world?” asked Edward, wry and strangely nervous about what she would propose.

“No,” she said, looking at the contents of the drawer as if very far away indeed. “But this might give you the sense of seeing your life from high above.”

He looked down at what she’d prepared for him. On one side, there was a carefully folded and sealed letter. On the other side, she showed him a purse, partially undone to reveal coins and banknotes.

“You mean to play Mephistopheles?” asked Edward, chuckling to himself at her flair for the dramatic.

“I’m no agent of the devil,” she replied. “I’m just a girl, and your complete disinterest all those years ago hurt me badly.”

“I’m sorry, Phily,” he said, planting a kiss on her hair while reaching for the letter that contained information about Tabby.

“Don’t you want to know how much is in that purse?” she asked faintly. “It’s a king’s ransom.”

“If it would make you feel better to see me waver, I’ll do it,” he said, “to heal old wounds.”

What remained unspoken was that, for all the theatrical indecision he might muster, Edward had already decided; he’d unhesitatingly chosen that urchin girl.

Phily seemed deflated yet unsurprised. “You’ll need to rush. It’s all happening tomorrow night.”

“What’s happening?” asked Edward as he broke the seal. On the paper, there was an address. He was unfamiliar with the place, but the neighborhood suggested a seediness at odds with the information networks of a duchess.

“She’s a charming thing. Should fetch a good price,” said Phily, closing the drawer.

“Good price for what?”

“Your girl has arranged to auction herself off. A virginity auction for aspiring courtesans.”

Edward felt the blood drain from his body. Had he pushed her down this lane by begging her to more quickly become his equal? He was sick at the thought; if she’d wanted to become a whore, she could have done so any night and maybe even every day for the past number of years.

“Aspiring courtesans, but most likely future streetwalkers, if we’re honest,” said Phily, rising from the desk. “Being a courtesan requires skills, and she’s not been properly trained in anything except darting about and snatching things, isn’t that right?”

He could only draw quick breaths, such was the pain in his spleen. Tabby was about to offer herself to the wolves, to the sort of men who’d rejoice in hurting her. The tender spot below his ribs flared to life again, and he placed a hand on the writing table to steady himself.

“Good luck, Dick Stone,” said Phily. “You’ll need it.”

THE END

***

The Dick Stone, Regency Stud series concludes in

The Regency Stud Comes Undone

Coming 13 February 2026 to eBook and Kindle Unlimited: elizabethroubaix.com/DickStone5
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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
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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
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His Duchess’s Lovers: The Complete Series

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

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

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

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

But what happens when all of that sharing makes Laurence realize he wants one thing just for himself: the love of his longtime wife?

The His Duchess’s Lovers: The Complete Series special 6-book bundle includes:

Prepared for Her Pleasure
Trained by Her Husband’s Best Friend
Taken by Her Groveling Husband
Shared by the Grand Bucks
Filled by the Stud
The Widower and the Wet Nurse

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/DuchessSeries
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Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

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

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

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

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
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