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Chapter 1


London, 1816

“They said we’d find him at the sign of the barber’s pole.”

“The barber’s pole with two wash balls at the bottom? An appropriate sign for his line of work.”

The two men guffawed like schoolboys and gripped their trousers. They hovered at the entrance of the barber’s shop on Fetter Lane as if terrified that coming any further would cause the forfeiture of a good molar to the tooth-pulling prowess of Mr. Rymer, said barber.

From his rented office in the back of the barber shop, Lord Edward Richard Stone watched the men. He turned the pages of the gazette he’d been reading and sipped his weak tea, obscured from view by a fabric panel that marked the boundaries of his very modest place of business.

What business did a Marquess’s second son have with business, you ask? It was a long tale, and one he preferred not to dwell on — although he seemed to be the only one in London with those sentiments.

“They say he refused to execute a lad for desertion on the eve of Waterloo. Was saved from the firing line himself by his Papa,” said one of the young blades, making his way towards the back of the shop.

“Imagine if every army captain was that soft-hearted. We’d likely be under the heel of Boney now!”

Lord Edward rose from his seat, preparing to greet the fops.

“If I were on the battlefield with Wellington, I’d have been a true asset, never questioning—”

The young man ran into a solid wall, which turned out to be Lord Edward’s chest.

“Beg your pardon. We’re looking for Dick Stone,” he said.

“Are you now?” drawled Lord Edward, not so removed from his aristocratic upbringing that he couldn’t sneer with the best of them.

“Oh, I hope you aren’t sore about what we said on the way back here,” said the other man, his eyes widening when he caught sight of Lord Edward’s face. “What he said.” The gent gestured to his friend, ready to betray him after just one raised eyebrow.

“What brings you here, lads?” asked Edward.

“See here, we’re not lads,” said the first gent, puffing up with his own importance.

His mate grabbed him by the sleeve. “Hold on there, Jack. We’re here to plead our case.”

The young buck quickly reconsidered and took a different tack. “You’re Lord Edward Stone. Is it true what they say about you?”

Edward reflected on all that could be said about him, true and untrue, and merely stared at the young man.

“Well, it’s just that our good mate—”

“Our best mate—”

“Yes, our best mate, Charley, got saddled with a bride. Quite a bad business.”

“Drunk for days. Despairing.”

“Yes, so he finally agreed to the marriage to wrap up the whole wretched mess, and what does his father do next?”

“Demands an heir of the cursed union.”

Lord Edward let them talk. He estimated they were in their early twenties and Lord Something or Honorable Something by their general air of entitlement.

They were running out of their entitlement to his time.

“I wish him luck,” said Lord Edward, gesturing to the main area of the barbershop so they could leave his small office and get on with talking elsewhere. He had lonely heart ads to review.

“Well, that’s the thing. He’s going to need more than luck, our Charley. He’s going to need a baby.”

Edward froze. Ahh. Now they were coming to the crux of the matter.

“And why are you here rather than perusing the stock at the local orphanage?” asked Edward.

“We obviously can’t just drop off a brat. His father would never go for that, and he needs that income to support his household! And his racehorses!”

“His Papa has always been a real rigid sort. So I think you know what we’re asking?”

Edward tapped his fingers on the gazette, waiting for these young fools to stop wasting his time.

The fools exchanged glances. The bolder of the two said, “We were hoping you might fuck his wife.”

The other drew forth a bag of what sounded like coins. “We can pay.”


Chapter 2


How the second son of a Marquess came to be running a breeding business out the back of a high street barbershop was a story that could fill a series of novels. Since you, dear reader, are likely less concerned with how he stumbled into his work than what he did when he got into it (and any number of aristocratic ladies), I shall be brief.

The young blades weren’t wrong; he saved a recruit from the firing line in the Peninsular War — long before Waterloo, it should be noted.

A rumor circulated that his downfall stemmed not from his soft heart, but from his hard cock. Namely, his hard cock lodged in his commanding officer’s wife, a lovely young woman following the drum with her aged spouse, who was desperate to conceive a baby after many years of marriage.

She got her baby, he was dishonorably discharged, and the healthy income previously supplied by his father was cut like the supply lines to a losing army. He had to retreat and retrench.

He reflected on this while walking to Hyde Park. In the past, he’d have ridden a horse — likely, his stallion, Tencendor — but housing and feeding the beast had outstripped his limited income, and he’d had to part with the dear demon some months prior. It was the wound that would never heal, Tencendor having been with him in Portugal.

Ahead, he spotted his quarry.

As instructed, the landau coach waited for him just off Rotten Row. Working in their favor was the light mist, which allowed the landau’s hoods to be raised without remark. Also in their favor was the early hour, far before the fashionable set descended upon the park.

Well, the last wasn’t down to luck at all, but careful scheduling suggested by Lord Edward.

He swung up into the carriage unobtrusively and took the seat facing the lady he was supposed to impregnate.

Lady Maria Mabbot was a young, lovely vision in white, as if she hadn’t thought to update her wardrobe from her come out, which admittedly wasn’t that far behind her. He paused. Did she truly have any awareness of what her husband and his friends were up to?

Encounters like this made him question whether his line of work was as noble as he told himself it could be when fits of conscience attacked him in the middle of the night.

“I say, sir, I believe I saw a number of young men bathing in the Serpentine on the way here!” she exclaimed while craning to look back at the lake. “They do that in the nude? In the open air of the park?”

Lord Edward pulled at his self-tied cravat and struggled to find suitable words to say in response.

“Preachers instruct all Englishmen, rich and poor alike, that cleanliness is next to godliness. I expect these lads are attempting to comply with those teachings as best as they can.”

“Some of them didn’t appear to be young at all,” she said, her eyes large. “Why don’t they merely have their servant bring them some water for their washing?”

Could it be that Lord Charles Mabbot had married the rare woman, one as silly as the friends that had hired Edward to take up the pikestaff? He again questioned if he could fuck this innocent chit in good conscience.

“I suppose some people don’t have servants. Such as those who are servants themselves,” she mused quietly.

There, she had shown a modicum of intelligence. He could swive away and collect the coin promised him.

“Madam, I wonder if you know why I am here,” he said.

“I believe my husband would like to get an heir on me without undertaking the task himself?” she asked.

Good, good. Straightforward and right down to business.

“Then you are willing to be…put in a breeding state by me. A man who is not your husband.”

“I rather like Charley, and if this is what he determines is best, I see no reason not to comply with his wishes.”

“How well do you know your husband?” asked Edward, his curiosity winning out.

“Charley? We grew up together. Don’t be under any misapprehension: our parents arranged the marriage to settle a dispute over some pasture that almost certainly belonged to my family since the time of Henry VII. Our union settled the matter, but now his Papa is making additional demands.”

“And you have no objection to being told what to do?”

“It seems preferable to having to bathe in the Serpentine or fetch one’s own water, don’t you think?”

Edward found he didn’t agree at all. He’d been fetching his own water for bathing since returning to England, and it was among the least distressing tasks his change in status and purse brought, but that was neither here nor there. He had someone else’s bride to impregnate.

“So you confirm you are of sound mind and willing to take part in this scheme?”

“As sound as the ice on the Serpentine in winter,” she said blithely, which wasn’t reassuring, since that ice had the tendency to break under the weight of skaters.

“Then would you permit me to assess whether your body is in a suitable state for being bred?”

Lady Maria held out her arm as if Edward meant to take her pulse.

“I mean under your skirts.”

She looked at him, scandalized. “Whyever would you need to check there?”

Oh, so it was to be one of those days, the ones when he flipped through every decision leading him to this point and cursed himself for letting his cock get the best of him. He sighed inwardly and set out to deliver the lecture on human reproduction he’d had cause to give more than once to a shocked lady.

“You know where babies come from?” he asked.

“From the mother’s belly. Everyone knows that,” she said, scoffing as if he were the silly one.

Edward moved from his bench and settled beside her on the forward-facing seat. He placed a hand over her belly. She looked up at him, stunned, as if she hadn’t ever been touched there.

“So you understand what happened on your wedding night?” asked Edward.

“Of course I do.”

“Did it hurt?”

“Hurt? I hardly think two healthy young people sleeping in the same bed would hurt.”

“I mean, when your husband inserted himself into you.”

The color drained from Lady Maria’s face.

“You mean to say,” said Edward, realization dawning on him. “That your husband did not penetrate your person on your wedding night? And I’m guessing he did not complete the task on subsequent nights?”

“I should think not,” said Lady Maria, her handkerchief over her mouth as if she was about to be ill.

“In order to be bred, a member must be inserted into your person,” he said. “That’s what I’d need to do to get you with child.”

“A member?”

Edward thanked the heavens, for once, for his tendency to harden at the merest hint of sex. Because of his interested cock, he could easily dispel any confusion.

“Here,” he said, placing the hand that wasn’t clutching the handkerchief in his lap. “That piece will need to enter your…channel.”

She felt his shaft experimentally. Her eyes widened, and then she looked into his lap to see the outline of his straining cock.

“How?” she asked, quite befuddled. “Your breeches seem to restrain it admirably.”

“Yes, the work of my tailoress. They’ll need to come off.” He picked her hand out of his lap. “If you continue in that direction, we’ll have no seed left for making the baby.”

“And you’ll put the seed inside of me,” she said, seeming to ruminate.

“Yes, ideally in a way that is at least somewhat pleasurable to you.”

“I shouldn’t think that necessary,” she said, shocked.

“You may find that pleasure eases the way,” he said.

She stared at him blankly.

“In your channel. In and out of your person.”

Lady Maria looked from corner to corner of the carriage as if counting up sums. Finally, she said, “I should like a demonstration.”

Edward was momentarily at a loss for words. Now, this wouldn’t be the first time he’d rogered a lady in a coach, but he didn’t expect a young woman within sight of the altar to request a trial of his services in a conveyance; that was the domain of the older, more experienced women of the ton.

“To ensure we both mean the same thing: you’d like to be bred in this carriage? Or at least make an attempt at breeding, here in this landau?”

“I hardly think a carriage is a place to make an heir!” she gasped.

“You’d be surprised.”

“Today has been full of surprises. I shall think twice before departing my bed ahead of normal visiting hours again.”

“How did you envision this demonstration working?” asked Edward, genuinely confused.

“I thought you might like to show me your breeding organ and then gesture to demonstrate how it all works. What did you think I meant?”

“I expected that you’d want to lift your skirts and allow me access to your person so you might experience a bit of the pleasure breeding can bring.”

Lady Maria fixed him with a hard stare and then set about gathering her skirts. Up they rose, revealing a slim ankle encased in fine knit stockings. A youthful knee. Plump thighs that trembled slightly. She paused.

“I don’t wear drawers. My mother said only bad girls wear them.”

She pulled her dress higher to show the apex of her legs and the little thatch of hair that set Edward’s mouth to watering. He needed to control himself and not scare this young bride, but he felt his lids grow heavy when she bravely let her body relax and knees fall apart.

“Have you felt this part of yourself before?” he asked, moving closer to her on the bench.

“I don’t fetch my own water for washing up. Why would I labor down there? Is that not a task men like you perform for money?”

Edward fought the urge to rear back as if slapped. If he’d been able to see this moment of degradation before his actions on the Continent, would he have let his cock out of the barn?

Probably. He could shake his fist at fate, but having hubris and horniness as twin masters made a man reckless.

Not that he’d allow this chit to walk away from this encounter without wobbling legs and a newfound respect for her child-to-be’s father.

He settled one large hand on the inside of her thigh and moved up towards her bush slowly.

“I suppose you’re intent on earning your fee,” she said, her voice a rasp.

“You don’t wear drawers, but leaving them off doesn’t protect you from being a bad girl.”

“You say that, but I’ll have you know that no man has seen nor touched me here before!” she exclaimed.

He sidled closer and whispered into her ear, “Keeping your bits covered doesn’t make you good.”

“I’ll try to be good for you,” she said in a small voice.

Oh, that was the stuff, the honeyed words that fed his cock’s straining rise. She was a minx wrapped in the trappings of a debutante, and he planned to set her free.

Edward moved his hand until he slid between her nether lips.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were wet, you bad girl?”

She looked up at him in horror.

“Not like that. Your little pussy is warming up to me and purring.”

He stroked his fingers over Lady Maria’s bud and watched her shudder.

“She’s getting glossy and wet so my cock can slide inside and give you a baby.”

“Inside…”

Edward circled her entrance and watched her try to control the thrashing of her spine as she intuitively sought the movements that could bring release.

“That’s right,” he breathed softly. “I’m going to ease my hard cock inside of your little pussy and give you my seed. And then you’re going to grow a baby.”

“Please,” she whimpered.

He slid a single index finger into her channel. “I’m a lot bigger than that finger,” he growled into her hair. “You’re going to have to take a lot more than that.”

He moved his finger against the membrane partially obstructing her channel. “I’m going to have to break this with my cock to fit it inside. It’s going to hurt for a moment, and you’ll bleed a bit.”

“My maidenhead?” she asked dazedly.

He grunted, feeling the edges of it with his fingertip.

“Do it now,” she demanded. “Break it now. I want to be ready to take you inside of me fully when you come to me at the house. To breed me.”

“Fuck,” he said, gripping his cock with his free hand to keep it under control.

Lady Maria wiggled on the bench to force Edward’s finger to move microscopically in and out of her channel.

“You want it that bad?” he asked, moving his hand to her waist to hold her steady.

Lady Maria nodded, fighting to move despite him pinning her down.

Edward applied himself to kissing her neck as he roughly churned two fingers in her tight cunt, making short work of her hymen.

“You’re asking to become a bad girl?” he asked. “Or maybe you’re already a bad girl. You want me to open this pussy so just any man can breed you?”

She didn’t deny it. He saw that first glaze of pleasure on her face — he’d seen that look before — and he knew she’d never be the same after eating the apple of sexual knowledge.

“Oh no,” she whispered. “Oh, no.”

“I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“Hurt? No, oh!” she exclaimed as Edward felt her winding ever tighter around his fingers, compressing and squeezing them until he had to grit his teeth to control his interested cock.

“Now you’re going to come for me, bad girl,” he said. “You’re going to let pleasure take you and practice drawing in all of that sticky seed I’ll shoot in your womb.”

Lady Maria grabbed the handhold on the carriage’s roof and fairly pulled herself out of the seat as she ascended to orgasm. “They called you Dick Stone, Charley’s friends. Is that your name?”

He thrust harder into her grasping channel. “It’s Lord Edward, father of your baby, to you.”

At that, she squealed, and her body contracted violently around his fingers. He thrust more gently to ease her through it until she squealed again and tried to pull away from the overstimulation. Finally, she leaned against the back of the bench, her eyes unfocused and her skirts disarranged.

“Do men experience this?”

“Orgasm? Yes. It’s different, but very pleasurable indeed.”

“And they experience it when putting their member inside of a woman?”

“With rare exceptions, yes.”

“And most men like doing that? With women?”

“I should say so.”

She sat up, her eyes suddenly focused. “I want you to find out why my husband is so resistant to the idea of bedding me that he’s willing to pay you to do it.”

Oh fuck. He’d walked right into that trap, having convinced himself that she’d be as brainless as he was after a fine orgasm.

“Now, madam,” he started, “it sounds like you have a pleasant marriage, and perhaps you’d be best served by allowing us to handle the breeding without questioning the reasons my services are required to produce a child.”

“I have money. I’ll pay you to find out why he won’t do the task himself.”

“I’ve already accepted his offer, Lady Maria. I’m afraid I can’t go back on my word, as a gentleman.”

“Are you a gentleman if you work for money, even if it is only using your member? And your fingers?” she said, looking pointedly at his digits, which were still wet from her cunt. “Besides, I said nothing about reneging on the agreement with Charley and his friends. I merely asked you to consider an additional task.”

He said nothing, just looked at this seemingly innocent young woman, hoping that his internal loathing didn’t show.

“I’ll pay you double what he’s paying you.”

And thus, Edward gained another employer. He licked his fingers clean and swung out of the carriage, heading off to solve the mystery.


Chapter 3


Edward kicked the crooked door to his lodging room closed and collapsed on his bed. It was merely late afternoon, but he felt like he’d been out carousing all night rather than bringing a lady to climax in the park and collecting eel pie for luncheon.

“Got any for me?”

He jerked at the sound from the window, where a wiry boy was climbing inside. Somehow, Tobias always spooked him, despite materializing with regularity.

“Don’t you have some pockets to pick?” asked Edward, sliding over the hand pie he’d bought for the urchin.

“No need to steal if my belly is full,” said Tobias, happily eyeing his daily meal.

“I should think you’d need some occupation. Or perhaps…schooling?”

Tobias looked at him as if he’d bit a bone in his most recent mouthful of pie. “What about you? Don’t you need occupation?”

“I am very occupied,” said Edward. “Doubly so, in fact. And it has nothing to do with picking pockets.”

Though it has everything to do with filling the pockets left empty by other men, thought Edward to himself.

“It’s too bad you don’t have a scallywag that keeps showing up at your lodgings with free time and an empty belly,” said Tobias pointedly.

“I suspect that if we sent you to school, we’d have cause to regret it,” said Edward, once again admiring his unlikely friend’s perspicacity.

“What needs doing?”

“Well, the first task is unsuitable for a gent of your age,” said Edward. “How old are you, by the by?”

“I reckon about fifteen? Tough to say.”

“Yes, far too young for the first job. But the second…I might need some help. You don’t happen to know the aristocracy on sight, do you?”

“The gents what could kill me dead in the street for looking at ’em wrong and then escape the noose because of their titles? Those ones? Yeah, I know ’em.”

“I suppose it pays to know the enemy,” mused Edward. “I need one of them watched. Charley Mabbot.”

“About this tall, brown hair like that wood on the desk, always swinging a cane?”

“That could be half of the young bucks in the ton, Tobias.”

“Naw, but this one is different. Swagger of a rooster, but always looking deep into dark corners as if he’s afraid someone is on to him. Hard one to sneak up on, not that I’ve tried.”

Edward rolled his eyes. “Sure you haven’t. I need to know where he goes, who he sees. I especially want to know if he’s got a ladybird stashed somewhere. You know what I mean, don’t you?”

“A dancing girl, a mistress in a little brick house with two kiddies and lots of servants, that sort of thing?”

“Precisely,” said Edward, shaking his head and chuckling. “I haven’t got any coin yet, but I’ll give you a cut when I get paid. How’s that?”

“Keep the eel pies coming in the meantime,” said Tobias, climbing out of the window, preparing to stalk a future viscount.


Chapter 4


Edward knocked at the Mabbot townhouse servant’s entrance at the appointed hour, long after the actual servants had ceased their labors and taken gratefully to their narrow beds.

A well-dressed man opened the door. He wasn’t swinging a cane, but he was about the right height with brown hair like the wood on Edward’s small desk.

The two men stood facing each other in the doorway, at an impasse.

“Mabbot?” asked Edward.

“Dick Stone?” replied Charley with a wry grin.

Oh, he wanted to play games, did he?

“Yes. I’m here for my appointment to fuck your wife,” said Edward, hoping to get a rise out of him.

He was to be disappointed.

“Good man, she’s this way,” said Charley, efficiently leading him through the dark house.

He paused outside a door and scratched before entering.

“Darling, are you decent? Or, rather, indecent?” asked Charley.

Lady Maria seemed to glide in a dressing gown towards the men. Halfway to them, she dropped the wrapper and revealed that she wore nothing underneath.

“Dash, Maria, give a man some warning so he can close the door,” said Charley.

Edward wasn’t thinking about doors or windows aside from the fact that he planned to slam into Maria over and over like a loose shutter in a windstorm. She’d somehow gained confidence in the hours since he’d last seen her, as if having two men regard her naked body made her power grow.

Her power over his cock was unquestioned, he thought, as he cupped himself over his breeches. If he had his way, this bride was getting bred tonight.

But what of the mystery of her husband’s disinterest, the solution to which promised to pay him handsomely? Perhaps he’d settle the issue with no need to run around town after all.

Charley looked at his wife with some curiosity, but there was no evidence of lust or a straining cock. Hmm. Perhaps this would require some effort after all. Still, he had to try to take the easy way out.

“Far be it from me to take your rightful place between your wife’s thighs,” said Edward, gesturing to the naked Maria.

“No, my good man,” said Charley, graciously showing the way to the bed. “I’d hate to step in and adversely affect your source of income.”

Dash it: this pair belonged together. So he wanted to play at gentlemanly disinterest in his own wife? Edward would be happy to make him regret that choice.

Lord Edward drew close to the ravishing Maria and pulled her nearer. “To solve your little inquiry,” he whispered, “I need you to be loud and enthusiastic about everything I do — unless I’m hurting you.”

She looked into Edward’s eyes, and understanding dawned. “You want to see his response?”

Maybe she wasn’t a peahen after all. “That’s it,” he said, stroking up her thigh until he cupped her bare arse.

“What am I to do?” she asked in a small, altogether too innocent voice.

“Leave off the games and get on the bed. Show me the pussy you want bred tonight. And don’t be shy about giving your husband a glimpse, too,” Edward added.

Lady Maria draped herself at the end of the bed and slowly opened her legs to the two men standing near the fireplace as if waiting for the dinner gong. For Edward, it was an apt comparison because he was hungry for her cunt.

Charley was a hard nut to crack. He struck a match and watched the proceedings while lazily puffing on a cheroot. Edward was surprised that his wife wasn’t scolding him for smoking in the bedroom, but he supposed Maria cut him some slack since he was willingly partaking in a bit of intimacy.

“You could take a seat and get comfortable,” said Edward, but the clearly skittish Charley waved him away. Curious.

Edward stripped down, carefully folding and stacking his garments on the open chair. The last thing he needed was to rip the few presentable clothes he owned because of excess enthusiasm for his profession.

“Play with your little cunny, my dear,” said Edward, testing to see if endearments might ignite her husband’s jealousy and lust. Yet Charley still regarded Maria, now working her slick folds, with a good deal of detachment.

Edward stepped closer, stroking his cock as he surveyed the place he’d ply his trade tonight.

“That sounds like a wet little cunny you’ve got there.”

Her breathing grew heavier as he approached, her eyes darting between Edward and her husband.

Charley finally tossed the end of his cheroot into the fireplace and joined them on the bed. Edward hoped to make this quick, so he didn’t climb up, just dragged Maria’s arse to the edge.

Edward was hard and aching and saw no reason to delay. He dropped his cock so it landed on Maria’s swollen folds, almost at the entrance of her cunt.

“Are you ready to take this cock and swell with a baby?”

She nodded, her apprehension apparent, but swollen lips and lowered lids were also in evidence.

“Rub on your titties. Maybe, if you’re a good girl, your husband will help you with your needy little nipples.”

She felt them experimentally, then cast her husband a coy look. For his part, the sight of Edward’s cock splitting his wife’s nether lips transfixed him, the bulbous cockhead stretching her before plunging inside. Perhaps there was a rake in him yet.

“That’s a good pussy,” said Edward. “A good virgin pussy.”

Maria contracted around him, clearly running as hot and fast as he was.

“That little nub is straining for me,” said Edward. “She wants to be petted, doesn’t she?” He trailed the backs of his fingers over her little clitoris and watched Maria’s legs shake.

“Did I open you up properly to receive my seed? Are you ready to make my baby?” he asked, moving his hand up her mons until it rested on her lower belly.

She whimpered and bounced while absorbing his hard thrusts.

“But maybe you’d like something from your husband? Do you want some of his seed, too?”

Maria grew frantic, and she gazed at Charley with imploring eyes.

Edward took a moment to stroke in and out more slowly, letting his cockhead exit and then ease back in until he bottomed out.

Almost before he could understand what had happened, Charley had his falls open and was beating his cock with a ferocious intensity. It was not the stroke of a man straining to come; he was merely stoking a fire already laying waste to his control.

“You want in your wife’s cunt, my man?” asked Edward, perfectly willing to cede the field and collect just the purse offered by Lady Maria for determining why her husband didn’t fuck her. Edward figured that inspiring her husband to fuck her would qualify as a solution to the problem.

Charley frantically shook his head in the negative and then made a pained noise as he ejaculated onto the place where Edward was currently plowing his wife’s cunt. Edward pulled out and watched as the seed collected in Maria’s entrance, then he plunged in again, delivering the spend deep inside.

Edward pulled back, leaving Maria’s gaping pussy available to her husband, but he missed her hole and his seemingly endless lashes of seed hit Edward’s cock instead.

No matter, he thought, he was perfectly content to deliver it right into the man’s wife (while being paid handsomely twice over for his trouble).

A thought occurred to him as he was ascending to orgasm and stroking Maria so she’d join him there. It was almost as if Charley’s violent sexual eruption wasn’t directed towards Maria’s newly broken-in cunny at all. It was as if the idea of ejaculating on Edward’s well-used cock brought him to sexual release.

The sudden force with which his cock grew harder was painful. His brain, starved for blood, became foggy, and Edward’s ability to hold back an orgasm crumbled. He shouted and poured himself into Charley Mabbot’s wife as the man looked on.


Chapter 5


This wasn’t the first time Edward’s cock had served as a painful bellwether for the truth.

He couldn’t remember when it first started, and he’d been convinced for years that he simply got harder than forged steel at inopportune moments because of youthful horniness.

Then he’d had an episode at his engagement ball. As the son of a Marquess, Edward was afforded certain advantages in society despite not being the heir. He could be called “Lord” without holding a title of his own, he had a fat purse because of a generous allowance from his papa, and he had a promising military career with plenty of fighting on the Peninsula ahead, where he might distinguish himself. Accordingly, he was to marry well — a Duke’s daughter with a handsome face and even handsomer dowry.

Midway through a waltz, Edward looked over to find his fiancée in the arms of a man regarding her with quiet intensity. There was nothing inappropriate about their dancing, yet Edward had to step back carefully from his own partner to avoid punching a hole in her silk satin gown with his insistently rigid erection that rose at the thought that this was the expression of a man deeply in love.

When Edward found his fiancée later that night, bent over and rogered from behind by that same man in the Marchioness’s greenhouse, he finally admitted to himself that his cock’s sudden rise had signaled more than just general interest.

It seemed impossible, but Lord Edward Richard Stone had a cock that alerted him to hidden truths with the consistency of a compass pointing north.

He’d made the mistake — when well into his cups — of telling a friend or two about his rather odd talent. Thus was born Dick Stone, a moniker that both revealed and belittled his gift.

In the days that followed his trip to the Mabbot townhouse, Edward’s head ached, and he was loath to spend time outdoors. On the third day, he rose from his bed and spent some time at his accounts, totaling up the cost to recover the more important of his losses when his cock, his own sexual hubris, and a rather nefarious plot in the days before Waterloo combined to strip him of his honor and material possessions.

“It’s fortunate you’ve me to do your bidding so you can lie in bed all day,” said Tobias, his leg halfway over the windowsill.

Edward held his head between his hands, even the sound of Tobias’s scratchy voice causing him pain.

“I say, are you drying out after marinating in gut rot?”

“Just a terrible headache,” said Edward.

“It’s a good thing I’m on the case, then. And I have information for you.”

“Haven’t had a chance to buy food lately.”

“You really are in the gutter, aren’t you? If you’ve got coin, I can bring some things back for you. I don’t need the one decent bloke in this city to starve to death.”

Edward fished a few coins from his purse. He didn’t have many, and if Tobias ran off with them, he was in terrible shape, but he saw no alternative.

“And what have you discovered as a result of following Charley Mabbot?”

Tobias paused at the window.

“Likes to visit a whorehouse.”

“Just one?” asked Edward, perking up. Maybe he fancied himself in love with one of the ladybirds.

“Aye. They keep the windows covered — they’re not stupid, but it’s easy to read the shadows. Beast with two backs, you know.”

“What’s the crowd going in and out like?”

“The usual types that like to drop their coin at a bordello. Toffs, gents, cits, all of ’em in and out all night. The girls there must be working hard.”

“And where did you say this bordello is located?”

“Field Lane.”

“Gray stone townhouse, one from the corner?” asked Edward, picturing the place in his mind.

“That’s it.”

“I don’t think it’s women plying their trade there,” said Edward to himself. The handsome townhouse on Field Lane was home to a celebrated molly house where men could indulge their taste for other men. Once again, his cock crowed at the dawning of the truth.

“Tobias,” he called to the urchin departing through the window. “Bring some ale with the pie. I have work to do.”


Chapter 6


It was all just as he’d suspected. One trip inside the molly house and some glimpses into doorways, helpfully left cracked open, clarified not only the cause but also possible solutions to the Mabbots’ marital impasse.

Edward waited in the dark night, just outside the gray townhouse on Field Lane. A man somewhat familiar to him emerged. Bits of him were certainly more known to him now, after seeing him stripped down and pumping away.

“Don’t dart off like that. I’ll not hurt or defame you,” said Edward.

The man relaxed just a little.

“I know you enjoy the company of men,” said Edward. “Now tell me: do you also enjoy fucking women?”

***

At Mabbot House, Edward had Lady Maria spread on the writing desk in her bedroom. Her hands gripped the edges of the table while she perched one leg where she no doubt penned ladylike letters to friends and family.

Charley was nowhere to be found after the first rogering. Perhaps he too had felt rocked by the experience.

Rocking away now was Maria, meeting his thrusts like a good little strumpet despite how recently she’d been introduced to the ways of the flesh. She was a delight — in bed and on chaises and over desks, at least.

Edward watched his cock test Maria’s cunny. She gripped him most appealingly, but it might pose difficulties for what he’d planned.

He attempted to slide a finger into her channel alongside his cock.

“Oh!” Lady Maria squealed, wiggling at the intrusion.

“Can you take more here? Does your cunny need more stuffing?”

“I feel I might break,” she said, all coyness gone, only fear remaining.

He let his finger drift over her arse, trailing her wetness over that puckered rosebud that called out to him. “And what of here?”

“Oh, Edward!” she said, bucking him off and turning to face him in shock. “Whatever is going on?”

He held her upper arms and crowded in. “I’m attempting to solve the Mabbot family bedroom problems for good, as I promised you.”

He sat Maria on the desk facing him and fed his cock back into her hot, grasping hole. Then he drew very close to better gauge her reaction.

“What if there was another man in the room?”

Maria looked around, suddenly alert.

“Not now, but how would you feel if there were?”

Her cunt’s answering squeeze settled the matter; on some level she liked it, maybe even needed it. He couldn’t blame a woman trained to be admired for enjoying admiration in all aspects of her life.

“Now what if we three were very naughty?”

Maria moaned, one hand behind her on the desk and the other working her recently discovered nub.

“What if…” Edward leaned forward and poured his full, filthy vision into her ears, hearing her breaths grow heavier and feeling her cunt contracting around him as her arousal neared its peak.

“Now, what if one of those men was your husband? And the other was his best friend?”

She couldn’t contain her scream as an orgasm broke unexpectedly hard. Maria’s head was thrown back as if in rapture as Edward emptied his seed into her, certain that he was close to a solution pleasurable to all, including his purse.


Chapter 7


It was Tuesday, and Tuesdays meant a close shave by Mr. Rymer and another attempt at solving the Mabbot case.

Not that Edward was complaining as he lavished Maria’s cunny with his lips and mouth and even a nip of his teeth. She was writhing, soaking wet, and begging to be filled. Perhaps it wasn’t a cruel god that forced him into this line of work, but a merciful and understanding one.

He hadn’t planned on planting his cock in her cunt, but who was he to refuse the earnest entreaties of an ignored wife? Besides, he’d need her amenable to what he had orchestrated.

She let out a breath and her stomach went soft as he fed his shaft into her pussy.

“You’ve learned to take cock so well, my dear.”

She flashed him a coy smile while playing with her nipple and clitoris in a most alluring way.

“You’re going to learn some new lessons soon if my plans work out.”

“You’ve more to teach me?”

“You’ll soon have new masters that will set new lessons for you.”

“New…masters?”

“Yes, masters, as in two. You see, I considered the ways to solve this unsolvable problem you Mabbots are facing. The case of the frosty bedroom.”

“I hardly think I am the cause,” she said, gesturing to where she was taking his cock.

“And your husband could say the same,” replied Edward, aware that he quickly needed to inform her of some unsaid truths.

“He’s in love with another woman.”

“We should approach this mountain from another direction. Do you remember when I tested your little hole to see if you could take more, alongside my cock?”

She nodded, still sad.

“And then I tried your back passage, to see if you have a natural aptitude for arse play?”

Again, she nodded gravely.

“I’ve been trying to solve a numbers problem. You see, I believe you have an opportunity to establish a family.”

She regarded him, not understanding.

“With your husband. And a child or children, should you be so blessed.”

“Yes, I hope he will accept the fruit of our liaison.”

“No, I mean, a loving family, if unconventional.” Though not as unconventional as some people think, he mused to himself.

“I’ve tried to lure Charley to my bed, and it’s hopeless,” she said, tears collecting at the corners of her eyes.

Edward brushed a quick kiss on her lips, to her surprise. “You simply were missing an important part of the puzzle, my dear.”

The door to Maria’s bedroom opened, and Charley walked in. Accompanied by Jack, the friend who had initially hired Edward on his behalf.

“You know Jack Fyppound, of the Norfolk Fyppounds?”

Maria’s hands flew to cover her bouncing breasts, then she realized her cunny was exposed, and moved one hand there.

“It’s wonderful to see you again, Jack,” she said in a small voice, as if they were meeting at a picnic. “I hope your mother fares well after her flare of gout?”

“She’s quite well, thank you, Lady Maria,” he said while blushing but also fixated on a glimpse of a nipple her hand had failed to conceal.

“Oh dash it, Maria, show Jack the goods!” said Charley, the festering anxiety of this meeting getting to him.

“I’m trying to be a good wife to you and give you a baby, but you’ve been so cold to me, although we once were friends! Now you’re having an affair with another woman and, what, giving me to yet another man?”

Charley sat on the bed next to Maria. She was lying down and still taking Edward’s cock, which made the position awkward. Eventually, Charley lay next to her.

He stared at the canopy for several moments before rolling closer.

Speaking into her hair, he said, “I’ve been a bad husband to you. I’m sorry. There’s something you don’t know about me, and I’m afraid you’ll hate me for it.”

Maria carded a hand through her husband’s hair. He slid down until his head rested on her bare breast, finally ready to confess the cause of their estrangement.

“The thing you’re doing right now with Lord Edward, that’s what I do with men,” he mumbled.

Maria glanced at Edward’s cock working in and out of her hole and then back at her husband.

“Well, not precisely like that. There’s some different equipment involved, which requires different approaches.”

“Oh,” said Maria in a soft voice, her hand still moving through his hair.

“I tried finding enthusiasm for the act…with women…while I was at Cambridge, but I just didn’t respond. I had hoped that I’d find a way to perform the act with you, but…”

Maria nodded carefully.

“I treasure you. And I’m sorry that my concerns about you seeing through my deficiencies kept us estranged from each other despite our long friendship.”

“It’s not a deficiency,” said Maria.

“I’m sorry?”

“Not liking women in this way,” she said in a strident tone while gesturing to where she was being fucked, “is not a deficiency. Don’t say such a thing about my husband.”

“Even if you’re left requiring the services of a stud to become a mother?”

“Our friendship is far more important than any of that,” she said, pressing him closer. Edward watched with trepidation as Maria held her husband, who seemed to snuggle happily against her breast.

“Lord Edward alluded to a solution involving two masters,” she said at last.

“Jack,” said Charley without lifting his head. “Meet my wife. In a new way.”

He came closer, cautious at first. “Hullo, Maria.”

“Hello, Jack,” she said, holding out her hand to him. He scampered onto the bed beside her, mirroring Charley’s position, cautiously settling on her bare breast. Maria stroked his hair, too.

“Would you be terribly offended if I…” He opened his mouth over her pebbled nipple before locking eyes with hers.

Spine bowed, she used a hand at the back of his head to direct him closer. He sucked her nipple between his lips and sighed.

Charley looked at his lover and mirrored his actions, flicking at Maria’s nipple with his tongue until she twisted on the bed in pleasure.

Jack gripped his cock through his trousers and groaned into his lover’s bride’s soft skin. “You’ll think me quite needy, madam.”

“I want nothing more than to be needed,” she said, fairly glowing at the adoration poured on her by three virile men. A debutante could dream of having her dance card full, while never imagining the other ways she could captivate multiple men at once.

“So, you like each other?” asked Maria, stroking her newest lovers’ napes. “A lot?”

Jack flashed a smirk at Charley and then leaned over and stole a quick kiss on the lips from him. Charley caught him by the neck and returned it with a lingering open-mouthed kiss that confirmed just how he felt about his friend.

They met over Maria’s naked body while she received Edward’s thrusts. When Jack draped a hand over her breast and worked her wet nipple while continuing to kiss Charley, Maria tensed.

“She likes that,” growled Edward, feeling her cunt contract around him.

Charley traced Maria’s nipple, too, but it was Jack moving his hand to her clitoris that made her moan in the way Edward knew signaled her approaching orgasm.

“She’s going to gush on my cock if you keep doing that,” said Edward, picking up his pace.

Jack pulled back, but Edward directed his hand right down to Maria’s nub again. “That’s a good thing. We want her wet and soft for your first go at her pretty little cunny.”

Jack turned his head into the blankets to keep control over his hardened cock while Maria emitted cries at the provocative words. Charley watched his bride and lover with a barely leashed hunger as the sound of wet coupling grew louder.

“And where will you be, my darling?” she asked Charley while stroking his sideburns.

“I’ll be right behind him, filling him as he fills you,” drawled Charley, gaining confidence and swagger as he saw his wife wanted nothing more than his true self and his lover’s cock.

“Yes, I want that. I want it so much,” she said, while rising to meet Edward’s thrusts as her orgasm wound closer to detonation.

“We’ll give it to you, love,” said Charley softly.

Maria shrieked as her orgasm rolled over her with the force of a sudden storm, her body twisting with pleasure.

“Somebody is breeding you tonight, my lady, and it might just be me,” said Edward, allowing his seed to shoot forth the moment he felt Maria’s decisive contractions around him.

Edward pulled out of Maria quickly and let one gush of his semen land at the entrance of her cunt for her new lovers’ delectation, then he pushed it in slowly with his cock as he continued to unload in her grasping body.

Edward finally removed himself from Maria’s pussy and backed away as if dazed by his orgasm. She remained spread, and she did not cover herself.

Jack crawled down the bed until he hovered over Maria’s pussy.

“Lord Edward won’t be the father of your baby, not if I have anything to say about it,” he said, diving in and licking Edward’s spend from her well-used cunt.

Maria squealed as he ravaged her puffy nether lips with enthusiasm, licking her like a starving man. Charley got into the action by holding the leg nearest him despite her squirming, before grabbing Jack for a lingering kiss.

Edward settled next to Maria on the bed, watching as her new lovers luxuriated in kisses made wetter by his seed.

“Are you going to let your men fill you?” asked Edward, cupping Maria’s breast tenderly.

“Over and over,” she said, opening her legs further with Charley’s help so Jack could dig his tongue into her channel.

“And to think, not that long ago, I broke your maidenhead with my fingers,” said Edward lowly.

“She feels tight,” said Jack from between her thighs. “Are you sure you’ve been inside her, Dick Stone?”

Edward rolled his eyes. These pups could play with each other; he was getting too old for raillery and games.

“Put your cock inside and tell me,” said Edward. If he played his cards right, he might be home before he’d need to take a cab for the sake of safety.

Charley leaned forward and slid his fingers into his wife’s cunny. “Demme, Maria, you’re a veritable strumpet, you naughty girl.” He worked in and out, gathering her wetness and the rest of Edward’s spend on his fingers.

“Trousers off,” he commanded Jack, who happily shed his pantaloons and leaned over Maria’s prone body. He bent more flagrantly and thrust out his arse for his lover.

“We’re going to do this?” asked Charley.

“We’re the naked ones,” said Jack while Maria helped him out of his cravat and shirt. “Come now, are you going to fuck us or not?”

Charley chuckled and eased his wet fingers into Jack’s arse.

Jack leaned closer to Maria and narrated their game. “Your husband is opening me up for his cock right now. Your pretty cunny’s delicious juices and Lord Edward’s seed will let him pound my hole as I fill you with my cock. Can you take me while I take him?”

Maria fondled her nub and nodded yes frantically as Edward rolled her nipple between his fingers.

“Is Charley stripping down?” asked Edward skeptically as he regarded the young nobleman still attired in his tailored finery.

“He mostly likes to take me while clothed. Says I should feel degraded by the sensation of his falls against my sack, but I suspect he’s just shy,” said Jack coyly, directing the words behind himself.

Charley lined up his cock at Jack’s entrance and slowly pushed in. “You’ve never complained about a fast fuck before, my boy,” he said while directing Jack’s head down to his wife’s breast. Jack latched on and groaned when Charley bottomed out.

“Buckskin,” said Jack, catching his breath. “I do love the feel of your husband’s breeches tanning my hide.”

Maria squirmed until she caught hold of Jack’s cock. “Is this acceptable?” she asked, her eyes innocent while she worked his cock with admirable skill for one so new to carnal matters.

“You know it is, you minx,” said Jack before kissing her. “How is our little pussy feeling? Is she ready to be filled and bred?”

“I don’t know, are you ready to make me a mother?”

“We are ready to make you a mother,” replied Jack as he moved his hips to slide into Maria’s hand while taking Charley’s thrusts.

“How does it feel? Taking my husband’s cock in your arse?”

Jack’s eyes closed in pleasure. “Someday, when you’re ready, I’ll do the same to you and you can tell me yourself.”

Maria directed Jack’s cock so it slid between her wet nether lips but didn’t enter her body.

“You’re going to drain my balls, darling, you know that?”

“I certainly hope so,” she said, pulling Jack down for a kiss.

Charley reached around Jack and put a hand to Maria’s breast. “You’ll drain our balls and get a baby. You want that? To swell with our child?”

She smiled like a cat in the cream and bit her lower lip. “How would you like to be a papa? Papas,” she corrected.

“Fuck, Maria,” groaned Charley, gripping Jack’s shoulder so he could pound into him with more force. “Are you in her yet? Are you plowing my wife?”

Jack lined himself up at Maria’s entrance and slid in slowly while watching her reaction. “Taking me so well,” he murmured while placing his hand on her lower belly. “Inside,” he bit out, straining to keep control as he experienced a fantasy he’d never imagined might become real.

“You like my wife’s cunny?” asked Charley, still fondling Maria’s breast.

“You fucking know I do,” said Jack, squeezing his eyes shut as he struggled to keep his orgasm leashed.

Charley hooked his chin over Jack’s shoulder. “Maybe, in time, she could be your wife, too. Our wife.”

Jack looked back, confused.

“Not according to the law,” said Charley with regret. “But we could form a hearth, a household together as three. Live as a family with the children. They’ll need to know their papa.”

“Their papas,” said Jack, turning to kiss Charley tenderly.

“Would you accept that, Maria? Making this marriage bigger?” asked Charley, looking down at his wife.

She held a hand to his dear face and cupped his cheek, finally understanding the bright future they could have if they only dreamed bigger. “I can think of nothing I’d like better.”

Edward released a private sigh of relief. His gambit had worked; never let it be said that he’d lost his ability to maneuver under pressure.

He trailed a hand down Maria’s body until he reached her nub, which he gently ran his fingers over.

“She just fluttered around me,” ground out Jack. “I’ve been holding back. No more. I need to pound her hard and fill that hole.”

Maria cried out in pleasure as his harder strokes pushed her up the fine sheets until her head crowded awkwardly against the headboard. She struggled to use her arms to exert enough force to remain in place but couldn’t prevent her lovers from losing their alignment.

Edward slid onto the bed, his naked body laid out beside Maria.

“Get on top of me and I’ll hold you in place while your men put a baby in you.”

Maria gave a small cry when Jack removed his cock, but she happily settled on Edward’s powerful body as his feet anchored them to the edge of the bed and his legs held hers obscenely open.

“I could do you next,” said Jack, leering at Edward’s sack. His cock was trapped between Maria’s arse cheeks, nestled in for a pleasurable ride.

“Focus on filling your wife for now,” said Edward, still hoping to depart early enough to avoid spending coin on a cab.

Jack spit on Maria’s spread pussy to prepare her for his rogering. “Gladly.”

Edward wrapped one arm around Maria’s midsection to brace her and flexed his thighs to help hold them in place. Jack slid his cock into Maria’s channel, this time hard. Edward and Maria grunted together at the force.

“I want in again,” said Charley, stroking his cock.

Jack paused and let his best friend feed his leaking cock back into his needy hole.

“That’s a good boy,” ground out Charley, taking his friend by the hair and directing his mouth to Maria’s nipple. “Now show the wife how you’ll suck the milk from her tits after she has our baby.”

Maria whimpered at the feeling of Jack’s unrelenting lips and tongue coupled with his rough strokes.

“You going to take two young bucks?” asked Edward mischievously in her ear.

Maria ran a hand over her unattended, bouncing breast and bit out, “Charley and I became friends because I was a hoyden. Climbing trees and riding bareback. I can take them.”

“The only girl for us,” said Charley, his eyes finally melting as he regarded his precious wife.

“She likes that. She’s gripping harder,” said Jack.

“As are you, Jackie. Are you going to come for me?”

“We’re in the presence of a lady. Shouldn’t she come first?” asked Jack.

Edward, tired of waiting for this new trio to work out their coupling, slid his hand between Maria’s and Jack’s bodies, his fingers traveling over their nether hair to part Maria’s lips and expose her bud directly to Jack’s body.

“Oh,” she said, the air suddenly leaving her stomach as she felt her orgasm draw near.

“Suck him in, open your womb to his seed,” said Edward. “Let him pour new life into your belly.”

“Maria, I can’t hold it in any longer. I need to breed you, love,” said Jack.

She shouted and shook in Edward’s arms as she broke under the combined erotic force of three powerful men.

Jack was already joining her, caught as he was between his two married lovers, his body taken and used until he could no longer withhold the force of his orgasm.

Charley let his two loves finish and then directed Jack’s head up to Maria’s mouth. As if to conspire to drain his balls permanently, they nuzzled each other momentarily and then kissed, Jack showing Maria how to kiss with an open mouth, at an angle so Charley could enjoy watching their tongues stroke each other.

He shouted and pulled out, letting his seed streak across the bedsheets.

“And what for our favorite stud, the finest matchmaker in all of London?” asked Jack as he withdrew from Maria’s sloppy pussy. “We’d hate to send you home hard as stone after all of your fine efforts.”

Edward wiped Maria’s back with a clean corner of the sheet before propping her arse on a pillow and directing her legs up and together.

“I came from your wife’s arse rubbing against me while you two worked her little hole,” said Edward. “Keep her in this position for fifteen minutes. After that, put her in any position you three would like and fill her regularly.”


Epilogue


London, 1817

Edward galloped into Hyde Park, his stallion, Tencendor, once again under him because of his improved fortunes. Solving the ton’s sex problems proved far more lucrative than mere stud servicing, though he happily kept open both arms of his business. Never let it be said that Dick Stone turned up anything but his cock when wives needed breeding.

Ahead, he spied a merry party. Lady Maria Mabbot cradled a newborn baby in her arms while perched on the bench of a phaeton. On either side of her sat Jack, currently at the reins, and Charley, who was staring at their baby with pride.

They drove the sporting vehicle, once famous for winning races, at a sedate pace and nodded to all and sundry in the park during the fashionable hour.

“Do you think they’ll make it?” asked a voice near his boot.

There stood Tobias, his unlikely friend and associate. Edward hopped down from his high mount and held Tencendor’s reins while they chatted, in case the warhorse decided they were once again in battle. They both remembered the tour on the Peninsula at inopportune times.

Edward regarded the family of four and smiled while draping an arm over Tobias’s bony shoulders. “They’ve as much of a chance as any of us, I think. More, given that they know they have something special, and they’ve all changed a bit to get to live as their true selves. And experience love.”

“Love,” scoffed Tobias. “A full belly and warm place to sleep are enough for me.”

“And I’m satisfied now that I’ve got Tencendor again,” declared Edward, sounding more certain than he felt.

“There’s a new woman selling pies,” said Tobias as they turned towards home. “Meat this time.”

“Is this a subtle attempt to get dinner out of me?” asked Edward, ruffling Tobias’s dirty hair.

“Yes,” said Tobias, aware that honesty wouldn’t alter Edward’s course of action.

“Pride is often the biggest obstacle to love,” said Edward, suddenly feeling philosophical. “If you can be that honest someday with someone — or someones, like the Mabbots and Jack — perhaps you needn’t settle for just food and shelter.”

“You take the leap first, and I’ll follow your lead,” said Tobias, skeptical of Edward’s prediction.

Little did either party realize just what fate had in store. But that, my friends, is a story for another day.

THE END

***

Next in the Dick Stone, Regency Stud series

The Regency Stud Rides Again

For the right price, Dick Stone always rises to the occasion.

Lord Edward Richard “Dick” Stone’s stud service is as discreet as it is effective — until society whispers that he’s tupped the enceinte wife of a Waterloo hero. To salvage his reputation, Edward pays a call on Baroness Charlotte Dalpole…only to discover she wants more than denials. She wants a demonstration.

And she’s not the only one. Her decorated husband is a strategist both on the battlefield and in the bedchamber. And he prefers to watch as his wife blossoms under another man’s attentions. Soon Edward mounts the most perilous maneuver of his career: filling a baroness under the gaze of London’s self-styled scientific gentlemen.

If he triumphs, the fee will keep his horse in clover for months. If he falters, the legend of Dick Stone will crumble along with his livelihood. It’s not easy being hard as Stone.

The Regency Stud Rides Again is an 11,000-word outrageously filthy Regency romp featuring a shameless professional stud, a blooming and very married baroness, one watchful war hero, and the most unscientific breeding experiment ever attempted in polite society.

Coming 19 September 2025 to eBook and Kindle Unlimited: elizabethroubaix.com/DickStone2
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Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance

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

***

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

***

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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The Mogul and the Maid: Short and Spicy Secret Pregnancy Victorian Romance (A Few Good Bucks Book 1)

Their hallway tryst ended in heartache. She wants revenge — he’s desperate for another taste.

Lucy Makeblythe has spent months trying to forget the night rich, reckless, and ruinously charming Adam Chevestrer took her innocence in a ducal corridor…and vanished before she could catch her breath.

Now he’s back, offering everything from fine gowns to heartfelt apologies. But Lucy wants something more: a night at the Forest, where the masked, dominant Grand Bucks worship one woman with their mouths, hands, and bodies. And Adam? He’ll be watching. Restrained. Helpless. Desperate.

What he doesn’t know is that Lucy’s carrying more than a grudge. Their first encounter left her filled with a secret he’ll never forget — if she ever tells him.

The Mogul and the Maid is a standalone, 15,000-word super spicy Victorian romance featuring a clever heroine, a repentant rake, public restraint, and a HEA that’s both scandalous and satisfying.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/GB1


About the author


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

To receive alerts when Elizabeth publishes new stories, please follow her on Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/amazon.

Newsletter sign up: elizabethroubaix.com/newsletter.
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