

The Regency Stud Rides Again

Elizabeth Roubaix


Copyright © 2025 by Elizabeth Roubaix

⁠All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

⁠This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

⁠This book is meant for sale to adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language which may be considered offensive. All sexually active characters in this work are eighteen (18) years of age or older.

Cover designed by GetCovers.

Newsletter signup

Sign up for Elizabeth’s newsletter to receive a too-spicy-for-Amazon book and upcoming release intel: elizabethroubaix.com/Bred


Contents


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Newsletter signup
Also by Elizabeth Roubaix
About the author



Chapter 1


London, 1818

The fabric panel marking off his place of business opened so violently that Lord Edward Richard Stone braced himself. Whether for a punch or a shot, he didn’t know. What he knew was that he’d done plenty of things to warrant either option.

“You’ve really landed yourself in the suds now, Dick Stone,” said a familiar voice.

“Gesù, Tobias,” said Lord Edward, patting his lapel to find a stray cheroot. “I’ll not be around to do anything if you scare me to death like that.”

“You skipped buying smokes last week so Tencendor could have an extra bunch of clover,” said Tobias, taking a chair in the former closet that now served as Lord Edward’s office. Outside of the small room, the sounds of Mr. Rymer’s barber shop continued at a low hum.

“Blast,” said Edward, slumping in his seat and tucking away the gazette he’d been reading, mostly for the lonely hearts ads. While Edward had to confront a crisis without a cheroot, his horse enjoyed the best greenery that his pikestaff could buy. Born the second son of a marquess, he’d fallen far in his three decades, but at least he could say each tumble had made the hard thud at the end worth it.

“You’re not interested in what they’re saying about you?” asked Tobias.

Lord Edward regarded his friend, an urchin from St Giles. “A seducer of innocents, defiler of wives, stud for money?” He held up his hands in a show of defeat. “There’s no defense against those claims, because they’re true.”

“But they say you’ve taken up with the wife of a baron.”

“Which one?” asked Edward, shrugging and crossing one long leg over the other. “I’ve had several.”

“Baron Dalpole.”

Lord Edward thought back to what he knew about the man: elevated to a barony after heroic service under Wellington at Waterloo, during which he’d lost an eye, if Edward’s memory wasn’t mistaken.

“I don’t recall his wife especially. I’d need to check my notes,” said Edward, reaching for the locked cabinet where he kept files written in code for his breeding business.

“That’s not the important bit,” said Tobias, kicking his chair to get his attention. “They say you pleasured the wife…when she was pregnant.”

Edward jolted up, shocked for the second time that afternoon. “But why would I be breeding a woman already bred?” he asked. “It makes no sense.”

Tobias shook his head, trying to understand the allegations as well.

“I run a good, clean stud business, and I won’t see myself defamed!” ground out Edward. “I’ve made plenty of babies for good families. Who is saying these things?”

“Swells outside the gaming hells, some nobs at Covent Garden bordellos,” replied Tobias, still puzzling over the gossip.

Suddenly, there was yelling from the main hall of the barbershop.

“Is someone getting murdered?” asked Tobias, his face serious as he darted his head out from behind the curtain to look around.

“Just Rymer drawing out a diseased tooth,” said Edward. “Happens several times per day; one gets used to it.”

Tobias nodded his head and pulled out a small flask.

“Now, what’s this?” asked Edward, grabbing the bottle from him. “It doesn’t have any identifiable marks, does it? I know you didn’t buy a piece like this with your wages from me; they’re not nearly high enough.”

Tobias reached for his flask as Edward unscrewed the cap and dumped the contents down his own throat. He looked at his young associate in horror.

“Is that water?”

Tobias took back the bottle and shoved it safely into his smalls beneath his waistband.

“Why would a hobbledehoy want to drink water?” asked Edward, horrified and a little disappointed that he hadn’t found gin inside. He was entirely lacking in the trappings of dissipation today as he dealt with a crisis that could affect his business.

“I happen to like water,” said Tobias stubbornly before drawing forth some penny candy and sharing a piece with Edward. “I get it from a good pump.”

“You’re going to end up yelling as Rymer draws out your teeth if you keep eating this,” said Edward, happily sucking on the lemon drop himself.

“I had a thought on the way over,” said Tobias, playing with his flat cap. “Why are the bucks and bloods talking about this case so much?”

“Dalpole’s wife? Yes, ‘tis strange that they discuss a lady in the breeding state,” said Edward, choosing his words carefully to protect young Tobias, though he’d seen and heard things on the streets Edward couldn’t imagine. “My mother always boxed my ears if I so much as acknowledged the existence of procreation. God forbid one admit to knowing a lady was enceinte.”

“Perhaps the lady went outside the house too often in her condition?” asked Tobias skeptically. “But why should they be yammering about this in connection with you, when you’ve bedded plenty of ladies? For money.”

Edward and Tobias sucked on their candy and mulled over the problem.

“It seems rather pointless, doesn’t it?” asked Edward.

“How so?”

“Well, if the lady is already breeding, why would a stud be involved?” asked Lord Edward.

“If she’s already got a baby in her belly, she doesn’t need your services,” said Tobias.

“Yes, and why would her husband allow such talk to continue, especially when she’s in a delicate state? It might upset her.”

They listened to the fading screams from the main room of the barbershop while trying to make sense of this conundrum.

“I think I need to pay a call on the Dalpole household and see what I can learn,” said Edward, dusting some clipped hair from his boots and grabbing his hat.


Chapter 2


With the help of directions obtained from Tobias, Edward reached the Dalpole townhouse before morning calls — actually taking place in the afternoon — were done.

The butler showed him into a bright sitting room, and soon, the lady of the house swept in.

Charlotte Dalpole was a young woman, pretty enough, but rendered beautiful by her burgeoning belly. Her pregnancy had sent her bosom to the heavens, leaving Lord Edward hard as stone.

He took a seat next to her on the divan and placed a small pillow thoughtfully in his lap.

“I wondered when you might pay a call,” she said excitedly.

“Were you now?” asked Edward, surprised but pleased that she had no plans to feign ignorance of the gossip.

“Yes. You see, I’ve been hearing talk,” she said.

Excellent. They could exchange information efficiently and squash these rumors in no time.

“When it concerns me, talk is often true. Except in this case, as you know.”

Her face fell. “I did not realize the stories were not true.”

“You, better than anyone, should know—” Edward stopped when he realized the source of the confusion. Clearly, they were discussing two very different stories. “To which stories are you referring?”

“It is said that you engage in the marital act for money,” she said, leaning over to pour tea.

He attempted not to look down the front of her Grecian dress, he really did, but the necklines du jour were so favorably placed and her bosom so bounteous that Edward was riveted to where the dough overflowed the bowl, so to speak. The nearly sheer fabric seemed to suggest a hard peach nipple. London’s wives were going to get him shot. Again!

“I don’t mean to correct you, madam,” he said, pulling his eyes away regretfully. “But I do not engage in the marital act for money. I step in and provide breeding services for fine families in need of help.”

“Is there a difference?” she asked, her face betraying a good deal of confusion.

“Ahh, yes,” he said, setting down his saucer and teacup so he might use his hands for this lesson. Baroness Dalpole was proving considerably thick in places other than her midsection, and he’d need full use of his person to educate her.

He held up both hands, then made one into a hole shape and pointed a finger using the other. Edward moved them together, rather longer than he perhaps should have, but he found himself swept away by the demonstration.

“I do not get paid for this,” he said slowly so that this woman might grasp the nuance.

She nodded, nibbling on a biscuit.

Edward rearranged his hands and moved as if he were cradling a baby. “I am paid for a favorable result. A child. If I receive funds in advance, I work until there is the desired outcome.”

Charlotte took a thoughtful sip of tea. “Are you paid the same for babies that turn out to be girls?”

Edward leaned back on the divan, very comfortable discussing his entirely legitimate business. “My fee remains the same, though families often find that their generosity runs more freely when a male heir is the result.”

“So you never partake in the act for reasons of pleasure?” she asked skeptically.

“You mean outside of my business?” he asked, raising his brows. My, she was a forward lady.

“Inside, outside, it doesn’t matter,” she said, shifting closer.

Lord Edward’s cock jumped at how close he was to a fertile, forbidden goddess. “As a man devoted to my work, I limit my spending to efforts at procreation. I wouldn’t want to dilute the seed unnecessarily.”

“That’s clever,” she said, those luscious breasts moving as though she were just as heated by the discussion as he was. “I can’t help but think that you’re a brilliant man. Scientific in your approach.”

“Well, yes, but—”

And then he felt it. Below that decorative pillow, where his cock was painfully hard, Charlotte Dalpole had slipped her elegant hand, which was now feeling about.

“May I help you, madam?” he asked, his voice rather higher than usual.

“Oh, yes, I was merely looking for some needlework I misplaced last week. I thought I saw a sign of it and sought to secure the piece immediately.”

Those fingers moved over his clothed shaft, encased in breeches made by his tailoress. “I think you’ve done quite enough to secure the piece,” he said, gently removing her hand from the bulge in his trousers.

Charlotte turned, leaning close so her bosom pressed against his upper arm. God in heaven, he’d put many women in a breeding state, but had virtually no experience with the result. It was a mistake he’d like to remedy. As soon as possible. How men resisted tupping their wives senseless when they became soft and round and apparently insatiable, he didn’t know.

It was then that Baroness Dalpole shocked him: despite the awkward heft of her belly, she slid to the rug of her sitting room.

“Madam, are you well?” he asked, standing immediately to fetch help. “Do you require a doctor?”

Charlotte placed her hands on Edward’s thighs. She pushed them up and up, towards his straining piece, and licked her lips as though she relished tasting him. Heavens and angels, if she kept this up, he’d be soiling his smalls and running from the house in mortification!

“I’m well, Dick Stone,” she said, a seductive look on her glowing face.

He wasn’t a religious man, not by any means, but standing above a woman while she kneeled like a supplicant made his overactive cock leak. Light a candle for his soul; he was ready to fuck this woman on every surface of the sitting room, husband or not. Before he ruined his life — once again — by sticking his shaft into some other man’s wife without a breeding contract in place, he needed to depart this house and never look back.

“I thank you for the tea, madam,” he said, shuffling away. “This has been a most instructive visit.”

And then she slid a hand up to cup his aching cock, over his trousers. Seeing her hand around him sent all logical thoughts from his brain.

“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked, moving one hand up to work at the buttons on his falls.

Did he mind that he’d likely be fleeing this house in a scrap of fabric as her disgruntled husband chased him with a dueling pistol? Not at all! Not if she could just rub over his cockhead a little more.

“Do I mind?” he asked, gasping when she placed her cheek against the place his cock strained under several layers of fine tailoring. “Why, no, but I’m not the one who would, am I?”

He could barely string thoughts together. Charlotte opened that last button and took down his falls like they contained the finest treat at a buffet. Edward could see down the front of her dress from where he stood with a jerking cock and unquiet conscience.

“Oh, you leave that to me,” she said, bringing his breeches to his mid-thighs and tugging at his smallclothes. Lord Edward wasn’t sure if she meant his garments or the handling of an angry husband, but he was pleased to let her handle both, if she so wished.

Finally, he was free. The baroness had his cock out and leaking. If this lady wasn’t careful, he was about to divest himself of a good deal of that carefully saved seed all over her face.

“You requested an audience with my breeding organ, madam?”

She stared at his cock and then looked up uncertainly. “Yes, but I don’t know what to do next.”

Edward held in a groan. These society wives knew exactly what to say to get tupped senseless, their beguiling mix of innocence and hunger leading him down the wrong garden path every time.

“Well,” he said, letting his hand find its way to her hair while he took hold of his shaft with the other. “How about you start by giving this sad, sore cock a kiss? It’s been wanting to meet you since I walked in.”

He pressed his hips forward and let the leaking tip run over the baroness’s inexperienced mouth. She tried to chase it and kept her lips firmly closed at first, but Edward was persistent and randy. It wasn’t long until he’d slipped inside.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, pushing in and pulling back shallowly so she could become accustomed to the feel of a man taking her mouth. “Let’s get it nice and wet, and then I’ll give you something you’ll like very much indeed.”

Lord Edward surveyed the room and considered how he might safely plow a pregnant woman when he saw the minx currently learning how to suck his cock shrug off the top of her simple gown.

She had half stays on, but she was spilling forth in a way that made Edward’s balls feel heavy and full. Charlotte was moving most curiously.

At first, Edward wondered if she was touching herself under her dress. Such a turn of events would be most welcome, and he jolted at the thought of her getting wet and sloppy merely from licking his cock.

But then he realized she wasn’t touching herself at all, but angling herself while continuing to work her mouth on his cock. Charlotte turned slightly, in a way that made no sense, as if to present an erotic tableau for a viewer that wasn’t even present.

Light from the sitting-room window illuminated her breasts and danced over those cheeks and lips she was using so well to service his cock. Why, she’d look like a painting if someone had the good fortune to watch her ministrations.

And then he heard a scraping noise from across the room. Edward jolted, but the baroness had her hands on his bum, holding him in place as she sucked him deeper than she had before.

In terror, he stood stock still as he waited for the maker of the noise to show themselves. But he waited in vain; a minute passed, and they were still alone.

It was a curious thing though; after so many years in the field, Edward had developed the ability to know when he was being watched, and he was certainly being watched by someone other than the luscious Charlotte.

He looked towards the side of the room where he had heard the noise and let his eyes rove over the terrain, imagining it divided into a grid. It was when he was regarding a painting — a scene involving stags and hunters under the royal standard — that he saw something odd.

One deer had a dark eye that seemed to change colors. As Charlotte experimented with taking his shaft deeper, Edward squinted and saw that there was a hole in the painting. A hole that would allow someone in the room next door to observe the goings-on in this room, mostly without detection.

The lady had angled her body to best display it for that painting. And ‌Edward saw something curious just before he heard that scraping again and the deer’s eye returned to a solid dark color: there was a flash at the hole, something orb-like but not an eye; at least, not precisely. Something far more resembling glass shaped like an eye. The sort of prosthetic made for veteran soldiers. Men like Baron Dalpole.

Someone was watching him get his cock sucked by the pregnant lady of the house. A nerve connecting his spine and taxed sack tingled, and the weight of the truth came down upon him as his cock grew harder and he poured seed forth: he’d bet Baron Dalpole had been observing the interlude with his wife the whole time.

And judging by the lady’s willingness to suck him and her attempts to show off her body, she was a willing participant in the whole affair, entirely knowledgeable of her husband’s observation.

But why would a husband and wife take such efforts to construct a scene of infidelity unless they wished to blackmail the lover? Everyone knew Edward had little blunt.

They couldn’t…enjoy such activities, could they? A husband couldn’t find cuckoldry — something all men feared — arousing in the least? And a wife blooming with her husband’s child couldn’t possibly enjoy the attentions of another man while knowing her husband observed her, could she?

Even as he attempted to dismiss the evidence before his eyes and working his cock, Lord Edward felt the telltale sign of his shaft becoming harder and blood pouring into his brain as the truth fueled a spectacular orgasm and equally catastrophic headache.


Chapter 3


“Close the curtains, Tobias,” said Lord Edward from where he was recovering on his boarding house bed.

It was a step up from the grim place in which he’d been living immediately after returning home from the war, but it had the added complication of bourgeois respectability, namely in the form of Mrs. Chaffinch, his landlady.

“Now, don’t think I don’t see you,” she said, poking her head around the door through which Tobias had entered. Tobias swung through a rickety window without attracting attention at Edward’s former residence, but the Cheapside establishment was well-maintained, and the application of morals was firm.

Edward groaned under the wadded-up cravat that was serving as an eyeshade. “I’ve told you a thousand times, Mrs. Chaffinch: Tobias is a friend. He visits me to talk and deliver food when I’m ill. Nothing untoward is happening at your residence.”

She huffed and bustled around, dusting Edward’s scant belongings before bringing in a modest tea tray.

When Tobias fell upon the biscuits, she rapped his knuckles and slanted him a meaningful look. The lad had the sense to back away, at least until she closed the door.

“You visited Dalpole. What did you learn?” asked Tobias. Of course he knew what Edward had been up to; he was the most connected lad in the entire city.

Edward rose from bed, three days having passed since his headache began at the hands and mouth of Baroness Dalpole. He chose his words carefully.

“The happy couple may enjoy certain activities that would prove degrading to another husband and wife,” said Edward, selecting a finger sandwich and lying back against the pillows.

Tobias regarded him blankly.

Edward looked at his friend, wondering how much he could reveal. “You still don’t know how old you are?”

“Old enough to know when you’re holding out on me, old man,” said Tobias, happily feasting on tea cakes.

Of course he’d be cursed with a sidekick too clever by half, Edward groused internally.

“There are times a man and a woman—”

“Gesù, I know about copulation!” cried Tobias, tears in his eyes from suppressed laughter. “Pass any alley between here and the Dials, and you’ll see at least one daylight rogering.”

Edward grumbled at his friend’s raillery and cooption of his favored exclamation. He swiped another finger sandwich — liver because he knew Tobias couldn’t stomach it — and regarded the kid.

“I think the Dalpoles enjoy, well, sharing Mrs. Dalpole.”

Tobias blinked.

“With other men. I think they enjoy her doing things with men who aren’t her husband.”

Tobias stopped chewing.

“While her husband watches.”

And then he sputtered, choking on the tea cake he’d been eating, which was attempting to make its way down the wrong pipe when he’d inhaled quickly because of shock.

“See, this is why I didn’t want to tell you!” exclaimed Edward while whacking the kid on the back.

“It’s just—”

They went back and forth until Tobias drew out his flask and gulped down a large quantity of water.

When Tobias had recovered himself, he sat at the foot of Edward’s bed, enjoying a cup of lukewarm tea and trying to wrap his head around the situation.

“You mean to tell me that the lady did things while her husband watched?” he asked.

“Surreptitiously observed, yes,” said Edward from under his cravat eye mask again.

“And he didn’t chase you out of the house with a pistol? Didn’t threaten you with a suit for criminal conversation?”

“Now, how do you know about crim con?” asked Edward, with a wry smile on his lips. The kid was sharper than he let on.

“I read,” sniffed Tobias.

“Don’t let Mrs. Chaffinch hear that you study the scandal papers. She’ll box your ears.”

“She’s not my mother,” the lad scoffed, pouring another cup of tea.

“No, I didn’t get chased out of the house,” said Edward. “In fact, the man himself saw me out and invited me for dinner next week. I half jumped out of my skin seeing him without a wall between us, but he was perfectly amiable.”

“As he should be, given that you tupped his wife for his pleasure.”

“His wife’s mouth,” corrected Edward without thinking.

The kid grew quiet for a moment before picking the conversation back up. “You going to go?”

“To dinner? I suppose so. Would likely be a good meal.”

Edward thought he heard muttering along the lines of “for someone.”

“Will you do me a favor, Tobias?” Edward asked, feeling about for his friend’s hand.

The lad took his hand in his own and shook it manfully. “At your service.”

“Will you try to discover what else has been said about Dalpole and his wife? I can’t help but feel that this whole thing is more complicated than they’re letting on.”

“What do you suspect?”

“I suspect I’m going to die,” said Edward honestly. “But I think that about everything, so it’s not a good sign of what’s going to happen.”

Before departing, Tobias patted his hand and ensured the cravat was positioned correctly.

“I’ll take care of it, Dick Stone.”


Chapter 4


The venison had been perfectly cooked, the syllabub divine. Lord Edward Richard Stone recognized that he’d soon pay for the luxurious filling of his belly with the draining of his balls. Thankfully, he was well used to such trades and enjoyed them.

“You served in the cavalry? Peninsular War?” asked Baron Dalpole, pouring brandy at a sideboard for both of them in the dining room a few minutes after the lady of the house had retired to the drawing room.

“I did, with my faithful steed, Tencendor,” said Edward, accepting the glass of fine liquor no doubt carried back from France by the baron personally after Waterloo. It had the taste of victory, and he couldn’t help but enjoy drinking such a quality blend again. “And we are all thankful for your service under the command of the Beau,” referring to one of the Duke of Wellington’s many nicknames.

The baron offered a cigar, but Edward declined, wishing to avoid offending the enceinte lady’s senses when he inevitably got close to her later.

“Old Nosey has done the nation proud, and I’m pleased to have served under him, despite some losses of a more personal nature,” said the baron, flicking his fingernail at that distinctive glass eye resulting from battle.

The men stretched out in their chairs and enjoyed the fine liquor and companionable peace. They’d not interacted socially other than brief hellos at the club, but the smoke from the baron’s cigar settled over them like dusk on those battlefields they’d both survived, more or less intact.

The baron eventually stood, removing the chamber pot from a cabinet at the side of the room. As he relieved himself, he spoke.

“I worried war wounds might prevent me from getting Charlotte in a breeding state, if I may be so indelicate,” he said as he pissed into the pot. “You see, I suffered grievous injury to my person. More than just the eye.”

Edward realized that the baron meant for him to look up and regard his exposed piece. The man’s cock seemed perfectly functional, but what remained of his sack appeared to be a tangled mass of scar tissue with additional scarring on his upper thigh.

“Gesù, I’d fight Boney again for causing that,” said Edward, nodding to the man’s organ.

“It’s a miracle I got a child on my wife, given the extent of the injuries,” said the baron, tucking himself away. “For the longest time, we assumed your services would be required if we were to have an heir.”

Edward lowered his head, uncertain about what to say to a man who had nearly been prevented from fathering his own heir by Bonaparte’s army.

“You see, some of us have given more than others,” said the baron with a sanctimonious smile.

Edward was supposed to return with acknowledgements of thanks for the man’s service, as if he too hadn’t fought bravely. He resented the unfair characterization of his own record as deficient, if not treasonous. But such was the roll of the bones.

“We have you to thank for the impending arrival,” said the baron, bouncing on his feet as if slightly nervous.

Why was he thanking Edward? And why on earth would a hero of Waterloo be nervous in his own home? It boggled the mind. He’d lost an eye, nearly lost a cock, and had the privilege of knowing Wellington himself. What could be the cause?

“If I’m truthful,” the man said, continuing to rock, “my wife and I enjoyed the idea of you breeding her so much that we apparently carried out the task ourselves despite my physical limitations.”

Few things shocked Lord Edward. By 1817, he’d seen every cutpurse and angry husband from across the metropolis. But this? It stunned him to his core. And his rapidly swelling cock.

“Is that so?” asked Edward slowly, leaning back in his chair, feeling like he should settle in for an interesting story.

***

By the time the men made their way to the drawing room, they were slapping each other on the back and talking loudly enough to wake the nursery, had there been children yet born to the couple.

“So, you’ve seen fit to join me?” asked the baroness, looking rather agitated when they finally walked in.

“Oh, Charlotte,” said the baron, kissing his wife on the neck, “we had things to discuss.”

Her cheeks heated as the baron cradled her belly and continued caressing her before their guest. “Darling, I hardly think—”

“Fear not, love, I told Stone all about his contribution to our marriage,” said the baron, letting his hand slide up so he could cup her breast.

She was clearly struggling. Her cheeks were pink, her breaths coming fast, but the mores of the day had her moored to a standard of behavior that no longer served her. Edward needed to cut the ropes that bound this fine woman to an outmoded way of life.

“If you’ll permit me, madam,” he said, advancing to the other side of her body and reaching for the breast her husband wasn’t stroking. “I can’t help but think you’d be more comfortable with less restriction of your person.”

Edward took down the straps of her dress and chemise, then watched as her straining breasts spilled out of the top of her corset. Ahh, the things he’d do to see nipples like those daily; they were the stuff of dreams. He gently plucked at the peak and smiled when she moaned in response.

“You see, when you’re in a breeding state, these fine bubbies will swell with milk,” said Edward, slanting her a serious look.

“When I’m…”

She didn’t yet understand the game they were playing. He’d have to be clearer.

“Yes, you see, after I breed you, your breasts will grow so you might nurse the resulting child. Your husband’s heir.”

“Oh,” sighed Charlotte, her lids lowering as her husband took down the other side of her dress.

“You don’t mind, do you, darling?” asked the baron. “That I told Stone about my injury during the war? And our unsuccessful attempts to have a child?”

She was wobbling on her evening slippers in the drawing room with two war heroes fondling her bosom and discussing activities that, if truly carried out, would bring her considerable pleasure. It was only natural that Charlotte was slow to respond.

“My greatest dream is a child,” she said, catching on and playing along. “Would that we had been so blessed, George.”

Both men were careful of her belly as they walked her back to the chaise longue that seemed to be just long enough for the three of them.

“I mean to give you everything you desire, Charlotte,” the baron said, kissing down the side of her neck. “Even if I can’t be the one to deliver it personally.”

When Edward applied his mouth to her nipple, the baroness let out a moan that had him hard and ready. He never thought he would just play at breeding a lady, but it didn’t offend him.

He pulled off that delicious tip and licked all around the areola while sliding a hand to her delicate ankle. “May I assess whether you are ready for breeding, Baroness?”

She leaned back against her husband for support and spread her legs slightly so Edward could slide his fingers up her trembling thigh and brush over the thatch of curls that proved dewy.

“No drawers?” he asked appreciatively.

“She never adopted that custom,” said the baron boastfully. “Lets me lift her skirts any time I wish to make another fruitless attempt at an heir. I’ve taken her in every room, on every surface, trying to fill her belly. ‘Fraid you’ll have to step in, my man.”

“I’ll be happy to slide in and assist an otherwise happy couple,” said Edward, trailing his fingers over Charlotte’s pouting cunny lips and then teasing the entrance of her wet, welcoming hole.

“Are you willing to let Dick Stone breed you, darling?” asked the baron, as if they weren’t already all in agreement that the man’s siring service was the best thing to happen to London this century.

“I don’t know, George,” she said, blinking her eyes exaggeratedly. “I’ve never taken another man before. You know I came to you a maiden.”

Playing innocent, she exposed her breasts, and desire swelled her lips. It was just the thing to get Lord Edward Richard Stone’s cock harder than, well, stone.

“Think of the children we’ll finally have, Charlotte,” said the baron, stroking her swollen belly comfortingly. “Do say you’ll bear it. For me.”

“Yes, oh yes,” she sighed when Edward pushed his fingers into her wet, willing cunt. “I’ll bear it, but only for you, my love.”

Had she been an actress before her marriage? Or were all women so adept at disguising themselves and their desires?

One thing she couldn’t disguise was how aroused she was by their little parlour game; her cunny was sopping wet and pulsing around his fingers, as if she was just as close to eruption as he was.

“May I insert my breeding organ, madam?” asked Edward in his most professional tone. Meanwhile, he was one wrong tug of his breeches across his cock from releasing seed that might otherwise lend a sense of occasion to the evening’s entertainment.

“If you must, sir,” said the baroness, as if she only accepted his offer because of noble forbearance.

In opposition to her words, she hurriedly scooted to recline more fully against her husband and spread for Edward.

The baron held his wife, one hand cradling her belly and the other absently plucking at her nipple as he watched Edward bring her hems up.

“She’s got a pretty cunt, doesn’t she?” the baron asked, rubbing her soft body.

Edward had to squint so as not to take in too much of that perfect cunny at once. She appeared swollen and dark pink, smeared with her arousal, and he doubted he could hold back much longer before plunging in and losing himself in that channel.

“She’s beautiful,” said Edward, stroking the top of the lady’s thigh appreciatively. “If you don’t mind, madam?”

He gestured to his breeches, which he was hastily unbuttoning and pulling down so his celebrated cock could be free to play at breeding her.

“You may, but please; I take no pleasure from this,” she said, her body’s response clearly at odds with the statement. “Work quickly and completely, but do not seek to bring me to paroxysm. It simply will not be possible without the loving ministrations of my husband.”

Edward took himself in hand. His cock fattened considerably from the sight before him and Charlotte’s willingness to ease into playing the role of sacrificing wife.

“I shall merely do my professional duty, madam,” he said, sliding his cock in so slowly that she began to shake and bounce in order to get it deeper, faster.

Oh, he had to draw upon every power under his control not to lose himself within her immediately. Her cunt had a strong, milking grip, and she began spasming around him almost as soon as he pushed fully in.

He needed to let loose, but he was nothing if not a professional, so the lady needed to reach paroxysm. He had heard her words of denial, but those twitching hips and throaty cries said everything. She wanted to reach the heights of pleasure.

Edward nodded to the baron, and they coordinated to stroke Charlotte at the same time, George at her sensitive nipple and Edward on her straining nub. The baroness’s wails grew more extravagant, the strength of her inner tremors increased, and Edward was hanging on to the contents of his sack by the last shreds of his status as a gentleman.

“Oh, he’s going to breed me, fill me!” she cried, the wet sound of their coupling only increasing the illicit pleasure of it.

“Take him deep, darling,” said the baron, his face trying to remain grim despite the lust that made him beam when he temporarily forgot his role. “I know it’s hard, my love, but let the stud flood your womb and give us a child. Bear it ‌a little longer.”

Edward delivered a stroke to the woman’s cunny that finally made her scream as she contracted and spasmed around his taxed cock. He let out a cry as his sack drove forth seed that would land fruitlessly, and his spine tingled so much he wondered if a tail had sprouted from the force of his orgasm.

Edward worked his cock in and out a few times to fully deliver the seed. The sounds of their coupling were wetter than ever, and the baron had a look of aroused hunger as he watched Edward’s wet shaft disappear into his wife.

When he was confident that he had executed the task up to his self-imposed standard, Edward released himself from the lady’s clasp.

“I thank you for your willing participation in the breeding, madam. I hope to send felicitations on an heir in due course.”

The baron left his wife on the chaise and rose to see Edward out.

“You’ve given the wife quite a thrill, old chap,” said the baron, withdrawing a slip of paper from his coat. “No need to delay handing this over since we’re assured of an heir.”

Lord Edward glanced at what turned out to be a bank draft. A bank draft for a sum he hadn’t expected to see for a mere playful breeding.

“I was wondering if you might be amenable to a continuation of this evening’s entertainment,” said the baron, his voice low as he filled Edward in on the details of what he was envisioning.

After their tête-à-tête and before he departed the drawing room, Edward looked back to where the baroness reclined on the chaise. By then, the baron had returned to her, kneeling on the floor between her spread legs, one hand holding up her hems and the other parting her cunny lips so he could apply his mouth to where she’d been taken by Edward and his prodigious spend.

He exited the room quickly. It would be a hard ride home.


Chapter 5


“His coat looks shinier,” said Tobias from the path beside where Edward was riding.

He jerked in surprise, earning a snort from Tencendor. The stallion didn’t bolt despite his own nerves; he’d be kept in clover no matter how many other men’s wives Dick Stone would need to seed.

“I gave my boy some eggs with his feed as a treat,” said Edward, swinging down from the saddle so he could talk to his friend.

The kid looked more bedraggled than usual, which was saying something.

“You could bathe in the Serpentine with the other lads,” said Edward, nodding across the park. “Provided it’s outside of the hours when ladies visit. Wouldn’t want to give them an eyeful.”

Tobias hummed noncommittally.

“What happened? You get into a scrape?”

“Just fell into a puddle. Do I smell so bad?”

“Not outdoors. But don’t show up at my rooms like that. Mrs. Chaffinch would love to dunk you in a lice remedy, no doubt.”

Tobias shivered and stroked Tencendor’s muzzle.

“How was the baron? And his wife?” Tobias asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Surprising,” said Edward, entirely honest. “You discover anything about them?”

The lad paused and studied the gravel path. “It’s all very strange.”

Edward pulled a carrot from the pocket of his riding jacket and offered it to his horse. “What is?”

“Did you get the sense that the baron is hard up for funds?”

Lord Edward thought back to that bank draft of considerable heft he’d deposited without complications days before and the fine state of the furnishings in the Dalpole residence.

“I’ve seen nothing of the sort. Quite the opposite, in truth.”

“I thought the same,” said Tobias. “But he’s been quietly collecting sums at his club. I overheard one swell say it was a sad thing for a man of Dalpole’s stature to fall on such hard times, but he wouldn’t miss the show for the world. Most curious.”

Lord Edward huffed a mix of cough and laugh, suddenly getting a sense of what the baron had been suggesting as he’d left the other night. My goodness, Dalpole was a degenerate — a positive, in his eyes — of the highest degree. He was putting it about that the family had fallen financially so they could continue to live in the first state of fashion thanks to donations from other members of their class? It was a move worthy of his old commander, Wellington, had the man been a villain rather than a hero.

But for the ton to feast on the Dalpoles’ financial ruin, they would need to be visibly ruined — and last he checked, there was no such evidence to be found.

Strange, to say the least. Well, he’d happily fuck the man’s wife once more and leave them to their machinations.

“Was the lady pretty?” asked Tobias, eyeing the carrot Tencendor had been enjoying hopefully.

“The baroness? A fertile goddess, blooming and swollen, we—I shouldn’t be telling a lad such things.”

“Why not?” the lad asked.

“Gotta leave some things for you to find out when you’re older. Wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise.”

“I already told you I’ve come across plenty of rogering.”

“Yes, I know. But somehow, it feels wrong to say this to you.”

“‘Tis silly, and you know it.”

“You’re not incorrect,” he said, throwing an arm around his friend’s thin shoulders companionably. “But if there’s one thing I learned in war, it’s trusting one’s instincts.”

“And your instincts tell you to be as fussy as a vicar?”

Edward groaned and ran his knuckles over the back of the kid’s filthy hair. “No, I just think that if you have to know so much, it shouldn’t be because I told you. Feels wrong.”


Chapter 6


“The man of the hour!” shouted Baron Dalpole when the celebrated Dick Stone crossed his threshold some two weeks later.

The summons to the Dalpole residence had arrived before Edward could learn more about the family’s confusing, possibly felonious milking of the upper class for money. In truth, he hadn’t made learning more a priority because aristocrats had blunt to spare, and finding themselves caught in a silly scheme might cause some of them to lose the toploftiness that made society so trying. In the end, they’d be out a negligible amount and left mediumlofty, a fair trade in his increasingly egalitarian mind.

Lord Edward looked up from where he was shaking off his umbrella in shock. Why must a man be so loud, particularly one who had also served in the war?

“We’re pleased you can join us this evening,” said the baron in that same loud voice. Goodness, if anyone in this house had been sleeping, they wouldn’t be abed long!

The man stood by impatiently as the butler took Edward’s overcoat, then escorted him into the drawing room, where they’d both pleasured the lady of the house.

Upon entering, his gaze was arrested by the presence of a cradle.

“Has the child arrived?” he asked with some concern, for it seemed far too early for a successful delivery of the heir.

The baron simply nodded no. His lips curled in a small smile as he regarded it, as if already envisioning the child within.

And that’s when Edward realized they weren’t alone.

Ringing the room were scores of men in evening dress, all watching him intently. They sat on an assemblage of chairs, silent save for the squeaks that happened when a man shifted on his seat.

“What is the meaning of this?” Edward asked Dalpole under his breath.

“I happened to mention your services, and other science-minded men leaped at the chance to observe.”

Edward stared at him.

“The chance to observe the breeding.”

“And who, pray tell, will be bred in this demonstration?” asked Edward, his blood rising. “Your lady wife is advanced in her pregnancy.”

“Charlotte has graciously allowed the men to observe a demonstration of the proceedings.”

Gesù, the Dalpoles and their passion for barnyard antics were about to become the stuff of legends.

“You’d expose your wife to the gaze of all these men?” asked Edward, gesturing to the men lining the drawing room. “While I pretend to breed her?”

Dalpole’s cheeks flushed, and his eyes seemed to fill with light. “It is my great pleasure to show a rational, modern approach to breeding. And Charlotte is of the same mind. No longer do we need to be restricted by biology and outdated mores, oh no. We can create a new world by crossing only the best with the best, just as we do with seeds to make more bounteous crops.”

God in heaven, was this man talking about babies like new wheat varieties? Dick Stone had stuck his cock in some odd situations, but this might be the stickiest of all.

“And what of the money you collected?” asked Edward.

At that, Dalpole’s gaze turned sly. “Do you believe I would expose my wife to society’s scorn without some guarantee that if one of these men spoke, he would be irrevocably ruined?”

Now there was the fine mind who had helped king and country defeat Boney.

“Their money entangled them in something that would cause their downfall?”

“Indubitably.”

“And I suppose I’m party to this?” asked Edward, his temper rising.

“You’re no more exposed here than you are in your other breeding activities,” said Dalpole, waving his concerns away.

Edward looked at the alert roomful of men and raised his brows before turning back to stare down the baron’s one good eye.

“You’ll be well compensated for your trouble,” said the baron, suddenly looking as though he understood the gravity of the situation. “Like a bull brought in to service the heifers.”

It rankled — the baron’s casual dismissal of his life’s work. He wasn’t a bull content to receive extra mash for covering a cow! Not to mention the alignment of the man’s own dear wife with a female cow. Lord Edward felt his cock go entirely soft, as if protesting the characterization of his breeding business.

He was working up to telling the man off and departing when the baroness entered the room.

“Lord Edward, what a lovely surprise,” she said, as if this meeting hadn’t been carefully planned.

She wore a lavish dressing gown cut low in the front. Edward looked down her neckline and felt his interest in the night’s proceedings roar back to life.

“Baroness Dalpole, how pleasant to see you again,” he said wryly, noticing that she did not acknowledge all the watching men in the room.

She placed a hand on Edward’s waistcoat despite her own husband standing right next to her. “I can’t thank you enough for volunteering to help with our problem,” she said in a loud voice that carried.

“I am pleased to be of service, madam,” he said with a bow. Perhaps if they were unfailingly polite to each other, the spectators would all fall asleep, and he’d be enjoying some warm milk and a book in bed before long.

And then Charlotte Dalpole took control of the situation. Along with his cock.

She shrugged out of that dressing gown and let it sink to the floor. Below it, she was entirely nude.

Her body was round and lush, everything soft because of her advanced pregnancy. The triangle of hair between her thighs was just visible under her generous belly, and Edward wanted nothing more than to take to the floor to see it better.

“You are most brave, Charlotte,” said the baron, exaggerated sadness in his eyes. “Would that I could be the one to breed you. Fortunately, we have a celebrated stallion at hand who has volunteered to take up the cause.”

Volunteered to take up the cause for an as-yet-agreed-upon sum of money. Edward sighed internally and hoped Tencendor would enjoy his improved feed.

“I’ll take a seat across the room, my love, and allow you both to bring about an heir,” said the baron, walking over to where the other men were sitting. “Should you find you need assistance, I’m only steps away.”

They embraced like lovers about to be parted by an ocean voyage, and the baroness bravely turned to face him. While licking her swollen lips, she perused the person of Dick Stone.

“Where shall you take me, sir?” she asked, as if a Tudor wife bound for the chopping block.

Edward summoned the strength to continue this farce. He’d take himself to a chop-house for a fine meal, he decided. Stock up on cheroots. Get his favorite boots resoled.

It was the lure of unleaky boots that did it.

“May I assess the breeding conditions?” asked Edward, advancing on her standing form, then placing a hand at her hip.

The minx shuddered at the feel of his hand on her skin. Her face displayed consternation to the crowd, but when Edward slid his fingers between her nether lips, she was even wetter than he expected.

“Have you been thinking about me?” asked Edward in a low tone as he worked in and out while his other hand touched those ripe breasts that had been calling to him.

“I’ve been thinking of nothing but carrying my husband’s heir,” Charlotte said with a sniff — before a moan left her mouth when Edward let his fingers press into a sensitive spot.

“I can’t help but feel a certain slickness inside ‌your cunny, madam.”

“It would be silly for a woman about to be bred by a stud to insist that her husband take her. Only a woman in a fit of passion, very much looking forward to the interlude, would demand such a thing.”

That sent his cock to the heavens, though he was still annoyed at the Dalpoles for orchestrating this mockery of his mission. Charlotte Dalpole was swollen and wet with her husband’s seed, and Edward relished the feel of warming her further for his own use.

“Where am I to take you, madam?” he asked while stroking her breast.

“We’ve prepared that chaise,” she said, listing to one side, as she enjoyed his strokes.

Edward regarded the cushioned chaise they’d despoiled two weeks ago. Perfectly nice, but if the Dalpoles wanted a breeding show for their assembled guests, they’d need to do better.

“Is that so?” asked Edward, leading Charlotte towards it. She moved to take a seat on it, but Edward caught her hand in his.

She regarded him questioningly.

“I heard you wish to be bred.”

“Yes?” she said, uncertainty flashing across her face.

“Then I’ll need to take you like an animal.”

Her mouth formed an O shape, and her eyes grew wide.

“That tea table should do. On your hands and knees, so I can cover you and get you with child.”

The baroness froze until Edward walked her to the table and helped her arrange her limbs so she was positioned as he wished. Her arms seemed unaccustomed to the weight of her heavy belly, and her thighs had a pleasant heft to them that attracted his fingers.

“Now, see here!” objected the baron as he watched his wife spread on the table like an animal. While he protested with his voice for the benefit of the audience, his lowered lids and the bulge in his breeches suggested he enjoyed seeing that degrading pose very much indeed.

“I’m afraid this is the most advanced scientific position for successful breeding,” said Edward, casting a serious look about the room, as if the baron was interrupting a real experiment rather than distracting the age’s greatest cocksman. “I must insert from behind and shoot deep to ensure the seed takes. There’s no way around it, I fear.”

Several of the men murmured as if they were just now seeing the utility of such a pose. The ton would be fucking like animals in no time; let this be Dick Stone’s significant contribution to society. Aside from all the children he’d sired.

“I understand,” said the baron, resuming his seat. “Please proceed with the demonstration.”

Quite right.

Edward pulled Charlotte’s cheeks apart to take in the wet, grasping delight that awaited him. In the audience, a man rose from his seat, hoping to see the baroness’s quim, before the men behind him protested.

“They want to see your cunt, baroness,” intoned Edward as he opened her further. There was no way all the men in the audience could see that ripe cunny, but if he was in this intolerable position, he’d tease all involved with a show to fire the senses.

“I’m so ready for you,” she gasped, the tiny spasms at her entrance suggesting she was no liar.

And this is where he had to make a choice. It was his usual preference, for the comfort of the lady and the sake of his tailoring, to remove and fold his clothes carefully before engaging in potentially messy activities.

But ‌part of him resented this intrusion into his business. And he simply did not want to show his naked back to a roomful of men; it shouldn’t have been an issue after years in the army, but it felt as wrong as sleeping without a blanket when a perfectly good one was available.

So Lord Edward remained clothed. He pulled at the buttons on his finely crafted falls with brutal efficiency and let the front land with a thwack so Charlotte would hear it.

She moaned softly, her thighs widening as she prepared to take him. He could see her intimate hair more clearly from this view. As he took his cock out of his smallclothes roughly, Edward stroked that little pelt and teased Charlotte’s pouting cunny lips from behind.

“Are you going to take all of this cock I’ve got for you? And give your husband an heir?” he asked, his voice carrying. Maybe this scheme of the Dalpoles wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

“Please, please,” she begged.

Oh, that was the stuff, he thought, smiling as he slapped his cock up against those puffy, spread lips.

“Please what?”

“Please breed me,” she whined.

Life was good for Edward each time he slid into a wet cunt, and this time was no exception. The position let him slide deep into that hot clasp that constricted his shaft until he thought he might expire of pleasure.

Before him, Charlotte let out a wail of ecstasy that seemed to come from deep within rather than a need to perform for those seated men now adjusting their trousers.

“You keep that up and you’re going to have an entire line of men eager to breed you, Baroness.”

She cried out, and her cunt fluttered around him.

“You like the idea of that? One man after another emptying himself inside of you — as your cuckold husband watches?”

Charlotte’s arms wobbled, and she lowered to her elbows while taking Edward’s thrusts.

“Why, as a matter of fact, we rather do,” she said, casting the baron a heated look.

For his part, the baron was staring at her swaying breasts and belly like he couldn’t tear his eyes away, his hand working his clothed cock with increasing rapidity.

Edward let himself ride the baroness like a man possessed, holding her hips as he shoved in and out, all the while summoning the sweetest little whines and moans from Charlotte. He pulled out slowly and watched the baroness’s inner lips grip his wet shaft before slamming it back in just to hear her cry out in pleasure again.

At the outset, Lord Edward wanted to conclude this farce quickly and go back to Mrs. Chaffinch’s boarding house for some milk. Now he just wanted to let Charlotte Dalpole milk his cock until he exploded inside her.

“Do you let your husband fuck you like this, Baroness? Let him mount you?”

“My husband is a gentleman!” she huffed, all while said gentleman sat among other lords working himself into a lather at the sight of his wife taking Edward so well while swollen with child.

“Seems there’s an opening the lady’s husband might fill,” said one of the younger men across the room, who half stood to shout his suggestion before he got swatted by his friends nearby.

The room was quiet save Edward’s pants and Charlotte’s mewls, the squeaks from men shifting to accommodate fattened cocks having ceased as they waited to see what the hosts would do.

Baron Dalpole stood as if under the spell of a spiritualist. “This young scholar is right. Why didn’t I see it before? The position selected for breeding offers certain opportunities for a husband looking to take part.”

He walked to the tea table, where Charlotte’s mouth hung open as she panted from being ridden by Edward. “If the lady does not object, the husband could have a very enjoyable interlude.”

The baron placed a hand on Charlotte’s cheek lovingly. Then he slid his thumb into her mouth, pulling it to the side so he could peer in.

“A very enjoyable interlude indeed,” he said darkly while fumbling for his falls.

Edward gentled his thrusts so the Dalpoles could enjoy their moment but wished he could dump his load like a cart full of dirt and leave. He’d given them too much leeway on account of the baron’s status as a hero and his own as a disgrace, but if the road back to the ton’s approval lay through a series of ambushes like this one, he could stay on the outskirts of society.

All around the room, the bounds of propriety were breaking. Men who had been discreetly stroking themselves over their breeches now had their cocks out, flagrantly working them while watching Charlotte kiss the head of her husband’s cock as she took another man from behind in her cunny.

A few men were giving each other a hand. One libertine — damn the law and polite society — mimicked everything Charlotte was doing to her husband on the cock of a handsome lord who looked well satisfied with the turn of events.

Ahh, if he were to stop now, there’d likely be a riot and decent men might lose their cocks, given that the things were mostly out and in use now. In another life, he’d have been one of those stroking lordlings watching the show. Best to carry on and give the men Dick Stone’s finest performance.

“So you see,” said Edward, his voice carrying, “where husbandly breeding is impossible or undesirable, a stud might step in. But it should not just be any old cock of the walk!”

Ever mindful of the niche he’d carved out for himself, Edward needed to impress upon the audience the requirement of a professional, else any old man could step in and undercut his business. Why, many of these blokes would do it at no charge at all!

“What has not been shared before now, but is essential for scientific, modern breeding, is the pleasure of a woman. The lady must experience paroxysm at least once before the seed is deposited, or the breeding will be less likely to work.”

The gentlemen exchanged glances, some of them likely struggling to recall a time they’d brought a woman to pleasure. Fools.

Edward reached down to stroke Charlotte’s nub as she struggled to take her husband’s cock in her mouth. Never let it be said that the baroness allowed her husband’s war wounds to dampen her ardor; that cunt was wetter than ever as Edward stroked in and out.

“Are you enjoying your breeding, madam?” asked Edward solicitously.

He’d forgotten that she had her mouth full of the baron’s dalpole, and she made noises in response as the baron tested her mouth a little deeper.

“Oh, Charlotte, Charlotte, you angel!” the baron cried as he lost himself in his wife’s throat.

Edward gave the couple a moment to exchange their coos of love and devotion before he pushed himself in deeper and stroked Charlotte’s cunny with more ruthless skill.

“Would you like to show these men a breeding paroxysm? Demonstrate the force of pleasure needed to fully receive a stud’s seed?”

From the cupboards at the side of the room, the spectators had removed chamber pots, and they were rushing to empty their sacks into those porcelain receptacles as the scene before them became more than their untried cocks could bear. Good. Let those lads show their status as amateurs while a true bull worked a lady to motherhood. Or in the case of the already-bred Charlotte Dalpole, an orgasm the likes of which these fools had never seen on account of their lack of skill.

“You see those chamber pots full of seed?” asked Edward, hoping to bring this evening to its conclusion.

The baroness looked up from the table, where she was bracing against his thrusts, and moaned.

“Those men want to pour all of that into your wet, waiting cunny.”

She cried out, and he felt the first flutters of her orgasm. Good.

“But you will not let them in there, will you?” he asked, noting that the Baron had resumed his seat with a sated, contented expression on his face. Such was the comfortable life of a hero after winning the war. But who was Lord Edward to begrudge him his spoils? Edward had merely lost his honor, while the baron nearly gave his cock.

“No, no, not them. Not all of them.”

“That’s right, Charlotte,” he said soothingly, trailing a hand down her back and making her shiver. “Not when your cunt is getting wrecked and filled by the only real stud in town. Now, if you want this seed, tell everyone who is fucking this wet hole until it’s properly bred.”

“Dick Stone,” she whimpered.

“That’s not enough to get you bred, my dear. Tell these men: who is fucking an heir into you?”

“Dick Stone!” she yelled, exasperation and arousal mingling in her voice.

At that, he gently pinched her nub and sent her orgasm cascading down her body until she shrieked and tried to grip the table harder, say nothing of Edward’s cock.

He let that cunt draw forth his plentiful spend, pressing it in and in as ropes poured from him. The job may have been done months ago, but never let it be said that Dick Stone wouldn’t paint a womb.

When he pulled his cock out of that still-tight cunny, Edward arranged Charlotte on the table with her arse and well-used puss on display for the crowd.

“Please do not disturb the seed within the lady’s channel; it must remain in order for the breeding to be successful. But observe the copious amount of spend currently deposited within, all to make an heir,” said Edward as he tucked himself back into his breeches and turned to leave.

Charlotte found the strength to bend deeper so she might show off Edward’s breeding prowess. Thus, his position at the top of the small industry was secured. He’d be receiving calls at Mr. Rymer’s barbershop forthwith. Hopefully, the men would have the sense not to share more than only the most essential details.

On the way out, the baron caught him in the foyer, just as he was about to depart.

“I can’t thank you enough for your gracious participation tonight,” said the baron, shifting on his feet. “You’ve given my wife quite a thrill.”

His wife, himself, and half of the bucks in London.

Dalpole handed him a packet clearly containing a stack of banknotes. “Something to support scientific inquiry,” said the baron with a wink.

Edward bowed and crossed the threshold.

“Can we expect you again at the house?”

“I’m needed elsewhere.”


Chapter 7


Lord Edward was asleep when Tobias picked the lock on his door after sliding past Mrs. Chaffinch downstairs.

“Get your boots on, Stone, the sun’s up.”

“Must you be so noisy?” groused Edward, pulling the pillow over his head so his friend wouldn’t interrupt his sleep.

“In fact, yes. The day is young. Your horse wants exercise. Best not to upset him.”

The kid knew how to get him up and moving, damn him. As Edward pulled his clothes on behind a screen, Tobias stopped talking in a way that was entirely too suspicious.

“Tobias?”

Silence.

Edward popped his head out from around the screen to see the kid studying the new pair of boots he’d brought home.

“What’s that?” asked the kid.

“Cobbler made me a new pair of boots. Just one problem.”

“What’s that?” repeated Tobias, his eyes full of longing.

“Far too small for me.”

“You should get them remade. They’re fine work.”

“They’re all right,” said Edward, dismissing boots made by the finest cobbler in the capital. “His wife’s been ill and I didn’t want to make an issue of it. ‘Fraid I’m stuck with them now.”

“You could sell them for a pretty penny,” said Tobias, reaching out to touch the polished leather.

“Yes, but I’m just so tired. I can’t be bothered.”

“That’s quite a lot of clutter in a small room, then.”

Edward looked up, as if just realizing that he didn’t have space for unneeded things. “I say, you’re right, kid.”

“I’m not a kid,” he grumbled.

“You wouldn’t know anyone who might need a pair of boots, would you? About that size?”

“What are you charging?” asked Tobias quickly.

“Not looking to charge. Someone would do me a favor by taking them out of this place.”

Tobias was already peeling off his boots, the rotted, detached soles almost coming apart in his haste.

Edward carefully pulled his own boots on, reminding himself to get them resoled the next time he got paid.

“Off to see Tencendor?” asked Tobias.

“I was thinking haircuts,” said Edward. “We’re due, aren’t we?”

“As long as it’s not done by Mr. Rymer.”

Edward laughed while locking up his room.

“Oh, I was supposed to meet a Maccaroni at the chop-house later, but he sent a note round cancelling,” said Edward.

“Must be something important for a man to turn down the chop-house.”

“‘Fraid so,” said Edward. “Problem is that I’ve paid for the meal already. A nice spread.”

“I’ve never heard of an arrangement like that before,” said Tobias, suspicion finally crossing his face.

“What do you know of the chop-house?” asked Edward with mock anger. “Here I’ve been giving you good meat pies, and you’ve been enjoying beefsteaks all this time? Deceiver!”

Tobias knocked against the taller man to shut him up. “You know it’s not like that.”

“And you don’t know how strictly a chop-house keeps its books. I ordered a special cut. In a special room.”

“Well, now. Would be a shame for it to go to waste.”

“I guess you’ll just have to come with me,” said Edward, leading the way out.

“Me? You want me to—”

“It’s the only way not to feel silly about the whole affair.”

“And here I thought you were about to confess that you enjoy the pleasure of my company,” joked Tobias.

“I’m beginning to think I do,” said Lord Edward wonderingly.

“Don’t think I don’t see what you two are up to!” hollered Mrs. Chaffinch from her sitting room on the way out of the boarding house.

“What’s she on about?” asked Edward.

“Don’t have the faintest,” said Tobias, his hands firmly planted in his pockets.

THE END
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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.
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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

***

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