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Chapter 1


London, 1816

“Abbie writes that she’s unable to rise from her bed. She says not to worry about her health. She expects an interesting arrival in about eight months,” read Margery Dowlande, Marchioness of Argenteyn.

She put down the letter, trying to recall dates in her social calendar. At the most recent ball, Abbie’s cheeks had been flushed and her eyes bright; however, her husband had always parked himself in the card room at gatherings and resolutely ignored his wife. And now she was pregnant. Curious.

Sarah Seneschal, Countess Bithewater, gasped. “Is it true? Abbie is going to have a baby at last? After all this time?”

“Ten years since her marriage, if I’m not mistaken,” said Margery, still wondering at the unexpected turn of events that was likely making their friend deliriously happy.

“A miracle,” said Priscilla Sorel, wife of industrialist extraordinaire Robert Sorel, stirring her tea in the same beautiful way she did everything.

“Between Abbie’s interesting condition and Elena’s family constantly getting into minor scrapes, our numbers are dwindling!” said Sarah. “Thankfully Mrs. Sorel has paid a call, or we would have been a tiny party indeed.”

“I was delighted to find you at home,” said Priscilla, taking a small sip.

“I’m always at home to my friends,” said Margery. “After all, how else would I fill my time?”

***

That night, after unhesitatingly locking the door that connected her chamber to that of her husband, Margery drew on a dressing gown and made her way to the marquess’s study. She pulled a spare key from her pocket and carefully unlocked the door.

Once inside, she tucked a piece of toweling in the gap under the door and lit a candle. She surveyed the ledgers behind his desk.

“I shouldn’t be surprised to find my wife snooping in my office.”

She froze, recognizing that voice. She turned and saw the last man she wanted to see right now: her husband, Reginald.

He sat in a large leather chair, his firm thighs spread wide and a glass of brown liquid in his hand. If she knew him, it would be brandy. French brandy.

“I forgot a book in here earlier today,” she said, as if she’d forgotten anything since she was in leading strings.

“Is that why you put a cloth under the door? To help yourself find a book?” he asked, rising from his chair.

“I didn’t want the servants to notice the candle shining and become alarmed,” she said, trying to make light of her error. “They might have thought there was a thief in the house.”

“But there is a thief in the house, isn’t there?” he asked. “My ledgers have been disappearing.”

“The same number of ledgers sit on your shelves as always,” she said.

“And how would you know that?”

Margery paused. She was in dangerous territory.

“The same number of ledgers are in this office, but someone has altered the contents considerably, haven’t they?” he asked, coming behind her.

“It is a wife’s duty to protect her household.”

“And what do you think you are protecting this household from?” he asked, his mouth positioned over her ear. His breath was hot, and where she would have once squirmed with anticipatory pleasure, now she just squirmed.

“From the truth,” she admitted softly. “Of what you got up to during the war.”

“And just what do you think I got up to during the war with Napoleon?”

“I know you engaged in smuggling with the French while we were at war. Including supplies meant to aid their war effort. Which makes you a traitor.”

***

Margery Dowlande had not always been married to a traitor. As far as she knew.

She and Reginald, Marquess of Argenteyn, had been a love match, complete with a beautiful courtship, wedding at St. George’s Church, and three lovely children. Reggie, their heir, was at Harrow now, and she should have been enjoying the few years before she’d need to bring out their two daughters.

Instead, she had a problem with French brandy to deal with.

At first, it was a question that had been raised by their butler several years before: why did the household have vast stores of French brandy despite the war on the Continent? Some bottles here and there were to be expected, but their supply seemed infinite.

From there, she’d discovered that their seat in Cornwall had unexplained stores of munitions. Munitions that were concealed in caves near the coast. Munitions that seemed to disappear quickly, provided the moon was full.

Over the course of the war, Margery had undertaken a one-woman crusade against her husband’s smuggling efforts. She’d sabotaged the stores and fired off shots during attempts to move the supplies. For fear of labeling the whole family — including her innocent children — as traitors and losing the Argenteyn Marquesate, she’d undertaken her own war silently.

Until now, Reginald had not known she was aware of his activities.

“Am I a traitor?” he asked with a laugh. “I suppose I am.”

“Why did you do it? Why risk your position and that of our children?”

He turned her a bit more roughly than he would have in their courting days. But those days were long gone. “You sit with ladies all day and take tea, observing nothing. I see the future. The aristocracy? We’re through. Men like Sorel are printing money and these crumbling agrarian estates will be a millstone around our necks. Around our son’s neck.”

“So you sold war supplies to Napoleon?” she asked in horror. “So we could, what, have carriages and venison and more servants than we could need?”

“It was either do something small now or doom our descendants to penury.”

“But Reginald,” she said, truly pleading, hoping to get him to understand the gravity of the problem. “Prinny has launched investigations into smuggling during the war. It’s been a hard year, and he’s no doubt looking to direct ire at traitors rather than himself. Account books like yours are being reviewed daily.”

“Then I suppose it’s a good thing that I have a canny wife who thinks of everything. I’ll be at the hunting lodge in Scotland,” he said. “If the officers charged with reviewing records come, distract them. You haven’t forgotten how to distract a man, have you, Margie?”

With that, he swept from the room and left Margery to handle his mess all alone. Seemingly with an order to use her charms and even body to cover up his crimes.


Chapter 2


The officers arrived on a Tuesday. She had been reviewing menus for the upcoming week with her housekeeper when the butler discreetly alerted her to ‌two army officers awaiting her in the drawing room. The officers didn’t leave a card or offer her a chance to feign absence; their visit was unavoidable.

Margery raced to her chambers and reviewed her appearance in the looking glass. She wore a serviceable gown and had neatly knotted her hair. Margery could have been mistaken for the housekeeper herself, but she had no time to change into something more alluring. She whipped the modest fichu from her neckline; she needed to go down now and buy time to further alter her husband’s records.

When she swept into the drawing room, she immediately knew that this interview would not go as she had planned.

The butler first introduced the ranking officer, Lieutenant Colonel William Passavaunt. The surname Passavaunt had been around for ages, and she suspected William was a second or third son of someone important. She was too overwhelmed to summon her mental copy of Debrett’s Peerage & Baronetage and merely curtseyed in greeting to the handsome officer with broad shoulders, graying temples, and an imperious bearing.

Even less promising was Major Thomas Hythe, a tall man with a healed, deep scar running down his cheek. When Margery gaped at him when she should have been dipping into a curtsey, he growled, “Won it in the war.”

She lowered gracefully to a chaise facing the men. Was she supposed to make some inane comment about the weather? Or inquire how the soldiers were faring now that they had come home? Well, the living ones, that is.

“Terribly cold year, isn’t it?” she asked, casting about for something to say. Weather it was.

The men simply stared at her until the atmosphere in the room grew so awkward Margery wanted to jump out of her skin. Finally, a tea tray arrived, and she could occupy herself with pouring for the officers.

When she leaned over to take up the teapot, Margery realized her error: she’d removed her fichu and was now leaning over in a gown she’d first worn before having children. With each pregnancy, she’d gained a few ounces of padding, and most of it had landed in her bosom. As a result, an innocent pour nearly had her pouring out of the gown.

One man cleared his throat while the other uncrossed and recrossed his legs. Perhaps this harebrained scheme to use her body — a body she’d long thought too old for anything other than sleeping and drying her children’s tears — might distract these officers from the very real evidence of treason still within this house?

She pressed her bosom forward while filling the cups.

“How do you take your tea, Lieutenant Colonel Passavaunt?” she asked, angling her body to give him a view straight down her bodice.

“Sugar,” he gritted out, his posture rigid. Perhaps he didn’t appreciate her machinations.

“And you, Major Hythe?”

No response. She looked up. He was staring down at her bodice where the top of one dark pink areola had emerged from her neckline.

“Milk,” he finally said.

Margery set to preparing the cups, all while leaning ever lower and moving as much as possible to dislodge her breasts incrementally.

“We’re so pleased to see our soldiers come home from the Continent, at last,” she said. “So grateful for their — your — service, protecting us from the rapacious greed of Bonaparte.”

“Not all our soldiers came home,” said Lieutenant Colonel Passavaunt.

“And many returned to farms and shops in disarray. Sweethearts long gone. Parents dead,” said Major Hythe, regaining control of his faculties. “Not to mention contending with broken bodies.”

Lieutenant Colonel Passavaunt rose from his chair to collect his cup and saucer. “We ladies are very concerned about our men coming home,” said Margery. “Why, just last week, some ladies organized a fundraiser for the ongoing care of wounded men.”

Passavaunt collected his cup, but remained standing over Margery. She grew nervous. “We collected our pin money and wrapped bandages. We…”

She looked up at the stern officer, and her heart leaped into her throat when she saw him staring down at her intently. Margery licked her lips, wishing she could gulp down her tea.

“We ladies are very serious about aiding the war effort. Even now that the war with Boney has concluded.”

“Are you now?” asked Passavaunt, his lips curling slightly. He set his saucer and cup on the tea table before them, still looming over her.

“Yes, indeed. In fact, if there’s any way we can aid our army — and our navy! — we would appreciate details…so that we might…”

Margery trailed off as Passavaunt approached her. Hythe sat back and regarded her with a hunger she hadn’t seen a man display in over a decade.

“You were saying?” asked Passavaunt as he stood so close to her that his dress uniform sword brushed against her hair.

“Well, it’s just that we want to help,” she said softly. “Want so very much to—”

She felt Passavaunt’s gentle hand at the back of her head, guiding her face towards his woolen trousers. She let him press her forward until her soft cheek rested against the bulge where his smalls must be containing his cock.

“Oh,” she said, her mouth moving over the fabric in a way that made his cock jump in response.

“We do so appreciate the support of ladies,” said Passavaunt. “More specifically, the direct support of ladies.”

He brought forth his plumed hat and tipped it upside down so that the long feather ran over the exposed tops of her bosom. “The warm welcome we’ve received after coming home has been most stimulating for the men.”

As if in a trance, Margery lowered her bodice to expose more of her breasts to the soldiers. Her nipples now sat above her neckline, where the lieutenant colonel teased them over and over with the plume.

“I don’t suppose I could interest you in offering me a warmer welcome?” asked Passavaunt.

Margery looked up at him, trying to understand his meaning.

“If you take out my piece, you might find that it fits nicely between those fine tits you’ve been displaying for our admiration, my lady.”

Oh. Oh, he meant to…to have her cradle his staff between her breasts? Was this possible? Where did these army men discover such acts? Surely not in England!

“I’m unfamiliar with such a practice,” she said, feeling very much out of her element. Did this man presume to defile her bosom in the room where she served tea?

Passavaunt stroked her hair gently, in that way Reginald no longer did. “Take those fine bubbies out so we might admire them,” he said. “Then lie back, and I’ll handle the rest. I do so enjoy a bit of larking.”

Her eyes flew to Hythe, watching the exchange intently. She drew forth her breasts, hands trembling, and leaned back on the chaise.

“Now, that’s a sight,” said Passavaunt, cupping himself over his regimentals. He withdrew a handkerchief from his pocket and placed it on the chaise next to Margery, drawing a look of confusion from her.

“Wouldn’t want to defile your furniture,” he said, placing a booted food on the upholstery. His hips were now before her, level with her chest. She waited for him to move, but he just stayed where he was.

“Why don’t you take it out?” he asked.

Margery reached for his falls and slowly opened each button until the front of his breeches dropped for her. Within, she found his manly parts contained in his smalls. Impatiently, he untied the string at his waist and pushed down the fabric; it rested below his sack. Rising from a nest of neat hair was an impressive cock that had Margery’s mouth watering.

“Far be it from me to stop you from getting my cock wet,” he said, offering it up for her delectation.

She leaned closer and took the head in her mouth, working her tongue over every bit of him. He was a war hero, after all.

Soon, he pulled away. “Much more of that, and I won’t have a chance to go larking,” he said with a rare laugh. “Hold them together.”

Margery brought her hands to her breasts and held them as if making an offering.

“That’s it,” said Passavaunt, fitting the head of his cock in the valley between them and easing along her smooth skin. He pressed up, flexing his hips and continuing until his sack rested against her bodice.

He replaced her hands with his own large, weathered ones, which ably pressed her against his shaft as he roughly worked her nipples with his dexterous thumbs. “This is precisely what we were fighting to protect,” he said with a growl.

Margery moaned at the feeling of her body coming alive thanks to his ministrations. Her sensitive nipples sent zinging jolts of pleasure down her body to her core, but she couldn’t risk moving to ease the ache without upsetting the balance that was pleasing the lieutenant colonel so well.

“Hythe, our rear flank needs attention,” he said.

The major quickly moved into position at the end of the chaise and worked Margery’s skirts up until he reached her drawers.

“Colonel Passavaunt, did you just refer to me as a rear flank?” she asked, somewhat put out.

“That’s Lieutenant Colonel. And yes, but I promise you’ll enjoy the outcome of my orders,” he said.

She felt Hythe gently run his fingers through the slit in her drawers and over her nether lips. “The conditions are good,” reported Hythe, working one fingertip over her sensitive nub.

“Oh,” said Margery, her bosom heaving as she sought to control her breathing.

“Sounds wet,” bit out Passavaunt. “I could use some of that here.” He spat into the place where Margery’s breasts were cushioning his cock and drove himself through the mess to lubricate his slide.

“Sir!” she exclaimed, thoroughly insulted by the idea of a man spitting on her but enjoying the degrading pleasure of it at the same time.

“We’ve upset the marchioness,” said Passavaunt. “Best to deploy the infantry to recover from that misstep.”

“What does that—oh!” cried Margery as she felt Hythe slide two fingers into her channel, grinding them deep before pumping in and out.

Passavaunt looked down at her, that sharp nose and those cold eyes making her long to obey. “The enemy has been subdued,” he said.

“I’m hardly the enemy,” she said, squirming as he played with her nipples so pleasurably while using her full breasts for his satisfaction.

“I need a taste,” she heard from between her legs before feeling Hythe dive into the slit in her drawers, using his nose to get inside, then licking and sucking her nub and lips and folds with abandon.

“I can’t decide if I want to unload in that wet cunt or right here in these heavenly breasts,” muttered Passavaunt, thrusting harder now. “You displayed them so appealingly that it’s only right one of us should use them, but that cunny sounds like the sweetest little snatch. What say you, Hythe?”

“If we test this channel, we’ll never make it out to the parade grounds for this afternoon’s event,” said the major, a note of disappointment in his voice.

“Stand by for firing,” said Passavaunt, picking up the speed at which he ran his cock through the valley of Margery’s bosom.

“Loading the cannon now, Lieutenant Colonel,” said Hythe from between her legs, where he was grinding three fingers into her channel more emphatically than before.

Margery gripped the edges of the chaise as she held on and tried not to move to send them all tumbling, though she longed to buck and kick as pleasure descended upon her.

“What I wouldn’t give to unload in this fine cunt,” said Hythe against her straining pussy before he dove in to suck at her nub.

“Meanwhile, I plan to unload on these pretty bubbies. And you won’t be too distressed if an officer paints your face with a little seed, will you, marchioness?” asked Passavaunt. “Just a little drop or two that scatters like buckshot due to how loaded you’ve got my balls.”

Margery opened her mouth and let her tongue peek out a bit. “Anything to help a hero in uniform,” she said, mindful of her predicament even while on the brink of sexual paroxysm.

“It has been a pleasure to serve,” said Passavaunt, grimacing as seed shot from his cock and spurted onto Margery’s chest, some of it reaching her chin and even lips. She felt Hythe focus his efforts on some place in her that made her inner muscles quake and she slipped over into orgasm just as her tongue reached an errant drop of the lieutenant colonel’s seed. He thrust through the sticky mess on her chest with relish until he retreated with a groan.

“She has vanquished me. You’d best take your place on the firing line,” said Passavaunt, bending down to pick up his handkerchief so he could cradle his wet cock with it.

Hythe scrambled up the chaise until he worked his freed cock over Margery’s painted breasts. He dipped his tip in the commanding officer’s spend. “We’re making quite a mess of you, my lady.”

“Then it’s fortunate that I rather enjoy getting dirty,” she said, casting him an encouraging glance.

He ejaculated with a grunt, directing his spend to pool between her breasts and on her chest. When he’d drained himself on her, he pressed his hips forward so the head of his cock hovered before Margery’s mouth. “Clean me up, my lady. We wouldn’t want my regimentals to have a stain, would we?”

Margery ran her flattened tongue all around his bobbing cock, licking every stray drop from his head until he drew back as if in pain. “I’d like to have a pretty, game girl like this with us, following the drum,” he said appreciatively. “I bet all the boys would like you.”

“I can think of many ways the men would like her,” said Passavaunt, regarding her messy chest with a gleam in his eye as he fastened his breeches shut. He ineffectually tried to mop up the spill with his handkerchief, but it proved too much for the scrap of fabric.

“I fear we have stayed longer than is proper for a visiting call,” said Passavaunt, smirking.

“You are always welcome in our home. And let me know of anything we might do to aid the soldiers who struggle to adjust to peacetime.”

“That reminds me,” said Hythe. “We came originally to share that the Prince Regent has requested a special assessment. To be paid by the aristocracy for the benefit of wounded and otherwise unwell soldiers and sailors who served on the Continent.”

“Of course,” said Margery. “Please do let me know the amount, and I will pass that along to my husband and his steward.”

The officers traded glances. “His Royal Highness ordered that the amount be determined only after a thorough review of the estate account books,” said Hythe.

“We will conduct the audit,” said Passavaunt.


Chapter 3


“Margery. Margery!”

She looked up, her hands instinctively coming to accept the saucer and teacup handed to her by Sarah Seneschal.

“Are you feeling well?” asked Priscilla Sorel as she nibbled on a sable biscuit.

They were meeting in Sarah’s morning room, which was a relief, since Margery hadn’t been able to enter her own drawing room without blushing after her visit from the officers.

“I’m just tired, I suppose,” she said. “I received a concerning note from Reggie at school, and I could not sleep.”

“Oh dear, he’s not being mistreated by the other boys, is he? I’ll have Harry keep an eye out,” said Sarah.

“Nothing like that,” said Margery. “He said he wants to join the cavalry when he comes of age. The idea of my son, my only son, going to war is too much to bear.”

“Would your husband allow him to purchase a commission?” asked Priscilla. “After all, he is the heir.”

“The only heir,” said Margery, sinking lower. She wasn’t inventing the devastating missive: Reggie really had written about his dreams to join the army. It was as if he’d absorbed all the patriotic valor for both men in the family, to her horror.

“Perhaps you might have another son or sons and allow Reggie to follow his heart’s desire. Clipping his wings might only lead to a rift. You know how young men are when prevented from doing what their conscience says is right,” said Sarah.

Margery thought to the locked connecting door between her chambers and those of her treasonous husband. She would not be engaging in another moment of intimacy with the man who had broken her heart.

“Yes, perhaps. Another son or two might give Reggie the space to follow his heart,” said Margery, discreetly wiping her eyes as she thought of Major Hythe and his deep scar. “Now, let’s discuss the fundraiser for veterans of the Peninsular War. I understand we’re going to have a booth with knitted goods?”

***

“Knitted goods,” said Major Hythe, regarding the socks Margery had handed him upon his arrival at the Argenteyn townhouse.

“Well, these are some rather lumpy examples,” she said, shy about giving the officers socks — which were of perfect quality — without an excuse. “We ladies are hosting a charity bazaar for the wounded men, and I’m afraid these didn’t pass inspection.”

Lieutenant Colonel Passavaunt wordlessly turned the socks and knitted muffler in his hands, seemingly unable to find something to say in response to the unexpected gift.

“Shall we enter my husband’s study? I’m afraid he’s away from town right now, but he left a key for my use in case of an emergency.”

Margery unlocked the door, the hinges having been well-oiled because of her many nighttime visits to the room as she sought to finish the revision of Reginald’s ledgers. Between the knitting and artful transcription, her hands ached, and she hadn’t slept in days.

“Shall I send for a tea tray?” she asked.

The men traded glances. “We do rather enjoy tea in your household, my lady,” said Passavaunt, his eyes lingering on her neckline.

“Your cook makes the most delightful tea cakes,” said Hythe, hunger in his eyes.

Margery bustled into the hall to summon a tray and collect her breath. She really needed to remember herself! She was a grown woman of 36 with three children and barely concealed treason in her house. The officers should audit the family’s account books hastily so she could send them on their way!

By the time the tray arrived, Margery had regained her composure. The men were already reviewing the ledgers.

“During the war, how did you spend your time, my lady?” asked Hythe.

It was a simple enough question, but she paused, thinking about the shock of discovering munitions and her nighttime attempts — alone — to scare off the men working to smuggle them to the French ships on the coast.

“Like most ladies, I conducted calls and did needlepoint,” she said, not sounding convincing even to herself.

“Did you write many letters while you were away from London?” asked Hythe casually.

“Oh, yes, I’m a prolific correspondent,” she said, recalling the happy hours spent at her writing desk overlooking the sea. But how did Hythe know that she had been away from London during the most intense period of fighting?

“In the course of our training as officers, we briefly studied writing,” said Passavaunt.

“I’m glad to hear that the army reminds men about the art of maintaining correspondence. If only all men could be so thoughtful.”

“We did not study how to compose letters. Our training focused on reading them,” he said.

Margery’s heart sped up, and she didn’t know why. “Learning how to understand what people are truly saying certainly requires some training,” she said weakly.

“We studied different hands.”

She held up her dainty hand, her wedding ring glinting on her finger in a way that seemed to make a mockery of her life. Hythe took her hand into his and held her at the wrist.

“We studied the distinctive ways writers make letters,” said Passavaunt. “How women write compared to how men write.”

“I should hardly think that an exact science,” she said, alarmed that such a thing was possible. “My father taught me my letters, and I tried to write like him. And plenty of men have prettier hands than mine!”

“I should think not,” said Hythe, planting a quick kiss on her knuckles.

“Differences in the sexes are a scientific quandary, but we have ways to match handwriting. To know if it belongs to the same person or not,” said Passavaunt.

“Oh,” said Margery, her heart thumping as the implications of their training became clear.

“Why is your pulse racing, marchioness? Should we summon the doctor?” asked Hythe. He had his fingers on her wrist and could clearly feel the speed at which her guilty heart sent blood sloshing through her body.

“Just recalled some letters I forgot to answer,” she said.

Passavaunt stood from where he’d been sitting and took up the ledger beside him. “I’m going to place this ledger on the desk, and we shall do an experiment, my lady.”

“I am glad to be of help in whatever way I can to His Majesty’s officers,” she whispered, feeling the blade of doom lowering on her neck.

“Hythe, bring the marchioness closer. I’ll need her help with this experiment. You asked about our training, my lady? We shall give you a demonstration.”

Margery shuffled across the study, her arm in Hythe’s. He wasn’t rough with her, ‌merely steady, as if guiding a skittish animal to the abattoir.

“I seem to have forgotten that I had a question for you!” she exclaimed, seeking to delay the inevitable. “My son has inquired about the cavalry. He’s at school yet, but perhaps you might have thoughts I could share with him? He’s an impressionable boy and…”

Hythe brought Margery to the desk and slowly leaned her over the front of it. “Major, my son’s letter is upstairs. I could run up and get it or send a maid.”

“We’ll deal with Reggie’s interest in serving later,” said Passavaunt.

“How did you know that my son’s name is Reggie?” asked Margery, her heart somehow beating faster.

“We know a great many things. Please study the writing in this ledger,” he requested.

Before her, spread all over the page, was her own handwriting, painstakingly scratched out under candlelight over the past week. She longed to cry, but she owed it to her children to maintain a facade of innocence as long as possible, hoping to spare them the deaths of their parents and loss of the family’s titles and wealth.

“Well, this seems to be a whole mess of numbers,” said Margery, aiming to sound silly. “I’m so thankful that my husband and his estate managers handle such complicated matters so I might enjoy tea.”

“We too enjoy tea in this household, but right now, we’re forced to contend with a problem,” said Passavaunt. “Hythe: lock the door.”

Margery heard the bolt shoot in the lock. Her growing sense of dread made her stomach churn. She remained silent, only to hear the men before making her confession.

Hythe walked to the desk and let a volume thump upon the solid wood top. It resembled the volume open before her exactly in terms of binding, but when he carefully opened it, she realized what it was.

Spread on the page before her was a perfect match for the pages she had recopied. But these were the original pages, in the original ledger, written in her husband’s very distinctive hand.

She heard the rustle of her skirts before she felt the cool air on her backside. Passavaunt was drawing up her hem smoothly as Hythe placed the original and altered volumes before her guilty face.

The lieutenant colonel stepped behind Margery and let her feel his hard, clothed cock through her exposed drawers. She sighed and wiggled her bum against him.

Suddenly, his hand came down on her shoulder and pushed her forward. “There’ll be none of that,” growled Passavaunt, directing her gaze to the open ledgers. “What trickery have you attempted, madam?”

“I have done nothing of the sort,” she said. “This is the first time I have seen these books! To what do they pertain?”

Whack! She heard and felt his large hand come down on her bottom at the same time. Margery gasped.

“Sir!” she cried. “I am a marchioness and mother!”

He brought his hand down again, this time favoring her other arse cheek. “You have sought to hide evidence from officers acting on the orders of the Prince Regent himself, potentially committing treason,” said Passavaunt. “Something is amiss here, and you are attempting to use womanly charms to evade our search for the truth.”

“I have done no such thing!” she cried out, feeling the lieutenant colonel pull down her drawers to bare her arse.

“Please tell us what you know,” said Hythe, looking at Margery with concern. “These ledgers are damning, and one of them is filled with your handwriting.”

“I am merely a wife and mother,” she said, “busy with tea and raising my children. I know nothing about any sort of subterfuge, certainly not directed at the army!”

Passavaunt’s hand came down with a crack, this time spanking her bare skin. She cried out; the pain of his slap unlocked something within her she’d suppressed upon discovering Reginald’s treason. He spanked her twice more in quick succession. Her thighs squeezed together in response, her core suddenly running hot.

“We said nothing of subterfuge directed at the army,” said Passavaunt when he paused. “What do you know?”

“We know you are an innocent party in this, my lady,” said Hythe, covering her trembling hand with his own. “Reveal the plot, and we will make this better.”

“I can’t…” she said, her voice cracking. “I can’t condemn my children to a figurative noose fashioned by their father, not after everything I’ve done to stop him and protect them.”

Passavaunt applied three more quick spanks, his touch expert. She moaned on the third and lifted her arse to better receive him.

“What’s that, my lady?” asked Hythe.

“How did you find it?” she asked, aware of her defeat.

“The original ledger? We’re unable to reveal our source. But we know you have been altering your husband’s account books for weeks,” said Hythe.

“And we know you were up to something on the coast during the war,” said Passavaunt. “At night.”

Margery hung her head. This was it. They knew enough to execute her and Reginald and divest the marquessate of its titles and wealth. The only thing remaining was to confess and plead mercy. She drew a shaky breath.

“I went out each night during the full moon to stop them,” she said, her voice hollow. “I would put on breeches, load a gun, and watch over the caves containing the munitions.”

“You should have summoned the authorities,” said Passavaunt, raining another set of spanks on her arse. She relaxed under his ministrations, enjoying how the pain seemed to free her from a burden she’d been carrying alone all this time.

“Once I discovered Reginald’s plot, he didn’t get munitions to his contacts!” she protested. “I fought alone against him and his confederates! They didn’t get the supplies through to Bonaparte.”

Hythe wiped Margery’s hair back from her brow. “That wasn’t for you to decide. And you didn’t have to fight alone,” he said.

She looked down at the ledgers with nearly matching pages and very different handwriting, and the magnitude of her folly struck her harder than any of Passavaunt’s slaps. If only they’d been with her in those dark nights. The pages swam before her, and she felt the dam of her emotions break.

“Shh,” said Passavaunt behind her, running a soothing hand over her arse and down to her slit. He stroked over her nether lips and collected the wetness that had gathered there. “Did you enjoy your punishment?”

“No!” she cried, groaning when he slid a testing finger into her channel.

“You say that, and yet, the sound of your cunny suggests otherwise,” said Hythe, admiring Margery’s tear-streaked face.

“Shall we interrogate you more soundly to learn the full extent of the plot?” asked Passavaunt.

“Please,” said Margery, desperation coloring her voice, “do whatever you wish with me, but please let my children live happily.”

“And what of their mother? Should she live happily?” asked Passavaunt as he notched the head of his cock in her dripping entrance. He eased his cock into her channel, the first man to roger her since her terrible discovery.

“I don’t care about myself, just let me,” she moaned, “oh let me…” He was stretching her in ways she’d missed, breaking her cunny in after so long without a shaft to fill her. She’d been a lustful girl in her youth, but she’d locked Reginald out of their marriage the moment she’d discovered evidence of his treachery. And now his treachery had her bent over his desk and filled by an officer he’d imperiled because of his selfish actions. She resolved to take everything they had to give her.

Hythe slid a hand into her neckline, feeling her breast as she took the lieutenant colonel from behind. “You’ve made some mistakes, my lady, but we’re here to help you.”

“We mean to help you,” repeated Passavaunt.

“Then help me she ground out, bracing against the front of the desk as she felt the strength of his thrusts increase.

“But first, we intend to use you,” said Hythe, suddenly pinching her nipple without remorse. Behind her, Passavaunt ground his cock into her roughly and tested the depth of her channel.

“You thought to conceal treason from sworn officers?” asked Passavaunt, holding himself deep. “For that, we should seed you and leave you filled with our child.”

“Oh no,” she moaned, feeling herself contract around him involuntarily. It was a forbidden thought: being bred by the officers investigating her actions, taking her husband’s place in her cunny and womb, and the idea set her on fire.

“You mean to deny us?” asked Hythe, tearing at the buttons on his falls. “You concealed and dissembled too long. We mean to have the truth out of you, my lady.”

He stood beside the desk, his cock out, drooling from his slit. Margery leaned over to him and licked it, knowing what he’d demand.

“Get him wet,” said Passavaunt. “He gets a turn on you next.”

Margery sucked Hythe’s fat cockhead into her mouth. He threaded his hand in her hair and helped her bob on his shaft with a pleasing rhythm, her inexperience dwarfed by the enthusiasm she brought to the task.

Behind her, Passavaunt pulled out of her taxed hole. “I should give my brother-in-arms a go before I ruin this cunt for good,” he said, causing her to clench on nothing before Hythe slid in and took his place.

“The sweetest fucking cunny,” breathed Hythe as he sank into her channel. “I could share you forever, my lady.”

Passavaunt sidled up to the desk, his cock still erect and sticking out of his breeches. “How about you keep my cock warm while the Major fucks your cunny?”

She let him feed his cock into her waiting mouth and moaned when she tasted her own juices on his slick skin. “You taste how wet your cunt is for the men who know everything about what you’ve been trying to hide from us? Lay down your weapons and surrender to the men that have laid claim to your pussy.”

Margery let him thrust into her mouth and then the start of her throat while Hythe further opened her cunny with his thick cock. “Much better than a corporal and four,” he ground out.

“While your husband enjoyed French brandy and French coins, we had to toss one off in the camps,” said the lieutenant colonel, patiently penetrating Margery’s throat with his cock. Tears sprang into her eyes as she thought of these men, who meant so much to her, deprived of all comforts while fighting to keep Napoleon on the other side of the Channel.

“So we mean to enjoy the spoils of war,” said Hythe behind her. “And ruthlessly take from those who profited from working against us.”

She cried out. Passavaunt’s cock was in the way of her words, and tears rolled down her face. He pulled himself from her throat and used his thumbs to wipe her face.

“I was always loyal to His Majesty, the British Army, and our soldiers,” she said emphatically. She looked down at the ledgers spread before her. “But I should not have concealed my husband’s crimes from you or from the authorities during the war. My only thought was for my children.”

“There are men who died abroad so your children might live happily,” said Hythe. “And others home now with wounds that will probably prevent them from leading normal lives or fathering children of their own.”

“I’ll do anything to help them!” she cried as Hythe thrust deep, working her quickly. “Anything at all.”

Hythe cried out, pouring his seed deep at her provocative words. He stepped aside quickly, seeing the look in the lieutenant colonel’s eye.

Margery was sobbing now into the ledgers as she finally set down the burden heaped upon her by her husband, thanks to these heroic men inflicting pleasure upon her body. She moaned when she felt Passavaunt re-enter her and thrust without mercy through Hythe’s seed now coating her channel.

She felt her climax approach, and her cunny gripped the cock currently working her relentlessly.

“There may be a way you can help the men,” said Passavaunt, holding her hips firmly as he pulled her back in time with his thrusts forward. Her arse bounced against him until the pair made a lusty percussive noise that filled the study. Her husband’s study.

“Many men,” said Hythe, his voice grave.

As Passavaunt fucked her hard, the major poured his plan into her ear. At first, she was shocked, then she grew wetter at the thought of what he had planned and put her tear-stained face down to the ledgers that had ruined — perhaps for the better — her life.

When Margery exploded around the officer’s long, heavy cock at the mention of a more provocative aspect of Hythe’s plan, she knew that the only way forward was to pay for her concealment of treason. And the way she needed to pay? With her suddenly liberated body.


Chapter 4


“This way with the knitted things, Reggie,” said Margery as they entered the convalescent house for soldiers injured on the Continent. The charity bazaar had ended an hour before, and she’d volunteered to bring the few remaining unsold items for the use of the men still recovering from their wounds. Realistically, she knew some soldiers would never recover.

“I say, is that the Marchioness of Argenteyn?” asked Major Thomas Hythe from the end of a hallway. “Might you introduce me to this fine young recruit?”

Reggie stood rooted to the floor, struck by hero worship and shock at the major’s deep facial scar.

“My son, Viscount Aron,” said Margery with pride.

“Reginald,” the boy said. “Reggie.”

“Well, Reggie, would you like to meet some heroes that kept Boney on his side of the Channel?” asked Hythe with good cheer. “I can’t say that all of their stories will be suitable for a younger man, but they certainly are entertaining.”

With her son tempted away by stories of valor, Margery was standing alone, arms full of socks, when Lieutenant Colonel William Passavaunt materialized from the other wing.

“Might I help you with those?” he asked, escorting her to a locked office down the hall. Once he closed the door and deposited the socks on his desk, he reached for Margery, his greedy hands pushing into her bodice.

“Are you hot and wet for us?” he asked, kissing her neck and pinching her nipples. “All of us?”

“I’ve been thinking of nothing but what you and Major Hythe said since last week. Did you really mean it?”

He drew up her skirts and slid a finger into her slick channel. “It seems you are serious about undertaking a more hands-on kind of charitable work, my lady,” he said. There was a knock at the door.

“I hardly think this a work of charity,” she said, holding in a moan. “More a balancing of the scales of justice. And a pleasurable afternoon spent in the company of heroic men.”

“Come in!” said Passavaunt, removing his hand from under Margery’s skirts.

A young man with an amputated arm entered the office.

“Captain, may I introduce the Marchioness of Argenteyn? Margery, this is Captain Clark, hero of the Battle of Nivelle.”

“One of thousands,” he said modestly, bowing to Margery.

“Margie, the Captain lost his arm because of his heroics when an artillery shell landed near wounded men.”

She nodded, holding back tears at the thought of his valor and pain.

“That was his dominant hand before the war,” said Passavaunt, his brows raised. “You know what men do with their dominant hands, do you not?”

“Oh,” she said, her eyes flicking to the Captain’s breeches, which had tented slightly since walking in the room.

“Perhaps you might show a hero of Nivelle how much you appreciate his sacrifice,” said William, sending her a small smile.

Margery rushed to the Captain’s side, eager to make good on her promise to service the regiment. “If you might permit me, Captain?” she asked, her fingers on the buttons of his falls.

“By all means, my lady,” he said, a broad and boyish smile breaking across his face that reassured her that this plan might have precisely the effect she desired.

Popping open the Captain’s buttons, she reached into his smalls and felt his leaking cock. “You’re ready for battle, Captain,” she said in a low voice with a sly smile. She encircled his cock with her hand and pumped his hard shaft.

“I’m sure those socks are very nice, but I vastly prefer this charitable project,” he said.

“Not charity,” she replied, twisting her hand around the head of his shaft. “Justice. I can think of nothing I’d like better than to thank a hero of Nivelle personally.”

“How personally?” he asked, his breathing becoming ragged.

“Very personally indeed,” she said, dropping to her knees gracefully and sucking his cockhead into her wet, warm mouth as she continued to stroke his shaft.

William Passavaunt tenderly tucked a stray piece of hair back into her coiffure as she enthusiastically bobbed her head to suck the Captain’s cock.

“The marchioness is a great enthusiast of artillery,” he said, looking down at her with a soft smile. Her luxurious gown rested on the floor, and she was enthusiastically taking the Captain into her throat when she made a noise of questioning that made the young man groan. “Likes when big guns go off.”

The Captain grunted and suddenly shot his load into Margery’s throat as she delicately fondled his balls while humming her agreement. She continued to suck him until he cried out in pleasurable pain, his overstimulated cock demanding rest.

He looked at Margery when she rose from the floor like she was an angel in heaven and planted an impulsive kiss on her lips before dashing off with an enormous smile on his face.

“I hope he will not yell about this encounter throughout the convalescent home; my son is still inside,” she said sheepishly.

“I arranged for Hythe to take Reggie on a quick tour of the wards, then return him to your townhouse with the coachman. Hope you don’t mind?” asked William, wiping at the corner of her well-used mouth.

“With planning and coordination like that, I know why we won the war, Lieutenant Colonel,” she said with a wry smile.

“Would you like to meet the rest of the men?”

“Would I ever.”

***

“A grand lady, you say?”

A man in a metal bed with a bandage over his eyes sat up when Margery and Passavaunt stopped by his bed. She took his hands in hers.

“Connors lost his sight at Quatre Bras,” said William, clapping a hand on his old comrade’s shoulder.

“Missed Waterloo by days,” said Connors. “Mind you, I don’t miss that as much as I miss…well, I could hardly say such a thing to a great lady.”

“Then it is fortunate that I am no great lady,” she said, sinking at an open spot on his bed. “Might you like to whisper what you were thinking in my ear?”

She slid closer to the man, allowing her bosom to run over his chest. He brought a hand instinctively to her back and breathed in heavily as she came near. “The smell of a woman,” he said with relish. “And not one of those clean and pious sisters that nurse us, but a real tasty morsel.”

“You sure know how to make a woman feel special,” she said, running her hand across Connors’ jawline in appreciation.

“I’ve missed that,” he said. “But what I miss even more is the feel of a cunny on my lips. I bet you could sit right down on my face and take me to heaven, my lady.”

It was the work of a moment to hike her skirts and gently sink her bare cunt onto Connors’ mouth. William helped her remain balanced as she sought not to harm the man currently licking her with abandon.

“I may be injured,” said Connors, “but I can handle a fine pussy smothering me.” He wrapped his arms around her hips and drove her spread cunny into his hungry mouth, where he sucked and licked lustily.

“Oh, Lieutenant!” she cried, overcome by his skill and enthusiasm as he found the places she needed pleasure most by touch and memory alone.

Connors rested his hands at Margery’s waist and then roved up to her bodice, which was currently pulled low enough to expose her hardened nipples to the view of the ward.

All around her, convalescing men were watching her ride Connors’ face with interest. Some initially looked away to give them privacy, but soon she had their attention as her moans of pleasure echoed through the large room filled with men in their beds.

“You’ve got her worked up, Connors,” said Hythe, coming to Margery’s other side and taking her arm to further aid her balance.

“Wettest cunt of my life,” said the man from between her thighs. “Let me drown in this cunny.”

“How’s her little hole?” shouted a man from a bed nearby who was beating his cock without remorse while watching.

“If I may?” asked Connors, his manners fine as a duke’s if not better.

“I’ll be furious if you don’t,” said Margery, biting her lip and trying to delay her orgasm.

Connors slid an experienced finger into her grasping channel and she broke against his questing mouth at last, shaking as he drew pleasure from her body.

“I’m afraid I’ve made a mess of my bedclothes,” said Connors with a smirk, licking his lips as he savored Margery’s taste.

“I’m honored to have been of service,” she said, dropping a kiss on his skillful lips.

Passavaunt and Hythe helped Margery up from the bed and next introduced her to a man named Davies, who had lost his leg early in the war.

“Lost a limb in France, but I still have a hard one for you, ma’am,” he said, gripping his fattened cock through the sheets.

“Our men keep their fighting spirit no matter what, my lady,” said Hythe with a smile.

The major and lieutenant colonel helped her mount Davies’ cock — a fine, hard specimen that hadn’t seen action since before Waterloo — and set a rapid riding pace. Margery settled her hands on Corporal Davies’ chest, and he placed his own over hers, delighted at the chance to feel the many ways a woman might join with him.

“Did you get that wet for my cock?” Davies asked lowly, as if they were the only two people in the room.

“Are you going to get it even wetter?” Margery asked back, withdrawing her hands from his chest to pinch her aching nipples.

With a smile, Davies reached towards her spread core and quickly found the nub straining for his attention. He brushed over it a few times before she screamed and contracted on his hard shaft, drawing him into orgasm alongside her.

After that, the mood in the convalescent room changed. Cocks were beat hard and fast as men imagined all the ways they might once again experience the delights of being with a woman.

Margery laid back on an open bed, her arse perched at the edge, and spread her legs for all who wished to use her.

A man using a crutch to walk was up first. He balanced a knee on the edge of the bed, then let his hard member fall against Margery’s waiting cunny and thrust through her swollen lips.

“Like water in the desert,” he said on an exhale.

The next man wore an eye patch and trembled slightly when he took out his cock.

“Never thought I’d be able to do this again,” he said as he fit himself into Margery’s channel.

A man who must have been a junior recruit when he fought said nothing at all, merely regarded the marchioness tenderly while touching her breasts and thrusting into her gently.

“You’re likely Jack’s first woman,” said Thomas, looking down at her with a soft smile.

“He’s a lucky man indeed,” said William.

The day ended with Hythe and Passavaunt bringing Margery to the lieutenant colonel’s private office. William sat on the edge of his desk and Margery straddled him and rode his shaft, with Thomas easing his cock into her well-used channel from behind.

“My brother-in-arms, I never thought we’d share a cunny,” said William, gritting his teeth as he fought to remain in control as cock and cunny moved against his over-sensitized shaft.

“And what a fine cunny indeed,” said Thomas, kissing up Margery’s neck. “I hope you’ve taken some measures to prevent pregnancy, or you’ll be bearing a soldier’s baby soon.”

“I considered it, but I always wanted more children, and only stopped at three because of my husband’s treasonous actions. Why not let a heroic man take his place in every sense?” asked Margery.

At that, the officers rutted her harder, their fingers tangling as they sought to rub her nub. “I’ll race you to fill our little darling,” said Thomas, bringing his other hand to play with Margery’s nipple.

“May the best man get our girl with child,” said William, coaxing the marchioness into an open-mouthed kiss.

As she thought of swelling with a hero’s baby, her cunny bore down on the two cocks filling her so ably, and she cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain, shaking in their arms as she reached the heights of paroxysm when they finally released their seed at the mouth of her womb.

When she returned to full awareness, the soldiers were tender in their words and care. “Mission accomplished, my lady,” said Thomas as he stroked her hair.

“We are your very willing prisoners of war,” said William, nibbling on her earlobe.


Epilogue


A few weeks later.

“Reggie says that he’s applying himself to the study of Latin and Greek these days since he plans to be a Cambridge man, said Margery, looking up from her letter in shock. “There’s no more mention of joining the cavalry at the first opportunity. Did you two have something to do with that?”

She looked at Hythe and Passavaunt, currently stretched on the bed on either side of her. They’d woken late, fetched their respective correspondence, and resolved to enjoy a lazy morning together — which included a very pleasant slow fuck by Hythe as Passavaunt licked Margery until she screamed into a pillow.

“I was with you the entire time, and I’m sure Tom was merely honest about the experience of war,” said Passavaunt, nibbling her ear and trailing kisses down her neck.

“I said nothing,” said Hythe, placing a hand at Margery’s waist and drawing her chemise up once again. “But the scar makes the point for me.”

Margery ran her hand over Hythe’s dear face. “Earned honorably by an honorable man, Thomas.”

Passavaunt wrapped a possessive arm about Margery’s middle and pulled her into his chest. “And what of my scar, Margie?”

She felt behind herself until she connected with his strong thigh, over which ran the knitted scar from a fierce bayonet wound. “I should think that the number of times I’ve licked it would tell you what I think of heroic wounds. You and your iron will, William. Walking all those miles after sustaining such a gash.”

They lay tangled in the blankets, their coffee and chocolate abandoned on a nearby table. At this rate, they’d never get out of bed.

“We’ve also received correspondence,” said Thomas, exchanging a meaningful glance with William. “About your husband.”

Margery paused. “Oh?”

“The Prince Regent has ordered that this matter be kept strictly confidential. The marquessate will remain technically in your husband’s name until your son comes of age. Until that time, he appointed you to serve as the chief trustee. With the help of two additional trustees.”

“How is the matter to remain secret if there are so many people aware of this legal arrangement?” she asked, perplexed and concerned.

“I think you’ll find that the trustees are men of discretion,” said Thomas, capturing her lips.

“Yes, they’ll do anything to make the woman they love happy,” said William, rubbing Margery’s hip comfortingly.

“Will they now?” asked Margery, her concerns slipping away as she realized Prinny had appointed her lovers as the trustees of the estate. “And what is to become of my husband? If this arrangement is to be kept secret, I can only imagine that His Royal Highness does not plan for a large public trial?”

“His Royal Highness was persuaded that a quiet, confidential house arrest would serve the country best,” said William. “The hunting lodge in Scotland is where he will spend the rest of his days.”

“I suppose that means I have a permanent space free in my bed,” said Margery playfully.

“Two places, we hope,” said Thomas, twirling a piece of her hair around his finger.

“We might need a bigger bed, in that case,” she said, a sly smile on her lips.

“Do you plan to invite a man from the regiment to join us?” asked William, cupping her between the thighs, letting his middle finger trail between her wet cunny lips.

“I might become ungainly soon,” she said softly. “It’s early days yet, but…”

Thomas pulled her chemise higher and regarded her slightly rounded belly with wonder. “There’s no way,” he said, rubbing his cheek against her skin, feeling quite overcome.

“How will we know who the father is?” asked William out loud, befuddled, and stroking Margery’s tender breasts.

“You’ll both be the papa,” she said. “And if the baby looks like one more than the other or neither at all, I suppose we’ll just have to try again until you both get all the babies you wish by me.”

“What a gift you are, my lady love,” said Thomas, sliding down to lick at Margery’s weeping cunt.

“We’ll gladly enjoy our spoils of war, darling,” said William, sucking her nipple into his mouth.

“Woe to the conquered,” said Margery, writhing under the force of their loving attentions. “I have nothing to give you but the use of my body. And all of my love.”

“Consider the treaty signed,” said Thomas, lavishing her with his tongue.

“We accept the terms of your surrender,” said William, bathing her nipple as if to draw forth their baby’s milk.

“Then let us beat these swords into plowshares and live in peace forever,” she said, reaching for their cocks.

THE END
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