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Chapter 1

“Iplan to spend an evening being shared by the Grand Bucks.”

Before Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell, had uttered those words, it never would have occurred to Laurence Richard Mauduit Balistarius, Duke of Astwell, that his demure wife even knew that the Grand Bucks existed.

She was a duchess, devoted mother, and patron of charitable causes. Meanwhile, the Grand Bucks were rakes of the first order that had apparently developed a reputation for sharing ladies from the finest families in the land. They’d emerged in the last century in imitation of the Freemasons, and while their society kept its reputation for secrecy, they’d clearly moved from group political activities to sexual ones.

After fifteen years tolerating her husband’s quips, affairs, and peccadillos, Julia had declared to Laurence over her breakfast tray three weeks ago that she planned to exercise the aristocratic privilege of engaging in discreet affairs now that she’d produced the heirs required for the continuation of his line. Far from being enraged or resigned, Laurence had fallen into fascination with his wife and currently fancied himself quite in love with her after so many years of indifference.

It was an alarming state of affairs to Julia, who had been unhappily alone in love since meeting Laurence at a ball when she was but seventeen — and a rare heiress possessing the sort of dowry that could restore a dukedom and ensure its survival.

Thus, Julia trembled a bit when Laurence helped her remove the dressing gown from her nude body as she prepared for her night with the Bucks.

Laurence dropped a kiss at Julia’s neck, and she shivered. Her nipples hardened, and she felt a deep need in her core. At this rate, she’d never make it to the Bucks.

“Are you ready for tonight?” he asked in a soft voice.

She’d flung the idea of serving as the featured entertainment for the Grand Bucks at her husband in a moment of desperation, when he’d been declaring his love for her, at long last, after years of neglect and sexual indifference. And now, she was about to go through with the tossed-off claim — all to facilitate a quick end to his supposed love and protect her eternally trod-upon heart.

“I’ve never looked forward to something so much in my life,” she said, hiding her hands behind her back to control their trembling.

Laurence ran his nose down her shoulder. “You smell ready.”

Joining Laurence in her dressing room was Makeblythe, Julia’s lovely maid and confidante, who had just oiled her skin with attar of roses. “Shall I help you into your drawers, Your Grace?” asked Makeblythe.

Julia nodded and somehow moved her limbs so that her maid could pull the drawers into place. Makeblythe was on the floor, ensuring that they were properly situated, when Laurence said, “she’s been a good girl, hasn’t she? Why don’t you give her a kiss for good luck?”

Julia’s eyes connected with those of her maid, who was kneeling in front of her. Makeblythe rose and placed a gentle kiss on the front of Julia’s silk underthings, right over her core.

Julia sighed, her unbound breasts heaving.

Makeblythe rose to assemble the rest of Julia’s costume for the evening. Laurence took the spot in front of her on the floor.

“What are you doing down there?” she asked, alarmed to see him kneeling before her like a beau poised to propose marriage.

“I’ve assigned myself the task of pulling these on,” he said, wiggling her silk stockings. He unrolled one and bunched it up before fitting it over her toes. He ran the stocking up her smooth leg until it rested on the tops of her thighs, where he connected it to Julia’s garters.

“I never thought I’d see the day when you kneeled before me,” she said, thinking back to the past weeks where Laurence had willingly taken to the floor to make her fantasies come true.

He leaned forward and kissed Julia, right over the spot Makeblythe had kissed. He spoke into her silk-clad pussy, his breath hot, “We intend to deliver you to the Bucks wet and wanting.”

Julia reached out to steady herself using a shelf, unable to keep her balance while her body coursed with need. Makeblythe helped her into her chemise and then the scandalously low-cut corset designed by Laurence’s preferred couturier, Madame Eugénie.

While Julia’s clothes came together, Laurence exited the room. Julia fought the urge to feel disappointment, but she supposed it would be in keeping with his style to abscond from the proceedings once her nudity had been covered.

From the door, there was movement. He’d returned. Laurence stood gazing at her admiringly, with a box in his hands.

“You look stunning,” he said.

“Thank you,” she responded shyly.

“But you’re missing something.”

Julia braced for a cutting remark about her failures as a woman, but he simply unhooked the latch on the battered-looking wooden box. The lid sprung open, and he walked forward.

“Aren’t you going to ask me what’s inside?”

“I fare best when I don’t ask you for anything,” she said.

Laurence cupped Julia’s neck and kissed her forehead. “Those days are over.”

He opened the box in front of her, and despite her reluctance, she looked down at the contents. Inside, there was a necklace dripping with diamonds.

“Are those…?”

“The Astwell jewels,” he said. “Well, some of them.”

For the entirety of her marriage, Julia had assumed that the Astwell jewels depicted in paintings of ancestors had been lost or sold. It was only upon proclaiming her plan to take lovers that Laurence disclosed that he’d simply never retrieved them from the bank safe deposit box and given them to her, as was her due as Duchess of Astwell.

“You retrieved them…”

“So you could wear them while men from other families fucked you, yes,” he said, removing the heavy necklace. “I’m glad to let them enjoy your body tonight, but they should know that you are, in fact, mine.”

He looped the necklace around and fastened it while Julia looked down and touched the diamonds.

“What of your concerns that my affairs might harm your political career?”

“Upon further reflection, I find I don’t care,” he said, suggesting that he’d willingly and suddenly tossed aside the ambitions that had defined the last decade of his life. He directed her towards a mirror so she could see the jewels, standing tall behind her with his hand possessively on the side of her neck while she felt the front of the necklace in disbelief.

“I only care about making your fantasies come true. All of them,” he said. “But I mean to have you forever, body and soul, my wife.”


Chapter 2

When the carriage rolled up to the Bucks’ longtime headquarters, Laurence handed Julia a mask.

“I hardly think this necessary, given that you’ve draped me in your jewels,” she said.

“Your jewels. And the Bucks are gentlemen, despite the way they use women,” he said. “If you wear a mask, they’ll never disclose your identity.”

On the bench next to him, Julia struggled with tying the ribbons. Laurence stayed her trembling hands and carefully tied the strings together in a way that didn’t disarrange her beautiful hairstyle before pulling on his own mask.

“Do you feel ready?” he asked.

Julia’s core clenched as she thought of the hours she’d spent with Laurence and her lady’s maid preparing for this evening. They’d fit her arse with plugs, trained her throat to accept a cock, and stretched her cunt beyond the limits she believed possible.

A few nights ago, Laurence had gently pushed his cock into the ring of her arse and then rode her hard until they were both soaked and shaking with pleasure. Just yesterday morning, she’d kneeled under his enormous desk and serviced his cock with her throat while he attended to his correspondence with the London estate manager. Oh, she was ready indeed.

“I think I’m as prepared as I can be,” she said.

“What I wouldn’t give to prepare you more,” he replied, kissing her lips. He’d been gentle with her these past few days, taking her slowly in his bed and whispering sweet nothings in her ears while he believed her to be sleeping.

It was decadent, but she was ready to be used roughly.

“You took the herbs that Dr. Riddle left?” he asked, referring to the tea that would prevent conception. Laurence was beginning to accept that he enjoyed sharing his wife, but he drew the line at raising another man’s baby in his own nursery.

“Seeds,” she said. “I took them just before my bath.”

Laurence placed his hand on her corseted waist and laid his cheek against hers.

“Good,” he said. “Your womb is mine to fill.”

Julia shuddered. She wasn’t sure if it was with erotic longing or fear of being impregnated yet again.

“Are your holes wet and ready?” he asked. “That’s what you are for these men: a collection of holes to be used for their pleasure.”

Julia grabbed his hand as she stifled the need to touch herself. Her nails bit into Laurence’s skin as she imagined being filled by a group of men.

“Yes, I’m ready,” she said.

“Let me see your mouth. I’m not convinced we adequately trained you in that area.”

Julia dropped her mouth open and let him peer inside, where she’d soon receive the Bucks’ cocks. He used the handle of his cane to open her jaw ‌wider and let her experience the degrading pleasure of being used without a care for her comfort.

“Open that throat,” he said, seeing that she’d contracted in response to his testing.

She relaxed the muscles in her throat, and he nodded, satisfied that she’d survive the night without damage to her precious body.

“Julia, I—”

“We should go in now,” she said, eager to exit the carriage to see what the Bucks had in store for her. If she was truthful with herself, she was running from her fear that, in trying to protect her heart from her husband, she’d made a terrible mistake in seeking out the Bucks.

Laurence opened the door to the carriage and helped her down, sending the footmen away when they attempted to assist Julia.

They’d arrived at the back entrance to the house, which had a nearly enclosed portico so that aristocratic guests could arrive and depart discreetly. Should someone wish to watch the townhouse and make note of the crests on the carriages, the game would soon be revealed, but such actions were unworthy of gentlemen. The rules around secrecy had protected the Bucks from widespread notoriety for nearly two hundred years.

Julia walked up the steps, aided by Laurence. At the top of the steps, he placed a tender kiss on her lips while lifting the door knocker.

“We’ll talk after you’re done with the Bucks,” he said.

The door opened, and just inside stood a man in evening dress wearing a papier-mâché stag’s head.

Julia took a step back in horror, his full rack of twisted brown antlers making him look like something out of a nightmare.

“Yes, you should be scared, my little doe,” the man said, then took Julia by the hand and led her inside the townhouse. Laurence followed and shut the door behind them.

“Thank you for bringing us this sacrifice,” the Buck said to Laurence, still escorting Julia through the house.

“My pleasure,” said Laurence, finding that he meant it.

Julia studied the man’s brown deer mask as they walked. The snout protruding from the mask caught her attention, and she spotted black-rimmed holes in the underside, no doubt to aid breathing. The mask covered his entire face and head, only ending at the collar of his shirt. There was no way to see the color of the man’s real hair, and even his eyes were difficult to see inside the mask’s holes.

She could barely force herself to look at the elaborate antlers sprouting from the top of the mask. When she glanced up, she realized that some had broken but were left unrepaired, meaning that she could see the hollow interior of the papier-mâché. The jagged traces of lost antler tips suggested violence.

Jolted from her study of the mask, Julia suddenly stopped walking when she heard music.

“Is that an orchestra?”

“Just a quintet,” said the Buck. “We find it helps with the performance of the ritual.”

“And they watch the proceedings?” Julia asked in fear.

“No, they’re behind a garden wall and sworn to secrecy. They understand that they’d be mauled if our identities and actions were made known.”

Given that the man’s face was entirely covered by the mask, it was impossible to gauge how seriously he meant those words.

“Now, for your husband, is he to serve as an honorary Buck tonight?” he asked.

Julia looked back at Laurence, unsure of how to answer.

“I’ll be observing,” he said without hesitation. “And then whisking my wife home when she has had her fill.”

The Buck looked Julia up and down. “And we intend to give you your fill tonight, madam.”

Julia drew in a deep breath, her corset suddenly feeling too restrictive.

“I see your garments are restraining you, my darling squirrel,” said the Buck. “Soon, they won’t pose a problem. We want you free to revel in all the forest has to offer.”

Julia trembled and feared that her hands were becoming quite sweaty under her gloves. Her mask felt tight against her cheekbones and the bridge of her nose.

“Lovely diamonds,” said the Buck. “I don’t think I’ve seen their like in some decades.”

Julia’s hand flew to the Astwell jewels, wondering if it had been wise to wear them tonight.

“My wife has been such a good girl lately,” said Laurence from behind. “Sadly, their sparkle can’t compare to hers.”

“I suspect your wife has been a very good girl for a very long time,” said the Buck, escorting Julia and Laurence to the entrance of a ballroom. “The forest will reward her for her forbearance.”

They entered the enormous arched doorway and came into a ballroom, but not just any ballroom; this massive chamber had been turned into an indoor re-creation of a forest. The tall trees were stripped of leaves so that they loomed over the room like skeletons, but the floor was soft and covered with green silks and velvets that mimicked grass and moss.

Buckets of living flowers dotted the room. At the center, a reflecting pool and marble statue of an actual royal stag with twenty antler points drew the eye. Five green velvet-covered chairs faced the pool.

The Buck paused for a moment to grab a spindly chair of the sort favored by wallflowers during balls and placed it off to the side.

“Madam, perhaps you would like to prepare yourself in a powder room, just over there?” asked the Buck. The musical instruments seemed to play as if to suggest the sound of wind in the trees.

“Yes, of course,” she said, scurrying over to the room.

Laurence followed her and caught the door before she closed it.

“Do you require assistance?” he asked.

“I don’t know that I require it…”

“Would you like my help?”

“Yes,” she said, pulling him in. “What have I done? Are they going to eat me?”

Laurence laughed and helped Julia out of her cloak and gloves. “I hardly think the Bucks would still fuck today if they brought the full, violent forest experience to life. But they will use you most brutally. Are you sure you want this?”

“Yes,” said Julia as he unlaced her corset and she unhooked her skirts.

Soon, she was down to her mask, chemise, stockings, and drawers.

“I suppose these should go, too?” she asked him, biting her lip.

“Come now, Titania, queen of the fairies, embrace your natural state so that the Grand Bucks grant you untold pleasures,” said Laurence sardonically as he drew the chemise over her head.

When they exited the room, Julia was nude save for the glittering Astwell diamonds at her neck and the mask on her face. Her thick hair remained piled high as she walked carefully over the soft floor towards the center of the room.

Sitting on the chairs surrounding the reflecting pool now were five men, all bare except for their alarming buck masks.

“Come here, child,” said a booming voice.

Julia walked towards the men, her hand held in Laurence’s as if he was escorting her to the dancefloor at a ball.

The Bucks sat comfortably. Their demeanor was quite the opposite of her nervous flutters. Most sat with their thighs somewhat open, displaying thick cocks and hints of heavy sacks. Julia suspected she trembled so much that she might take flight like a real fairy queen.

“Who brings this sacrifice to the Bucks?” asked one of the masked men.

“I do,” said Laurence.

“Then leave her with us now to frolic. For your safety, do not leave the chair we have prepared for you,” the voice said, indicating the spindly chair to the side. “One does not always know where one’s…antlers are aiming.”

“Tonight, he wears the horns…while wearing none at all,” said another of the men.

The five chuckled ominously.

“And our beautiful queen of the forest,” said a man further down the line. “She comes to us from the city. I can smell her rich fragrance. She will need to be cleansed of such an abomination before we can enjoy her. The only scent acceptable to us is the smell of her musk, tears, and sweat.”

Julia glanced towards the reflecting pool.

“Into the water, child,” said the nearest man, spreading his thighs so that his heavy, thick cock dangled.

Julia tore her eyes from the sight and carefully approached the pool. She soon saw that there were steps leading into it, and she lowered into the lukewarm water before the Bucks.

At first, Julia thought that the Buck masks were painted slightly different colors of brown, but it turned out to be a trick of the light; all five masks were identical, save a few broken horns here and there. The men watched her, and she regarded them, occasionally seeing the flash of a human eye from within a mask. Their spindly antlers cast shadows upon the reflecting pool and ran over her body as she bathed in front of them.

“Are you clean?” asked one of the men.

“As well as I can manage.”

“We’ll be the judge of that.”

“And do you understand what the ritual is?” asked another man.

“I am to be sacrificed to the lust of the Grand Bucks so that spring might return?”

“You sound uncertain.”

“Merely scared,” she said.

“You should be scared,” the nearest of the Bucks said, holding his cock in one unmoving hand. When Julia stared at his thickening member, it jumped in response, and she jolted as well.

“I think she’s ready,” said the Buck in the middle. “I bet she’s dripping by now.”

“Out of the pool, fairy queen. You owe us the use of your holes.”

Julia rose from the water, resolved to see this night through. The water cascaded from her swollen breasts, and she made no move to cover any part of her luscious body.

“You should greet your overlords for the evening,” said one man, who had been silent until now.

Julia moved to walk towards the Bucks, but he interrupted. “On your knees.”

She dropped to the floor and crawled to the nearest Buck. Once before him, she nodded in greeting.

He held out his hand. “Come closer, little fawn, and kiss this horn I have for you,” he said.

Julia shuffled closer, between his thighs, and placed her lips upon the head of his thickening cock before retreating slightly.

The Buck used both of his hands to hold her head and flexed his arse and thighs to push his hardening member closer to her lips again.

“In it goes,” he said, rubbing her temples as she accepted the head of his cock into her mouth.

“Don’t monopolize our guest,” said the nearest Buck, rising from his throne and walking over for a better look.

He stroked his own cock while he watched Julia shallowly suck his fellow Buck. “Time to greet a new friend,” he said, holding his shaft to keep his cock steady.

Julia turned and opened her mouth submissively as he fed his dick inside. The Buck behind her used his thighs to keep her in place and reached around to toy with her breasts.

She moaned in response, which caused the Buck before her to withdraw while holding the base of his cock. “Can’t spend too early,” he said. “We need to plant the seeds that will bring spring.”

Another of the Bucks inserted himself and then another. Finally, the last of the men pushed his thick member between her lips to get his cock wet.

“Our doe is leaking from the teats,” said the Buck behind her, playing with her breasts. “Fertile and blooming, just the sacrifice we need to bring about spring.”

The Bucks gathered round to see the milky trails from her nipples. They touched her skin where the milk had run, then followed it to the source, where they experimented with pinching her nipples and palpating her heavy breasts. One after another, they anointed their cocks with her milk and stroked themselves to full hardness.

“This milk will feed our young,” said one of the Bucks, taking some of the milk on his fingers and tasting it below his mask.

“Is all of you this wet, darling bunny rabbit?” asked a Buck.

Julia whimpered and nodded, squeezing her thighs together.

“We don’t intend to keep you unsatisfied for long,” said the man behind her. “Why don’t you stand up now?”

Julia stood and allowed one of the Bucks to lead her to the statue of the stag that stood at the center of the room.

He examined her hands. “Such soft paws,” he said, stroking her palm reassuringly. “They won’t do you much good tonight.”

Turning Julia to face the head of the deer statue, the Buck directed her hands to the lowest antlers and curled them around the horns. Her cheek rested against the cheek of the carved beast, and she shuddered in anticipation and shock because of the cold marble. What had she been thinking, volunteering to play with these strapping secret society men in front of her husband so that her heart wouldn’t be forever broken? Surely there was a simpler, less terrifying way to protect her feelings. But here she was, naked and wet, and there was no reversing her decision.

Her nude back was exposed to the five men, as well as her husband, nearby. She waited for what they had in store.

“You come to us claiming to wish to partake in the ritual, but you give us no welcome when we show you the wonders of the forest,” said one of the Bucks.

Julia panicked, unsure of what to do.

“Show us your garden, little fawn, so that we might plow it and plant our seeds,” said a Buck into her left ear.

She arched her back and widened her stance so that her cunt opened to their view. She heard a rumble of appreciation and knew that she’d done the right thing.

“A lovely furrow to be tilled,” said one Buck.

“Pulsing with life,” said another.

She felt hands grip her arse cheeks and pull them open so the men could survey her body.

“A sweet little rose that we can pluck,” said one Buck, running a finger over her puckered back entrance.

“A channel that we can test and fill,” said another as he inserted a finger into her dripping cunt at last.

“Is she ready for our cocks?” asked a Buck with a deep voice.

“I should think so,” said the man, currently grinding two thick fingers into her hole. “It feels like she’s been seeded already. Do you hear that wetness?”

A hand connected with her arse cheek. It took a few seconds to sting as she was stunned by the sudden movement. She bore down on the fingers inside of her cunt.

“Has our little deer been frolicking with other bucks before entering the forest?”

“No, no, I swear!” she said in a panic. “I was instructed to come unseeded so that we could properly perform the ritual.”

“And yet your cunt sings a different tune.”

“I’m simply so wet for you,” she said, tempted to cry. “I’ve been anticipating this moment and need your cocks.”

“Do you plan to accept what we give you without complaint and endeavor to bring about spring?”

“Yes,” she said. “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me,” she said, angling her arse up to better receive the fingers stretching her cunt.

The fingers withdrew, and Julia relaxed momentarily.

They were replaced with a wide cockhead suddenly fitted at her entrance.

“Yes,” said Julia. “That. I want that.”

The cock pushed in, spreading her lips and filling her core until it bottomed out and could go no further.

“Arch your back more and widen those legs,” said one of the Bucks. “My shaft isn’t fully inside of you, and we need to open this channel for my brothers to enjoy.”

Between her nether lips, she felt fingers rubbing at her clitoris. She sagged against the statue, relying on her shaking arms to hold her body upright.

“Already trembling like a leaf,” said a Buck with particularly terrifying antlers. “Will she withstand the onslaught of our plowing?”

“Yes,” she moaned in response.


Chapter 3

Back on his spindly chair, Laurence leaned forward to better see his wife surrounded and used by the Bucks. From his perspective, she looked well-used already, though he knew the ritual had only just begun. He gripped his fattening cock in appreciation as the Buck currently fucking his wife held her hips while thrusting into her.

It was difficult to see Julia through the forest of antlers, but her bare ass and legs came into view periodically, to his delight. Still, it was hardly ideal for a man who liked nothing more than to see his wife used hard by other men.

From the statue, a commotion.

Laurence stood from his chair, ignoring the prior warnings from the Buck that had welcomed them to the townhouse. The music from the quintet stopped; the musicians must have heard the disturbance.

“Is she well?” Laurence yelled across the room.

A Buck helped Julia to her feet.

One of the Grand Bucks walked over to Laurence. “She’s fine. Her hands merely slipped on the marble antlers.”

“I need to see her. I need my wife,” he said, his jaw tense. He was prepared to fight five big men to reclaim Julia.

The Bucks conferred, and they walked Julia over to him. It was a strange sight to see five naked men wearing masks that featured elaborate horns surrounding one dainty, nude woman. Had he been less concerned about her safety, he’d have been in danger of releasing seed in his trousers.

Julia walked right up to him and took his hands in hers. “I am well,” she reassured him, her eyes sparkling.

Laurence kissed her lips with abandon, letting his fingers tangle in her hair. “You want to continue?” he breathed into her ear.

“Yes,” she said. “But I’m too weak to hold on to the statue. It must be my nerves. What am I to do? I can’t stop my arms from shaking.”

Laurence held her close and asked the Bucks, “is there another way to complete the ritual? My wife finds herself unable to remain holding the statue while receiving your seed.”

“She is a delicate flower,” rumbled one Buck.

“Perhaps she is too soft for the likes of the Bucks,” said another.

“No!” she exclaimed. “I want it, I can take it!”

“Perhaps she could lie down to receive you,” suggested Laurence.

The Bucks rumbled.

“As Bucks, we must mount our doe.”

“Understood,” said Laurence. “What if…what if I assisted my wife while she was mounted?”

Another rumble.

“We find that husbands often interfere during the ritual and end up gored on our antlers,” said the deepest of the voices.

Laurence stroked Julia’s neck and brought her to sit on his clothed thigh. “As a man who loves his wife dearly, I am prepared to do only what is needed to assist her in the ritual,” he said.

The Bucks assembled, conferring so closely that antlers knocked against each other as they talked.

“You look beautiful,” said Laurence while nibbling on Julia’s ear. She shuddered in his arms and relaxed into his embrace.

“We accept,” said one of the Bucks, coming forward. “But you’ll need a stronger chair for what we have in mind. Take the throne of the Grandest Buck at center.”

Laurence helped Julia up and escorted her to the one throne that he now realized had arms at the sides. He sat down and drew Julia into his lap before spreading her legs so that the arms of the chair held her completely open.

“Is the sacrifice acceptable to you?” Laurence asked the Bucks.

He received a rumble in return, and two of the men moved towards Julia. The two men, with their paper-mâché masks, locked antlers delicately but continued to push until one gave way.

The man’s cock was harder than before, stiffened by the duel for the right to fill Julia. He held his member in his hand, stroked it once, then tapped it against her clitoris.

Julia’s back arched, and Laurence grabbed her full breasts to keep her steady. The Buck used his hand to open her nether lips and swiftly plunged his engorged head between them.

“Oh,” said Julia when he slid all the way inside, his balls tapping against her when he bottomed out.

The Bucks gathered round and watched the process of Julia taking the man’s cock. They held their members, only occasionally stroking them. Laurence couldn’t imagine having so much discipline when confronted with such an erotic sight.

Rather than exploding inside, the Buck withdrew and gestured for the man he’d bested in their approximation of a duel to take his place at Julia’s cunt. The man nodded and slid in without ceremony, grunting when her core contracted around him. He pumped a few times and then made way for his brethren.

On it continued until Laurence’s toying with Julia’s breasts got more frantic, causing her to squeeze the Buck currently plowing her. He roared and thrust forward, emptying his balls.

The remaining Bucks rumbled, slapping the man on the shoulder and pointing him to a chair.

“We have but one nut to plant, and once it is released, we must make way for our brothers,” explained one of the Bucks, still gathered round the chair where Laurence supported Julia.

That explained their patience and taking of turns, thought Laurence, who still found them unspeakably odd.

Another of the Bucks stepped up again to wet his cock in Julia’s depths.

“Darling, what does it feel like?” Laurence asked her as she absorbed the man’s thrusts.

“Full,” she said with a small whine. “He’s stretching me in every direction.”

“Hurts?” asked Laurence.

“No, it feels heavenly. Just a little pain, but the good kind.”

“Your little nub is swollen and sticking out,” said Laurence, his cheek resting against hers as he held her, pointing to the apex of her thighs where she was spread open for the Bucks’ pleasure. The Buck currently thrusting grabbed her arse to elevate her whole lower body for his unimpeded use. Laurence’s lap suddenly felt cool now that she was no longer resting against him.

“Look at him using you hard,” said Laurence. “Do you see that movement there in your lower belly?”

“Hmm?” asked Julia, already feeling exhausted.

Laurence trailed his hand down until it rested over Julia’s stomach where the Buck’s long, hard cock was thrusting so deep that her belly almost imperceptibly bulged with each stroke. He applied a bit of pressure and felt Julia arch her back in pleasure.

“Oh, you enjoy getting filled deep, do you?” asked Laurence. “This fine Buck is going to open you up properly.”

Julia moaned and looked down to watch Laurence’s hand on her belly and the man currently between her thighs driving his enormous cock into her over and over.

Laurence held on to her belly and used his other hand to tweak Julia’s nipple. “Would that I could touch your little pussy,” he said. “I guess I’ll have to settle for blowing it a kiss.”

He directed a puff of air at the apex of her thighs and watched as she shivered and clenched on the Buck railing her hole. The man, in response, drove harder, and soon Julia was breaking around him while shaking.

The Buck roared and poured his heavy balls in Julia’s cunt as the quintet’s strange melody grew louder from beyond the wall.

“And that leaves three,” said one of the Bucks that had maintained control of his cock despite the temptation to unload himself in the beautiful sacrifice offered for the ritual. The remaining men stomped their feet and closed in on Julia and Laurence.

“We’ll take that chair now,” said one of the Bucks.

Laurence helped Julia to her feet and kept her steady as he vacated the throne. The Bucks were saying something, but Laurence was fixated on the sight of seed running down Julia’s inner thighs. He licked his lips and willed his cock to settle.

“My brother will take the throne,” said one of the Bucks. “You will help your wife to receive us despite the depletion of her life force.”

“You have a goddess of spring in your house. You must feed her more so that she might bloom,” said the Buck assuming control of the throne.

“I have plenty of things I’d like to feed her,” said Laurence, stroking her lovely throat.

The Buck seated on the throne slapped his thighs. “Mount my cock like a good little doe,” he said to Julia.

She made her way to the chair, her hand in Laurence’s. The Buck gripped his cock to keep it upright and used his free hand to grab her waist and bring her near. She was to face him on the throne, her cunt speared by his thick member, and her arse facing out.

The cock slid into her pussy easily thanks to the previous Bucks’ loads. He brought her down swiftly on his cock, and she offered no resistance to the hard use.

“Our goddess is gobbling us right up now,” said the Buck heartily before gripping Julia’s arse and directing her up and down. She bounced against him like a rag doll.

Julia looked around and spotted Laurence nearby, observing her. She flashed him a smile when he blew her a kiss.

The Buck on the throne slowed his thrusts as another of the men moved in behind Julia.

“How does that arse look?” asked the Buck in the throne.

“Like it’s going to choke my cock,” said the man, who was gathering spent seed from Julia’s thighs and using it as lube to prepare her rosebud for opening. Another of the men supplied a bottle that seemed to contain oil, and the Buck currently intent on Julia’s arse coated his cock in it.

He tapped the head of his cock against her puckered opening. “You’ve been prepared?” he asked.

“I’m ready for you,” she gasped out.

“Say no more,” said the Buck before slowly plunging himself into the ring of Julia’s arse.

“Ooh,” moaned Julia, stuffed full of cocks and bouncing without rhythm as the two Bucks mercilessly used her holes.

The final Buck yet to spend moved into position beside the throne and mounted his bare foot upon an arm so that his cock was level with Julia’s head.

“Every hole must be tilled to bring about spring flowers,” said the man, as he held his cock out to Julia’s mouth. She took it between her lips carefully while being jostled between the Bucks filling her from below.

“Into your throat, little dove,” said the Buck as he held the back of her neck and fed his cock deeper inside.

Julia made a noise from the back of her throat, and the Buck fucking her mouth jolted deeper.

“Oh fuck, that’s a tight little arse,” said the man pounding her from behind. “You just made her clench around me.”

“You give me ideas, brother,” said the Buck easing himself into Julia’s throat. “With our little doe’s help, I bet I can reach the doubling of blessings.”

“You’ll not prevent me from taking my rightful place there,” said the Buck while rutting Julia’s arse harder.

“And what, may I ask, is the doubling of blessings?” said Laurence from his forgotten place on the side.

All the Bucks laughed then, even those seated because of coming early in the ritual.

“It is said that if you want to be sure of a good harvest, it is necessary to sow two seeds in a single hole,” said a Buck nearby cryptically.

Julia heard this and bore down on the dicks pounding into her.

“You like the sound of that?” asked the man taking her from behind. “Of going home to your husband with a wrecked cunny?”

Julia shook with a mixture of fear and anticipation as she imagined what else the night could bring.

“She’s trembling like a falling leaf,” said one of the Bucks to Laurence. “Support her.”

Laurence carefully approached the Bucks. He advanced towards the throne from the opposite side of the Buck currently using Julia’s mouth.

“Doing well, darling?” asked Laurence, as if he were inquiring about the temperature of her afternoon tea.

Julia made a sound from her throat, which caused the Buck in her mouth to grunt and thrust harder.

“Hands on her head,” he said. “I need her steadied so I can open up that throat.”

Laurence looked into Julia’s eyes for signs that she needed a break but saw only her dreamlike, blissful gaze. She was the veriest minx, his Julia, and he was of a mind to reward her for it all the rest of his days. He was enraptured and certain that he couldn’t love a woman more than his darling Duchess.

He placed his hands on the sides of Julia’s head and helped her remain steady for the man’s cock while also being jostled from below.

The man fucking her throat got into a rhythm, and Julia’s mask grew wet with tears as she struggled to accept him.

Despite his wife receiving his cock like a seasoned girl at Madame Hélène’s, Laurence was impressed that the man had not exploded yet.

“Ahh, fuck, she’s choking me,” said the man rogering her arse enthusiastically.

“You going to come first?” asked the man sitting on the throne, currently thrusting up into Julia’s pussy.

“Can’t help it,” the man said, breaking off with a howl as he drove himself further into Laurence’s wife and released his seed. He pulled out and stumbled off to one of the open chairs while cupping his taxed balls in one hand.

“How does she look?” asked the man getting his knob polished in Julia’s mouth, directing the question at Laurence.

Laurence released Julia’s head and walked behind her to survey the progress. The Buck on the throne took pity on him and pulled Julia’s cheeks apart so he could see her puffy rim seeded with the departed man’s spend, as well as her cunt split by the Buck’s thick shaft, which was wet with seed.

Laurence nodded to himself, gripping his clothed cock as he took it all in. The Spring ritual pantomime was ridiculous in the extreme, but he couldn’t fault the men for their performance in wrecking his beautiful wife.

“She looks well plowed,” said Laurence, breathing hard to calm himself.

“Brother, are you ready to ensure spring?” the Buck on the throne asked the man using Julia’s mouth.

“Turn our doe around and let’s seed her fields properly,” said the Buck in return.

They paused their movements and allowed Julia to fall into Laurence’s arms for a moment.

“Still faring well?” he asked.

“Mmm,” she replied.

“Do you have enough energy to complete the rest of the ritual?”

“Not long left,” said the Buck on the throne. “Just the final seeding and the watering of the field.”

“I can do it, love,” she said with a scratchy voice, not catching the term of endearment she directed at Laurence because of her exhaustion.

He held her head between his hands and kissed her with abandon, unconcerned about the two Bucks waiting to fuck his wife or the three others poised to watch.

“I’ll be here when you’re done, through the whole thing,” he said to her, tucking a piece of hair that had fallen from her elegant hairstyle back into place.

Julia closed her eyes and let her cheek drift to his. “Thank you. For everything.”

Laurence looped his hand around her waist and turned back to the Bucks. “And how would you like my wife?”

“He wears the horns, but not in the way we do,” said one of the seated men to the side.

“The human seems untroubled by the donation of his wife to the ritual,” said the man who had most recently been thrusting into Julia’s arse.

“The husband merely wishes to see his wife fulfilled,” said Laurence. He then added, “And the dawn of spring.”

The Bucks murmured appreciatively. “Spring will provide,” some of them said quietly. “The Bucks will provide,” responded the man seated on the throne.

The seated Buck extended his arms to Julia. “Sit upon your master.”

She tottered to him, somewhat uncertain now that she’d left Laurence’s arms, and allowed him to turn her so that she was facing out to all the men she’d fucked that night. And her husband.

The Buck on the throne whispered in her ear and held his cock while lowering her onto it until his thick, rigid staff impaled her. He agitated her body so that she bounced on his cock a few times. Then he summoned the brother that had last been ravaging Julia’s throat.

“We must test the limits of our doe and ensure that the field is properly planted.”

The seated Buck wrapped his powerful arm around Julia’s torso and drew her back against him until her pelvis tilted, fully revealing the place where the man’s shaft had split her.

“Join us, my brother,” said the Buck on the throne, grabbing the man’s forearm in a friendly clasp and guiding him towards the spot where Julia’s legs were spread open on the thighs of the Buck.

The second man handled his own hard cock while studying the place Julia was being impaled.

“Think you can fit in?” asked one of the Bucks to the side.

“I’ll make it fit.”

Julia visibly squeezed at the words, more turned on than ever before, just as she was about to face the ultimate test.

“Spit on it,” said another of the Bucks. “We want the sounds of your fucking to be louder than that quintet behind the wall.”

The Buck spat right onto the place where Julia was being stretched open by the seated man’s cock. He stepped forward, his hard dick in hand.

“I can’t,” said Julia, nodding.

“But you can, sweet doe,” said the Buck in the throne while running his hands over her breasts soothingly.

“I can’t, I can’t, you’ll break me,” she said.

“We’ll split you open and allow spring to emerge. You’re to be the mother of warm days and nights,” the man said tenderly, while cupping her lower belly.

“It’ll hurt,” she said, shivering in his hold.

“He’ll go slow, little doe, you are meant to be bred by Bucks.”

Julia’s chest heaved as the second man approached, his cock pointing towards her abused cunt as if drawn there by an invisible force.

“Hold your little lips open for my brother so he might watch himself spear you,” said the seated man.

Julia reached down and let the v of her fingers pull back her labia and further expose her swollen pussy. The second Buck fitted his cock head at her entrance, watching as her body fought to reject it, then slowly plunged in beside his brother.

“Ugh,” shuddered Julia, her back arching as she took in the second thick member.

The man plowing her from the front used his hand to help pin her back against his fellow Buck, since she was so limp and well used.

Laurence moved quickly to one side, which he did to catch Julia’s eye. She saw him and gave a wobbly smile before crying out as the men pummeled her cunt in tandem.

“We’ll return your doe well seeded,” said the seated Buck.

“And stretched beyond belief,” said the second man in Julia’s pussy.

Julia cried out at their degrading words, which only inflamed her passions more. The Buck seated on the throne wrapped his hand over her whole lower face to contain her moans and squeals.

“That’s a sloppy pussy, indeed,” said one of the Bucks off to the side.

“Her cuckold husband won’t know if he’s in or out,” said the man next to him with a chuckle. Laurence’s warning growl shut the men up, but, in fact, the humiliation turned him on beyond belief. The Duke and Duchess were leaders in society, lights of the ton, but here he was just a pathetic spouse watching his wife be stretched open by strange men who liked to wear identical masks.

It was lowering. And delicious.

“Gather round, brothers. The moment of crisis is near, and we must make sure the sacrifice is complete,” said the seated Buck.

The three men who had already come left their chairs and drew near. Two men toyed with Julia’s breasts and nipples, rubbing them enthusiastically. A third applied himself to working on her engorged clitoris.

“Good, yes,” said the man thrusting into Julia from a standing position. “She’s bearing down as pleasure mounts.”

“We need her to squeeze the seeds of spring from our cocks with her orgasm. Or the ritual might not take,” said a Buck currently working Julia’s right breast to Laurence. “Help her crest the mountain.”

Laurence reflected on the origin of this sexual exploration: Julia’s claim that he hadn’t given her an orgasm. He’d doubted her the first time he’d heard it, but now that he’d seen her properly explode, there was no doubt that for over a decade, he’d denied her ecstatic release.

But how to trigger her orgasm now, with five decidedly strange masked men looking on, all surrounding her body? It seemed an insurmountable problem for one that had only recently learned how to give his wife pleasure.

He walked closer to the throne where Julia was being used and struggled to think of how to unleash her orgasm. She was almost in a hypnotic state as she took the Bucks’ cocks, her hand reaching out as if to touch one of the men’s antlers in innocent wonder. That wouldn’t do. They seemed to take those damned masks seriously.

“My darling…” he said, faltering.

She looked at him, really stared into his eyes, and he knew how to unlock her orgasm. “I love you, my darling wife.”

She cried out, her body bowing as she reached out for his hand and finally caught it. Meanwhile, her hips jerked, and the two Bucks grasped her body to keep themselves inside of her. Laurence kissed her hand, and she exploded again, triggering yells from the men currently lodged in her channel.

“She’s choking it,” grunted the seated man.

“She’s going to force me out at this rate,” the standing Buck ground out.

“It’s time,” said the throned Buck. “Time to bring about spring.”

He held Julia tight and began working her limp body on his cock while his brother simultaneously thrust in alongside of him.

“Now,” roared the man, and the two Bucks threw back their antlers and jerked their hips up into the Duchess’s spent body.

Julia cried out as she rode their cocks and took the brunt of their thrusts while they poured their seed into her cunt.

As their movements slowed and the standing man started to pull out, she whimpered.

“Have no fear. We won’t allow the seeds of spring to escape,” said the seated Buck, holding her middle in a possessive way that finally riled Laurence despite having seen her penetrated all night by unknown men.

Julia leaned back against him, limp. Laurence was really going to have to do something about this.

“…your husband will help you keep our blessings,” the man said. Laurence only focused on their conversation when he heard a reference to himself.

“Is that not right? The cuckold husband will aid in the ritual?” asked a man that had come early.

Laurence grew more agitated all the time. Was this over? Could he bundle his wife into the carriage and head home, where he planned to spend the evening spoiling her?

“He could block the loss of our blessing, yes,” said another of the Bucks, their voices all blending together as he increasingly focused on how to escape this odd ballroom and these odd men.

“Will you keep our seed inside of your wife while we wait for the blessing to take?” asked the nearest Buck, kindly bringing him into the conversation.

“Keep your seed?”

“With your tongue. We need to ensure it stays in for several minutes before flowing back out.”

“Why didn’t I think of that,” said Laurence drily.

He approached the throne, where Julia had collapsed against the Buck currently holding her. Oh, this was too much.

“Shouldn’t my wife take the throne alone to better keep the blessing of your seed?” asked Laurence, searching for some way to pry his Julia from the man’s arms.

“She needs the warmth of the Buck’s body to incubate the shoots of spring,” said a nearby man with some pity as if all of this was terribly clear and Laurence was struggling with cognitive impairment rather than dealing with some of the silliest men in London.

Laurence sighed audibly and got to his knees, shuffling up to where Julia’s thighs were spread by the thick, hairy legs of the throned Buck. She looked down at him, her lids heavy.

“Jules,” he whispered as their eyes connected. She raised her arm with what appeared to be the last of her strength and ran her hand through the side of Laurence’s hair. He leaned into her loving touch and allowed her to direct his head to her core.

He loved it, allowing his Julia to demand her pleasure and direct his face until he was positioned right over her well-used cunt.

“Mmm,” he said before diving in and lapping at the seed left by the Bucks.

The men rumbled behind him as they watched his performance.

“No, it must be held in,” said one man.

Laurence paused his enthusiastic lapping and held the seed in with his flattened tongue.

The four Bucks that weren’t currently caressing Julia’s naked body circled the throne, assessing his attempts to hold in their seed and no doubt admiring their handiwork on Julia’s body.

Finally, one man reached out and pushed Laurence’s head until his tongue moved higher.

He jerked his head away from the man’s grip, drawing the line at being controlled so degradingly.

“I think we’re done here,” said Laurence, sitting on his heels and backing away from Julia’s body.

“Now it is time to water the fields,” said the seated Buck.

“What now?” muttered Laurence, while getting to his feet and helping Julia up.

“Little doe, bathe yourself in the waters of the reflecting pool one more time, and we shall give you the fertilization needed to sprout every seed so that spring returns,” said the Buck leading the way back to the reflecting pool.

“Are you amenable?” said Laurence while helping his wife walk across the soft green fabric floor back to the reflecting pool. He was prepared to snap a whole string of paper antlers if she declared herself ready to depart.

“I’m grand,” she said with a tired yet happy smile. “You aren’t disappointed in me, are you?”

“Only upset that we didn’t do this before now. Just a bit longer, I think,” he said, patting her hand as if they were at a poorly planned musicale and not a secret society’s ritualistic group sex act where his wife was the main attraction.

“Will you help me into the pool?” she asked, giving him a quick kiss.

He tasted something on her lips and dove in for a longer kiss, allowing their tongues to tangle. Ahh, it was the taste of musk from the man who had been fucking her throat.

He didn’t want to release her, but they came to the edge of the pool and he was forced to allow her to leave him.

Laurence watched her descend into the water once again, the diamonds at her throat throwing beams of light as high as the ceiling. One spray of diamond light hit his clothed chest, and a sense of having been pierced struck Laurence. His wife, so tired but alive, was frolicking alone before him in the water, but she was his. And he, despite every resistance he’d put up for fifteen years, was hers.

The Bucks gathered round the pool, their cocks once again in hand as they watched Julia play in the water like a nymph.

“We have planted our seeds deep inside of you, tilled your furrow, plowed your fertile fields, and with the blessings of the gods, the Grand Bucks will bring about spring once again in our fair land,” said one man as he worked his thick shaft while staring at Julia.

A Buck released a howl and loudly exclaimed, “Spring is upon you,” before releasing his seed into the pool.

She, meanwhile, was walking around the pool as she watched the men stroke their cocks. When one seemed to near climax, she raced to appear in front of him and opened her mouth while displaying her breasts so that the splattering seed might hit some part of her.

“Spring is upon you,” said a Buck with a loud moan before releasing his spend, some into Julia’s mouth and some onto the Astwell diamond necklace.

At last, the final Buck directed his seed at Julia’s breasts and chanted the bit about spring, to Laurence’s great relief. He was more of a winter man himself, and this experience was unlikely to change that.

As the men withdrew from around the pool, Julia stepped out, now shivering slightly. Laurence removed his jacket and wrapped it around her shoulders.

“You’ll get the seed of spring on your clothing, darling,” she said with some concern.

“I don’t care,” he said, hurrying her to the room where she’d undressed. He used the jacket as a towel to remove the drops of water from her body before helping her into her clothes, though she was hardly as well laced and groomed as when she’d walked in.

When they emerged from the room, the Bucks were nowhere to be found. The quintet had stopped playing. Their shoes echoed on the marble floor of the foyer as they moved to let themselves out.

“We could look around,” said Julia playfully.

“I want nothing more to do with these secret society oddballs,” said Laurence, his eyes darting to every dark corner while making for the front door.

Suddenly, before them loomed a Buck, now wearing clothes.

Laurence pulled Julia behind him, ready to die so that she might escape harm.

“What is the meaning of this?” asked Laurence, his hand reflexively moving to the pocket of his coat — which Julia currently wore over her gown.

“We bid you adieu, mistress of spring and her consort,” said the man. “Fields must not be overtaxed by the demands of spring. We will not see each other again, at least not in this form.”

“Small mercies,” said Laurence, pulling his wife towards the door before the evening could become any stranger.

Julia waved her goodbye and thanks with the last of her strength. Laurence helped her into the carriage and leaned her against him on the ride home, during which she fell asleep.


Chapter 4

They quietly crept upstairs so as not to disturb the children or servants. They only needed each other tonight.

Laurence drew up a warm bath in his chambers and helped Julia pull off her clothes.

“We seem to do this a lot,” she said.

“You’ll hear no complaints from me.”

He helped Julia step into the big tub after he tested the water.

“Will you wash my hair?”

“You trust me with your precious locks?” he asked in surprise.

“I suppose I rather do,” she said wonderingly.

“Scoot up,” said Laurence, pulling off his clothes in a rush.

Julia did, and he slid into the tub behind her. She turned back, studying his face and chest in the gaslight.

“There’s a first time for everything,” he said.

“I’m afraid you’ll find me quite filthy with other men’s spend.”

Laurence pulled her until her back was flush with his chest. “You think I’d object?”

She relaxed into his supportive torso. “I rather think you are the most open-minded husband in all of London,” she said. “Did tonight really happen?”

“If you let me near your cunt, we can confirm with certainty,” growled Laurence. He began gently pulling the hairpins from her coiffure, then unraveling the braids and twists. “My lovely treasure,” he murmured, painstakingly separating her hair before wetting and lathering it. He poured handfuls of water into her hair, but it was slow work to remove the suds.

She turned in his arms and kissed him suddenly on the lips.

“What’s that unexpected kiss for, my love?” he asked.

“For being unexpected,” she responded. She slid down into the water between his legs and let her hair fan out as she rinsed it more efficiently. Laurence let her wiggle in the water, just watching as his wife frolicked once again that evening. She emerged, her hair now a wet sheet.

“You’re tired,” he said. “After I help you out of the bath, I’ll snag a picnic from the kitchen. Don’t leave my room?”

She just smiled and kissed him again lazily.

* * *

When Laurence returned to his room a bit later, he heard soft singing. Julia sat at his writing desk, a mirror from her room on the flat top and a comb in her hand as she worked out the tangles in her hair.

Laurence placed the tray in front of her. “Eat,” he said, taking the comb from her hand and slowly working at the ends of her hair before moving up.

“How do you know the secret of detangling hair?” she asked while eating a piece of apple topped with a slice of cheddar.

“Misspent youth,” he said, smiling a bit sadly at her in the mirror.

She studied the tray and took up a chunk of bread.

“I’m no longer a young man,” said Laurence.

“So you admit it,” she said playfully.

“No…what I’m trying to say is…” He paused. “My misspent youth is over. I’m desperately sorry for what I’ve put you through. I mean to be the best of husbands henceforth.”

He placed his free hand on her shoulder. She reached up and squeezed it, unsure of what to say after such a declaration.

“Open the drawer, the one on the right,” he said.

She drew forth the inlaid wood drawer. Inside were two boxes, one old and made of wood and the other a pasteboard box.

“Open the wood box,” said Laurence.

Julia opened the hinged lid. Inside lay a magnificent diamond ring, the likes of which she’d never seen.

“Is this…?”

“It’s yours. Another of the Astwell diamonds,” he said. “Property of the Duchess of Astwell, and rightfully yours for the rest of your days.”

She touched the ring wonderingly. “I’m almost scared to put it on.”

“Open the other box,” he said.

“I hardly think more jewels are in order,” she said with a giggle as she removed the lid. Inside lay a plain gold band.

“You might not recognize this ring,” he said. “You only saw it once. On our wedding day.”

“Your wedding ring?” she asked.

“Aye,” he said, taking the ring from the box. “And I mean to wear it as a symbol of my love for you,” he said, slipping it on his finger. “My love and my fidelity.” He deftly slid Julia’s diamond ring on her corresponding finger until it clinked against the plain band she’d been wearing since they exchanged their vows.

Julia turned in her chair to look at him.

“Do you mean to break my heart?” she asked.

“No,” he said, for once serious and grave.

“Take me to bed,” she responded.

He connected his lips with hers while half carrying, half walking her to his bed. He didn’t bother removing their dressing gowns, just pulled them aside and plunged into his well-used wife.

“How does it feel?” she asked, scratching her nails along Laurence’s scalp as he nuzzled her breasts and slowly thrust into her wet channel.

“Sloppy,” he said, grunting. “Just the way I like it, my little buttered bun. I’m not hurting you, am I?”

She tapped his thrusting arse in response to the question, as he had done to her not so long ago.

He laughed and kissed her lips.

“Lud, Julia, what I wouldn’t give to put a baby inside of you again.”

The words acted as oil poured on a fire. Julia broke apart when he took her ring-clad hand in his and kissed her palm.

TO BE CONTINUED in Filled by the Stud.

* * *
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