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Chapter 1


London, 1816

“Finally, I’d like to toast my beautiful wife, Priscilla, who has uncomplainingly accepted the many late nights I’ve spent at my offices while we’ve completed plans for the factory. As always, thank you, my darling.”

Priscilla Sorel bowed her head to acknowledge the claps from investors and business partners at the opening of the new Sorel Foundry, her husband’s latest triumph in the world of industrial engineering. Robert had promised that once the factory opened, he’d never again miss another dinner or soirée. He really was the most creative, dear man, and soon, he’d be all hers again. Now that work was complete, she looked forward to lingering over drinks in the dining room, cozy evenings in the drawing room together on the chaise longue she’d ordered from Paris, and regular attempts at adding to their nursery.

Thoughts of her husband visiting her bed made Priscilla’s cheeks flush as she considered the many ways he’d found to make her wail. Those activities had produced Elizabeth, their daughter, now six years old. Hopefully, she’d be getting a sibling or two soon.

At the conclusion of the event, Robert escorted Priscilla to the fine Sorel barouche, handed her in, and tipped his hat. “I had some ideas for the combustion engine we’re working on, and I’d hate to lose them before I can make annotations to the plans. Martin and Samuel will see you safely home.”

Into the carriage, right on the bench where her husband should sit, climbed the two hulking bodyguards Robert had hired to protect the family when unrest at a northern factory made him concerned about Priscilla’s and Lizzie’s safety. She’d laughed it off, mostly finding the almost silent, gargantuan men to be somewhat ridiculous shadows as she went about paying calls and shopping. Why, they even slept in a passageway just outside the bedroom Prissy and Robert shared! Surely, footmen could handle any disturbances, but Robert had insisted on employing both.

They spent the ride home in silence, Priscilla picking at the beading on her reticule while the giants resolutely stared at the carriage doors as if someone might burst into the moving vehicle at any moment.

***

In her dressing room that night, after her lady’s maid had helped her out of the slippers, gown, and stays she’d worn to celebrate the opening of the factory, Priscilla slumped on a plush chair as she halfheartedly took inventory of her gloves. What possessed her to count the pairs after midnight, she didn’t know. Rather, she did, and she didn’t want to admit it: she was devastated that Robert had already gone back on his promise of no more late nights at work. Her mind slid from one thought to another, landing on something new and horrible each time.

What if Robert wasn’t working at all and was instead conducting an affair? He wouldn’t be the first powerful man to step out on his wife, though he seemed truly obsessed with his work and present in his office on the occasions Prissy had stopped by with a picnic basket and offer of a warm bed at home.

Might he never return to spending regular time at home? His office at the factory had a narrow bed and even a shower bath, but she hadn’t imagined that Robert would eschew the comforts of their townhouse outside of absolute emergencies.

Priscilla grabbed a fine handkerchief from the stacks awaiting her use and wiped her eyes. Looking at those piles of snowy, embroidered fabric made her sick; she didn’t want these things, she wanted her husband! She was batting at a tower of handkerchiefs before she knew what she was doing, then another. Her dressing room floor was covered with them, and she felt ashamed of losing her temper. She set to folding them again and stacking them as they were.

***

An hour later, Priscilla dragged herself towards the enormous bed she ostensibly shared with Robert. He wasn’t there.

She dropped onto her side of the plush mattress, not bothering to remove her dressing gown. The candle burned on her bedside table, and she should have leaned over to blow it out, but she needed to wallow in her misery for a moment.

Then she spotted it. That small, green book she’d received from Lady Elena Emelot at a ball some nights ago.

Elena had looked radiant, her cheeks flushed, with two men escorting her as she departed the crush. A little something to warm your nights, dear, she’d said while passing along the volume before fleeing into the night with those rakish-looking young men.

She’d expected it to burn through her gloves when she took it from Elena, but it was just a book. It might even be something innocuous, a volume of small maps, for all she knew!

But she suspected it was something quite provocative, perhaps indecent. She’d heard that booksellers on Holywell Street sold pornographic works, and the idea of such books polluting English decency and morals properly affronted her. After settling her feathers back into place, she wondered what could be inside.

What could be in that book by her bed? She grabbed the volume and flipped it open to the title page, just to understand what she’d been sleeping next to since Elena had handed it off.

A Lady’s Complaint;

OR The Adventures of a wife

Most heated

And the men who balanced her humors

Prissy frowned, trying to understand why Elena had given her this gift. It sounded as if this heated wife needed to see a doctor most expeditiously. But why would she want to read about such a case?

***

When Priscilla closed the small book an hour later, sleep forgotten, she knew that the wife in question did not need to seek doctors. Lady X in the tale had seen several, all of them working intently to ensure she reached exuberant paroxysm. Why, some doctors even worked together to bring her to orgasm!

Priscilla looked towards the barely opened door to her bedroom. Just outside, the bodyguards, Martin and Samuel, must be on guard or asleep. The idea of two men working together to ravish a lady was shocking, but what if, instead of lean gentleman physicians, they were brawny brutes? And what if those strapping men were forceful about getting their needs met? Their demands would almost overwhelm a delicate lady unable to hold off their rough advances.

Priscilla’s hand drifted to the spot between her legs, almost without conscious thought. She felt hot and wet, as if she too had imbalanced humors. She pressed the heel of her hand between her thighs, hoping to find quick relief.

She heard her own moan before she could contain it. Priscilla jerked her hand away from that spot that felt like heaven, her eyes swinging to the crack in the door. She pulled back the blankets and sheets, crawled into her plush bed, and tried not to address the throbbing need between her thighs.

She did not sleep well that night.


Chapter 2


Three days had passed since Robert had put her in the carriage, in the care of Martin and Samuel, and he still had not come home from the office.

Priscilla took tea alone in her morning room, her friends having suddenly become too busy to pay regular calls. Her daughter, Lizzie, was occupied with her lessons. Perhaps it was time Prissy considered a lap dog; she suddenly understood the appeal of an affectionate if somewhat hairy companion.

The bodyguards were stationed in the house, Samuel by the front door and Martin in a hall where he could observe both the schoolroom and Prissy’s morning room.

Her tea grew cold before she thought to drink it, but summoning a fresh pot seemed like such a waste when that too would grow cold. She laughed when she realized that a solution might be offering tea to the bodyguards, but they seemed the sort to decline.

And she liked the idea of them being mysterious and remote. Finally, she took a drink of the lukewarm tea, her throat parched as she thought about the many things these men could observe in her household.

She took out a fresh piece of paper and began writing her ideas.

***

By the time Priscilla had finished a draft — she was hesitant to call the scratchings a story — the beeswax candles on her desk were half gone and she’d had to sharpen her quill several times over with the jeweled pen knife Robert had given her as a second wedding anniversary present.

It somehow felt disloyal to be using the beautiful object to prime her quill for writing lustful, pornographic thoughts, but she reasoned that if Robert wanted to keep his household from falling into disorder, he needed to occasionally set foot in it.

Priscilla breathed deeply, wishing the plush chair could offer some relief where she required it most. She hadn’t tossed up her own hem and rubbed her cunny to completion, but she wasn’t far from considering it. She needed to take herself to bed before she defiled the chair in which she conducted her correspondence.

When Priscilla exited the morning room, candelabra in hand, Martin assisted with the door.

“Here the whole time?” she asked lightly, imagining him wondering what had her writing so intently. If only he knew.

He merely bowed and grunted softly, as usual.

She knew the bodyguards had fine speaking voices and accents somewhere between that of a lord and a slum inhabitant. She’d heard her lady’s maid say both men served honorably on the Continent in the infantry before joining Robert’s employ. No wonder they had powerful bodies and a gift for protection. She shivered, thinking of the ways they could protect her. Or advance on her. Pierce her with their long, hard bayonets and make her moan.

“Madam?”

She’d stopped moving, swept away by her lust, and she’d alarmed Martin so much that he’d deigned to speak to her. How daft he must think her.

As she scurried up the stairs, Priscilla resolved to put an end to these illicit thoughts.

***

Sleep did not come, and those illicit thoughts failed to disappear despite willing them away most sincerely.

She jolted, realizing that she had hit upon a title for her tale: Spreading for the Bodyguards; OR a neglected Wife’s trials and tribulations.

She retrieved her quill from her writing desk and began composing before the voice in her head caught on. She was halfway through a new scene involving said neglected wife bathing in a grotto like a nymph while the bodyguards in question watched over her — with increasingly tight breeches — when she paused.

Was the title of this story too lewd? Just seeing it scratched on the page gave her a shiver of rebellious pleasure. But what if someone found the manuscript?

What if Samuel and Martin found the manuscript in the course of their work for her husband? They might feel horrified or offended that the lady of the house wrote such things about men in their position.

Or they might not. They might pore over her heated words and find their own breeches getting tight. Their eyes might linger on her when they would usually snap away respectfully. They might find themselves at that cracked-open door to the Sorel bedroom, straining for a glimpse of her sleeping form, imagining the ways they could take her on that big, cold bed.

Priscilla squeezed her thighs together, her eyes darting to the door where they could look at her even now.

She shuddered. What if they saw her touching herself? Priscilla had never done such a thing before, but she’d also never experienced a need so profound as this. And when she had felt certain needs, Robert had been the one to stoke and satisfy them.

There, she was sad again, no need to put her hands there or try something new. She blew out a breath, which came out more lascivious sounding than she’d intended.

And then she saw it: a flash of an eye at the crack of the bedroom door.

Following a fraught period in which the Prussian Empire sought to steal the Sorel factory’s most sensitive plans, Robert, Samuel, and Martin had met and somehow concluded that the bedroom door should remain slightly ajar in case of penetration from within the room itself. Priscilla had been surprised by the obvious lapse in propriety, but accepted that she would be sleeping next to her husband and therefore protected from the bodyguards, should their interests turn prurient.

Penetration by the Prussians wasn’t what she had in mind now as she looked back at that eye, watching her so intently. This was the moment: she could let her fantasies live on the page or breathe life into them here and now. Here and now, where she was wet and wanting, desperate to be taken while her husband’s work made her virtually a widow.

She slipped a hand below her nightgown’s hem and made sure not to expose her body to the man watching her; she wasn’t certain which of the bodyguards was at the door. Her fingertips danced up her thighs. Priscilla paused. She didn’t have to do this. She could remove her hand, go to sleep, and forget this whole silly thing. Priscilla didn’t even want to touch herself. She wanted Robert to do it for her.

Then she shifted and felt how her cunny ached for touch, needing stimulation.

Priscilla started with a teasing finger at her seam, running over the soft hair that grew in that place only ever seen by her husband. She pressed deeper and felt how wet her body had become at those indecent thoughts about the guards just on the other side of the door.

Atop the piled bedclothes, she writhed, her body heated and hungry as her most powerful urges all demanded that she be filled and taken hard.

“Oh,” she gasped when her finger slid over that straining, slick nub at the front. Priscilla’s eyes darted towards the door. At first, she saw nothing, but eventually she could make out the unmoving eye still watching her as she frigged herself.

The unflinching gaze upon her made her grow hotter. She tugged off the sleeves of her nightgown and pulled down the top to bare her breasts for the man. They felt heavy, her nipples gathered. She brought her free hand to cradle them, pinching one nipple as she continued to tease the little button between her nether lips.

Priscilla wanted the man at the door to want her, to feel his cock grow hard as he saw evidence of her desire and wonder if she was hot thinking of him. Of them.

She tugged off her nightgown the rest of the way. It caught on her hips, and she worried that she might have ruined the magic of the moment, but that eye still observed her when she was finally free of the fabric.

And this was where she grew bold. She knelt on the bed, her gaze and knees facing that crack in the door. And then she opened her legs to let that eye see her hot and hungry cunny.

After months of silence outside the bedroom, she heard a gasp at precisely the moment she spread her legs fully and felt her cunny bloom for the man watching her. She looked down to take in what he saw. That place was open and glossy to her view, but mostly shrouded in shadow still because of the candelabra’s placement. Leaning back, she used her fingers to open that place to show the man standing just outside her bedroom door where she wanted him to fuck her.

Priscilla moaned at the thought of her needy channel getting stretched and filled by a big, hard cock. By a big, brawny bodyguard’s thick and demanding cock. Her thoughts alone made her so wet that it felt like Robert had just seeded her, his spend not yet running down. If she plunged a finger into her hole, would she feel as messy as after he’d been trying to fill her with a baby?

She slipped an experimental finger into her channel and gasped at how wet and grasping that place was. It seemed to pulse around her finger and change, swallowing in reverse as she played with herself for the first time.

Was this what it felt like for a cock? It must. She imagined owning a hard shaft of her own and the feel of plunging into something so delicious, so slick and constantly moving as her primed cunny. Why Robert, who had experienced this very sensation, couldn’t bring himself home to fuck and fill her, she couldn’t understand.

That man whose eye was watching her must be nearly in pain for want of getting in her cunny. She squinted into the darkness to see if he’d changed his stance at all, but he was still there as he’d always been, watching her perform for his gaze alone.

Priscilla felt like a celebrated actress on the stage, her every move watched by that bodyguard who clearly wanted her. She let her motions become playful. A pluck of the nipple here, a finger trailing from her navel to nub there.

His discipline was admirable; she didn’t think she could stay so still when presented with an erotic tableau.

“Oh, Martin,” she moaned, picking one of the guards’ names to cry as she stroked in and out of the hole she wanted him to fill. “My cunny is wet and ready for you.”

She felt a tinge of foreboding, knowing that she was luring forth a sexual power she couldn’t control. At any moment, the man watching at the door could walk in, take control of her delicate body, and slam into her neglected cunny. She moaned more loudly just thinking of what it would be like to lose control and have a powerful man cover her like an animal and force his cock into her tight clasp while she wailed in pleasure.

Priscilla cradled her breasts, letting the heat from her hands soothe them. They felt tender as she imagined swelling with milk once again, heavy and dripping for a baby, made this night out of passion and lust.

“Samuel, you’d fill me so well,” she whined as she returned a finger to circle her nub.

And then she heard it. It was soft, just a little repeated slap from behind that door, but for the first time in months, she heard a bodyguard make noise from that passageway. It sounded lewd, like the slap of skin on skin or a cock taking a wet cunny.

She slowed her motions as she thought. They’d been entirely silent for months, and suddenly, on this night of all nights, there was a noise? Was he letting her hear? She decided to find out.

“Are you hot from watching me, Samuel?” she asked. “Do you like what you see?”

She heard a grunt, and the strokes sped up.

“Would you like to slide into me? Open me up?” Priscilla asked, plunging two fingers into her channel to feel what it might be like to take such a brawny man’s cock.

She felt that rising wave of crashing pleasure. Would she allow this man to see her break alone on the bed as she moaned his name?

Perhaps that was too much, too lewd even for a wanton and forgotten wife. She didn’t need to disgust this man who was attempting to perform his work honorably in her household, all while never making her feel concerned about her safety.

As she resolved to calm herself and go to bed like nothing had happened, she saw him. Well, part of him. That crack in the door widened just enough to show a man’s enormous cock, worked by an equally gargantuan hand. He was showing her his piece.

Priscilla watched him, transfixed, saw how he beat that shaft with a roughness she’d have thought most undesirable. Would he fill her so hard as that? She bore down on her fingers, just imagining him working her with such brutal efficiency, plunging in and out as she had to receive what he delivered.

And what of the other man, presumably elsewhere in the house or sleeping? What if he entered the bedroom, too? She couldn’t imagine that he’d be content to watch the proceedings without taking his share. But what if he helped his brother in arms and held Prissy in place as his hard thrusts wracked her body?

“On your knees. Arse up. Head on the bed. Cunt facing the door. Show me that slit.”

She nearly experienced paroxysm from those commanding words alone. He spoke! And such lewd words!

She should have been offended and slammed the bedroom door shut, but Priscilla scrambled to her knees and turned to show him her backside. Dropping her head to the bedclothes, she waited, hearing the faint slaps of the man she guessed was Samuel furiously beating his cock.

She was wet and uncovered. Anyone could walk into the room and plunge into her waiting channel before she’d realized that she should cover up. It was an arousing, forbidden thought that made her tease her aching nipples against the sheets and blankets while she waited to see if the man had more to say…or do.

“Reach back and spread for me. I want to see that hole open.”

He was so commanding, and she was going to obey every word. She rested her cheek and shoulders against the bed and reached back, pulling her arse open and spreading her wet cunny further to his view. The chill night air reminded her of how slick it was as she prepared to take a cock. An enormous cock.

“Could fill that slutty little slit. Stuff your fingers in there.”

Priscilla raced to comply, bringing one hand down to work her fingers in and out of that place, desperate for a warm cock. She moaned, the sound sudden and echoing around the large room.

“Do you need me to come in and shut you up? Stuff this hard cock down your throat?”

She nodded no against the sheets, terrified of breaking the spell that was transporting her to the realm of her most forbidden fantasies before she could experience release.

“Show me you’re ready for this cock. Show me we won’t break you.”

Oh, he was too filthy, but she used her fingers to open her channel to his view. Did this mean he planned to take her this very night? She didn’t know if she was ready for such a monumental task.

“Good girl. But you’re going to need to stretch further to take us. Now make that slutty little pussy come for me.”

It was the work of an instant. Priscilla rubbed her wet fingers over her nub and thought of the promise in those words, and her body caught fire, the orgasm ripping down her spine and grounding her knees to the mattress where she shook. Fearful of making noise, she pressed her face against the blankets and tried to contain her wails, but they came from a place so far from her control that they escaped and could only be muffled by the bedclothes.

She heard him grunt from the door, and she imagined he was stroking himself to completion while watching her come apart on the bed according to his instructions. What if he spilled on the floor, sprayed his seed on the extortionate Axminster carpets purchased through her husband’s continuous labor? More shocking would be if he walked into the bedroom and slid his spend-covered fingers into her waiting cunt, frigging her until she broke again.

Priscilla remained in the contorted position for several minutes before realizing that their little play had concluded. She felt ashamed of her behavior — a far cry from the ladylike demeanor she was known for — and inwardly raged at Robert for leading her into this indiscretion. If he was just home once in a while, attending to her needs, she’d have never behaved like this.

When she wiped tears from her beautiful face, Prissy smelled the traces of her wetness, the unfamiliar salty musk seeming to emphasize that she’d done something new and terrible. After scrubbing her hands using the pitcher and basin in her dressing room, she rebelliously closed the door to the bedroom and cried herself to sleep.


Chapter 3


“And will Mr. Sorel be attending the dinner party?” asked Mrs. Hummel, Priscilla’s housekeeper.

They’d been going over the plans for a soirée to be held at the Sorel townhouse two nights hence, and Mrs. Hummel finally asked the question hanging over their preparations: would the host’s chair be unforgivably empty? Would it be as forgotten as the man’s wife?

Prissy pulled on a brave smile and reassured the older woman that their efforts would not be for naught.

“The meal should be served à la russe, and I hope Cook makes that lovely sauce with the fish. Now, let’s go over the seating plan,” said Priscilla, resolving to focus on the aspects she could control right now.

***

On the day of the dinner party, in the late afternoon, Priscilla paused in the hallway outside the schoolroom, where Martin was keeping watch. She’d spent days after that heated night in her bedroom avoiding both bodyguards, but they’d been professional and detached as ever when she ran into them around the house. It was time she got over her embarrassment at her conduct.

“Please fetch my husband,” she said resolutely.

He jolted to attention. “Is something wrong, madam?”

“Yes, he’s needed at home.”

“I’ll send a runner to alert him.”

“No, you must go to the factory and bring him home. Do not depart without him,” she said, her whole body trembling as she felt energy and rage meet somewhere in her stomach.

She didn’t know what Robert would do when he found out the bodyguard had brought him home for no reason. No reason other than that he’d been gone for over a week without word and his wife was unraveling like cheap lace.

Martin looked closely at Priscilla’s face, concern clear on his carved features. He put a finger under her chin and angled her face up. It was a shocking act of impropriety, but she allowed it, even enjoyed it. That index finger softly pressing against her jaw was certainly one more finger than Robert was currently lifting to care for his wife.

***

Priscilla was already greeting their guests when Robert swept into the townhouse in the company of Martin. He was upstairs in a moment and quickly returned freshly shaved and washed, attired in evening clothes.

Each course arrived and departed with precision, Prissy’s plans carried off without a hitch, but still he didn’t look down that long table at her, didn’t raise a toast to their hostess, didn’t send her so much as a small smile. By the time the trifle arrived, Priscilla felt she would be ill. Wouldn’t that be grand: the Sorel notably absent during the party wouldn’t be Robert, but her.

After their guests left, Robert closed himself in his study, which gave Priscilla time to wash up and slide between the sheets alone. After so many nights wanting her husband, she finally had him in the house — and she prayed he’d depart again for the factory rather than demand an explanation for why she’d fetched him home so abruptly.

After lying in bed for hours, tense and sleepless, Priscilla fell asleep. Robert was in the house, and he still didn’t bring himself to their bed.

***

When she woke, it was to Robert standing over her, papers in his hand.

He regarded the pages, then looked down at her, and back again.

“Darling?” she asked, confused by his silence. Had he brought papers from work to their bedroom? The Sorel marriage was sinking to new lows daily!

“I know your hand,” he intoned, as he examined the handwriting, “and this is it.”

What pages had she written that would set the space between his brows in such a pinch? She certainly composed several letters each day, but she couldn’t think of a single missive that might transform his expression so dramatically.

Unless. Oh, no.

“I must admit that when I found a sheaf of papers on my bedside table, I expected them to be notes regarding menus or instructions for your modiste. Instead, ‌you — my wife — have been recording your exploits with the bodyguards in our employ.”

“No!” exclaimed Priscilla, shocked that he’d jump to such a conclusion.

“Then what is this, Prissy? You imagined such scenarios involving bodyguards named Simon and Miles, who certainly sound like our men, completely from thin air? It takes ore to make iron. Don’t tell me you’ve been a faithful wife all this time when your own hand tells a very different story.”

“I have not engaged in activities with the bodyguards,” she whispered, hoping that any of the Sorel household staff, especially Samuel and Martin, did not hear their exchange.

“What does this mean, ‘activities’?” asked Robert. “They have not fucked you?”

“Those men have not penetrated me. I swear to you, Robert.”

He lowered the pages and finally met her eyes for the first time in over a week. She had gone from the wounded party to being markedly on the defensive, and she knew she’d rue the day she’d summoned him home for that damned dinner party. Those pages would prove sufficient grounds for divorce, should he choose to discard her!

“Your phrasing is quite precise, wife.”

Prissy’s eyes dropped to the blankets. She had hoped Robert wouldn’t pick up on her attempted verbal sleight of hand, but he had her dangling from a hook of her own making.

“What have you done, Priscilla? You claim not to have fucked them. Have you touched them? Have they touched you?”

“No,” she hissed vehemently, afraid to say more in case he might move along to some other topic.

“And yet you’re behaving as though very guilty about your conduct while I’ve been away.”

“Away for a week!” she exclaimed, the dam holding back her anger breaking. “You leave our home for a week and send no word, ignoring your wife and child. You claim to want another baby, perhaps several more, but you don’t even return to our bed to put a baby in me. I’ve been abandoned, and suddenly you care when the bodyguard watches me touching myself in our cold bed?”

It was a rare outburst for the ladylike Priscilla, and her inexperience with outbursts resulted in her accidental disclosure of what she’d been doing in their bed while Robert had been away.

He pinned her with his calculating eyes. “He watched you? Saw you touching your pussy? Which of the men? Or was it both?”

“I’m uncertain which man was watching,” she said, eager to avoid getting him in trouble.

“I should fire both of them for failing to respect my wife.”

“How were they to know you even care about me, given that you live at the factory?”

Robert placed a hand on the strap of Priscilla’s nightgown. “According to your logic, those men should be able to see and taste and fuck you if I remain at my labors. Is that how you see it?”

“Only one man helped me achieve paroxysm this week, and it was not my husband.”

Robert tugged at the strap. “Off.”

She was afraid of what lay in store for her, but she intended to keep his attention now that she had it. Priscilla removed the nightgown.

“Show me what he saw.”

“You’ve seen it already,” she said, thinking of the days early in their marriage, when Robert’s work had proved less consuming than his need for his young wife.

“Recreate the moment for me. The most erotic moment.”

Priscilla got to her knees on the bed, turned to face the opposite wall, then dropped her shoulders to the mattress.

“You presented yourself to him like this?” asked Robert, his voice tight.

Priscilla didn’t answer, just reached back to spread herself to Robert’s view. She shifted her thighs apart.

“I’m going to fuck you. You don’t mind if your husband, of all people, sticks his cock in you?” Robert asked.

Prissy moaned against the sheets, feeling her cunny bloom for him.

Robert used his thumbs to spread her lips and expose her channel. “I need to hear you,” he growled.

“Yes, Robert,” she whispered submissively.

He ripped at the falls of his evening breeches, plunging his hand into his smalls to draw forth his leaking cock. The head was an angry red, as if it too was insulted by his wife’s antics. He settled the tip at her entrance but moved no further.

“You feel that, wife?”

“Yes, Robert.”

“Are you sure only I have stuffed your little hole?”

“Yes, Robert.”

“I’m furious with you, Prissy. This is my cunny, and you’ve been showing it to other men. Not just other men, but men in my employ.”

“I’m sorry, Robert. I’m sorry for being a slut wife.”

He eased the head of his cock into the entrance of her channel, and Priscilla’s back arched as pleasure overtook her.

Robert warmed to the theme Prissy had introduced. “Are you so much of a slut that this is all it takes to get you to spread? Should I show you off to the footmen, our butler, and Cook, too?”

Priscilla whimpered into the sheets as he eased his shaft further inside.

“I’m going to work this cunt hard and fast — my wife’s cunt — and spend before you even feel a tremor of pleasure. You’ve had your paroxysm already, and I mean to take mine now.”

“Oh, Robert,” she cried as he thrust into her quickly, his strokes growing uneven before he established a rhythm.

“Fuck, Prissy, I’m seeding this slut hole,” he gritted out as he unloaded his sack.

***

She was lying in her husband’s arms at last, just not as she’d imagined. He’d pulled her naked body against his clothed form and cradled her in their bed, stroking her hair as she longed to cry out for his touch on her wet cunny. Her lack of release set her teeth on edge and nipples hard as the fine fabric of his evening clothes ran against her skin.

“I’ve been longing to hold you like this,” Robert said against her hair.

“Then why were you so many days gone from our home?” she asked.

He looked down at her, assessing. “The Sorel factory has been attempting to fulfill a request from His Royal Highness, the Prince Regent. I can’t say more now, but I hope to serve the nation. My experiments’ success might even earn me a knighthood.”

She studied his face in amazement. “You’ve been working on something for Prinny himself?”

“I’ve not met the Prince Regent; the request was relayed via his advisor.”

“Still,” she said, shocked that they had asked Robert to complete such a high-profile task.

“Each night in that narrow bed, I dreamed of you,” he said, pulling her even closer. “No wonder I found myself quickly overcome when sliding into your wet little cunny.”

“You were away so long I wondered if you’d found another woman to see to your desires.”

Robert moved his hand between her thighs, feeling the seam of her cunny lips. “I love three things: my work, my wife, and our child.”

Priscilla regarded him, the exhaustion and sadness clear on her face. “I am not unaware of the order in which you listed us. It’s not just Prinny’s commission, is it? You find yourself drawn to, nay, obsessed with your work?”

“It’s like a siren song,” he whispered. “We’re making things people can’t even fathom today.”

“But what about me?” she asked, tears filling her eyes. “What about adding to our nursery and living as a family? I need you in the drawing room and also here in our bedroom. I ache for you.”

Robert slid his fingers between her cunny lips and stroked that nub that remained unsated after his quick use. He slid one digit into her seeded channel, still primed for orgasm. “You’re not wrong, wife, but I am not some idle aristocrat with a fortune already made.”

“We have more than enough,” she moaned as he worked his finger in and out. “But I don’t have enough of you.”

“Would that I could make another of me, just for your use,” he said against her hair while picking up his strokes.

Priscilla looked at him with tears in her eyes. “Can’t you?” she asked, punctuated by a moan.

“I can’t yet,” he said, fitting another finger inside of her. “But what if there was a way for you to be satisfied while I was away?”

Robert leaned close, pouring his filthy plan into his wife’s reddening ears as he worked her with ruthless efficiency.

When Priscilla moaned, she made sure to let the sound carry past the cracked door and into the entryway of their bedroom. Where the bodyguards were keeping watch.


Chapter 4


Priscilla received a note at the house late in the afternoon. The day had finally arrived.

She bathed in her lovely shower bath, combing and then drying her hair before the fire. When it came time to prepare for dinner, she instead pulled on a dressing gown and took the meal in the bedroom. She needed to find the resolve to go through with this plan that had set her cunny pulsing since Robert had whispered it in her ear.

When the tray had been cleared and it was time to set things in motion, Prissy loosened the belt and allowed the dressing gown to fall from her shoulders.

The door was cracked, as was customary, and Priscilla couldn’t bring herself to look there as she ran her hands over her body. She moaned, taking care to be loud, then cupped her breasts and fondled her own nipples.

Her cunny was wet and had been begging to be touched since Robert had departed their bed ten days before. She’d been good, following his plan, but she was about to explode for want of an orgasm. She needed to be certain she’d get one tonight.

As she let a hand trail down to her nub, Priscilla sighed, “Samuel,” and then, “Martin,” loudly. When her strokes centered on her little bump in earnest, she vocalized rather than spoke, her need being reported in that primal way that broadcast to the whole of the forest that she needed to be taken hard.

At the door, there were two men who seemed interested in assisting with that.

Martin and Samuel entered the room together, their eyes darting between her exposed breasts and spread cunny but mostly fixated on the place she was working between her legs.

Good. She had that spot wet and ready for them, open for their delectation.

Samuel entered the room and spoke first. “Told you she’s a good little slut,” he said to Martin.

The other man looked momentarily horrified at his fellow bodyguard’s words, his eyes flicking between Prissy and Sam.

“Thank you for being affronted on my behalf, Martin, but Sam speaks the truth: I am a little slut.”

If anything, his eyes got wider.

“And I’d like to be your little slut,” she said, letting her legs open further so they could see where she was working herself on her own fingers.

“Mrs. Sorel,” he whispered. “You should cover yourself. You’re too tempting for words.”

She leaned back to give them a better look at where she wanted her body guarded. “How about you cover me?”

Samuel wasted no time, feeling his cock over his breeches with one hand while the other ripped at the falls separating it from the delectable Priscilla Sorel.

“You’re really going to take this cock inside that cunt? Not just leave me spending in the entry of your door and unsatisfied that I haven’t planted my seed in you?” asked Sam.

“So it was you,” she said, reaching out a hand to feel where Samuel’s cock was fighting his smallclothes.

“You do that and I’ll spend in my drawers when we both want me planting this cock deep inside your slut cunt.”

“Samuel!” exclaimed Martin, stunned that a man with whom he’d served honorably on the Continent had taken to cuckolding their employer in his own bed while insulting his wife. Shock silenced him, his mouth open, and no further words were forthcoming.

“I’m so desperate to be filled Samuel can say whatever he wants to me,” said Prissy, pouting as she helped Sam get his cock out.

“Mrs. Sorel,” begged Martin when he saw Prissy lean forward and take Samuel’s cockhead into her mouth, “please, we’ll summon your husband — anything — but you shouldn’t lie with another man! Samuel!”

Sam threw back his head and laughed, having learned of Robert and Priscilla’s plotting when he accompanied his employer back to the factory that debauched night, after the industrialist made his wife wail with pleasure for hours. The plan involved Samuel facilitating the evening’s debauchery, and then drawing Martin into their games, while allowing Martin to think that their actions were disloyal.

“I want to give my wife the experience of an illicit affair, as much as possible, with a man I trust. I know that cunny will get hot and wet if he’s uncertain and only gives in when she turns on her full powers of seduction. Let’s empower her to lure Martin in — ideally, all the way in,” said Robert as the Sorel carriage had neared his factory.

“She’s a perfect lady…with a strumpet’s mouth,” Samuel said now as he thrust his cock into Priscilla’s tightly gathered lips, dragging his cockhead along her wet tongue. “Are you going to take this cock like a harlot, Mrs. Sorel?”

She moaned, letting him test the entrance of her throat. She immediately gagged, her husband never having troubled her by pushing so far. Samuel wasn’t her husband.

“You’re disappointing me, Prissy,” he said sternly. “If you want us to use you like a whore, you’re going to need to suck this cock like a woman paid coin for the service.”

Priscilla cried out and tried to take him deeper, her eyes filling with tears as she struggled with his enormous shaft.

Martin stumbled away from where Sam was fucking the boss’s wife on their bed and collapsed in a chair. He felt he should stop these two from their coupling but found he couldn’t look away or will his cock to settle. Samuel was using Mrs. Sorel, a fine and gracious lady, like a Covent Garden harlot — all while she appeared to be enjoying every minute of his rough treatment.

“Rub on those bubbies,” intoned Samuel while working his hips to fuck Priscilla’s mouth. She looked up at him with those big, innocent eyes and cupped her breasts while plucking at her nipples.

Martin ran a hand over his face, his shock mounting almost as fast as his pikestaff, currently fighting with the fabric of his breeches. He bit the meat of his hand and willed himself not to touch anywhere near his cock; he might not summon the will to separate the lovers or look away, but at least he could keep his piece in his trousers.

“You’re going to let me come down your throat, aren’t you, Mrs. Sorel?” asked Samuel, taunting the mistress of the house as he finally worked his cockhead into her throat.

She hummed her response, and he came with a shout, holding Prissy gently at the back of her neck as he emptied himself into her mouth.

“Fuck,” whispered Martin, setting aside his earlier strictures and fumbling with his falls to retrieve his cock. It was the work of a moment, and he was stroking his shaft as he watched Samuel withdraw from Priscilla’s mouth.

“Are you going to wipe that up, slattern?” asked Sam.

“God, Sam, have some respect,” said Martin, rising from the chair with his cock in one hand, fumbling for his handkerchief with the other.

Mrs. Sorel sat on the bed, her legs slightly open and beautiful breasts on display. Most appealingly, her mouth had taken on a rosy hue from sucking Samuel’s cock and some of her lashes had stuck together; he must have used her hard enough to make her eyes water.

Martin held out the handkerchief to her, but she didn’t move to take it. “Please clean me up,” she said in a small voice.

He had to slow his strokes for fear he might erupt right there before her. Martin lifted the cloth and wiped gently at the corners of Priscilla’s mouth, where spit and seed had escaped.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Is that how you thank a man who has done you a service, Mrs. Sorel? Do you think that’s sufficient?” asked Sam.

Priscilla nodded no and got to her knees on the bed, turning so she could bend over and present her bottom to Martin. She gripped the sheets, feeling more wet than ever before in her life, and hoped the plan would work.

“When you’ve lured him in, show him that wet cunny of yours and let him take you hard. He’s going to resist at first, but I know you can get him to fuck you. That sweet cunt would torment any man,” said Robert ten days ago in their bed.

She waited, still at first, then spread her legs ‌wider so Martin might see the gloss on her inner lips, ready to ease the passage of his cock.

“You want to see that hole?” asked Samuel. He reached down and opened Prissy’s cunny for Martin’s view, much as she’d done for Sam all those nights ago.

Martin covered his mouth, trying not to cry out for want of sinking in that red, tempting channel he knew would pump around him until he lost himself deep within. Sam slipped the tip of a finger in and Mrs. Sorel moaned.

“Need more. I need a cock.”

In a moment, Martin had his breeches down and cock fully out, stroking himself as he prepared to enter his boss’s wife’s cunt.

“You want this?”

He didn’t need to say who the question was for. She dropped her head, overcome by the pleasure of her impending ravishment and answered, “Yes.”

Martin lined his cock up at her hole. He let the angry member rest at the entrance, watching her stretch around his big cockhead. He stilled his motion.

“You’re sure you want this? You want your bodyguard to fuck you?”

“Yes,” she moaned, and he plunged in fast, pressing his shaft in all the way.

Priscilla’s nails scratched against the sheets she was gripping, the stretch of Martin’s cock just short of too much. Her breasts rested against the blankets, and she arched her back to rub her nipples against the fabric and take him deeper.

She was doing it, taking within her cunny the cock of a man who wasn’t her husband for the first time. She must have been all those dirty words Samuel had called her in jest; Priscilla loved being used hard and fast by a hulking man who shoved himself in and didn’t care that she was a lady.

Martin was growing erratic in his motions before Prissy could demand that Samuel pet her nub. He exploded with a yell, and she felt his seed spurt deep within her channel, making the whole passage wetter as he thrust through his orgasm.

When Martin pulled out, Priscilla whimpered.

“You need me to take his place? Need more than one cock to be satisfied?” asked Samuel, with a swat to her presented arse.

The sight of her stretched cunny, already seeded, had Samuel thrusting inside fast, and Priscilla pressed her face into the mattress to keep her cries of pleasure contained.

“What’s the matter, Mrs. Sorel?” asked Samuel, taunting her. “Don’t want to summon your cuckold husband home to see you getting fucked hard by your bodyguards?”

“No, no, please don’t make me wail,” she said. As she moaned, Martin roused himself from his stupor and fingered her slick nub, realizing that she hadn’t yet come. “I don’t want my husband to know that I’m being fucked by other men.”

“Yet he should know he’s got a slut for a wife,” said Samuel, feeling his sack draw tight at the degrading words. “A slut wife with a sloppy hole, taking it hard and fast from other men.”

And that was when all hell broke loose. The door to the bedroom slammed open, and Robert Sorel walked inside to find one of his bodyguards balls-deep in his precious wife while the other played with her pussy.

“Priscilla Sorel, what is the meaning of this?” he roared from the doorway.

She gasped and covered her breasts, which were still swaying as she took Samuel’s thrusts. Spurred on by discovery, Sam erupted inside of her, his spend mixing with Martin’s.

Robert walked to the bed and pulled Samuel away from his wife by the arm. This had the effect of dislodging Sam’s cock, which dribbled the last of his seed onto the fine carpet.

“Not the first time I’ve seeded your rug,” he said.

“So you men think that just because I’ve been occupied with business, you can, what, fuck my wife? Fill my wife?”

Priscilla turned, her arse still on display.

“Robert, please!” she cried.

He turned to her. “The less you say, the better. Show me how you let these men use you.”

Priscilla widened her knees and allowed Robert to peer upon the mess the bodyguards had made of the place once only the domain of her husband.

“I’m very upset with you, Prissy,” he said. “I came home hoping to enjoy a fine meal and read my paper near the fire, but I’m going to have to fuck these men’s seed out of you. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry, Robert.”

“Sorry for what?”

“I’m sorry for being a slut wife, Robert.”

He had his cock out already, hard as the steel forged so effortlessly in his factories. If Robert Sorel had been asked last month if he’d nearly spend on his carpet at the evidence of two men in his employ fucking his wife, he’d have been tempted to demand satisfaction on the dueling field. Now he just wanted satisfaction, his blood so loud in his ears he thought his heart might be in danger of exploding like a poorly tended blast furnace.

“Oh, fuck, Prissy, that’s a good cunt,” he said as he eased his cock in the channel already plowed and seeded by his bodyguards. It was hot and messy, his wife’s grip on his shaft both ravishingly tight and loose in a way that made his balls ache for want of spending in that ruined cunny.

“Use me, Robert,” she said, smiling against the sheets as she finally took her husband’s cock.

“Help her come, lads,” she heard her husband say, and the bodyguards set to rubbing her nub and lips, aided by their collective spend, until she seized and bucked, yelling into the mattress as she came at last.

Robert followed, his cock milked by his wife’s spasming cunny, his seed flooding the mouth of her womb and mixing with that of Martin and Samuel.

When he pulled out, Robert clasped hands with Samuel in a friendly manner that shocked Martin.

“You mean to say that…”

“I brought Samuel in on our plan,” said Robert, extending a hand to Martin, too. “Several days ago.”

He was dazed as they shook like old chums. “And Mrs. Sorel?” he asked, looking at the ravishing beauty, now sitting primly on the bed.

“Oh, she helped hatch this scheme. Be sure of it,” said Robert, dropping a lingering kiss on her lips.

“I never thought I’d see the day I rogered my employer’s wife,” said Martin softly, all amazement.

“About that,” replied Robert. “I’m not home as often as I’d like to be, and Mrs. Sorel ends up lonely in this enormous bed. Perhaps you gentlemen might see to her comfort and pleasure on other nights as well?”


Epilogue


Priscilla lay on her side, her enormous belly cradled by a pillow that she had positioned so she could also bite it when the pleasure was overwhelming. Behind her, Samuel had lifted her leg below the knee and thrust into her channel.

“Sam, it’s so good,” she moaned. “Take it slow. Let me enjoy this.”

He lowered her leg, the tight clasp of Prissy’s cunny only intensifying, then looped his other hand around her chest and fondled her breasts, plucking at a nipple that would soon feed the new baby. Priscilla had suspected that their efforts had been successful several weeks after that first erotic encounter with the bodyguards and Robert. But one could never be sure of an impending arrival until quickening several months into pregnancy, so the men had continued to share her and pump her full of seed, the bodyguards nightly, with her husband joining in on evenings he could tear himself away from his work.

And Robert saw fit to tear himself away from his work with more regularity, as he had a blooming wife at home whose wanton desires increasingly counteracted the siren song of his factory. He found he liked nothing more than returning home to find his wife being used by the bodyguards, her passage slippery with their spend when he thrust inside to fill her.

Martin snaked a hand between Priscilla’s thighs and flicked at her straining nub as Samuel rocked his cock in and out.

“We filled you good, and we’ll do it again,” said Samuel.

Priscilla’s cunny clamped down on the hard cock working her relentlessly, her body always aflame when her men said crude words while lovingly using her for their pleasure.

“Filled me too well, I fear,” she said, cradling her belly as she took Sam’s cock again and again.

“I’m going to unload in you, dear,” said Samuel, now prone to endearments despite his limited experience with feelings. Priscilla enjoyed their adoration and sweet nothings almost as much as she loved their efforts in her bed. Almost.

“But I haven’t reached my peak yet!” Priscilla whined.

“Looks like I’ll need to step in and give you one,” said Martin, adjusting his cock in his breeches.

It was a game they liked to play: one man seeding Prissy and denying her an orgasm, the other finally bringing her to paroxysm. Samuel grunted as he thrust deep and delivered his spend, which made Priscilla’s cunny sound extra wet when Martin slid inside after placing her on her hands and knees.

“Is this position too strenuous for you now?” asked Samuel, stroking her hair back from her face, where it was getting slightly damp because of her exertions.

“I’ll be fine for a little while,” she said, placing a small kiss on his well-formed lips.

“What’s this, I see? Bodyguards fucking my wife?” asked Robert loudly from the door, slamming it shut.

It was a scene they’d played over and over in every permutation imaginable: the unfaithful wife taking her big, bad bodyguards and the husband returning home to claim her.

Priscilla turned on the bed, covering her breasts as she pleaded with him for leniency. “Please, Robert,” she said, “they’ve done nothing wrong! I was a slut wife and demanded pleasure!”

Robert reared back as if shocked at her pregnancy. “And you let them breed you? Why, I should horsewhip these men, our faithless servants, taking what’s mine!”

The bodyguards exchanged smirks, knowing what was coming next and all too eager to help the Sorels enjoy their play.

“Show me your pussy, Prissy. Show me where these men have used you.”

Priscilla stayed where she was, her swollen belly making it difficult to assume a deep bend. The bodyguards instead helped to spread her arse and cunny to Robert’s view, which he took in while stroking his cock, having shed his clothes immediately upon entering the bedroom.

“I see you’re stuffed with evidence of infidelity, dripping with it. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry, Robert,” she moaned as one of the bodyguards opened her inner lips and slid a finger into her wet hole.

“I’m just going to have to fuck the slut out of you. Is that what you want, Prissy?”

She groaned as Robert slid his cock in alongside the finger. “Yes, Robert, get this need out of me.”

He thrust into her as hard as he dared, given that Priscilla was heavy with child. “What if I don’t fuck it out of you?” he asked. “What if I fuck it further in?”

She grunted when she felt rubbing at her nub as another finger and Robert’s cock fucked her hole. Priscilla shattered under their loving attentions, her moans long and keening as the men brought her through aftershocks and rolling waves of pleasure.

When they helped Prissy rest in her nest of pillows, Robert recalled the gift he’d brought her. He was occupied with sucking on one of her sore, enlarged nipples, so he gestured for Samuel to grab the package from his coat.

“You didn’t need to bring me anything,” she said, kissing her husband’s brow before she leaned back against Martin’s broad chest. “You’ve brought me the thing I want most: you.”

Robert looked up, his eyes playful and relaxed. Time at home was doing him well.

“I think you’ll like this. Perhaps Sam can unwrap it for us?”

Samuel removed the paper wrapping meant to keep the gift protected from the elements. He withdrew a book: a small bound volume.

“Spreading for the…” he read out.

“...Bodyguards,” finished Priscilla, her cheeks heating.

“You wrote about us?” asked Martin, stroking her belly, seemingly untroubled by the revelation.

“I’m afraid I was having rather wanton thoughts when I was alone in this bed and wrote some of them down.”

Samuel palmed his hard cock over his breeches. “We’re honored to have our exploits captured in a book, Pris.”

She smiled fondly at his endearment. “Well, these were my fantasies before we’d ever so much as clasped hands.”

“You’ve done so many things with the guards since then,” said Robert, stroking the straining belly that brought them all nothing but joy. “If you record your further adventures, I’ll see to the binding.”

“What say you, Sam, Martin? Shall we write the next chapter?” she asked.

The bodyguards placed their hands on her belly, too, and reveled in the feeling of being part of this growing family. “Always,” they said in unison.

THE END
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