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Chapter 1

London, 1880

“I realize that it looks like I’m crying and abusing my manhood on a public sidewalk, but this is merely the effect of a poorly rolled cigar,” said a cloaked figure obscured by the deep shadows of a midwinter London night.

The passing police patrolman looked up in confusion.

“Beg your pardon, sir?” he asked. Upon seeing the large, handsome carriage with a crest behind the figure, who was definitely not crying and abusing his manhood on a public sidewalk, the patrolman amended it to, “Your Lordship.”

“Your Grace,” said Laurence Richard Mauduit Balistarius, Duke of Astwell, correcting the man and emerging from the hood of his cloak while walking into the scant light offered by the gas street lamp.

“No grace needed, Your Lordship, you seem to be a fine, upstanding gentleman…lordship going about his business in our fair city, same as anyone.”

“There’s no business I’m going about,” said Laurence. “I’m waiting for my wife.”

“Ahh, the ladies do love to linger when saying their goodbyes,” said the patrolman sympathetically.

“She’s having an affair,” said Laurence.

The patrolman paused, unsure of what to say. Was this lord admitting to wearing the horns before a lowly police officer? It didn’t seem like a poorly rolled cigar was to blame for his behavior, more like drink and lots of it.

“She’s had my children. Four of them living,” said Laurence. “My heir and spare, two pretty daughters, and two babies that didn’t survive birth. Fifteen years married, and she’s ready to pursue her pleasure.”

“Do you wish to lodge a complaint against her?” asked the patrolman, trying to understand why a toff was spilling his secrets on a quiet street in the dead of night to a man he’d just met.

“I have no complaints about my wife,” said Laurence. He lit a small cigar that looked perfectly rolled.

“I was thinking a complaint of criminal conversation,” said the patrolman.

“A public, legal rebuke of my wife for infidelity?” asked Laurence. “I think not. I have no wish to divorce her.”

“So you will allow her to continue having affairs?” asked the patrolman.

“I raised no objection when she shared her plans over breakfast some weeks ago,” said Laurence.

“You knew your wife planned to step out on you?” asked the patrolman in horror.

“Oh yes, she was very clear,” said Laurence. “Claimed I hadn’t given her an…made her reach the heights of ecstasy that ladies seem to expect these days.”

The patrolman murmured sympathetically. “Perhaps this affair will clear it from her system and she’ll be back home in no time. Once is easy to forgive.”

“This is not the first of her affairs,” said Laurence, drawing on the cigar. “She took up with my best friend last week.”

“Your best friend?” asked the shocked patrolman.

“Aye, and they made a fine pair as they were coupling,” said Laurence. “He was so taken with her that he has since moved his household to Bath to clear his head. He was probably halfway in love with her by the time he took her from behind that night.”

“Goodness, a man should be spared such knowledge if he is to be subjected to infidelity.”

“I watched them all right,” said Laurence. He glanced at the man, assessing. “In fact, I watched them very closely indeed.”

“It seems cruel to force you to watch,” said the patrolman, concerned about this strange man with good tailoring.

“And there’s the rub: I enjoyed it,” said Laurence. “I liked watching my Julia get pounded by another man. She’s never been so alluring and alive as when she was…”

He trailed off, looking up at the townhouse on the quiet street where light glowed from a single window.

“It’s difficult to be in love with a woman that’s…difficult,” said the patrolman.

“She’s as easy as can be, has been for years,” the mention of love seeming to slide by him. But it lodged in his brain like shrapnel from an exploded shell.

“Do you want me to knock at the door? Throw the household into a bit of chaos?”

Laurence clapped him on the shoulder like a friend. “I wouldn’t want to add another sin to the list in my wife’s account books.”

The men stared up at the glowing window.

“He’s a Baron,” said Laurence finally. “Why is the villain always a Baron? He’s not even that handsome or wealthy, but the ladies say he’s a considerate lover. Carnifex — my best friend — him, I could understand. But Baron Nobody? It’s lowering.”

The patrolman’s eyes widened. Lord Carnifex, one of the most powerful men in government and always in the hunt for Prime Minister, was romancing this man’s wife? No wonder he was torn up.

“It would all be different if I could be in there,” said Laurence.

“You wouldn’t want that,” reasoned the patrolman. “Having to see him defiling your wife? No, sir.”

Laurence slumped against a tree. “That’s just the thing: I want to see it. Not just with my best friend, but with any man. Many men. I seem to have been born twisted: I have no fear of the horns, in fact, I long to wear them provided that I can see exactly how these men are using my wife.”

“It’s not right,” murmured the patrolman.

“It’s not, but I find myself unable to fight it,” said Laurence. “And what’s even more not right is that I’m stuck down here, heaving my guts up and flogging my cock when the Baron is having my wife away from her husband’s eyes.”

Laurence ground the butt of his cigar into the sidewalk. “I wouldn’t have interfered with their affair. I just wanted to watch,” said Laurence, staring at the glowing window.

When he looked around, the patrolman was gone, if he’d ever been there at all in the first place.

Laurence kicked the remaining ashes from his cigar and headed back into the bushes, where he planned to continue hurling up his guts and contemplating his many errors in life.


Chapter 2

When Julia stepped into the carriage after her assignation with the Baron, she was surprised to find Laurence sitting on the forward-facing bench.

“My goodness, you gave me quite a shock,” she said. “Did Davis go home to collect you before returning for me?”

She moved to sit on the rear-facing bench, but Laurence grabbed her gloved hands.

“Sit with me,” he said.

She settled uneasily on the seat next to him, studying his face.

“I walked,” he said.

“You walked from Grosvenor Square?” she asked, shocked that he’d bother making such an effort.

“From my club,” he said. “You should know that I’ve had quite a bit to drink.”

“You don’t seem addlepated,” she said, studying him.

“That’s likely due to voiding the contents of my stomach over the last hour in a hedge,” he said.

“Oh Laurence, you should have had a footman come and get me! Or had Davis take you home. There’s no need to wait for me, the Baron could have sent me in his own carriage.”

“The Baron,” said Laurence under his breath. “How was the Baron this evening?”

“Ted? He was grand,” she said, adjusting her gloves.

“Ted!” exclaimed Laurence. “You’re calling him by a nickname! I suppose that makes sense when one is a mere Baron.”

“I never thought I’d see the day when you were jealous, Laurence,” said Julia.

“Jealous of the Baron? I think not,” he said. “I just wanted to see if he survived a night with my hellcat wife. He’s not as young as he used to be.”

Julia’s face fell a bit at Laurence’s dismissal. That wouldn’t do.

“Come here,” said Laurence.

“Where?”

He opened his arms. “My lap,” he said.

She looked at him for signs that he’d truly lost his mind. When all seemed well, she gingerly sat on his lean thighs, though her spine remained rigid.

Laurence’s hand traveled beneath her cloak.

“What are you doing?” she asked, on the alert for subterfuge.

“Attempting to stroke your back, wife.”

“What makes you think I need that?” she said. “I am perfectly well.”

“Has not the Baron been putting you through the paces this evening? I see how he works his thoroughbreds. I bet he loved having a Duchess under his control for a night.”

“He was perfectly amiable,” she said, letting out a sigh.

Laurence took the opportunity to use his hand to direct her body against his. She uneasily leaned against his hard chest as the carriage slowly rolled towards their home in the heavy London traffic.

“Lud, wife, you’ve got your bubbies right in front of my face,” said Laurence.

Julia moved to lean away, but he held her in place.

“That wasn’t a complaint,” he said.

Laurence wrapped an arm around her waist when the carriage hit a pothole.

“Did the Baron avail himself of your dairy delights?” asked Laurence.

She shot him a look.

“What, can’t I ask what my wife got up to while she was away?” he asked.

“What’s your game, Laurence?” asked Julia.

“My game? I’d merely like a taste. To wash down the vomit I donated to a hedgerow,” he said.

“Why were you sick?” she asked, getting straight to the crux of the matter.

“It seems that regular food doesn’t agree with me these days.”

“And you suddenly want to sample breast milk. From my breasts,” she said.

“Well, if you’re offering, I wouldn’t say no.”

“Laurence, if you want to drink from me, you’re going to have to say it,” she said.

Laurence laid his head on his wife’s chest theatrically. “Oh, my beautiful wife, you’ve put me through hell tonight. Won’t you let me drink from your bountiful tits and heal my aching guts?”

She grabbed Laurence’s hair right at the top of his head and angled it back so she could look into his eyes.

“What has gotten into you tonight? Are you getting sick?”

“Probably. Followed by certain death,” he said piteously. “You’ll be a dowager Duchess soon.”

“You shouldn’t be in the carriage then,” she said. “I spend hours with the children daily and I can’t bring contagion to the nursery.”

“I’m not ill, Julia,” said Laurence.

She raised her brows.

“I’m jealous.”

Julia’s eyes dropped, unable to process such a revelation while staring at her husband.

“Not jealous exactly,” he said, which caused her to relax. “But unsettled. To know you’re being used by another man and I’m outside, unable to watch…”

“You like watching?” she asked.

“Aye,” he said, holding her closer reflexively.

“I hated it,” said Julia. She swallowed hard. “I hated watching you with other women, hated it.”

Tears welled in her eyes. Watching him cavort with two harlots in a brothel last week had tested her mettle.

“I can’t do that again. Promise me that you’ll never again make me watch you with another woman,” said Julia. “I can live with infidelity, but I can’t see it paraded in front of me.”

Laurence settled her closer and sunk his fingers into her hair.

“I won’t do that again,” he said, massaging the base of her neck.

“You say that now,” she responded. Julia was limp against him, all resistance had left her body.

Laurence shook her waist gently. “I’ve done a lot of things, but I’ve never lied to you,” he said.

“I sometimes wish you would have,” she said.

Laurence unhooked the clasp of her cape and let it slide to the seat and then down to the carriage floor.

“I’m sorry, wife,” he said, his cheek against her bosom. Her breasts spilled over the top of the bodice and each of her inhales pressed the soft flesh against him.

He took in the scent of her skin and opened his lips just to be able to bring them closed again in something approximating a kiss.

“I’m sorry,” he said, looking up at her.

“Why were you like that?” she asked softly.

“When?”

“When I first met you. You seemed to meet me and hate me in the same second,” she said.

The carriage turned and Laurence held her closer when she started to shift due to the motion.

“I resented you before I even saw you,” he said. “I was saddled with a failing agrarian dukedom and you sailed in with your industrial wealth. We were at odds due to the conflict of the modern age.”

“I am not my dowry,” she said.

“I am my dukedom, for better or for worse,” he replied.

“You really do believe that, don’t you?” she asked.

“There’s no believing or unbelieving. It has been the case since I was in short pants.”

He stroked his cheek along the top of her breast.

“Now how about you give this very sad, tragic aristocrat a taste of your sweet bubbies,” he said, pouting.

Julia laughed and playfully whacked his arm. She froze, suddenly remembering that the man she was sitting on was, of all people, her husband.

Laurence blinked plaintively.

Julia slowly lifted one breast from the top of her corset, exposing it until a nipple jutted out from her bodice.

“Is that for me?” asked Laurence.

Julia nodded and let him draw nearer.

“Do you like the idea of nourishing your suffering husband at your breast like a saintly madonna?” he asked, running his fingers over her tight nipple.

“That doesn’t even make sense,” she said, breathing hard and shifting on his thigh.

“You smell like vanilla ice cream,” he said, inhaling deeply. “Cut grass. A hint of musk, likely due to adulterous sex.”

“Just do it,” she said, wishing he’d get on with latching.

“You need your husband to suck you?” asked Laurence, letting the tip of his tongue trace her nipple.

Julia gave in to temptation and used her hand behind Laurence’s head to press him to her breast. He chuckled, and took a moment to find her nipple, but gained his bearings and began sucking.

“If I don’t stop draining these things my supply will never go away. At some point, I’ll have to cut access so I dry up,” she said.

Laurence hummed his disapproval, which caused Julia to feel an intense pleasurable sensation through her entire core. He shifted Julia until she sat straddling him, one thigh on either side of his hips. He brought his hands down to her clothed arse and held on.

Julia made a face, a slight suggestion that she might be sore.

Laurence released her nipple.

“Did he hurt you?”

“No, not at all,” said Julia, adjusting how she straddled his lap.

“But you’re in pain,” he said.

“I merely feel…well used,” she said.

“Tell me how he used you,” said Laurence.

“You don’t want to know that,” said Julia, offering up her other nipple to Laurence so he’d stop speaking nonsense.

He latched on, but opened his mouth to talk around her nipple before sucking. “Trust me, I want nothing more than to know every detail.”

She settled against him, remembering the evening.

“I walked into the townhouse and the entry was filled with roses,” she said.

“Less of the things ladies like, skip to the naughty bits,” he said.

Julia rolled her eyes. “I should recite the whole dinner menu in retaliation for that. What are the parts men like?”

“Start at the point you got your bits out,” he said.

“After dinner, the Baron suggested a drink in his private apartments. I knew that this was the moment we were to commence our affair, so I was quite nervous.”

Laurence hummed into her breast, prompting her to continue.

“He served me a drink, but I was so jittery that I was unable to finish it. He inquired if I’d like to join him on the divan, and I sat next to him. He played with my hair and began toying with the laces on my bodice.”

Laurence reached behind his wife and began playing with those same laces.

“My skin was so hot and my dress felt tight. I’d eaten too much at dinner due to nerves, and I began to worry that he’d find me rather ungainly,” she said.

“Never,” said Laurence.

“But you seemed to find my body less interesting after each pregnancy,” she said.

“That’s merely because you’re getting ever older, wife, while I remain just as I was at 25,” he said.

She groaned and pushed him from her breast by the forehead.

He pressed his lower half against her, letting her feel the solid response of his cock to her story and presence. “Does that feel like disinterest?”

She relaxed and let Laurence resume. “He unlaced me with ease and soon my bodice was on the floor.”

“That old roué knows his way around women’s fashions,” said Laurence, shaking his head in admiration.

“He had me down to my drawers and stockings, and he took the drawers off with his teeth, but asked that I keep the stockings on,” she said.

“That dirty old man would,” said Laurence. “Which stockings?”

“Some silk ones sent by Madame Eugénie,” said Julia.

“But what do they look like?” asked Laurence. “A man needs to be able to visualize these things.”

“Fortunately, you are able to visualize them personally,” she said.

Laurence locked eyes with his wife and began to draw up her skirts on one side. When he had a handful of fabric, he looked down and studied the stockings with their lace tops and decorative garters. He placed a hand on Julia’s thigh and ran his hand over the ornamental bits appreciatively.

He ground his firm ridge against her core before settling back in to hear the rest of her tale.

“He then asked me to sit at the end of the divan and spread my legs,” she said.

Laurence drew a deep breath.

“Yes, that’s what he did. He drew near and took a deep breath,” she said.

“Sucking up the scent of my wife’s pussy,” he said.

“In that room, I was merely his lover.”

“You have been my wife since the time you were 17,” he replied.

“But now I’m something else, aren’t I? I’m a woman in my own right,” she said.

“Can’t you be both?”

Julia hummed, mulling it over, but not certain of her answer.

“Did that old dog advance on you then?” asked Laurence, desperate to learn what happened next.

“The Baron is not an old dog,” she said. “He approached me on the divan — are you sure you want to hear this?”

“Desperately,” he said.

“He ran his hands up my legs and opened them further,” she said, shifting on Laurence’s lap. “Then he…he licked me!”

“Now, wife, let’s not pretend that getting your pussy licked is a new experience,” said Laurence, recalling well the feel of her under his own tongue.

“It’s close enough to a new experience!” she said. “And he dove into it, almost trying to eat me from the inside out. It was overwhelming.”

“In a good way?” he asked, fondling her nipple.

“I rather enjoyed myself,” she said primly.

Laurence ran his nose between her breasts, inhaling deeply and enjoying the feel of being smothered by soft, supple flesh.

“Did he let you orgasm then?” he asked.

“There was no letting or not letting, it hit me so fast that I didn’t have a choice,” she said.

“I bet he liked that, the Baron.”

“Ted seems to have enjoyed it, yes,” said Julia with a touch of pride.

“So you were quivering and shivering, what did he do then?”

“He became quite excited,” she said, shifting in his lap to better face him and recount the story. “He moved my limbs this way and that until I was posed on the divan like a barnyard animal with my backside in the air and he quickly whipped off his trousers and plunged into me with his…with his member!”

“No finesse from the old lech after all,” said Laurence chuckling. “He didn’t hurt you?”

“No, no, I was quite primed for intercourse due to his ministrations,” she said. “It was quite sudden though, he could have warned me before plunging in!”

“Bad form indeed,” said Laurence, returning to suckling her breast.

“After that, it was as one would expect: thrusts and groans and a loud finish,” she said.

“That’s it?” he asked. “That’s the description you have for me?”

“Well, that’s really all there was to it,” she said. “The first time.”

“Aha! And what about the second?” asked Laurence.

“After our hasty coupling on the divan, he carried me to his bed,” she said.

“How romantic,” said Laurence drily.

“It was, rather,” she said. “There were rose petals spread all over and when he laid me against them, they bruised and released a delicious scent.”

“How typical of a Baron,” said Laurence. “He needs superfluous cliches to impress the ladies.”

“By then, he’d removed all of his clothing, and he entered the bed next to me, holding me close against his body.”

“The body of an old man,” said Laurence.

“He is quite well-formed,” said Julia diplomatically. “But if you prefer that I only take younger, more virile men to bed, I can see to it.”

Laurence pulled her down against his crotch. “You see to it and I’ll make sure I see it,” he said, burying his face entirely between her breasts.

Julia giggled. “That tickles,” she said.

“I can give you deeper tickles,” he replied.

“It’s strange that we aren’t home yet, is Davis taking the long way?” she asked.

“Traffic is terrible tonight,” said Laurence, sidestepping her inquiry. “Where were we? Ah, yes: the Baron ineffectually pleasuring you.”

“Oh, but he was very effective,” she said. “He pulled himself right behind me, lifted my leg, and plunged right back into my channel.”

“I see that the Baron has but one style,” said Laurence. “I expected more finesse from someone that spent so many years on the Continent as a diplomat.”

“He does seem to get right down to business. But I have no complaints: he managed to hold me in a way and direct his member so that I felt him in places deep within me,” she said.

“Would you like it if I slipped into your bed some night and took you from behind while holding you?” he asked.

“That hardly seems like something you’d enjoy,” she said with a rueful smile.

“Fucking my wife from behind?” he asked.

“Holding me,” she said.

He pulled her closer. “What am I doing right now?”

“Asking me about my day?”

Laurence laid his head against her exposed bosom. “The mistakes I’ve made with you, wife.”

“I always thought that I was the mistake,” she said.

“Who else would tolerate me?” he asked. “I’m a cad, a boor on my best days.”

“Now you’re just fishing for compliments,” she said, wrapping her arms around his head so that he was surrounded by her delicious breasts.

“Let me die like this,” he said from inside of her soft embrace. “Now I know why the children love you so.”

“Do you think so?” she asked softly. “Do they?”

“The children? They only say so daily!” replied Laurence.

“Yes, but they can be coached by their nurses and tutors to say the things parents want to hear,” said Julia.

“I was told to say such things to my mother, but never did because children are reluctant to lie,” he said. “I can’t believe you doubt their affection for you, their adoration.”

“Over time, one wonders,” she said.

“Don’t wonder about that, Julia, of all the thoughts to weasel into that head, why that?”

She shrugged, unable to explain the origin of her insecurity.

“So the Baron gave you another quick pump from behind and then expired in blissful agony?” asked Laurence hopefully.

Julia laughed. “No, he just held me and slowly pushed and pulled. Eventually he moved his hand down and began playing with my…spot,” she said. Her thighs squeezed together as the memory of the Baron’s touch hit her.

“Oh you liked that,” said Laurence, cupping her mons over her clothes.

“I rather suppose I did,” she said, her freed breasts rising more noticeably now that she breathed faster.

“I don’t suppose you’d let me feel you under all of these clothes?” he asked.

“I’m afraid that I’m a bit messy,” she said.

Laurence froze.

“I used preventive measures,” she said, reassuring him that the Baron hadn’t planted his seed. “But I wasn’t quite able to wipe away all of the spend from tonight’s encounter. Encounters.”

Laurence groaned and hit the top of the carriage with his cane.

“Get your bodice sorted, we’re going home,” he said.

“Did I say something wrong?” she asked, tucking her breasts inside of her dress.

“Yes, you said something wrong: you told me that you’ve got a hot buttered little bun in the carriage, where I know the lamps are insufficiently bright to show it off to its full effect.”

“You want to see the effects of my evening with the Baron?” she asked.

“My cock is so hard that I might butter my own trousers if you move against me right now,” he said.

Julia shifted on his lap experimentally.

“Julia, Julia, you exist to torture me,” he moaned, his head thrown back.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

“To the depths of my soul. My dukedom for the chance to bathe my cock in your warm river. The one the Baron has already defiled,” he said with a groan of pleasure.

Julia twitched the curtains aside. “We seem to be coming up to the house. You should do something about the state of your trousers,” she said, looking down at the bulge in his lap meaningfully.

“You should do something about the state of my trousers,” he said.

“But we’re so close to home and making you walk around unsatisfied is so,” she raised a brow and smiled, “satisfying.”

“My cruel wife,” said Laurence, not letting her up from his lap despite the wheels slowing. “I like you a little mean, Julia. You might just be my match yet.”

When the door to the carriage opened, Laurence set Julia on the bench beside him, but not before allowing the footmen to see that they’d been canoodling. He stepped down and extended a hand behind to help Julia descend from the carriage. She took a moment to emerge, having had to collect and fasten her cloak.

Laurence’s randy thoughts allowed no time for delays — he wanted her legs spread as fast as could be. When Julia’s slipper descended to the ground, Laurence leaned in and scooped her up, rushing into the house past the befuddled butler.


Chapter 3

“Are you taking cues from Hugh now?” she asked, recalling how the statesman carried her into the house just last week after another debauched carriage ride.

“Can’t a husband carry his wife over the doorstep without being reminded that he’s the second man to do it?” asked Laurence.

“I suppose you’re allowed to look and learn,” she said.

“I certainly hope so. I’m taking you into my office,” he said, smiling wolfishly. “As fast as I can.”

“Is that the name of your cave?” she asked, using her finger to push on his forehead in disapproval of his Neanderthal-like behavior.

“It rather is my cave,” he reflected. “Although the gas lamps are certainly an improvement over the torches the ancestors must have used.”

He pushed into the dark paneled office and shut the door behind him. He turned the lock. The bolt slammed home.

“Take off your clothing,” he said.

“You certainly have a way of getting down to business,” said Julia, removing her cloak.

Laurence tended to the fire so she’d be warm, and by the time he turned around, she’d made minimal progress.

“Reluctant, wife?” he asked.

“It’s just difficult to remove everything without the help of Makeblythe,” she said.

Laurence purred at the thought of Julia’s maid, who had turned out to be quite gifted at lavishing his wife with sapphic pleasures. “I could summon her.”

“I’m sure she’s asleep by now,” said Julia. “You can help me. Surely you know your way around lacing and petticoats by now.”

“No time for that,” he said, directing her to sit on the chaise longue near a bookcase. She sat down with a bounce, and Laurence tossed her skirts up while sinking to the floor.

Julia giggled when Laurence yanked at her drawers and she had to nearly hop on the chaise to free them from under her bottom. He slid them down unceremoniously, leaving her lovely stockings on, as had the Baron.

Laurence pulled Julia’s evening slippers from her feet, kissing the arch of one foot before placing them both on the edge of the chaise.

“You’re open to me, Julia,” he said. “I can see the full evidence of your infidelity.”

Julia looked down, trying to see over her gathered skirts.

Laurence palmed his clothed cock, breathing hard now.

“He buttered you good,” said Laurence, opening his trousers and shoving his hand inside to work himself. “Between your weeping cunt and the Baron’s spend, you’re red and white and dripping.”

“Just how hard did he use you?” asked Laurence, continuing. His strokes were slow and constrained by the fabric of his trousers. They were just enough to stimulate while prolonging the agonizing pleasure.

“I didn’t tell you about the third time he took me,” she said, leaning back and allowing her pelvis to tip so he could see her from another angle.

“Holding out on me, are you now?” he asked.

“Oh, I plan to tell you everything,” she said, relishing the rare moment of control.

Laurence locked eyes with Julia, gripping the base of his cock to prevent his orgasm from happening too fast.

“He laid me on the bed, on my back. I expected that he’d want to sleep, but he rose once again to the occasion,” she said.

“I underestimated that old rake,” said Laurence approvingly.

“He directed my feet to his shoulders,” she said, settling her stockinged feet on Laurence’s own shoulders.

Laurence’s strokes picked up involuntarily.

“He then found my channel between my legs and thrust into me,” she said.

“He certainly has a preferred style,” said Laurence. “So he gave you the old in and out and exploded in your sweet little passage and collapsed beside you?” asked Laurence.

“No!” said Julia. “He shocked me! He held my legs aloft and looked for a very long time between them. Then he closed my legs, with my ankles together, and looked again.”

Laurence placed his hands on her feet to pantomime the Baron’s actions. This angle he could understand: she was spread and open to him. He shifted to take her ankles in his hands and sought to see what had so fascinated the Baron.

He pushed her ankles forward and groaned when he saw how the movement exposed her swollen, wet cunt to his gaze.

“Julia, your pussy would devour a cock,” he said, giving her nether lips a soft stroke.

“I certainly hope not!” she said.

“It’s a compliment, darling. I would love to die with my cock smothered by these lips,” he said, leaning down to kiss her there.

“After the Baron put me in this position, then he did the ‘old in and out,’ as you put it,” she said.

“Ever consistent, the old Baron,” said Laurence, still transfixed by her puffy cunt peeking out from between her thighs.

“You’ve been very good these days, Laurence,” said Julia.

“Have I ever,” replied Laurence, not removing his eyes from the prize he’d been forbidden from entering.

“You haven’t asked me something important that I think you’re curious to know,” she said.

“What’s that?” asked Laurence, almost seeming to enter a hypnotic state as he stared at her entrance.

“What it felt like to have the Baron pour his seed inside of me,” she said. “Surely you can see the remnants of his spend even now.”

Laurence held her ankles in one hand and bit the skin of his fist in the other. He’d removed his hands from his cock in an effort to delay orgasming.

“Julia…” said Laurence, the desire in his voice evident.

“Are the tops of my thighs sticky with it? Has it run down to my stockings?” she asked. “I felt him filling me and hoped I’d be able to save some for you since you seemed put out when you weren’t invited to join me.”

“You saved me a leftover?” he asked faintly.

“A little something from my night out,” she said.

“Julia, Julia, I need to taste you. Will you let me?” he asked

“I thought you said you’d never beg for my favors,” she responded.

“I was a younger, stupider man then,” said Laurence. “Julia, please.”

“I do love to hear you beg,” she said.

“You’re the only one who gets to hear that,” he said. “Now are you going to let me suck on your pussy or not?”

She opened her legs, giving him an invitation.

Laurence grabbed her hand and positioned it so that she held her own lips open, then dove in to commence licking and sucking on her cunt. He rushed to her channel, where he dug his tongue inside of her, frantically tasting her and any remains of the Baron’s seed.

“You’re so swollen that your cunt is compressing my tongue,” he said.

“Remind me to keep you like this always,” she responded, using her hand to direct him up to her clitoris.

“You greedy girl, you haven’t had enough tonight?” he asked.

“I’m making up for lost time,” she said, directing him right back down to her clitoris.

“Can I dig my fingers into your wet cunt, wife?” asked Laurence, sitting back on his heels obediently.

Julia missed his touch and arched her back to call him back to her core.

“Is that a yes?” he asked.

“Yes!” she said, frustrated and ready to explode.

He returned to his spot between her legs gleefully and slid two fingers into her vagina. They both groaned.

“Do you like the feel of what your cock can’t enter, what another man filled tonight?” asked Julia, ready to twist the knife after years of hoping for scraps of attention from her husband.

He moved a hand to attend to his cock, but she called out to him. “No, all of your attention is on me,” she said. “I’ve allowed you to touch me. Leave your cock alone.”

“But Julia,” whined Laurence, getting hotter the meaner and more openly resentful she acted.

“Don’t complain to me. This is a situation of your own making,” she said. “Perhaps if you’d left your cock in your pants more often, you’d have given me the orgasms I deserve and would have spared me looking outside our marriage for them.”

Laurence sucked more enthusiastically. His cock was leaking, but he let it drool on the orders of his ravishing wife.

“But maybe you can’t satisfy me. Can you even make me orgasm without the assistance of another man?” she asked. “Do I need to send the carriage for the Baron so he can show you how to bring your wife to paroxysm?”

Laurence whimpered and curled his fingers so that Julia would feel the connection between the places he was pleasuring her.

“Am I even wet enough to take your fingers inside me?” she asked while her pussy and Laurence’s fingers filled the room with the sounds of wet coupling. “Should I point to exactly where my nub is located?”

Laurence hummed a yes, and she placed one finger over the button and tapped it.

Julia shuddered at the feeling of her own touch. Laurence took over, tapping and licking, while thrusting with enough force that she slid incrementally on the chaise.

“Oh Laurence,” she cried, orgasming around his fingers and against his open mouth. She shook as he gentled his thrusts and helped her through the waves of pleasure.

When he pulled his fingers out of her drenched cunt, they made a noise so wet and delicious that his control broke. His cock, which had been freed from his trousers, yet untouched since Julia’s command to unhand it, spurted seed as Laurence erupted from witnessing his wife’s orgasm alone.

He glanced down and saw his softening cock resting in the open fly of his trousers, his seed splattered on his fabric-covered legs. It was shameful and messy, and his scalp tingled at the thought that he might be able to do it someday again. With his wife.

With his wife. She was flat on her back like a model for drowned Ophelia, her eyes open and staring unfocused at the fresco on his office ceiling. Her lips were open and she was at peace. He wished he could have her painted like this, like one of the debauched Greek goddesses that decorated the room.

He’d treated her as little more than decor for those fifteen years of their marriage, but all that time, inside her was a sensual feast for his libidinous cravings.

Laurence laid his head on Julia’s belly. This got her attention.

“Don’t tell me you plan to play the mooning suitor now?” she asked, laughing a bit at the idea.

He blew air towards her navel and watched her shiver.

“It’s too late to play suitor,” he said. “I’ve never been one, and I’ll never be one.”

“It’s true, you didn’t even try to win me over,” she said.

“Maybe that was so that I could do it now,” he said.

“Oh you plan to do that, do you?” she asked.

“If you’ll let me,” he said, turning his face to press into her soft skin.

“I had hoped you’d at least find your inner romantic by the time we reached our wedding night, but you were as cold as ice when bedding me for the first time,” she said.

“It was your first time?” he asked.

“Of course it was!” she exclaimed. “I may not have bled significantly, but I was a sheltered miss barely out of the schoolroom.”

“And how did I treat you?” he asked, watching his fingertips run over her belly.

“You weren’t cruel, but you were efficient,” she said. “It was almost done before I knew it had truly started.”

“I had a virgin bride and I didn’t even revel in my triumph,” said Laurence, nodding his head.

“You’ve had a lot of things,” she said. “Perhaps that’s the problem.”

“What did you wear that night?” he asked, unable to recall the specifics.

“Some flimsy thing from my trousseau made with Honiton lace. I doubt you even saw it because the room was so dark,” she said, sinking her fingers into Laurence’s hair at last.

His body felt like it was melting into her soft skin, her soft belly. He wanted to die pillowed by her soft breasts, and explode in her soft cunt. She was his, but he had to win her, now, at last.

“I still have the nightgown,” she said.

“From the consummation of our marriage?” he asked.

“Yes. It’s packed in a chest in my bedroom, wrapped in paper. Seems a silly thing to keep, but I’m silly like that,” she said.

“I’d like to be silly with you,” he said.

“That seems like quite a departure from our usual mode of being silly, but separately,” she said.

“Can you make your way upstairs and drag out that nightgown?” he asked.

“The nightgown from our wedding night? I surely have more alluring gowns now that you’ve sent me to Madame Eugénie,” she said.

“I want to see you in that one. Put it on for me.”


Chapter 4

Julia tugged at the nightgown uncomfortably. She’d forgotten how slender she had been as a bride, having spent a season picking at food like a bird to appear suitable to aristocrats who would never think her suitable no matter how daintily she ate and how many times she’d selected the right fork.

She paced at the far end of her bedroom, far from the doorway with no door that connected her room to Laurence’s. If she sat, she feared that the gauzy fabric might tear. Why that mattered, when the nightgown was fifteen years out of fashion and had already served its purpose, she didn’t know.

She supposed pulling on the gown had transported her back to being the uncertain, green girl she’d been on her wedding night. Unsure of her body. Unaware of so much about pleasure.

The feeling that was missing, that had once bubbled just under the surface, was hope. As a bride, she’d hoped that time and concerted work towards being a good wife, a good Duchess would unite her and Laurence in friendship and perhaps — if she was very lucky — in love.

He’d been attentive, almost sweet lately. She was sure it was a passing fancy inspired by some sort of prideful jealousy and a good deal of boredom.

Yet here she was, dressed up in an old nightgown, drowning in sentiment, ready to play to his tune yet again. She blinked back tears, pulling her feelings from deep within the carved chest where her wedding clothes were wrapped in paper.

She’d been alone in love with Laurence since the moment he’d taken her hand to dance at that first ball. She wished with her whole heart that she could regard him with sophisticated detachment. She certainly tried to give him that impression.

Julia wanted to be an impervious Duchess like one of the dowagers dispensing barbs and wit during calling hours, but she was, to her eternal shame, still just Julia Duke, pitifully infatuated with a handsome rake. She’d insinuated that they were both unwilling victims of economics-driven matchmaking, but the truth was that her heart was set on Laurence from that first dance, and she had made it clear to her father that her dowry was to match the Duke’s expectations.

And she’d got him all right, while never truly capturing anything of him. She supposed that a wiser woman would be satisfied that her nursery was bustling with his darling children, but she wasn’t wise, and she was selfish enough to want something of him for herself.

What was certain is that he could never know her shameful secret. He’d tease her endlessly, yes, but more importantly, these little glimpses of being in love together would disappear forever. She was torturing herself with the temporary fascination he had with her, but after fifteen years, the relief she wanted most was not from her unsatisfied sexual longings, but the pining that dragged at her heart.

She’d thought that announcing her intention to conduct affairs would unleash something ugly in Laurence that would make her finally fall out of love with him. Instead, she was drowning in feelings on par with those experienced in her debutante days, now with the bittersweet edge of knowing how many times over she had been disappointed in love. She couldn’t allow this to continue.

From the doorway, there was a movement. Laurence — wearing a threadbare banyan — stuck his head in, then walked over to her.

“My bride,” he said, taking her hands in his.

“Groom,” she said.

“Now, you know that Percy is the groom here in London. I believe the word you’re looking for is Duke,” he said.

“Am I not Duchess then?” she asked.

“My Duchess and my bride,” he said, drawing nearer.

“Laurence, I can’t do this,” she said.

Laurence leaned in so his chest was nearly against hers and he kissed her behind the ear.

“But you’re all dressed up for me,” he said.

“It was a mistake,” she said, pulling at the fabric that covered her hips.

Laurence took her hands in his and began gently towing her to the doorway.

They’d nearly reached the threshold when she dug in her heels and made him stop.

“If we do this, you’re going to need to grant me a boon. You won’t like it, but you’ll have no grounds to complain and you won’t obstruct.”

Laurence studied her face and a serious expression descended. “You don’t mean to ask for a divorce, do you?” he asked.

“No!” she said.

“Then I don’t care,” he replied. “Come along.”

“Why are you so anxious to get me into your chambers, husband?” she asked. “You’ve never brought me there before.”

“Perhaps that’s why,” he said quietly, as if confused about his own actions.

Laurence led her into his apartments, which mirrored her own. She’d never been barred from his chambers per se, but she rarely felt welcome in the lion’s den.

His four-poster bed matched her own, but the colors of the wallpaper, furnishings, and bedclothes were dark, as Laurence’s clothing tended to be.

“Welcome home, my bride,” he said softly.

Julia looked around the room she had wanted to enter for so long. It was just a room. It was just a bedroom, he was just a man, and she’d wasted so much time hovering just outside the walls of both.

She began to cry.

“Julia, what’s wrong?” asked Laurence, rushing to her side and casting about for a handkerchief.

“I can’t do this, I told you,” she said.

“Do you hate me so much?” he asked.

“I don’t hate you,” she said, unwilling to gut her own soft middle and allow it to spill out on the floor she’d rarely tread.

“I just want to play with you,” he said, swinging her limp arms back and forth.

“That’s precisely my concern,” she said, studying the cherubs on Laurence’s ceiling. Ironic, given that their babies had been made and delivered on her side of the ducal apartments.

Laurence drew near until she had no choice to look down to avoid eye contact. He was serious and a frown marred his brow.

“I’ve warped something in you that came to me in a pure state,” he said.

“Men always want to attribute some grand change in women to their cocks,” she said, scoffing. The angst and years of hurt bubbled in her throat and she feared that she could no longer contain it.

“I don’t refer to our wedding night and your virginity,” he said. “I’ve hurt your feelings, haven’t I?”

“After fifteen years, you just noticed?” she said.

“I’m sorry.”

Julia turned away, then rounded on him. “You’re sorry for what?” she asked. “Not realizing that you have a wife until she is done with your cock? I could have overlooked your affairs — which weren’t nearly as discreet as you seem to think — had you spared some scrap of affection for me. Given some thought to my enjoyment of the marriage bed. Indicated in some small way that you value me for something other than the dowry that rescued this institution from penury.”

“You didn’t realize the error of your ways independently,” she said, continuing. “I had to seek some gratification of my own for you to look at your choices and find them wanting.”

“It’s true,” he said, his face, for once, serious.

“Of course it’s true,” she said, warming to the topic and starting to hiccup as she talked faster and more passionately.

“Julia, forgive me,” he said.

“What do you need to be forgiven for? Can you even enumerate the ways you’ve failed me as a husband?”

“I can’t begin to list them,” he said.

“And yet you expect me to agree to this cozy little pantomime as if our wedding night was happy for either of us,” she said.

Laurence stroked the thin material covering her back. He cheekily petted her lower and froze when he felt a difference in the texture of the fabric.

“What’s this?” he asked, rubbing the nightgown between his fingers. He knelt on the floor to look closer.

Then paused, suddenly serious.

“Julia, has this nightgown been preserved in the state we left it for fifteen years?” he asked.

“Of course,” she said.

“No, what I mean is: was it packed away after that night without washing?” he asked.

“Seems like a good way to prove the marriage was consummated,” she said.

“So are the children in our nursery. At any point, you could have discarded this, but you kept it just as we left it in your bed that first time together,” he said.

He seemed to be thinking hard.

“Julia…”

“Yes?”

“Are you…sentimental?” he asked, looking up from the floor, where he sat on his heels.

“Not particularly,” she said. “Except where the children are concerned. But you’ll have to forgive a mother for such flights of fancy.”

“Julia, I don’t know how to ask this,” he said, shaking his head. “And I must be wrong, so forgive me…”

Their eyes connected, hers blazing from above and his concerned as he surveyed his wife’s face.

“Are you in love with me?” he asked.

“Wouldn’t it be pathetic if I were?”

“Tell me you aren’t. That you haven’t been, all this time,” he said.

“What a sad, lonely existence that would be,” she said. “To be alone in love for fifteen years of marriage.”

“Julia, days of being alone in love have nearly broken me,” he said from his knees. “Tell me you haven’t pined all that time, or even some of it. Promise me.”

She regarded him with the pity and detachment that could only be won after exactly that sort of long-term suffering.

“How am I ever to make amends?” he said wonderingly.

“I don’t expect that you’ll try,” she said, the years of suppressed anger and hurt surging to her placid-appearing surface. “And it’s not required that love must be returned. You’ll become accustomed to it.”

“But I need you,” he said. “I’m sorry for only now discovering how much I need you, but I can’t imagine living like this for many more days, let alone years.”

“It will be possible to shrink those feelings down and store them away in some part of yourself that you despise,” she said, turning to walk towards her bedroom.

From the floor, Laurence caught her around the knees and brought her back in front of him, not letting go of his hold. He ran his face up her legs and buried it in her soft lower stomach, where she had carried his babies. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he pressed himself into her body and hoped that some solution to this disaster would come to him.

“Julia, I love you,” he said. There, the truth.

“And I love you, but we’ve never been in love together, only in love alone,” she said.

He looked up at her, searching for some way to reach the bit of her love that hadn’t been jammed in some hated and forgotten corner of her mind.

“Let’s redo our wedding night,” he said.

“It wasn’t such a revelation to me that I’m in any rush to recreate it,” she said.

Laurence rubbed his face against her belly like a cat. “This time, we’re in love. That will change everything,” he said.

“But we’re not in love together,” she said. “I told you, these are very different things. You’re in love with some idea of me that’s suddenly appealing and I’ve been in love with a version of you that never existed, and we could be together every minute of the day and yet very alone indeed.”

Laurence pulled at the fabric of Julia’s nightgown to get her attention.

“You dare say that I’m in love with a you that doesn’t exist?” he said. “Come to my bed and let me enumerate the very real ways I’ve come to love you.”

Julia resignedly extricated herself from his arms and walked to his bed, dejected due to the knowledge that here she was again, dancing to his tune. She tossed back the bedclothes almost violently and moved to take off her nightgown.

“Leave that on,” he said. “Crawl into the bed as you did all those years ago.”

She drew up her hem and carefully climbed into her husband’s bed for the first time.

“You seem at home here,” he said, leaning against the thick post at the rear of the bed and watching her arrange her nightgown around her legs. “In my bed.”

“Then why is tonight the first time I’ve been invited into it?” she asked.

“Because it’s our wedding night,” he said, advancing on her. “And you’re a quivering virgin bride about to be deflowered.”

“You seemed quite amenable to allowing me to seek comfort outside of our marriage just days ago. I had thought our marriage bed decommissioned for good,” she said.

Laurence removed his banyan and climbed into the bed beside her.

“That was the banyan I wore on our wedding night,” he said. “I kept it, not due to sentiment about the consummation of our marriage, but because it reminded me of how dire the dukedom’s financial circumstances were before I happened upon little Julia Duke at a ball.”

She regarded him with an unchanging expression, none of this moving her heart to accept him.

“My heart also remained in that threadbare state,” he said, kissing her limp hand. “Because I shut you out.”

Julia wiped at a tear that rolled down her cheek.

“This marriage isn’t over, Julia. And our marriage bed doesn’t need to be consigned to the attic unless you want it to be,” he said. “I like that you’ve demanded your pleasure and I like watching you with other men. To an alarming degree. I don’t intend to force a revision to our agreement.”

She sniffed as emotions overtook her.

“Now sit on my face, you untried lass,” he said.

Julia looked at him in surprise. “Sit?”

Laurence scooted in from the edge of the bed and helped draw up the hem of her nightgown. “I want you to drown me in your pussy and ride my mouth to completion. Straddle my face. Make your Duke fight for air as he gives you pleasure.”

She hurriedly complied with his orders, holding her nightgown aloft as she placed her knees on either side of his head. He slid into position and said, “grab onto the headboard and don’t hold back if you need release.”

“I’m afraid I’m going to hurt you, Laurence.”

“Do it. I want to die in this fine, virgin pussy,” he said from between her legs before diving in and using his mouth to surround and suck her clitoris.

Julia jolted and tried to lift from Laurence’s face for fear of harming him, but he wrapped his arms around her arse and settled her right back against his lips. She braced against the headboard and let him pleasure her.

From below, his arms began to move her body so that she rocked against his mouth.

“Oh, Laurence,” she gasped. “I’m not hurting you?”

He responded with a light tap on her arse cheek, then dragged her down more roughly against his tongue.

“I feel like I’m so full,” she said.

Laurence rubbed her thighs in encouragement.

“But I’m afraid to let go,” she said.

Another swat to the arse.

She laughed and arched her back in compliance with her husband’s bossy, but unspoken demands. They both groaned when an initial shudder ran through her.

Laurence, that ever resourceful husband and rake, ran his fingers down the crack of her arse and over the rosebud that Julia had been so diligently training with her maid. He pressed into her perineum to see if she was sensitive there and then slid his fingers into her cunt.

“I’m so scared of letting go, Laurence,” she said, rocking her hips to control the placement of his mouth on her pussy.

“Do it,” he said.

Julia’s fingers wrapped around the headboard and she bounced slightly on her husband’s face as he sucked and tongued her clitoris that had been stimulated over and over that day.

“More,” she gasped, needing something that she couldn’t name to make the final ascent to orgasm.

Laurence dipped the index finger of his free hand into her stretched hole alongside the others, causing Julia to moan at the feeling of fullness. He removed it and began gently working it into her untried arse, easing it into her until she began to shake.

“That’s it, it’s, oh god—” she said, emitting a guttural groan as her body contracted in a violent orgasm. When the shudders finally ceased, she pulled away in shock due to overstimulation.

“Too much,” she said, trembling and rolling off of her husband’s face.

She stared at the top of the four-poster and caught her breath as Laurence hopped out of bed, presumably to clean himself.

When he returned, his face was dry, but the front of his hair was a bit wet.

“Did I do that?” she asked, pointing to his fringe.

“I wish you would,” he said, flashing her a crooked smile. He flopped down in the bed next to her on his side. “No, I was in such a rush to return to you that I splashed water everywhere.”

“Rushing to return to your wife, of all people?” she asked in mock horror.

He placed his hand over her belly and insinuated himself into her side.

“My wife,” he said contentedly.

“I suppose this is the moment we have to consummate the marriage?” she asked.

“You remember my words from all those years ago?” he asked, wincing at his callousness about their first night together.

“How could I forget?”

“Shall we make a new memory to replace it?” he asked.

Julia looked down at Laurence, contentedly snuggled under her arm.

“That’s not how memories work.”

Laurence drew up the hem of Julia’s nightgown and shifted to move between her thighs.

“My darling bride,” he said, lowering himself until his face rested over hers. “You look beautiful tonight.”

He dropped a kiss on her cheek, where a tear was rolling.

“This won’t be the last time I make you cry, I’m afraid. I’m going to be a terrible husband in so many ways, for so very long. And I’m sorry for that.”

Julia sniffed as more tears threatened to fall.

“For the next fifteen years, I’ll neglect your pleasure and take you for granted. I’m sorry, my love.”

He placed the head of his cock at Julia’s well-used entrance and paused, watching the emotions cross her face.

“I took something precious from you around the time of our marriage that had nothing to do with your virginity. I’m sorry, darling.”

She’d lost the battle to control her emotions. She shuddered and suspected that her nose was leaking. Julia moved to wipe her face.

Laurence caught her hand and drew forth a handkerchief from the table beside his bed.

“Where did that come from?” she asked.

“I suspected you’d need it, so I brought one over when I cleaned up.”

“But you never have a handkerchief when I need one.”

“That will also change,” he said. “If I make you cry, I plan to be the one to dry your tears.”

He gently pushed into her, continuing until he buried his shaft all the way.

“I’m going to pause for a moment so you can adjust to my size, love,” he said, kissing her temple.

Julia cried harder, now using the handkerchief to cover her mouth as she bawled.

“Do you need me to stop?”

She nodded her head no.

“You’ll tell me if it hurts?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice trembling.

But it hurt. Not in her roughly used body, which felt delicious as he pounded into her in ways she could have never handled as a virgin bride, but in her suddenly vulnerable heart.

He was considerate, giving her pleasure, and loving in ways she’d dreamed of for so long. What would happen when this flight of fancy was over and he returned to being the dismissive cad he’d always been?

“Oh, my Jules, my beautiful wife,” he said as he licked his thumb and pressed it to her swollen clitoris. “My Wellington, my Waterloo.”

She wondered if her emotional state would prevent her from reaching the crest of her orgasm.

Laurence leaned down and licked a tear from her face before uniting his lips with hers in a very rare kiss.

The orgasm seemed to come from the back of her skull, ripped from some place that mere connection of bodies could never reach. Her lips left his as she emitted a violent, unexpected scream and her body seemed to jolt as if struck by electrical current.

“Oh fuck, Julia,” said Laurence as he emptied himself inside her vise-like grip, nearly pained by the force of the orgasm that drove seed from his heavy balls.

“Fuck,” he repeated over her lips, his slightly trembling as he softly reconnected them.

It was the height of pleasure, the realization of dreams. Falling from such a summit would surely kill her, break her heart in ways he’d never initially managed.

Her chest seemed to contract as she became more certain of what she had to do, to protect herself, yes, but also Laurence and the children. They needed her whole and placid, able to carry out the duties associated with her role as Duchess.

She needed to put a quick end to Laurence’s talk of being in love with her. The cessation of those sentiments was inevitable and would loom in her mind until it finally fell on her neck and broke her spirit for good. She needed to make him despise her and let her go.

“My love—” he began to say.

“I plan to apply to a group of men that pleasure women. Many men. At the same time.”

TO BE CONTINUED in Shared by the Grand Bucks.
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When widower Augustus Warne saved a waif from drowning in his neighbor’s cesspit, he never expected to find May, the lass who would heal his heart and unlock his most erotic desires.

May begs the stern, older Earl to make demands of her body, take her deep and firm, and make her sensual Sleeping Beauty dreams come true. Can he find a way to both spoil his slightly bratty rescued darling and be the commanding aristocrat that she so desires?

Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DK43SJB5
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