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Chapter 1

	London, 1816

	In a Grosvenor Square drawing room, a recently arrived letter sowed confusion among a group of married ladies.

	“Elena sends her regrets. Her youngest… has a splinter,” said Abigail Taillere, Baroness Taillere. She frowned while looking at the brief missive and stirred her tea.

	“Last week it was a paper cut,” said Sarah Seneschal, Countess Bithewater, with some skepticism, grabbing the note and another biscuit from the tray.

	Margery Dowlande, Marchioness of Argenteyn, picked up a half mask delivered with Elena’s letter. “Is there to be a masquerade?”

	“Postscript: she encloses a mask that brought her good luck in her recent endeavors and hopes one of us might find it useful when chaperoning the debutantes at the Pinsemaille ball this evening,” said Abigail, groaning. “She cannot attend because of the distressing splinter situation.”

	The three ladies stared at the mask suspiciously, as if it were a trojan horse or carrier of the plague.

	“Nothing good can come of wearing a mask like that,” said Sarah. “We’re matrons now, and the escapades that require a mask are over, thankfully.”

	“I’m tired just thinking about such things,” said Margery, raising an elegant brow knowingly. “These days, Reginald knows not to test the connecting door between our rooms because he’ll find it locked. My sleep is important.”

	“Walter says not to expect a night-time call as long as I keep enjoying cakes and biscuits,” said Sarah, biting into a tea cake rebelliously as the other ladies grumbled once again about Waspish Walter.

	Abigail couldn’t bring herself to contribute to the conversation, such was the extent of the pain caused by her husband George, Baron Taillere.

	“I’ll take the mask and chaperone the debutantes tonight,” she said. “After all, shepherding young ladies was how I made my way in the world before marriage.”

	***

	A decade ago, Miss Abigail Kersall was a 28-year-old governess, recently arrived at a moody Northumberland estate. The post had promised a well-behaved girl of seven and a master who spent his time haring about the Continent, unlikely to interfere in the girl’s education.

	Unrest in Europe had brought Lord Taillere back to Northumberland, and for a summer, he teased, needled, and eventually romanced Abbie until she consented to marry him. He’d tested the bounds of propriety during their furtive courtship, but ultimately did not carry Abbie off to his bed, though her increasingly amorous thoughts nearly sent her there nightly.

	As her wedding day approached, Abbie had dreamed of what it would be like to lie in George’s arms at last, and experience the delights of marriage. The night after they exchanged vows, George had entered her chamber, lifted her fine bridal night-rail, performed his marital duty perfunctorily, and then left.

	Never to return to her bed again.

	He’d made it clear over the subsequent ten years that he was happy to have Abbie serve as his daughter’s mother, but he had no intention of treating her as a wife or giving her children of her own.

	The flames that burned so hot during their courtship were smothered because of his sudden disinterest in Abbie after getting her to the altar and securing her… as a mother for his child. Now 38, Abbie felt regret, though she was pleased to see her lovely step-daughter Amanda launched this year. After the girl found happiness with a worthy gentleman, Abbie could then think about her own. And the deep need that sometimes caught her unawares as she tossed and turned in her huge, cold bed.

	Abbie clutched the mask in her lap, feeling every bump as the carriage conveyed her, Amanda, and George to the Pinsemaille ball that evening.

	“Mama, are you sure this dress is pretty enough for the ball? I wore it at the assembly in Newcastle. What if someone tonight has already seen it?” asked Amanda.

	“Anyone who has a memory that sharp and bent towards embarrassing young ladies is likely to be no friend worth having,” said Abbie, placing a reassuring hand on Amanda’s gloved arm.

	The carriage slowed to a stop. “As close as we can get, I’m afraid,” called the coachman.

	George swung out of the barouche and handed Abbie, then Amanda, down. Before Amanda had a chance to right her cloak, he was off without another word, likely bound for the card room.

	No matter, it would give Abbie time to remind Amanda of some particulars. She took the girl’s arm and they made their way towards the Pinsemaille townhouse.

	“No more than two dances with any gentleman,” Abbie instructed firmly.

	“But what if I meet a gentleman I like very much indeed? Two dances, even at a string of balls, might result in just 25 words exchanged altogether. How is that a foundation for marriage?”

	Abbie thought back to the many conversations near the fire she’d had with George prior to their marriage, where they exchanged far more than 25 words. Yet here she was, deeply unhappy, and even more deeply unsatisfied.

	“There will be picnics and drives where you might get to know each other better and enjoy genuine conversation. Just don’t let the ton catch you breaking that rule; these ladies are ruthless,” said Abbie.

	Amanda nodded glumly, seeing her hopes at a fine marriage disappear because of a silly limit on dances.

	“And, above all, do not converse with rakes. Avoid speaking to men you haven’t been introduced to. And especially do not go out into the garden with a young man, since any man hoping to lure you away from your chaperones is a rake.”

	“Mama!” said Amanda. “Even I know that, and this is just my first season! I don’t want to be ruined or let those vile men get their filthy hands on me. Imagine!”

	Yes, imagine, thought Abbie.

	


Chapter 2

	“The rakes are out in full force tonight,” said Margery when Abbie walked in, handing her a glass of ratafia.

	“Lady Pinsemaille wouldn’t be serving anything stronger, would she?” asked Abbie, looking askance at the sweet, watered down wine and cherry cordial. She suddenly longed for a dash of brandy.

	“Wouldn’t want soused debutantes to wander into the garden with a rake,” said Sarah while surveying the crowd. “I say, is that Lord Simon heading out?”

	Abbie followed her gaze and saw Lord Simon Damsell, a buck of the first head, darting through the terrace doors into the garden.

	Margery groaned. “So it begins.”

	Sarah patted Abbie’s arm. “Take care they don’t catch you, my dear,” she said with a sly smile.

	“At my age, they’re most likely to catch me falling down stairs or from a missed carriage step,” said Abbie drily, heading towards the doors. “I’m going to do my matronly duty and see what Lord Simon is up to outside.”

	“The right man could have you feeling much younger,” said Sarah teasingly as Abbie departed.

	The right man, mused Abbie. Certainly not George, who was, as ever, in the card room and winning, by the looks of it.

	Across the room, Amanda was chatting with other debutantes under the watchful eye of some dragons. It would be a miracle if an eligible gentleman approached the girls and signed their dance cards.

	Sliding through the open double doors onto the terrace, Abbie surveyed the Pinsemaille gardens, hoping to find Lord Simon and verify that he was merely smoking a cheroot or kicking stones for a moment so she could return to the ball.

	He was nowhere to be seen, and Abbie had a sinking feeling that he was up to no good. She pulled on the half mask sent by Elena, just in case talk should ensue from her trip into the greenery, and descended the stairs to search for him.

	***

	Lord Simon Damsell was indeed kicking rocks in the garden, but doing so quietly to avoid notice. His father had ordered him to the ball, with threats of a cut to his allowance, should he not show his face and act like a man interested in courting. After all, why was his father paying for him to live in London if not to meet and settle down with a respectable girl?

	Why indeed, thought Simon, thinking of the many pleasurable nights and sometimes days he’d spent in the city enjoying its more voluptuary pleasures. Oh, he’d play the game to keep his tailoress and landlord paid, all the while carrying on as a young blade should.

	Speaking of which… He heard a crunch on the gravel path that sounded gentle enough to be promising. Yes, if he wasn’t mistaken, that was the sound of a lady’s slippers. Very promising indeed.

	Simon leaned to look around the hedgerow and caught sight of a girl.

	No, not a girlish debutante, but a woman. Her lithe figure initially confused him, but she was a mature specimen — ripe for the tasting — just as he preferred.

	She made her way down the path confidently as though she knew the way, and she wore a half mask. She must be a lady of experience, just the type one hoped to meet in a secluded garden during a very dull ball. Perhaps the Pinsemaille crush wouldn’t be a waste of an evening after all.

	As she walked parallel to where he stood in the shadows, Simon shot out a hand and pulled the woman to his side.

	***

	Abbie hit Simon’s chest with a thud.

	“Well, hello there,” he said. “Looking for me?”

	She squinted from under the mask, surveying him sternly.

	“You are a tempting piece, aren’t you? My older sisters had a governess who used to look at me like that when I misbehaved. Would you like to rap my knuckles and make me reform?”

	Abbie blew out a breath. Thankfully, for her health and sanity, she’d never been a governess in the Damsell household. That didn’t mean she couldn’t discipline this young blade and discover what he had planned in the garden.

	“Where is the lady you’re meeting out here?” she asked, grabbing him by the ear.

	“You are a saucy one, aren’t you?” he asked, placing his hands on Abbie’s hips to draw her near.

	“Lord Simon,” she said.

	“Guilty as charged,” he drawled.

	“I don’t smell cheroot smoke on you, so don’t make excuses to me. The lady you’re meeting: is she an innocent debutante?”

	Simon leaned in and sniffed the skin on Abbie’s neck. “You would know best, wouldn’t you? I initially thought you might be one of those girls shoved down our throats the moment they’re out of leading strings, but once you got closer, I recognized signs of maturity,” he said, letting his hand travel from her hips, over her waist, and finally to her breasts. “Precisely my type.”

	“You are not in the garden for a liaison?” she asked skeptically, eyeing his hand on her bodice.

	“I wasn’t,” he said. “Just biding time until I could leave. I show my face at the start and end and disappear in the middle. My allowance lives to see another day.”

	“Oh,” she breathed, suddenly feeling silly.

	“But I could be in the garden for a liaison.”

	“I beg your pardon?”

	He pressed his fattening cock into the soft place between her legs. He dropped his mouth just over her ear and let his breath flow hot over her exposed neck.

	“I could,” he ground his cock against what felt like her cunny, “go for a fuck.”

	“But I’m in this garden to protect debutantes,” she said, her voice breathy. Promising.

	“And I — a known rake — could grab one for a rendezvous at any time. It would be a shame. Meanwhile, my raking ways might be diverted if I had some place to divert them,” he said, thrusting rhythmically now into the folds of her dress.

	“Oh, I, my,” she said, her bosom heaving as she struggled to think.

	Lord Simon dropped a hand to Abbie’s shoulder and flicked off the cap sleeve of her dress.

	“I didn’t realize that was possible,” she said, looking at her own dress in wonder.

	“There are likely many things you don’t realize are possible,” he said, settling a hand over her arse and pressing her deeper into his hardness. “Are you getting wet for me?”

	Lord Simon set to shifting Abbie’s dress down. He trailed his hot mouth lower and lower, all the while Abbie only held his head and anticipated his next moves. She felt like a wanton, allowing this young blade to have his way with her body in a garden, but his potent masculinity and unrelenting attention were like water to someone dying of thirst in a desert.

	He finally got her breast free and latched on her straining nipple, drawing up her skirts and letting his experienced hand trail up her leg.

	Abbie brought her legs together on instinct, her core aching as she swelled to take him after so long without a man’s cock there.

	Simon tapped her thigh and looked up at Abbie playfully. “Open up for me, mystery woman. I have something you’ll like there, but I need to make sure you’re ready to handle it.”

	She let her legs open, and Simon slid down her body. “Take over,” he said, placing her hand on her own nipple.

	Obediently, Abbie strummed and watched Simon lower to the gravel path, then duck under her skirts. “Oh!” she said, shocked to see him dive under her dress without hesitation.

	Seeing Lord Simon’s head outlined in her grecian-style skirts gave Abbie a thrill. She placed her hands lightly on the fabric and directed him closer to her needy cunny.

	“Yes,” he said, leaning forward to kiss her pussy through her sensible linen drawers. He placed one of Abbie’s thighs on his shoulder and opened her body to his unrelenting mouth. She felt hot, unsteady, and more alive than she’d been in ages. Tangling her fingers in some overhead vines, she tilted her body to allow him greater access.

	From below her skirts, she picked up grumbling. “In the way,” was all she heard before Lord Simon used the slit in her drawers to rip the fabric apart for better access to her cunny.

	“Sir!” she cried out. His only response was a smile pressed into her hot, wet pussy.

	“Oh, you really are a rake,” she moaned, letting her hips move as he applied his flattened tongue to her throbbing nub and swollen nether lips.

	“You like it,” she heard from below her dress, where he was tasting her over and over like she was an ice at Gunter’s Tea Shop.

	Abbie tilted her hips so Simon’s lips and tongue would hit her nub just the way that set her toes tingling, using the hand not keeping her upright to direct his head beneath her dress. He bobbed under that fabric bought by her neglectful husband, and she suddenly felt a rush of pleasurable rebellion. If her husband wasn’t using his wife, why should he get to dictate that no man could?

	“You got wetter,” said Simon, growling with appreciation as he used his fingers to feel every part of where she was spread.

	“Lord Simon,” she breathed while nearly ripping the vine she held from its trellis. “I need more.”

	“I have no doubt you do,” he said, popping his head out from under her dress. “Tell me I can test your cunny.”

	“Test?”

	He watched her expression — what he could see of it around the mask — as he trailed a finger through her wet folds and entered her channel. His solitary finger was the first thing she’d had in that place for a decade, and her body contracted to trap it almost upon entry.

	“Oh, you’re going to have to do better than that,” he said, cajoling. “Let me in, madam, let me use your cunt. I promise rakes know how to make it feel good.”

	“Oh, you are wicked,” she said, as her body softened around him and allowed his finger to proceed.

	“I should say so,” he said, applying his mouth to her nub once again while slowly pumping his finger in and out of her hole. Abbie ran her hands through Simon’s thick hair and over his darling ears as he ate her cunny with relish, causing him to giggle into the place she was wet and needy.

	“No laughs,” she said sternly.

	“Yes, madam,” he said solemnly, adding a finger to her passage. It felt tight and achy, the stretch a delicious antidote to all those nights tossing and turning alone without relief. “There’s no way you’re married with a cunt like this.”

	“Merely neglected,” she said honestly.

	“I can fuck you until you wish you were neglected,” he said. “Keep you filled all hours of the day.”

	“I am a matron with many responsibilities,” she said, rolling against his mouth and fingers now.

	“Then how about at balls?” he bargained between licks. “I’ll drain my balls in you at these dreadful events.”

	“But I’m supposed to be protecting debutantes from rakes,” she said playfully, bouncing to get his fingers just where she needed them.

	“And are you not doing that, taking the chief rake out of commission so generously?” he asked, spreading his fingers to lick from her entrance up and over her clitoris.

	“But what of the others?” she asked, fluttering around him as the pleasure became unbearable.

	Simon thrust into her cunny harder and prepared her for what he had in store. “I suppose you’ll just have to learn how to entertain us.”

	“Entertain?” she asked, wondering if her singing was in any way good enough to captivate a band of rakes.

	“Yes, entertain,” said Simon, grinding his fingers into the front wall of her channel in a way that had her legs trembling. “All of us, together. Here.”

	He couldn’t mean that, her taking a whole band of rakes, could he? She felt his skilled fingers grow more insistent and images of her being used by the most licentious men in London flashed before her dazed vision.

	“Simon,” she moaned, and then he twisted within her cunny — a move honed by years of experience — and she broke around him, wailing into the crook of her arm as he thrust and churned, intent on extracting every ounce of pleasure.

	“You like that?” he asked.

	“You know I did,” she said lazily, gazing down at his smiling face and lips still wet from her spend.

	“Then grab that trellis behind you and bend over. You owe me the use of your cunt.”

	Abbie spun around, her cheeks feeling heated as she scrambled to lift her skirts and give him access to her body.

	“That’s it, legs wider,” he directed, fitting his hot, hard cock at her entrance. “Take it, my mystery garden woman.”

	He wasn’t gentle, and Abbie braced as he worked his shaft in mercilessly.

	“Now, now, no fighting me,” he scolded. “I don’t want a scared little debutante. I want a grown woman I can plow hard and fast,” he said, stroking in and out without remorse.

	It was the realization of dreams for Abbie, who had always imagined George might take inspiration from the wild moors of his estate when making love. But in their only sexual encounter, he had been restrained and civilized. Meanwhile, Simon was demanding and just a bit degrading in the way that made her blood hotter.

	“That’s it, I want you to let me in deep,” he said, pressing in and holding his hips to her arse so she could feel his sack rest momentarily on her cunny lips. “You feel my balls? What I’ve got for you?”

	She panted, her channel coming alive again at his crude words. She made a noise of understanding.

	“I’ll not flood your womb tonight because I don’t know if you need to take precautions or if your husband would welcome my cuckoo in the nest—”

	Abbie moaned, unbelievably aroused at the idea of him putting a baby in her belly.

	“—but if you let me fuck this little pussy again, know that you should have preventative measures on hand or I will get you pregnant.”

	“Oh god, Simon,” she whimpered as she felt herself contract around him.

	“You’re practicing milking me, are you?” he kept his strokes long and firm, pushing her up the final ascent to orgasm.

	“Simon, touch me, please.”

	“No, you’re going to come from my words and cock alone, mystery woman. I won’t know who you are for some months, but one day I’ll see a lady with a special glow at a ball and I’ll know that I gave her that.” He placed his hand on Abbie’s lower belly and she felt her cunny somehow expand to let him thrust deeper.

	“That’s it,” he continued. “I won’t spend inside of you this time, but at the next ball, I’m going to make you a mother.”

	Simon pressed up on her lower belly and Abbie felt the movement add compression on his cock, right on the front wall where she felt deep spasms of pleasure each time his cockhead passed.

	“And don’t tell me there won’t be a next time,” he said, thrusting faster until she gasped as sexual paroxysm seized her body and made her muscles quake with delicious relief. “I’ll find you again and take this cunny again. And then I’ll fill you with my baby.”

	


Chapter 3

	On the ride home from the ball, Abbie shifted uncomfortably on the seat of the carriage. Not because of Lord Simon’s spend being within her — true to his word, he’d pulled from her channel the moment her orgasm had ended and let his seed splatter over a row of prize roses — but because of her cunny being used for the first time in a decade.

	She felt stretched and suddenly desirable. Remembering Simon’s promise, her cheeks flushed, and she pressed her kidskin gloves to her skin to cool them.

	“Not feeling unwell, are you?” asked George.

	He wouldn’t like that, would he? His wife-chaperone taking ill and making him watch his own daughter, heaven forfend!

	The years of resentment boiled within Abbie’s chest and she must have felt a little reckless because, when she saw it tip from her pocket, Elena’s half mask hit the carriage floor before she could conceal it in her cloak.

	George retrieved the mask and handed it to her, looking at it consideringly.

	That wasn’t all: when he handed her down from the carriage, George leaned in and sniffed near Abbie, as if trying to pick up the scent of another man. Would this be the day their fragile union broke at last? Or perhaps he would finally claim her for the first time in a decade.

	When the connecting door between their rooms didn’t open that night, Abbie made peace with the truth of things: her husband would never make love to her again, and if she wanted satisfaction, she needed to look outside of her marriage for it.

	***

	By the time the next ton ball arrived, Abbie was hot, wet, and ready for Lord Simon to make good on his promises.

	She wore the same dress as the last ball, despite fashion dictating that it Was Not Done, just so he could recognize his mystery woman. She left off the half mask, Sarah having volunteered to cover the gardens; walking around indoors while masked would draw remarks. Abbie could only hope that Simon might remember her… and remember what he’d said.

	She walked the corridors of Lord and Lady Basingbourne’s townhouse, ostensibly patrolling to ensure no tricks from the assembled rakes, but hoping to encounter one rake in particular.

	Abbie passed through the halls, thankfully without drawing much attention aside from brief hellos from other matrons. It was nearing the supper dance, and ‌most of the rakes had stayed away from the Basingbourne ball in droves. On an ordinary night, that would be a cause for celebration. But this was not an ordinary night.

	While walking down a corridor, Abbie heard a tune from a distant chamber. She had nothing else to occupy her time, so she followed the noise to a music room.

	Inside, a man was playing the pianoforte, his shoulders seeming to almost span the width and his hat perched on the lid. He must have come directly from outside to this music room. How odd. A branch of candles illuminated his handsome form, leaving the rest of the room in shadow.

	Abbie paused.

	“Lock that door,” said the man, turning.

	It was Lord Simon, looking disheveled. Abbie’s heart leaped at the sight of him. He was here!

	“Why should I lock the door?” she asked, her voice trembling.

	“Because I mean to have you over this piano.”

	She turned the key in the lock.

	“Now take off that dress.”

	His voice was tight, as if she wasn’t the only one frustrated by their long separation. Was he too feeling that his skin was too tight and his blood too hot?

	Abbie unlaced herself and wiggled out of her bodice.

	“I was in the garden searching for you this evening.”

	“Oh?”

	“For hours.”

	“I was assigned to the house,” she explained, tugging free of her corset and then her chemise. Soon, she stood naked near the door, shy about walking closer.

	“Come here,” he said.

	She stepped free of her discarded clothing and crossed to the piano bench, naked as the day she was born. The candles illuminated her body, and as she came within arm’s reach of Simon, recognition dawned on his face.

	“You’re Taillere’s wife?”

	She smarted at the idea she should be merely a man’s wife — while he did so little to claim her.

	“I’m Abigail. Abbie.”

	Simon slapped his thigh. He sat on the piano bench, and his legs looked as solid as the wood. “Have a seat.”

	Abbie daintily lowered herself to his thigh, which he flexed below her bare arse. Lord Simon brought his hand up to Abbie’s breast and pinched a nipple.

	“Ow!” she cried.

	“That’s for making me wonder if anything happened to you after our encounter. I wandered the garden and imagined the worst. What if her husband or father discovered our affair? What if she’d been hurt and kept home as a result? I lost years of my life worrying over you.”

	“I’m sorry,” she said, bringing a hand to his face. In return, he pressed his cheek to hers and gentled his fondling of her breast.

	“Did you think of me after the garden, Abbie?”

	“Yes, of course,” she said.

	“And did you touch your little cunny while thinking of me?”

	She shifted uncomfortably at his words, ashamed to admit that she’d been abed very late every morning trying to quench the need he’d awakened in her.

	“Embarrassed to say it?” he asked. “It’s no matter. Why don’t you show me?”

	He directed Abbie’s back to his chest and helped arrange her legs so they were on either side of his. When Simon flexed his thighs and drew his legs further apart, Abbie’s followed.

	Simon trailed his hand down her belly and let his fingers run over the hair on her nether lips.

	“Are you wet for me? Is your cunny swollen and ready to cushion my cock?” he whispered in her ear.

	“Lord Simon, you are so wicked,” she said, arching her back as his fingertips fluttered over her nub without giving her the touch she needed.

	“You’ve no idea,” he said, gently stroking her cunny lips until her thighs shook for want of an orgasm. “Shall I tell you a secret?”

	Abbie moaned in response when he came close to stroking her clitoris in the way she needed.

	“Look into that dark corner of the room,” he said, pointing to a shadowed place she hadn’t noticed before. It was too dark to make out the furniture, but she squinted, hoping to see what he wished to show her.

	“Do you see?”

	“I see nothing,” she said, leaning to get a better look.

	“Maybe if we give him a better view, he’ll give us a better view.” Lord Simon opened her folds as if showing the shadowed entrance of her channel to that darkened corner of the music room.

	Suddenly, a match flared and one candle, then two, were lit from that corner.

	Abbie braced against Simon, suddenly afraid of who might be there. It couldn’t be a ghost; spectral creatures couldn’t light candles, but she was spooked all the same.

	As her eyes came into focus, she saw a seated man, his thick thighs spread and his hand moving in his lap. As her vision adjusted, she realized he had the falls of his buckskin breeches open, and was working his cock while watching her.

	Satisfaction roared within Abbie, and her hips instinctively tilted to give this man a better view.

	It worked. He rose from his seat, still stroking his impressive shaft, and walked closer.

	She recognized this very tall man. It was Lord Geoffrey Maynwaryng, heir to the Duke of Maynwaryng, and noted cock of the walk. Judging by the size of the piece filling his hand, that reputation was deserved in more than one way.

	“You haven’t exaggerated one bit,” said Lord Geoffrey admiringly. “She’s a pretty one.”

	Abbie preened under their shared admiration.

	“Are you going to thank Geoffrey?”

	“Thank you, Lord Geoffrey,” she said softly.

	“Ahh, but he hears so much flattery, as the son of a duke. Best to thank him with actions,” said Simon. “Open your mouth to him, darling.”

	Abbie opened her jaw as Lord Geoffrey placed a large, warm hand on her cheek. She smelled his musky cock on his hand and turned her head to plant a kiss on the palm of his hand.

	“Now that’s a good girl,” said Simon, rewarding her with fingers teasing her entrance. “Stick your tongue out so he might anoint you with his sword.”

	She felt almost dazed and let Lord Geoffrey settle the head of his cock on her tongue, then stroke it up and down gently. Since he was so tall, she only needed to dip her head slightly to take him in. He smoothly pressed deeper into her mouth, deeper and deeper until she felt as though she might gag or lose the ability to take in air — unsurprising since this was the first cock she’d taken in her mouth.

	Simon stroked her hair and comforted her, whispering, “Breathe through the nose. You can handle it.”

	As she settled, Abbie felt Lord Geoffrey’s sack on her chin and she raised an experimental hand to it.

	“You want the contents of my balls, baroness?”

	Abbie hummed to signal her interest in being filled by the rake.

	“You keep that up and I won’t have any left to shoot into your little hole,” said Geoffrey, holding himself tight at the base of his shaft.

	“I already told you I’d deliver a load straight to your womb, but what about Geoffrey?” asked Simon. “Are you going to let him fill and seed your little cunny? I told him about our plans for tonight and he wanted in, too. He wants inside of your tight little snatch. One of us is going to be your baby’s father.”

	She moaned louder this time, desperate for one of them to fill her.

	Geoffrey pulled out of her mouth and worked with Simon to help Abbie sit upon the keys of the pianoforte. “But what if I break them? And what if we’re heard?” asked Abbie, her eyes growing round with fear.

	“This ghastly thing has needed tuning since the last century,” scoffed Lord Geoffrey. “Should we break it and spare the world another Basingbourne musicale, Prinny might elevate us all in rank.”

	Abbie sprawled across the pianoforte, her backside on the keys, legs spread with one knee hooked over the side and the other resting on the angled bench. She was scandalously open, and every movement caused the tinkling of music.

	“I hear you wish to be bred,” said Lord Geoffrey, pumping his hard cock. “I’ve got something that might help with that.”

	She watched as he settled his cockhead at her entrance and paused, making her back arch as she tried to draw him in. Geoffrey laughed and then pressed inside. He halted when their intimate hair met, panting.

	“You sure you fucked her already?” he asked Simon. “Because that sure feels like a virgin pussy.”

	Lord Simon slapped him on the back and laughed. “I told you she was a good girl with a sweet cunny, didn’t I?” He leaned forward and kissed Abbie on the lips sweetly, as if courting her. Then he fondled her nipple and let himself stare into her beautiful eyes.

	“I’ve been thinking of getting you with child,” he breathed.

	“Oh, she likes that,” said Geoffrey. “Squeezed my cock tight.”

	“You like the idea of me making your belly swell?” asked Simon. “But what will your husband say when he finds out? He’s going to be furious that another man got into his henhouse.”

	“That? She really likes,” said Geoffrey, wincing as he sought to control his cock and not spend too soon.

	“Geoffrey is going to unload his seed inside your pretty little cunny, and then I’m going to add more. Would you like that?” asked Simon, fondling Abbie’s nub.

	“He told me all about how he’s going to put a baby in you,” said Geoffrey, earning a playful whack from his friend.

	“Only if you want it,” said Simon, lowering himself until he was over her hip and approaching the place Geoffrey was filling her so well. He dipped his head and licked over her nub, causing the pianoforte’s keys to tinkle as her body jolted.

	His licks and sucks became more lavish as he ran his tongue over her spread lips, explored each fold, and glanced over the place she was stretched around Lord Geoffrey’s punishing cock. Abbie felt her body grow tighter and more hungry, needing to feel seed deep within her channel.

	“Simon,” Abbie gasped, earning her a smile against her spread cunny. Simon directed her hand to the back of his head and let her guide him where she needed his ministrations.

	“Fuck, she’s going to take this baby right out of my balls,” moaned Geoffrey as he felt Abbie start to spasm around his taxed cock.

	“Fill her belly,” Simon said as he stroked her skin below the navel, where the barest hint of movement could be seen in the right light. “Give me something to thrust through when I slide in to seed that womb.”

	Abbie screamed into her arm as she splintered in ecstatic release when Lord Geoffrey pumped her full of spend. The slippery seed only prolonged her orgasm, and she felt well used when he finally pulled from her body and wiped his hair from his brow.

	“Fuck,” said Geoffrey, regarding her as if dazed by their encounter.

	Lord Simon didn’t hesitate to take his friend’s place between Abbie’s legs. Before a single drop of Geoffrey’s spend could escape, he was pushing into Abbie’s channel, and reveling in the feeling of the mess they’d made of her cunt.

	“You feel that, darling?” he asked, tucking a piece of hair behind her ear. “I think I promised to make you a mother tonight.”

	“Oh, Simon,” she moaned. “I almost don’t want it to take so that you and your friend can keep filling me.”

	“You like it when my friend Geoffrey here seeds your little cunny?”

	She nodded frantically as he pushed deeper into her clasp.

	“You’re such a good girl, and you deserve a baby, don’t you?” he asked, nuzzling her neck as she fluttered around his cock.

	“Since Geoffrey got in that cunny first, I’m going to have to unload more seed than usual to make sure it’s my baby that takes,” grunted Simon.

	“That’s so filthy,” moaned Abbie, nearly mindless as she took Simon’s thrusts.

	“It is filthy, but you’re a filthy girl, deep down, aren’t you?” asked Simon, grinding his cock extra deep as if to emphasize his point. “Admit it: you love taking more than one man.”

	“Yes! I love it,” she gasped, her orgasm winding ever closer.

	“It’s too bad your husband George isn’t filling this cunny properly,” said Simon. “Thankfully I know plenty of men who would be pleased to step in.”

	Abbie couldn’t resist letting her hand drift down to her clitoris, which she rubbed with abandon.

	“Oh, you like the idea of taking an unbroken string of men at once? Getting your womb washed with the seed of different men, all vying to put a baby in you?”

	Abbie’s cunt tightened around Simon until she orgasmed again, this time so hard the keys seemed to crash as if played by a virtuoso. He followed her over the edge and held his cock inside long after he ceased pumping spend into her channel.

	Their faces were scant inches apart, and Simon ran his lips over Abbie’s cheek before whispering in her ear. “How about you bend over this pianoforte and let Geoffrey fuck you again while I tell you what I have in mind for the next ton ball?”

	


Chapter 4

	Abbie felt like a jittery mess as she prepared for the next ball. Would Simon deliver on the fantasy he’d whispered into her ear? Might she finally become a mother after all of this time? And what would George say when she was carrying a child most definitely not his?

	She paused in her dressing room and stood before the mirror, turning to the side to see if perhaps something had already changed about her body that might indicate early pregnancy. She was stroking her lower belly, willing a baby to take up residence, when George opened the door and saw her.

	“Amanda wished to know if she might borrow your bracelet this evening,” asked George, not commenting on his wife’s curious behavior.

	“Most certainly,” she said. “It’s in my dressing-table drawer.”

	She remained breathless while completing her preparations, but fear loomed in her head. Above all, what would happen if George was to learn the extent of her infidelity — especially what she had planned tonight?

	***

	At the entrance of the Lavander residence, Abbie greeted Sarah and Margery, who were both clearly distracted.

	“Have you seen Priscilla?” asked Margery, while ducking behind a column.

	“Priscilla Sorel? Not tonight,” said Abbie, confused why her friend was behaving strangely.

	Sarah grabbed Abbie’s arm and hauled her towards a display of sugared fruit. “She’s been hiding from every man in uniform all night. Let’s get a bite. I’m starving. Walter has me on a reducing regimen that’s mostly coffee. I feel like my head is going to spin into the atmosphere.”

	Abbie groused with her friend, Waspish Walter being the least popular husband of the bunch. “Why were you searching for Priscilla?”

	“Oh, she’s due to assist with guarding against unacceptable behavior from rakes,” said Sarah, biting into a plum.

	Abbie began to cough and choke on her own piece of apricot. “Well, you might find that the rakes are very well-behaved tonight. Why, they might not even set foot in the house at all!”

	Sarah regarded her with curiosity. “Why would they do that? I thought they lived to make trouble.”

	“Perhaps they plan to get up to trouble elsewhere,” said Abbie, regarding the ceiling so as not to give the plan away.

	“That doesn’t sound like them at all,” said Sarah, deeply confused. “You said you’d take the stables tonight? I hardly think that would be the site of anything scandalous.”

	“We can never be too sure, dear,” said Abbie, turning her head to conceal what she feared was a deep and incriminating blush.

	***

	By the time Abbie made it to the stables, the ball was well and truly underway. She’d left Amanda under the watchful eye of Sarah and the other matrons and carefully walked through the darkened grounds towards the place Simon had described.

	She rounded the corner and immediately saw him. Simon came to her side and placed a courting kiss on her lips.

	“Someone is sweet tonight,” she said, regarding her lover with a smile.

	“Just thinking of that sweet cunny,” he said, nuzzling her neck and trailing kisses behind her ear. He pulled her inside the stables. “Is my girl wet already?”

	“You might have to help me with that.”

	He fumbled with her bodice in his haste to get access to her generous bosom. At the same time, Abbie heard a noise from within the stables and froze.

	“What’s that?” she asked, still terrified that George might somehow discover her adventures.

	“Just workers taking care of the horses,” said Simon, working her breasts free of her dress and sucking on one exposed nipple. “They won’t take part tonight, but we can hardly eject them from their own stable.”

	“Oh,” she said, her blood heating when she thought she saw a flash of an eye directed at her exposed breasts from the other side of the barn.

	“You don’t mind them being here, do you? They’re hardly the type of men to talk.”

	“I don’t know, Simon,” she said. “What if they think ill of me for being unfaithful to my husband? What if they find my body wanting?”

	“I suspect they’ll want your body,” said Simon, growling as he rubbed his unshaven cheek to her soft breasts.

	“Should I remove my clothes?” she asked, her eyes still darting around the stables.

	Lord Simon’s eyes roved over her body, and he growled, pulling her against his erection. “Leave them on. The idea of catching a lost matron and tossing up her skirts for a quick fuck gets my cock leaking.”

	“Doesn’t everything get your cock leaking?” asked Abbie in a rare moment of teasing.

	“Where you’re concerned, yes,” he said, grinding into her aching cleft.

	“I say, Simon, didn’t you promise us a pretty matron with a ripe cunny?” Abbie heard from around the walls of the loose box in which they were standing.

	“Over here, lads,” said Simon, fondling Abbie’s exposed breasts while positioning her in front of him for their delectation.

	“Well, fuck me,” said one man, who stopped walking when he saw Abbie. “Those are some nice titties.”

	“Aren’t you a duke’s son? Have some class,” said another lad rounding the corner. He, too, paused at the sight of Simon playing with Abbie’s nipples. “That’s a prime piece, Damsell.”

	A third man rounded the corner and simply stared. “Cunny,” he said.

	In response, Lord Simon raised Abbie’s skirt to reveal her frilly drawers.

	“You stayed out of her cunt until we arrived?” asked the second man, going to his knees before Abbie, seemingly unconcerned about the hay in the loose box getting on his trousers.

	He pulled Abbie’s drawers down her legs with care and helped her step out of them.

	“This one’s named George,” said Simon into her ear as George stared at her cunny before diving in to part her folds and lick her with abandon.

	“That’s my husband’s name,” she said with a giggle.

	“I know, we talked about it,” said Simon, still holding her breasts to support her as George got her thigh on his shoulder because of enthusiasm for tasting her cunny.

	“Damsell, are you going to let us taste those sweet tits, or are you going to hold them for yourself all night?” asked the third man.

	Simon settled his hands at her waist and let the two gents suck at Abbie’s nipples.

	“Heard you want these filled with milk,” said one of them.

	“We’ll gladly fill you to get the job done,” said the other.

	Abbie quaked a little at the thought of these young bucks breeding her in the stables. When the man applying himself to tasting every bit of her cunny slid a finger into her channel, Abbie let out a moan that caused a nearby horse to sputter in response.

	“I haven’t told you the best part, my girl,” said Simon from behind her. “Those two gents trying to bring in your milk? They’re named George, too.”

	Abbie felt her legs slightly fold as pleasure ripped from her scalp to her cunt and made her spasm around George the first’s solitary finger. She cried out as he stroked with an expert’s touch and drew forth wave after wave of pleasure.

	“How does she feel?” asked one of the Georges at her breast.

	“Wet and sweet and ripe for a cock,” said George from the ground, where he was licking his lips with relish.

	“You see,” said Simon, stroking his cheek along hers, “if one George isn’t performing his marital duty, it’s only right that you should have three, in honor of His Majesty.”

	“That’s, that’s,” she sputtered, “sacrilege!”

	“Not in England,” said Simon. “And what man wouldn’t be honored by a lady taking his namesakes like a prize strumpet?”

	“Is that what I am now, a strumpet?”

	“My prize strumpet,” said Simon, rubbing her waist where she’d soon be carrying some man’s child. “My tasty crumpet. My darling pet.”

	“It feels good to be desired,” she said as he ran his fingers over her ear.

	On the ground, the Georges had assembled and one held her hem, another hoisted her thigh, and the third pressed a kiss into her spread cunt.

	“Where did you find them, Simon?” she asked, laughing as the men pretended to fight for the chance to worship her cunt.

	“Georges are a ha’penny a dozen since the Hanovers took over,” said Simon with a laugh. “Now, ‘Simon’ is a rare bird indeed. Wouldn’t want to let a special one like that get away.”

	“Indeed,” she said, laughing as he held her breasts and looked down at her assemblage of worshippers.

	“May we fuck her cunny?” asked one of the Georges.

	“She’s very wet and ready,” said another.

	“What say you, my dear?” he asked Abbie. “Shall we let some George give you a baby?”

	***

	Abbie was bent over, her hands gripping the half wall of the loose box. As he’d stated before, Simon didn’t want her fully nude; rather, he pulled and tucked her gown this way and that so her body was exposed. She supposed she looked like a Covent Garden harlot entertaining a gent for a three-penny standup — while being a baroness, and married to one of the most powerful men in the land.

	One of the Georges stepped behind her and ran his hand up her stockinged leg. He eased his cock into her hungry channel in a slow push while keeping the fabric of her dress anchored to her back.

	“He told me it was a sweet little cunny, but he failed to say it was this sweet,” said a George, exhaling as he bottomed out in Abbie’s cunt.

	Simon leaned against the wall, smiling as he watched his lover take his friends’ cocks. “You like getting railed by a gang of rakes?”

	“You know I do,” she said, letting out tiny, high noises each time George thrust in.

	“Let me in,” said another of the Georges, pulling his friend off to take his place in Abbie’s cunny.

	This man was thicker and had her gasping as he stretched her channel on his first glide.

	“Fuck, were you even in there?” that George asked the other. “She’s so tight I might see stars.”

	The third George applied himself to rubbing Abbie’s nub and licking at her breast while simultaneously palming his cock inside of his breeches. “If we get our balls drained this good every time, we might come to all the ton balls.”

	Abbie turned a stern glare at him. “Only if you restrict your amorous activities to matrons and leave the debutantes alone!”

	“Fuck,” he said, “I’m going to come. Get out of my way, I need in that cunt.”

	There was a scuffle, but the scolded George made it into Abbie before he unloaded his sack at the mouth of her womb.

	“George the first,” he said, pulling out with a new swagger. “Perhaps that will mean it’s my child she carries.”

	The thick George pushed back in and rutted Abbie until she wailed with pleasure.

	“Your hair is a mess,” said Simon as he swept a piece of hay from her coiffure as her crisis approached. “But I suppose it will be disarranged when you’re having the baby, so you should get used to it. We’ll give you as many as you’d like.”

	Abbie broke at his words, her fingers clawing into the wood of the half wall and her channel milking the George currently pouring himself into her to completion.

	“Are you well?” asked Simon, toying with her nipple and watching her expression for signs of discomfort.

	“I’ve another George to take, haven’t I?” she asked gamely.

	“We’d hate to disrespect our current dynasty,” said Simon with a smile, directing his friend to take his place at Abbie’s back. Soon, he too had filled Abbie and pulled free of her tight clasp.

	Simon helped Abbie stand and held her to his muscular body as she caught her breath for a moment.

	“How do you feel?” he asked.

	“I feel as though there might be seed running down my legs,” she said drily.

	He groaned and palmed his clothed cock.

	“Do you have room for one more?” he asked.

	“You have no objection to taking a well-used woman?”

	He growled. “I like nothing better. Some men feel that way. They enjoy the sight, taste, and sensation of another man having been there first.”

	“Would that all husbands and lovers think as you do,” she said.

	“I might not be as unique as you imagine,” he said, helping her resume her bent-over position.

	“Now, I want you to be as loud as you’d like. Scream and cry and moan. Summon that neglectful husband of yours and make him see his wife used by rakes who actually appreciate her sweet little cunny.”

	Abbie rubbed at her nub furiously, getting ever hotter at his words. “But what of the stable men? I was trying to be quiet so they wouldn’t discover us.”

	“The stable men?” asked Simon with a laugh. “They’ve been hearing everything and are no doubt beating their cocks at the sight of your beautiful body getting used. Come out!”

	She heard hay crunching before she saw the men in their rough clothes at the entrance of the box. A few had their hands down their trousers while one had his cock fully out, beating it restlessly as he stared at Abbie’s puffy and seeded cunny lips.

	Nearby, the Georges also observed the scene before them, their cocks in hand as they beat them back to hardness.

	“Oh god, Simon,” said Abbie, trembling until Simon wrapped a reassuring arm around her waist and fitted his cock at her entrance while she braced her hands on the half wall.

	“They like what they see, these men of all classes: a beautiful matron with the hottest little cunny in London. You see how they admire you? And desire you? You’ve got their cocks hard as oak, love.”

	Abbie wailed as Simon pushed his thick cock into her well-used cunt, sliding into her slippery channel with ease until he could go no further.

	“You want a baby, Abbie? We can stay here all night fucking you until you’re awash in spend. You’ve got a line of them hard and ready to fill you all night.”

	She clenched on Simon’s cock at his crude, yet enticing words.

	“That’s it, Abbie, work it out of me. Take that baby into your womb. I want to plant that seed in you.” He thrust deep and reached around to rub her clitoris until she was shaking.

	“You’re close?” he asked. She moaned her answer, pulsing as she felt her orgasm draw near.

	“Tell your husband who is fucking you. Who is going to put a baby in his wife?”

	“I’m taking the rakes, George, and they’re going to make me a mother at last!” she yelled. Abbie giggled, but screamed when her orgasm suddenly broke, leaving her boneless and bent over as Simon grunted while unloading his sack deep within her cunny.

	The barn was quiet save the sound of the stable men and the Georges beating their cocks.

	And then disaster struck.

	“Abigail Taillere, what is the meaning of this?”

	The George who was most definitely her husband had arrived.

	


Chapter 5

	“Abigail…” said George, surveying the stables and then alighting on several of the Georges, hastily pulling on their trousers and scurrying off. It hardly seemed like the most dashing of activities for a lover to do — racing from the scene of an amorous encounter, leaving their lady behind to deal with an enraged husband. The stable men shot out from the barn like they were on fire, leading to shouts of alarm from outside that had to be quieted.

	The whole thing was rather funny. In fact, it was enormously funny, and Abbie laughed.

	“Abigail, I hardly think—”

	Simon stepped forward as if to challenge George.

	She’d reached her limit; she wouldn’t put up with George blaming her for a problem he’d caused, particularly since she’d finally been satisfied. And she would not make this Simon’s problem, either. She gestured for him to leave, and he nodded his understanding and goodbye to her before departing.

	“If you think to lecture me on wifely behavior, return to the card room and allow me to clean myself up alone,” she said sternly. “If you left your purse unguarded and unused for ten years, would even the assize court blame it for walking off?”

	“I hardly think those men are begging for womanly attentions,” muttered George.

	“And yet I have been left untouched all this time. For ten years, I went without sexual contact. And when you visited me on our wedding night, your attentions were perfunctory, despite a very promising courtship.”

	Abbie was still bent over, her arse bare and on display, and she was looking over her shoulder to berate George. The position was getting ridiculous, so she made to stand up.

	“No, stay as you were. Like that,” said George, approaching her.

	She wanted to cover her bare cunny, swollen and dripping with semen from the many men who had used her in the stables. Abbie clenched, remembering them taking her, one after another, and unloading their seed inside of her channel. She felt some of their collective seed escape and run further down her thigh.

	George settled his hands on her hips — he was so near, so suddenly — and Abbie trembled with fear at what he might do when confronted with the evidence of other men thoroughly using his wife. He dropped to his knees, his fine trousers landing in the hay.

	“What are you—”

	And then his mouth was on her. His licks were tentative at first, barely skimming her well-used nether lips. But soon, he was pressing his face into her wrecked cunny. His nose and lips and tongue worked her in ways she’d never imagined a man would after seeing firsthand the hard use of his wife by a band of rakes.

	“Seeing you like this,” moaned George, using his hands to pull her body more open for his ravening mouth. “The way they used you, pumped you full of seed. I fear I might spend in my trousers.”

	Abbie gasped. He liked this? All this time, the solution to her marital woes was… letting other men fuck her? Many other men?

	George turned his neck to better suck at her nub, then ran his fingers into her stretched and seeded cunt.

	“Don’t think to remove the seed,” she warned, desperate for the chance to be a mother to her own child at last.

	“Fear not, my lady wife,” said George, working her harder. “Anything I displace, I will replace personally.”

	Abbie screamed as she reached the heights of pleasure at his words, gripping the stable stall to remain in position for his ruthless tongue that sent her shaking as she squeezed his fingers over and over as if they were a hard cock that could get her pregnant.

	When she recovered from her orgasm, George wrapped her in his cape, then escorted her to the carriage for what could only be an interesting ride home.

	***

	Minutes after reaching their carriage she was exposed again, bouncing in George’s lap on his hard cock for the first time in a decade. He’d let Abbie know Margery had offered to see Amanda home, so they had time to talk… and fuck.

	“Seeing you with them. Seeing evidence of how they used you,” George groaned as he held Abbie’s waist and let her ride his shaft. “I’m going to be hard for years just remembering that.”

	“I certainly hope you’ll put that hard cock to good use,” said Abbie sternly, sending him her best governess eyebrow raise. “I mean to get a baby from you. Or them. The true paternity matters not.”

	“You say things like this and I’ll spend,” he warned.

	“No,” she said sternly. “You’ll stay hard and only release your seed when I give you permission.”

	“Yes, baroness.”

	“Moreover, this will not be the last time I play with other men. Lord Simon Damsell especially.”

	“Fuck, Abbie, my balls can’t take it.”

	“They’ll have to take it. You left me waiting for ten years. Surely you can control your cock for a few minutes.”

	“I love it when you’re stern,” he said, grabbing her bare breasts and fondling her nipples as she bounced on him. “Together, we’ll fill these tits for our babies.”

	Abbie whimpered as the sensations built again. But she needed to make something clear. “You’ve made catastrophic decisions for a decade, George. A quick tup in a carriage can’t undo that. You need to make amends.”

	He thrust up into his wife — his ravishing, irresistible wife — and worked to make her come. “I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life pleasuring you. And sharing you with as many rakes as your heart desires.”

	At these words, delivered so sincerely, Abbie felt herself break yet again and rode George’s cock until his hands gripped the carriage bench in an effort not to come.

	“Fill me, baron,” she said. “Give me a baby, or push some other man’s seed deeper.”

	At that, he groaned and unloaded into his wife, all while holding her close and whispering sweet nothings into her ear.

	THE END
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