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Chapter 1

London, 1880

“My wife of 15 years informed me that she plans to start taking lovers,” said Laurence Balistarius, Duke of Astwell, over the dinner table.

A soup spoon clattered.

“I’m right here, Laurence,” said Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell, the lover-seeking wife in question.

Fortunately, as Laurence and Julia were well aware, they were dining en-famille without the assistance of their servants. They were joined by Laurence’s friend and longtime mentor in the House of Lords, Hugh Carnifex, Earl Carnifex.

He was a handsome widower about a decade older than Laurence’s own 39 years of age, and he took the news in stride with the grace that made him a celebrated politician.

“I wish you luck with your endeavors, my dear?” he said to Julia, his eyes crinkling. At last, he thought, the girl was seizing some measure of happiness and refusing to be bowed by her sometimes insensitive husband and his august titles.

“As Richard’s godfather, I thought you should know,” said Laurence, suddenly adhering to propriety after a bachelorhood of raking and a marriage characterized by impregnating his wife periodically and conducting discreet affairs continuously.

“And how is the boy?” asked Hugh, settling in with his wine, carefully observing the couple for signs that marital rupture was near.

Julia proudly reported on the lad’s installation at Harrow. She’d been a green girl when Laurence had captured her and her industrial-sized dowry at the first ball of her debut season. Now in her early thirties, Hugh estimated, she seemed to have regained some of the light that had dimmed over the course of several pregnancies and Laurence’s indifference.

What had put the roses back in her cheeks? Had she already begun taking lovers?

After Julia had shared news of Richard’s election to head boy of his dormitory, Laurence interjected: “I was heading to Madame Hélène’s tonight, would you both like to join the party?”

“You intend to take your wife there, Laurence?” asked Hugh, finally shocked by the Balistariuses.

“What is Madame Hélène’s, Laurence?” asked Julia, her voice light despite the slight tremor of her knife that Hugh spotted only due to decades in politics and at gambling tables with deep play.

“A bordello of the finest sort, dear wife. As your tutor in debauchery, I think it’s time for you to observe how the best in the game tup,” he said.

Hugh studied the fine weave of the tablecloth. Oh, this was going to be a fiasco of the first order. If Laurence wanted to fling his marriage off a cliff, Hugh could imagine no better way.

“Are you sure—” asked Hugh.

“I’ve made a solemn promise to Julia to tutor her in discreet affair-making,” said Laurence, placing his hand over his wife’s limp one. “If one wants to be the best student, it is necessary to attend the best école.”


Chapter 2

The carriage ride to Madame Hélène’s was quiet, with the gentlemen facing backwards so that Julia could face the front, alone on her own bench.

She wore one of her new gowns from Madame Eugénie. She reflected that perhaps the fastest way to shed her matronly demeanor and reputation was simply to affix “Madame” to her name and frenchify it.

Madame Juliette would be a lady of discretion, sailing through ballrooms and salons, her heart never broken and her after-hours dance card always full. Julia resolved to be Madame Juliette tonight, impervious to insult and open to the pleasures life had to offer.

She shifted slightly, unused to the silk underthings that barely clothed her sex.

“Anxious to see the games begin?” asked Laurence, not missing a single thing from his shadowed seat across from her. He ran his cane up her silk stockinged leg, and used the tip to toss her skirts a bit. They quickly floated down.

“No need for your charms to be hidden from Hugh, he’s an old family friend,” said Laurence.

“Astwell, if you continue to needle your wife thus, you’ll find yourself in a very bad position indeed,” said Hugh, losing his temper.

“I intend to be in many positions tonight, none of them bad,” said Laurence.

Julia adjusted the lace on her gloves, determined to show no emotion nor rise to his baiting.

Soon they arrived at the brothel, which operated within a very ordinary-looking townhouse without the ostentatious decoration Julia had assumed would mark such a place of business.

Laurence was greeted as an old friend, to Julia’s growing shame. She, meanwhile, was introduced as a guest of Earl Carnifex to protect her reputation.

They were soon whisked away to “The Blue Room,” a chamber that was actually red and resulted in several raised eyebrow from the staff that delivered champagne on ice and cigars to them.

“What is the meaning of this?” seethed Carnifex, feeling himself ensnared in a plot in which he wanted no part.

“Julia needs to see how mistresses are expected to behave in bed…and outside of it,” said Laurence. “What better way to teach her than here at the école?”

“So we’re all to sit here and watch a show?” asked Hugh.

“You and my wife will observe the proceedings,” said Hugh. “I’ll be taking part.”

Julia realized that she’d be confronting the full reality of her husband’s extramarital activities for the first time. She pressed her lips together, then stared straight ahead at the draped glass in front of her.

“You’re playing too deep, Astwell,” said Hugh. “No decent husband would force his wife to watch him cavort with a harlot.”

“But that’s why you’re here, Hugh,” said Laurence. “Should she need distraction or relief, I give you leave to be of service to her.”

“Being of service to a lady is offering a handkerchief at a picnic!” erupted Hugh.

“Perhaps she wants something from inside your trousers rather than from inside your coat pocket,” said Laurence.

Julia gripped the fabric of her dress. “Go, Laurence, do what you were going to do anyway.”

Laurence took his wife’s fidgeting hands in his own.

“I can dress you up like a fancy piece, but the moment you flop on the bed like a freshly slaughtered lamb, the jig will be up,” he said. “It’s best that you learn how to fuck now, and not after multiple embarrassing failed attempts. Take a seat and enjoy the show.”

He dropped a perfunctory kiss on Julia’s forehead and departed with great energy.

“I can take you home,” said Hugh, his voice flat as he sat on a banquette beside her.

Julia sighed. “I should see what he’s so desperate for me to witness.”

“Do you mean to divorce him?” asked Carnifex.

Julia looked up abruptly. “No, not at all.”

“I’m sorry that your marriage has proven unhappy,” said Hugh.

“My marriage has provided me with a good deal of happiness,” said Julia. “The children are a source of constant joy.”

“But the marriage itself…”

“Even at seventeen, I knew not to ask for the stars,” said Julia, smiling sadly.

“He does care for you, you know.”

“I’m sure he does, in his own way,” said Julia. “Laurence had the misfortune of becoming lord of all that he surveyed very early in life. Had things been different, perhaps his character might have developed differently.”

“He is a force in Lords,” said Hugh.

“I have no doubt that he takes great care with his political work,” said Julia. But he did not take great care with his wife.

The curtains covering the glass in front of them opened. Before them was an empty blue room with a purple velvet chaise longue in the center. The gas lights were positioned so as to highlight the furniture, surely where the spectacle would take place.

“Say the word, Julia, at any point,” said Hugh.

She placed her hand in his and squeezed. He placed his other hand on top and held it. This would be a tragedy and he’d need to do anything possible to save the Balistariuses from a disaster of their own making.

A sound came from inside the blue room as Laurence entered and took a seat on the chaise. He sat casually, not paying attention to the glass that allowed Julia and Hugh to observe him.

In the doorway, a feather duster appeared.

Hugh groaned, sinking in his seat.

“Is something the matter, Hugh?” asked Julia.

“Of all the unimaginative…”

Julia looked up and saw a woman in a maid costume enter the room. Her dress was so scandalously short that if she leaned over, her bottom would be on display. Her ample bosom spilled out of the low-cut bodice. She looked back and winked at the audience.

“Oh,” said Julia, seeming to get smaller.

“It’s a cheap pantomime,” said Hugh, reassuring her. “Just a stock fantasy, nothing meant by it.”

“But he did take up with a maid while I was pregnant with Mariona,” said Julia quietly. “I caught them. Not in the act, but I caught them all the same.”

Hugh brought his hand to Julia’s head and directed it to rest against his shoulder, trying to convince her to look away.

“Julia, please,” said Hugh. “Say the word.”

“He selected this entertainment for me,” she said, allowing tears to escape. “He did this, knowing…”

Hugh swallowed down his rage and impulse to walk into the other room and call Laurence out like they lived in the last century, when such lawless behavior might have been somewhat tolerated among members of their class.

The harlot playacting a maid made her way to the chaise and began using her feather duster on the fabric.

“That doesn’t even make sense,” said Julia, sufficiently aware of the practicalities of household management to realize that the chaise needed a different treatment for the removal of dust.

“These scenes are often nonsensical, dear,” said Hugh, stroking her elaborate braided hair. He pulled a pin from it. “Perhaps you’ll feel better if I take your hair down and massage your neck?”

She murmured her assent and relaxed into his shoulder.

In the tableau before them, Laurence yanked the feather duster to draw the maid nearer. She minced her way to him, causing her breasts to jiggle.

“She’s a pretty girl,” said Julia. “Don’t you think so?”

Hugh looked down at her, watching her watch the debauchery before them. “Yes.”

She looked up and was caught in Hugh’s eyes.

He returned to removing the pins from her hair, bringing down the braids, which he released until he had a skein of thick, dark, long hair, which he wrapped around his hand.

“You could forbid me from watching simply by yanking my head away,” she said, smiling at last.

He gave the slightest tug. “Would you like that?” he asked.

She looked into the room before her, where Laurence had the harlot-maid half out of her dress, and was playing with her breasts.

“Do men like bubbies that look like that?” she asked, not answering Hugh’s question.

“If they do, I don’t think they’ll find your breasts lacking,” said Hugh, his voice tight as he surveyed her neckline.

“Oh, mine are like this because I’m still nursing,” she said. “They’re usually quite ordinary, but I’m swollen with milk these days because of the baby.”

Hugh drew in a long, slow breath to calm his heated blood.

“I don’t think a single man on earth would find that disappointing,” said Hugh.

In front of them, Laurence was flicking his tongue over the maid’s nipple.

“I’m surprised you can’t smell it on me,” said Julia, babbling in an attempt to distract herself. “It practically leaks out these days.”

Hugh could no longer resist and dropped his nose to Julia’s neck where he inhaled deeply. He used the hand in her hair to bend her neck to the side. He stayed there, drinking in her scent.

“Hugh…” said Julia, her voice breathy.

“I’m sorry,” said Hugh, planting a gentle kiss on her collarbone. What he apologized for was unclear: was it Laurence’s behavior or his own? Julia didn’t pause to consider it, she only reveled in the sensation of a lover’s kiss on her heated skin.

“There’s nothing to apologize for,” she said. “I want your touch.”

“And I want to peel this dress off,” said Hugh, groaning and trailing kisses lower on her chest. “Can I see them?”

Julia paused and looked in his eyes. “You want to see my breasts?” she said.

“And suck on them,” he replied, watching her eyes flick to the room where Laurence had his hand between the maid’s legs.

“Yes,” she said, tugging at her bodice to expose her bountiful décolletage.

Julia’s new corset hoisted her bosom high, and Hugh ran his fingers over the exposed bounty before him. Her areolae were nearly visible, the briefest hint of rose peeked over the top of the boning.

“Look at your pretty titties. Such a lovely girl,” he said into her neck.

“I feel like a towering aspic these days,” said Julia.

“No wonder I want to eat you up,” he said, reaching into the corset with one hand to withdraw a breast.

“Hugh, oh,” she said, leaning back as he took her hard nipple into his mouth.

“You’re dripping, Julia,” said Hugh, briefly pausing in his desperate sucking of her full breast.

Before them, Laurence rolled a rubber on his cock and tossed up the maid’s negligible short skirt before plunging into her while she leaned over the chaise with her tits on full display.

Distracted, Julia motioned to the scene: “Is that what men want? To take a woman in that way?”

Hugh was initially disoriented, forgetting Laurence’s little tableau due to the pleasure afforded by the man’s wife. “From behind?” asked Hugh.

“Yes, I suppose people could do it that way,” she said. “I hadn’t considered.”

Hugh latched on to her other, full breast and hummed.

She ran her fingers through his thick hair and contorted herself to make him comfortable.

“No, don’t twist yourself for my pleasure,” he said, laying her down on the banquette and coming down on top of her to reclaim her nipple.

“Hugh, I’m so wet everywhere,” she said, arching her back to rub against his firm abdomen.

“You are being a naughty girl tonight, Julia,” said Hugh. “Your husband is in the next room and you’re telling me about your wet cunt, aren’t you?”

“My husband has his manhood buried in a harlot,” said Julia, her voice soft. “And he gave you leave to be of service to me.”

“I think he meant for me to give you a shoulder to lean on when he caused you to cry, not plant my cock in your pussy,” said Hugh, grinding his bulge into the apex of her thighs.

Julia shifted her legs apart to better cradle him.

“The mother of my eldest godson, the Duchess of Astwell, fifteen years out from your debut and I would wager that you have the tightest, hottest little snatch in London,” he growled into her neck. “You need breaking in like the greenest virgin.”

“Hugh, I want it,” she said, trying to draw up her gown’s hem despite his body trapping the fabric.

“When I finally touch your cunt, are you going to be soaking for me?” he asked. “Will you pulse and gush on my fingers?”

“Please,” she whimpered.

“You beautiful temptress, you’re going to have half of our fair city slavering for a taste of your slit,” he said.

“Would you, Hugh?” she asked.

He pressed his clothed cock into her. “What does it feel like?” he asked.

“You could take it out and put it in me,” she said. “Just the tip. You could get it wet before Laurence would ever know.”

Hugh laughed and wound her hair around his wrist once again. “You are more tempting than Eve,” he said.

On the other side of the glass, Laurence pumped away into the harlot-maid, now on her back with her legs in the air. Hugh and Julia glanced over at him periodically, but mostly to determine when he would return to their room.

“Do you use the girls here like that?” asked Julia.

“At Madame Hélène’s?” asked Hugh. “I’m an old man these days and don’t wish to train a regular rotation of new girls. Since a few years after my wife died, I’ve kept a mistress.”

“You don’t feel old,” she said, cupping his cock. “Do men become faithful as they mature?”

“Some of us do,” he said, a look of sadness crossing his features as he looked into her hopeful face. She wasn’t still hoping to secure her husband’s heart and fidelity after all this time, was she?

“Would your mistress begrudge you a night with me?” she asked.

“My mistress recently left my employ and married a barrister,” he said. “A love match. I gave them a wedding gift of five hundred pounds and the house I purchased for her when we began our alliance.”

Julia smoothed the hair back from his temples. “You’re a good man, Hugh Carnifex,” she said. “I’d almost think you weren’t an aristocrat.”

He laughed and then kissed her square on the lips.

She froze, unused to the sensation of a grown man’s lips on her own.

“More than anything, perhaps this is what you need,” he said, cupping her neck to help direct her movements.

He sucked her lower lip between his own and showed her how to gently tease her tongue on his.

She seemed to release all tension below him and melt into the banquette. He covered her, nuzzling into her hair and then deepening the kiss.

He trailed his hand back down to her breast and tweaked her nipple in coordination with his kisses.

She shifted her legs further apart, forever seeking more stimulation.

“I’m not going to put it in you here,” he whispered into her ear. “You’re not a harlot bound to service at Madam Hélène’s, you deserve to be stretched out in a capacious ducal bed and properly loved upon.”

“I’d take whatever you have to give, wherever you’ll give it to me,” she said, babbling and truthful.

“You don’t have to accept scraps. You’re a duchess. You’re Julia,” he said. “I need you to start asking for more.”

She twisted below him. “Is that true?” she asked.

He nodded yes before nipping at her lips.

“Then I want something of yours inside of me, Hugh, right now,” she said. “It doesn’t need to be your cock, but I’m empty inside and I’ve been empty for so long. Fill me before Laurence returns from his stunt in the other room.”

“What I wouldn’t give to drive my cock into you this moment,” Hugh growled, pulling at her dress to find the hem. “But we’ll both have to settle for my fingers inside your sweet cunt. Is that sufficient for now, my darling girl?”

Julia began to breathe faster and helped him toss up her skirts. “Yes. Now,” she said, yanking at the silk drawers that barely concealed her pussy from his hungry sight.

Hugh paused, holding her hand for a moment. “Let me take this in. That scrap of fabric, wet and straining against your hot cunt,” he said, running a knuckle over her clothed seam.

“Hurry,” she urged, “there’s no way Laurence will last much longer.”

Hugh paused. “What makes you think that, my dear?”

“He usually concludes our marital activities quickly,” she said. “Is this not the way of all men?”

Hugh drew the silk drawers down her hips and legs, thinking of how to break the news to Julia that her husband was a lout. He considered the options and merely chose to say: “I’ll give you a very different experience, if you wish.”

“Here?” she asked, her eyes bright, quickly glancing at the other room where Laurence continued to pound into the harlot-maid, now joined in the room by her fellow employee, who fondled Laurence’s sac.

“At your townhouse,” he said. “Or mine. Tonight.”

“Yes, yes,” she said. “In the meantime, make me feel less empty inside.”

“I will, if you allow me to keep these,” he said, brandishing the drawers.

“But what shall I wear on the ride home?” she said.

“Ideally, my face,” diving in for a filthy open-mouthed kiss before she could question what he meant.

He drew his hand up her warm, smooth thigh.

“I’m going to use my fingers to part your folds now,” he said. “Do you know what I mean?”

She looked deep into his eyes, a bit hazy from pleasure. “My nether parts?”

“Here,” he said, using his fingers to open her outer labia and stroke her wet inner lips.

Julia shook as sexual need consumed her. “Hugh, I need you, now.”

“I’ve got you,” sliding his large index finger into her grasping channel.

“My son’s godfather is inside of me,” she said with wonder.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, pumping the finger roughly to her mounting satisfaction.

“It feels so good,” she mewled, taking him all the way into her body.

“You feel so good,” he murmured. “Are you always this wet?”

“Almost never,” she said, laughing. “We’ve had quite an evening together.”

He ran the flat of his tongue over her exposed, pebbled nipple. “We’ve only just begun.”

Julia looked over to the other room anxiously, worried that she’d miss out on a climax if Laurence finished before they concluded. “He’s picking up speed,” said Julia. “Usually that means…”

“I’m going to add another finger to your hot little greedy pussy,” said Hugh, fitting his middle finger into her vagina confidently like a man that had been satisfying women since early in Queen Victoria’s reign. He dragged his fingers in and out, hitting the spots on the front of her channel that had her bouncing, ascending to completion.

“Look at you swallowing me up. Did you shave these puffy, pouting little lips for me?” he asked.

“Laurence has his valet do it. We now have a schedule,” she said.

Hugh glanced into the room where Laurence was still hammering away at a harlot while feasting on the tits of another and felt what must have been the hundredth stab of annoyance that night. To expose his lady wife’s nether bits to their own male staff! He deserved every bit of pain and suffering that would soon come to him.

“You’re a good girl, Julia, and I want to feel your shaved skin on my own,” he said, pressing his cheek against hers.

“Hugh, I’m so close,” she said. “I’ve never had an orgasm, save the ones that happened due to my doctor’s medical examination and some stretching toys he sent. Would you give me my first?”

“You’ve never?” he asked. “But you have Richard and Mariona and…”

“It never happened in the course of our marital activities, no,” she said quietly. “Can you try to make it happen for me?”

Hugh saw that Laurence was making faces of ecstasy and judged that his time with Julia was running short. He wedged a third finger into her grasping cunt, which both welcomed and fought him, to the growing pain of his unspent cock.

“You want to come?” he asked roughly, emphasizing his question with driving thrusts. “Shall we discuss what I want? I want to drive my leaking cock into this delicious little pussy and give my godson a new sibling.”

“Oh god,” moaned Julia, holding her breasts as they jiggled due to the force of his thrusts.

“Would you like that, Duchess? To have your belly swell with my baby? To have your tits stay leaking because I gave you my seed?”

“Your husband has wrapped up his little game next door,” said Hugh, “and he’s going to come in and discover that you’ve been a naughty girl indeed, begging for another man’s cock.”

“Hugh, please!” cried Julia, winding ever closer to release.

“Laurence is coming down the hall and he’s going to see you break apart, isn’t he?” asked Hugh. “You’re going to let him see how well you can spend.”

Julia involuntarily gripped his fingers harder and felt her body contract all at once.

“Hugh, Hugh, keep—”

“I’ve got you, let it happen,” he said.

Julia exploded around him, shaking as her orgasm took control of her body.

Laurence walked into the Blue Room with a smile on his face while whistling a tune. He paused in the doorway.

“I suppose I did give you leave to be of service to her,” drawled Laurence. “Though I expected that you’d take a different approach given your protestations.”

Hugh softly thrust his fingers into the Duchess, prolonging her pleasure despite her husband’s looming presence.

“I changed my mind after seeing your little show,” said Hugh, studying Julia’s face for signs of discomfort.

“Have you enjoyed the use of my wife’s cunny?” asked Laurence, sitting on an armchair facing the banquette where Julia and Hugh had nearly made love.

“Did you enjoy the ministrations of Hélène’s ladies?” fired back Hugh.

“Most certainly,” said Laurence, adjusting his recovering cock in his trousers. “Shall we take the old girl home now? For one that always wants to leave routs and balls as soon as possible, she certainly isn’t rushing to exit this house of pleasure.”

“Perhaps because she finally experienced it,” said Hugh.

“I’m amenable to departing,” said Julia, dazed and raising her head from the plush cushion.

Hugh set her skirts to rights, helped her to a sitting position, and whispered into her ear, “I’m keeping your drawers.”

Julia blushed and said nothing, pleased and a little overwhelmed by her first flirtation.


Chapter 3

“I’ve ordered the carriage brought round,” said Laurence, anxious to depart now that he’d experienced his own pleasure, which was very much in keeping with how he operated.

Hugh helped Julia stand, a hand on her lower back to steady her. He escorted her down to the carriage and helped her in before swinging up and taking the seat beside her.

She looked up at Hugh, but he merely used a hand to direct her head onto his shoulder.

“You looked tired, and I won’t sit staring at you as I did on the way here, leaving you without support,” he said.

Laurence entered after that, pausing when he saw them huddled together on the forward-facing bench. He slowly lowered to his own rear-facing seat and hit the roof to signal that the carriage should move.

“Shall I tell George to drop you at your townhouse?” asked Laurence.

Hugh glanced down. “With Julia’s permission, I’ll drop in at your home before returning to my own.”

Julia looked up into his eyes, her pupils wide and dark. “Yes.”

“So you mean to fuck my wife in truth,” said Laurence.

“I do,” said Hugh, seeing no use in denying it. “She’s a beautiful woman, and if she’ll have me in her bed, who am I to refuse?”

“So you use my own words against me,” said Laurence. “Which lady did I say that about last year? There have been so many that I find it difficult to remember.”

“It hardly signifies now,” said Hugh, taking Julia’s gloved hand and kissing it.

“I told Julia about fucking Lady Atkynsone on that very bench and she was skeptical of the mechanics,” said Laurence.

“No doubt you folded the lady like a locked letter,” said Hugh disinterestedly.

“She screamed so loudly the coachmen had to reassure a patrolman that she wasn’t being harmed,” said Laurence.

“It all sounds very exciting and plausible,” said Hugh, his voice flat as he felt the fabric covering Julia’s knee.

“I’m surprised that you’re stopping by our townhouse,” said Laurence. “I’d have thought you’d have had your fill of my wife’s pussy by now.”

“I’ve yet to fill her, but I mean to,” said Hugh solemnly while watching her reaction.

“Does that get you hot, wife?” asked Laurence. “Your beau announcing his intentions before your husband?”

Julia kept her head bowed, hoping to avoid a row that could upend her plans for the evening.

“You’ve made quite an impression on Hugh,” said Laurence. “One little foray into your matronly snatch and he’s ready to carry your dress train.”

“That’s right,” said Hugh, “you’ve a delectable wife at home that you’ve been neglecting, but I won’t make the same mistake.”

“Easily said by a man that hasn’t been married this decade,” said Laurence affably.

Hugh froze. He’d been widowed some time ago, yes, but the pain of Clarissa’s loss still smarted all these years later, as he thought his friend knew.

“Would you like to walk home, Laurence?” asked Julia, picking up on his disastrous and hurtful misstep.

“What I’d like is for you two to stop canoodling and get down to fucking,” spit out Laurence. “Why wait until ensconced in the Duchess’s bed. The carriage offers as good an opportunity as anywhere else for rogering.”

“I won’t deny you the chance to see your Duchess come,” said Hugh, “since you don’t seem to have witnessed such an event on account of your own ministrations.”

He got up from the bench and lowered himself to the floor in front of Julia’s skirts. Laurence was forced to spread his legs further apart to give Hugh room to crouch.

“With your permission, Your Grace?”

Julia nodded, unsure of what to say, but unable to refuse whatever he proposed due to a martial gleam in his eye.

He pulled the yards of fabric comprising her skirt up until she had a pile of it in her lap.

“Dashed difficult angle for fucking, from the floor, but I admire your creativity,” said Laurence blithely.

“I’ll fuck Julia, all right, but it won’t be with my cock, at least not in your carriage,” said Hugh.

“Darling, where are your drawers?” said Laurence.

“Lost them at Madame Hélène’s,” said Julia, breathing faster.

Laurence adjusted the gas lamp so that it better illuminated his wife’s bared body.

“You certainly have enjoyed this evening’s festivities,” said Laurence, surveying her spread thighs.

Julia said nothing. She had, over time, become almost impervious to his caddish quips. Now, with the rush of pleasure she was experiencing at Hugh’s hands, his words barely clanged when they hit her stalwart defenses.

“Do you plan to merely stare at and smell my wife?” asked Laurence of his friend.

“That would be enough for me,” said Hugh, palming the bulge in his pants.

Julia leaned just a bit back, exposing more of her body to him.

“You could have more,” she said, her voice low and seductive.

Hugh dragged his cheek up her inner thigh until he hovered over Julia’s wet cunt.

“Can I kiss it?” he asked.

Julia nodded yes, bringing her hand to his nape to pull him closer.

“You certainly have become an expert at taking your lovers in hand, wife,” said Laurence, watching avidly from the opposite bench.

“Perhaps that is what you needed all this time, a guiding hand?” she asked.

In truth, Laurence wasn’t sure what Julia could have done to snare and keep his attention. He’d written Julia Duke off as a solution to a dukedom-sized problem years ago, and never altered his view. Since insisting on her orgasm, she’d certainly given him new views indeed, and it was having an impact on everything he thought he knew about her.

Julia grasped one of the carriage hand holds for support as Hugh dragged his nose through her slit and inhaled.

Her eyes drifted shut as she focused on the intense pleasure.

That would never do, thought Laurence. His wife could take all the lovers she wanted, but ignoring him as he sat across from her with a leaking cock was a bridge too far.

“Wouldn’t your tits feel better if they were out?” asked Laurence, suddenly wishing to see her breasts bouncing in time with the carriage.

“I’m quite well, Laurence,” she said, her face contracting as Hugh put the tip of his tongue on her clitoris.

“Take them out, Julia,” said Laurence. “I’ve been very patient, and I want to see them.”

Julia opened her eyes and studied her husband. He’d never expressed any sort of particular interest in her body before. She wondered if this was a ruse, but thought to humor him since he was sitting in a carriage with his legs spread wide so that his friend could lick her slit. She pulled down her bodice.

Hugh hiked one of Julia’s slim legs onto his broad shoulder so that she’d further open to him while her thighs covered his ears. Her leg bounced as the carriage moved, causing her foot to lightly knock against Laurence’s knee.

She froze, expecting some caustic remark at least.

Instead, he grabbed her foot and began removing her slipper.

“What are you—”

“Shh,” he said. “You owe me an orgasm.”

Her eyes flew open as he ripped her silk stocking to reveal her bare foot.

“That was a new stocking,” she whispered.

“We’re aristocrats,” he said, raising a brow. “We don’t need to keep inventory of such things or resist buying more.”

Hugh pressed his face against her core and opened his mouth to run his tongue all over her wet cunt. Julia writhed against him.

On the bench facing them, Laurence pulled Julia’s bare foot to the bulge in his trousers. He held her foot there and thrust against it. She looked up to see what he was doing and curled her foot around him reflexively.

“That’s it, my girl,” said Laurence lowly, grinding his clothed cock into her arch.

Rutting against his wife’s foot, of all things, was proving to be one of the most exciting sexual experiences of his life, easily surpassing his frolic with the two experienced girls tonight at Madame Hélène’s. He studied her small foot, struggling to understand if he had suddenly developed an interest in arches and toes, but found it was the setting that excited him: he was somewhat secretly grinding his cock into his wife while she was being taken by another man, his closest friend at that.

Laurence looked down at Hugh, feasting on Julia’s pussy as he never bothered to do. Hugh was unaware that he was about to explode thanks to Julia’s ministrations. His spine tingled at how wrong it felt, like when he had read dirty books during chapel at school. So few things at this point of his life still managed to reach the part of him that longed to feel like a deviant.

Laurence raised a finger to his lips to signal quiet and opened the front placket of his trousers. His balls were drawing tight at the delicious wrongness of it. He withdrew his cock from his drawers and guided Julia’s foot to his shaft.

Cold. Despite handling her for several minutes, she was cold against his overheated dick, the painful sensation only heightening his spiral toward release. Laurence leaned back, thrusting up against Julia’s arch as Hugh penetrated her cunt with a thumb.

Laurence gestured to Julia’s tits, which wobbled with the sway of the carriage. He pantomimed rubbing on them.

She raised a tentative hand to her exposed nipple and lightly pinched. She bit her lower lip as pleasure briefly streaked through her body.

“That’s it, grip me,” said Hugh.

Julia suddenly looked down, remembering that he was there.

Laurence then thrust up into her curled foot again, bringing her attention back to him as he raced towards release. They had to be nearing home, and Julia felt that they’d need to bar the doors to the carriage if it stopped before the Balistariuses had reached their mutual orgasms.

Her husband suddenly looked up and whispered, “Julia,” as he erupted against her foot, the seed from his cock shooting against her skin and running between her toes. It was hot and unexpected and caused Julia to throw her head back as she orgasmed against Hugh’s tongue and thumb.


Chapter 4

Entering the house had been a fiasco. Hugh had swiftly scooped Julia into his arms after she made a face when pulling on her slipper. The cause was not a small stone lodged in her shoe, as she claimed, but the sensation of her husband’s wet spend on her foot.

The staff immediately assumed that something had gone wrong, a sprained ankle at the very least, and Laurence wasted precious minutes smoothing feathers while also warning the staff away from their chambers.

By the time he entered the Duchess’s apartment, Hugh had Julia on his lap in Laurence’s chair by the fire. He was toying with her earrings and whispering sweet nothings in her ear. Laurence fumed at the sight of his chair in use, though it had only recently become his chair.

He walked back into his own rooms. He’d had the connecting door removed several days ago after Julia declared her intention of taking lovers, and he rather liked the ability to sail in and out of her innermost sanctuary without making a racket or facing the possibility of being locked out.

Pulling off his necktie, he reflected on the state of affairs. Well, primarily the affair that was currently being conducted next door. He had a strong reaction to seeing Hugh sitting in his chair. Was that some sort of displaced emotion due to him romancing Laurence’s wife?

He wasn’t ready to crack the geode open right now and study the craggy, ancient interior, but he thought he rather liked seeing his wife with other men. And women, if Julia’s sapphic interlude with her lady’s maid Makeblythe was any indication.

She’d been a dull necessity for fifteen years, with only her uncomplaining acceptance of his quips and affairs to recommend her. Now that she was free of his attentions due to popping out a string of babies, she saw fit to cinch her waist tighter, muss her hair more, and avail herself of some tarted up new gowns. And new underthings, Laurence reminded himself.

It was a lowering thought, mused Laurence: now that she didn’t need to service his needs, she’d unexpectedly bloomed. Yet he couldn’t summon the indignant rage he’d seen so many cuckolded men spew when confronted with their wives’ indiscretions. Perhaps he was handling the turn of events so well because she was, in fact, rather discreet.

Some memory tickled at the back of his brain. He was transported back to playing with some cousin or family friend at a young age and seeing them suddenly take his toy soldier away. And not just any of the metal toy soldiers: the child snatched up the prize specimen that Laurence called Wellington.

Now, for most children, this would have set off hysterics and negotiations between nurses on the scale of the Treaty of Paris. But Laurence was no ordinary child, of course: he was a Duke. He held the Astwell title from the age of three, on account of the death of his aged father. The dukedom was hardly flush, but the little boy at the center of it was afforded every luxury, every toy, every bit of attention.

Back in the land of toy soldiers, a bolt of longing had pinned him to his place on the floor, where he’d had to watch the other child examine Wellington lovingly and experiment with how he could move. Suddenly, life was not so easy, suddenly, his heart squeezed with want. It was exhilarating, something like the first gasp of air when he’d been rescued from nearly drowning in the Astwell estate’s trout pond.

Now, Laurence walked carefully to the decanters on a sideboard in his own chamber. This posed a problem. Potentially. For he’d felt surprisingly excited by the seizure of his toy soldier in the moment — but he’d ultimately recovered it. And when he recovered it, it became his favorite plaything, to the point that Wellington sat in his study at Astwell to this day. He’d nearly forgotten why the object was allowed to sit alongside his account books and some dirty volumes acquired on his Grand Tour, but now it all came back to him.

Laurence drank his glass of brandy with a steadied hand. Then he walked back through the doorway to Julia’s bedroom, the geode he’d promised himself would stay whole unsettlingly cracked open.

She and Hugh were no longer in the chair together. He sat on the edge of her bed, unlacing her corset in a way that seemed very domestic. Julia held the front of the corset in one hand and her long hair in the other, laughing at something Hugh had said.

“Do you need me to leave?” asked Hugh, noticing Laurence for the first time.

“You’re Julia’s guest,” said Laurence carelessly, flopping into his chair. It was still warm from the lovers’ bodies.

“Do you intend to watch the proceedings?” asked Hugh.

“You didn’t seem to have any trouble with me witnessing your activities in the carriage,” said Laurence. “Don’t tell me that you have doubts about your ability to perform before an audience.”

Hugh ran a finger down Julia’s spine, causing her to shiver.

“I have no concerns about my ability to make love to your wife,” said Hugh.

“Make love!” exclaimed Laurence. “Should I be concerned? I thought you were merely fucking.”

“A figure of speech,” said Hugh, massaging Julia’s nape. He pulled on the strings of her corset, bringing her to sit on his hard thigh.

“You’re a party to this, would you like me to make love to you?” Hugh asked Julia, rubbing his nose in her hair.

“Is there another option?” she asked.

He wrapped an arm around her waist.

“I could fuck you,” he said. “I could take you rough and deep, and let you feel the full brunt of my desire.”

Julia shifted on his thigh, placing her hand experimentally on the place where his trousers bulged.

“That,” she said, her voice a bit hoarse. “I want that.”

“Do you now?” Hugh said softly, thrusting up against her hand. “Your husband intends to watch. Are you amenable?”

“I’ve never attempted to control his actions,” said Julia.

Hugh settled Julia into his lap, arranging her legs so her knees rested outside of his own.

“I’ve got you spread open,” whispered Hugh. “Do you think he can see how wet I’ve got your cunt?”

“I doubt he cares,” Julia whispered back, enjoying their game of secrets.

“What are you two whispering about?” asked Laurence, suddenly feeling set aside.

“I was wondering if you were studying your wife’s body,” said Hugh.

“My wife of fifteen years? Hardly,” said Laurence. “Unless you’d like me to, Julia? I bet you’d like to have not one but two lords on your leash.”

“I’d never get a collar on you, Laurence, and I’ve never tried,” she said, her spine suddenly rigid.

Hugh pulled the corset loose from her body, the strings snapping and trailing as he tossed it on the floor. Now Julia was bare. Her skin had the light sheen of a woman pampered and oiled by her loving staff. Laurence suddenly wondered what her skin smelled like, and if he’d ever noticed her scent before.

“No discomposing my lover tonight, Laurence,” said Hugh. “I need her boneless and accepting of everything I have to give her.” He ground his cock into her backside.

“I suppose this is my cue to take my leave and give you privacy to fuck my wife? I think not. I rather would like to study her,” said Laurence, walking to the place Hugh sat with Julia on the bed.

“What are you doing Laurence?” asked Julia, wary of her husband’s intentions.

He walked directly in front of her and dropped to his knees. She tried to close her legs reflexively, but Hugh’s legs held hers open.

Laurence knelt before her body, gazing upon her cunt like a worshiper, though Julia knew better than to expect him to deify parts he’d used and discarded so many times before.

“Wider,” he said.

Hugh shifted to spread Julia further.

Laurence studied every fold and turn of her visible body, wondering what it felt like to touch it and penetrate it — though he knew very well what she’d felt like in the past. Somehow, it was all new, and he was certain that everything from her scent to feel had changed the morning she’d brandished the butter knife at him.

He blew a puff of air in the direction of her clitoris. Julia jerked.

“You suddenly wish to play with your wife’s body?” asked Hugh, glad to see his friend finally crumbling under the weight of his desire for his beautiful Duchess.

Laurence reached out his fingers as if in a trance.

“No,” said Julia. “You’re not to touch me.”

Laurence sat back on his heels. Rather than feeling chastened, his body was suddenly alert, entirely focused on the thing he couldn’t have.

“I could touch you if you don’t want Laurence to do it,” said Hugh.

“Please,” moaned Julia as he used his fingers to spread her folds to Laurence’s view.

“She’s red like a cherry here,” said Hugh to his friend. “Because I’ve made her come twice already tonight and she’s preparing to take my cock.”

Laurence gripped his trousers where they covered his thighs, narrowly keeping control of his desire to touch or suck his wife.

“She’s very wet right now,” said Hugh, pulling her folds to show how glossy they were. “My mouth and hands helped, but what you don’t know is that she added her own juices, too. She gave me a little something extra, a little squirt in the carriage to thank me for my efforts when she came.”

Laurence’s eyes met Julia’s and he was openly triumphant. She could claim he didn’t make her orgasm, but here was the unvarnished truth: he’d made her pussy gush without even touching it.

“You might not know this little knob here,” said Hugh, tapping Julia’s clitoris. “This is the center of female pleasure.”

Laurence scoffed. “One of them,” he said.

“You laugh, and yet you failed to locate it on your wife. I merely thought to assist,” said Hugh.

He really was being too much, thought Laurence, but this game was too delicious to end early, so he played along.

“I’m impressed that you can work her up for such a length of time,” said Laurence. “I’d have thought that your arthritis would present difficulties.”

Hugh chuckled and then plunged his index and middle finger into Julia’s cunt.

“I find myself impervious to pain when offered the chance to ravish such a beautiful woman,” said Hugh.

Laurence rolled his eyes. Carnifex was piling it on thick, but Julia was eating his words up, allowing her head to loll on his shoulder as he speared her.

“Do you hear that sound, Duke?” asked Hugh. “That’s the sound of your wife’s wet pussy, which I understand is something you haven’t heard before.”

Laurence was losing his patience. His knees felt creaky even against the plush carpet. He suspected his right leg was now asleep. And now his friend was taunting him for his supposed sexual inadequacy with his wife.

“This is the way you always should have been, Laurence, on your knees before your wife as a supplicant,” said Hugh. “I bet you’d trade away fortunes for a taste of her now.”

“And yet she doesn’t permit me to touch her, so I won’t dwell on it,” said Laurence.

“But I can touch her,” said Hugh, a little cruel and triumphant as he churned his fingers inside of Julia. “And I could give you a taste.”

Laurence froze, his heated brain struggling to process the meaning.

As if in slow motion, Hugh removed his drenched fingers from Julia, holding them in front of her cunt, before Laurence’s face. He smelled her delicious musk, truly smelled it for the first time, and surveyed the glossy liquid.

Hugh’s fingers were thick and long, and not marked by arthritis at all, despite Laurence’s claims.

Julia’s eyes fluttered open and then widened at the sight of her husband transported by the look and smell of her intimate juices.

“You don’t have to—” said Julia.

“No, you’ve been entirely fair, Duchess,” said Carnifex. “If your husband wants a taste of his gorgeous wife’s pussy, he can receive it from a secondary source.”

She watched in horror as her proud husband, born of a line that extended back to the Conquest, drew closer to his best friend’s wet fingers.

Without taking his eyes from Hugh’s hand, Laurence asked, “Does this make your pussy hot, wife?”

She nodded yes while whispering ”no” over and over.

Laurence licked his lips and held his jaw open until Hugh’s fingers were deep inside. Then he closed his lips around them and sucked Julia’s juices clean. Without prompting, he cleaned between the fingers, pulling on the skin until Hugh bucked against Julia due to the pleasurable sensation.

“Very good,” said Hugh, withdrawing his hand and running his slick digits over Julia’s clitoris. “You’ve helped prepare your wife for my cock and my cock for your wife.”

“Are you ready to be filled, beautiful?” asked Hugh.

“Yes,” said Julia, watching Laurence’s reaction. He was sitting on his heels, mesmerized by the sight of his saliva lubricating her clitoris.

“And do you remember what I said at the brothel?” whispered Hugh. “About seeding you and giving my godson a brother?”

Julia panted with need, the filthy words having precisely their desired effect. “Yes,” she said, “I want that,” all while knowing that she had an entire medicine chest from Dr Riddle to prevent just such an occurrence.

“How about you get on the bed and spread your legs wide for me? I need to get in that cunt and fill it,” he said.

Julia scrambled onto the bed, her heart-shaped arse bouncing as she eagerly crawled to the middle of the four-poster and opened her legs so that Hugh could have his way with her.

Hugh shed his clothes next to where Laurence still kneeled.

“You could watch from the side of the bed,” said Hugh. “I wouldn’t begrudge you the sight of a real man pounding your wife’s pussy.”

As Laurence got to his feet, he knew he should have hated the taunting, but he was on fire. He walked around to the other side of the bed and sat at the end, his back against a thick wooden post.

“You see how ready she is,” said Hugh, gesturing to Julia’s open legs. “She’s been begging for this since Madame’s.”

“Are you sure you can satisfy her, old boy?” asked Laurence.

“I’m certain I can put in a better showing than you’ve been managing.”

Laurence huffed a laugh. Hugh was being outrageous, almost as bad as he’d been in the days they’d raked together.

Hugh tapped his bare cock against Julia’s cunt, drawing her attention from Laurence at the end of the bed.

“You want this?” asked Hugh. “You want this cock?”

Julia arched her back and tried to fit him against her greedy hole.

“Are you watching her take me?” asked Hugh, fitting the thick head of his dick against Julia’s opening. “I’m not even in yet and she’s straining around me.”

He pushed just a bit deeper, murmuring encouragingly, “that’s it, swallow it up.”

Running his hands over Julia’s lower stomach, he ground out, “I’ll give you another one,” for her ears only.

She contracted around him at the idea of being bred by her husband’s best friend while he watched. What would Laurence say if she suddenly swelled with a new baby after this debauched evening of pleasure?

“She’s running fast now,” said Hugh, smiling down on Julia’s responsive body. “She’s gripping me like a virgin taking her first rake.”

Julia began to bounce in time with Hugh’s thrusts, their bodies slapping together and her tits bouncing.

“Look at those things,” said Hugh, reaching down to pluck a nipple. “I want to see these stay filled.”

“Oh god, Hugh,” cried Julia.

“You want to make your wife come?” asked Hugh, glancing back at Laurence.

Laurence hung back, uncertain as to what Hugh was getting at.

“She’s about to gush all over my cock, so if you want to help make her come, this is the moment. Get over here,” said Hugh.

Laurence crawled up the bed until he was parallel with Julia’s open legs and spread cunt.

“Get on that clitoris and start sucking,” said Hugh. “You owe her over a decade of orgasms, so start working off your debt.”

Laurence lowered himself until he was just over Julia’s pussy, watching for a moment as his friend’s shaft disappeared into his wife. He was stretched on the bed now, and couldn’t resist the urge to grind his cock into the plush mattress.

“Get to work,” said Hugh, using his hand to direct Laurence’s head down to Julia’s clitoris.

Laurence opened his mouth and sucked her bud in. She immediately groaned at the additional stimulation.

“That’s it,” said Hugh, directing Julia’s hand to the back of Laurence’s head, where it joined his own to control his movements. “Get her nice and wet because I plan to use this pussy all night to make up for lost time.”

Laurence opened his mouth wide and let his tongue flow over her spread cunt, not retreating when he came in contact with Hugh’s cock stretching Julia’s channel.

Laurence ground against the bed in time with Hugh’s thrusts, hoping that he could get Julia her orgasm before his balls erupted.

“Your husband is rubbing his dick raw against this bed because he’s so hot for your delicious cunt,” said Hugh, finding a way to drive himself deeper and harder. “I bet he’d trade away his unentailed properties for just a chance to slide into your sweet, tight pussy right now.”

Julia threw back her head and moaned, “Laurence.”

He erupted, his cock shooting seed until it leaked past his drawers, causing a wet spot on the front of his trousers and even the bed.

Laurence toyed with the hood on his wife’s clitoris until her stomach worked like a bellows.

“She’s about to explode,” said Hugh. “I’m glad you’ll have a chance to see this up close for the first time.”

Laurence groaned at the goading, but kept sucking Julia’s lips until she pushed her head back where she wanted him.

“Julia,” said Laurence, right into her core. “My wife.”

She broke, shuddering from spread legs to her scalp.

“Fuck, she’s milking me,” said Hugh, straining to keep control so he could remain hard and keep thrusting. “That’s a good pussy.”

Laurence hummed in agreement against Julia’s rapidly oversensitized clitoris. She pulled him closer to her face for a moment to see his lips glazed in her juices before directing his head away.

“Are you worn out?” Hugh asked Julia.

“No,” she said, breathing hard.

“Then get on your knees and let me put this hard cock back into your cunt,” he said, helping her get up from lying down despite her wobbling limbs.

Laurence took this as his cue to leave and allow the lovers to commence their night of rutting. He sensed that the hour he was to be unceremoniously ejected from his own wife’s bed drew near. His pants felt tight and wet, and he was suddenly tired.

“Take care of her,” said Laurence from the doorway connecting his bedroom with Julia’s.

Hugh looked back from where he covered Julia on the bed, his hard cock splitting her entrance while she gripped the sheets in anticipation of a rough ride. He thrust in and reached down to hold her swaying breasts.

“I intend to,” said Hugh with a nod.


Chapter 5

Laurence cleaned himself up and pulled on a banyan. He sipped some whiskey while listening to the muted slaps of skin and muffled cries from next door.

He was happy for Julia, truly. And for Hugh, who had certainly suffered in the years since the loss of Clarissa.

He was certain that he could live with giving his wife to his best friend until the grunts and soft shrieks turned to giggles.

He silently stood in the doorway, attempting to see what was happening in the Duchess’s chamber.

There, on the bed, Hugh held Julia. He was lying behind her, facing the doorway but paying him no attention. Laurence could see that his best friend had Julia wrapped in his arms, one hand covering her belly possessively while he stroked up and down her thigh with the other.

They were talking. The fucking was over and their bodies temporarily sated, but now they were engaged in almost innocent lovemaking. Hugh nuzzled and smiled, and Julia giggled endlessly like a girl at his tickles and jokes. Her body was loose and relaxed, her breasts looked swollen. Laurence worried for a moment that she might end up pained if it continued much longer, then realized that Hugh would see to it.

Hugh would see to it. Not Laurence.

He retreated into his apartments, then went off in search of Stanehouse. The thought of climbing into his own bed right now made him feel as empty as the lesser cathedrals he’d seen in Italy on his Grand Tour. Echoing, cold, silent.

When he found Stanehouse and explained what he needed, he was met with consternation. Stanehouse was impertinent, but Laurence’s request was among the more outrageous things he’d cooked up for his valet.

The man finally nodded, took the coins he’d need to pave the way for this scheme, and walked off to orchestrate a heist.

When Makeblythe knocked softly at Laurence’s door some forty minutes later, he answered it immediately. In her arms was Julia’s dress from this evening, a bit rumpled, with laces undone.

“You could have the woman, too, if you wanted,” said Makeblythe, giving him a pitying look.

“She didn’t see you?” asked Laurence, not responding to the maid’s flouting of conventions.

“She didn’t. She was asleep. Lord Carnifex did, but he said nothing. I suppose he thought I was poorly trained and attempting to clean up.”

Hugh would know exactly what was going on, the same way he read the political tea leaves. Damn and blast.

“Thank you, Makeblythe,” said Laurence, closing the door, but not before he saw her surprised reaction to his thanks and recollection of her name.

Laurence placed the gown in his dressing room, but soon thought better. He moved it to a chair, where it faced his bed accusingly. Finally, he gave into temptation and draped it on one side of his enormous four-poster, which matched the one in Julia’s room.

He crawled into bed on the other side and just looked at the structured bodice and full skirts for a bit. Madame Eugénie really did good work.

Then he ran his hand over the velvet neckline and gathered the taffeta skirts. They rustled in that way ladies’ gowns so often did, that sound that made his arm hairs stand on end when he started going to balls as a young buck.

“You looked beautiful tonight,” he said, stroking the embellishments at the shoulders, letting a small feather run through his fingers.

* * *

The next morning, Laurence woke and heard nothing. Silence reigned at last.

He poked his head into Julia’s room, but she and Hugh were gone. His stomach flipped at the idea of them having some plans together, outside the house and in the bright light of day.

He tucked Julia’s gown in his dressing room and summoned Stanehouse.

The valet entered, pushing his shaving cart, warm water and sharp blade at the ready.

“For today, I’d like you to use on me the blade you use to shave my wife,” said Laurence.

“The blade…” said Stanehouse.

“The blade you use on my wife’s cunt. That one,” said Laurence, not about to let shame at his erotic longings keep him from indulging them. “I’ll use hers and she can use mine.”

Stanehouse nodded his understanding and prepared for yet another day in the most topsy-turvy household on Grosvenor Square.

TO BE CONTINUED in Taken by Her Groveling Husband.

* * *
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