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Chapter 1

	London, 1816

	“Phillip, your son has done it again!” said Lady Elena Emelot while reviewing her correspondence at the breakfast table.

	For his part, Phillip barely lowered the gazette he was reading. “Has he now?”

	Elena, Viscountess Fairclough, crushed the letter notifying her of their son’s latest gambling debts in her small hands and glared at her husband.

	Phillip was a handsome man approaching 60, and like so many aristocrats his age, he was deeply interested in horses, the latest Parliamentary debates, and not bedding his own wife. It posed a problem for the much younger Elena, who was still vibrant and reminded of her own needs with growing regularity.

	Each time the door connecting their bedrooms failed to open at night, the deep want within her grew. She could have taken up with any number of men over the years, but she’d been raising her children and hoping that Phillip’s attentions would return in full force. She was 38 years old, still ravishing, and determined not to spend the rest of her life neglected in and out of the bedroom. And now she also had the issue of her son’s debt to solve.

	“This letter claims he owes a gaming hell one hundred pounds!” she cried, distraught that her husband seemed to have little interest in the problem.

	“He’s really done it this time,” said Phillip in the same tone he’d asked her to pass the butter.

	“And what are you going to do about it?”

	“I? I am going to do precisely nothing, my dear,” he said, flipping a page.

	“But,” she sputtered, “we’re rich! And he’s just a boy!”

	“Darling, I am rich. Bernard is a young man of 21. It’s high time he took responsibility for his actions.” He lowered his paper and looked at Elena pityingly. “Young blades get into scrapes all the time and it all works out. Best for him to handle such matters on his own. I had to learn the same, and the experience benefited me greatly.”

	Elena could have launched the silver platter full of deviled kidneys at her husband’s head. “When you were a young rake 40 years ago, the French Revolution hadn’t yet occurred!” she cried. “Sentiments towards aristocrats have changed markedly in the last few decades. Why, Lady Barkworth’s nephew was stabbed outside his club and taken to the Marshalsea when he failed to pay his gaming debts.”

	“Time in debtor’s prison might do Bernard some good.”

	“The gaol fever is so widespread there that they must stack corpses,” she said, sinking into her seat as she thought of her dear eldest son.

	“He should have thought of that before engaging in deep play,” said Phillip, rising from the table. “I’m due at my club.”

	“I doubt you’d be so casual if it were William that had run up these debts,” she said, poking at the sore spot that was the Viscount’s treatment of his eldest son, who had been born to Phillip by his deceased first wife. His beloved first wife.

	Phillip’s temper finally emerged. “William never gave me such trouble a day in his life. He understood responsibility from a young age, likely because I handled his education after Flori’s passing.”

	There it was: the unfavorable comparison to the perfect, lost true love Florianora. Why, she even had a remarkable name that made ‘Elena’ seem ordinary and downright un-aristocratic. At the start of their marriage, Phillip had been more than happy to welcome Elena into his life and certainly his bed, but with middle and then old age, he turned increasingly melancholy when reflecting on the woman that had never aged or disappointed him.

	“Maybe I’ll handle this in my own way, using feminine means,” she warned. Elena wanted to see how he’d react to her threat of exerting womanly charm on the problem; would he even care?

	Phillip clapped a hand on her shoulder when walking out. “I’m sure your saved pin money can remedy the problem. This time. But what about the next?”

	With that, he sailed out of the breakfast room and left Elena utterly without support at one of the darkest moments of her life.

	


Chapter 2

	There was no pin money to be lobbed at this disastrous problem and Bernard hadn’t been seen at his bachelor’s lodgings this week. Besides the fact that one hundred pounds was an enormous sum, Elena had just emptied her purse most willingly to aid the foundation of a new orphanage for children of the Seven Dials slum.

	“Blast,” she said, slumped at her dressing table while her lady’s maid Delamare pinned up her hair for the Gotebedde musicale that evening. No doubt the performances would be dreadful, the company either infantile or aged, and refreshments limited to ratafia. She hated ratafia.

	Her bosom strained from being pushed aloft by her half corset, and she laughed when catching sight of herself in the mirror. Would that she could walk into the gaming hell, show off those beauties, and satisfy the debt.

	Elena paused. What if there was something to that? She withdrew the note that had arrived on the gaming hell’s stationery — the red wax seal with an embossed flame was a good touch, she had to admit.

	Roger Malebraunche, the owner, signed the letter. She thought back to the many hours of gossip she’d had to endure, and remembered something about him being an aristocrat’s by-blow, an illegitimate child left to make his own way in the world. That could either work for her or against her. No matter, she thought, it was up to her to solve this debt crisis.

	“The red velvet this evening, I think,” she said to Delamare. It was time to exert some womanly charm on this problem after all.

	***

	When the carriage arrived at the gaming hell, the sight of a respectable townhouse, rather than a portal to the underworld, surprised Elena. She’d taken a domino in place of her usual cloak but ultimately left her half mask on the seat; it seemed silly now that she was here to go about as if attired for a masquerade.

	She requested an audience with Roger Malebraunche at the door. This must not have been the first time a lady sought to meet with him upon arriving, since the large man minding the entrance merely made a signal to a runner, who was quickly up the stairs heading to the first floor.

	“I say, Rounthwaite, has The Branch hired new girls?” said a man who was openly assessing Elena’s figure with the aid of a quizzing glass.

	The gent next to him squinted at Elena for a few seconds before recognition hit. “I say, isn’t that Bernard’s mummy?”

	Elena swept the hood over her hair and darted up the stairs. Perhaps the half mask would have been a good choice.

	She ducked behind a tall clock when she saw the runner emerge from an office, then made for the same door.

	Upon opening it, she paused. “I believe you wished to see me, Mr. Malebraunche?”

	He looked up from his mahogany desk and momentarily seemed stunned. Elena had pulled back the cloak before entering, and she knew her charms were on display to their best advantage.

	“I had hoped to summon your money, but that was prior to seeing the holder of the purse,” he said, coming around the desk to sit on the front. And study her figure, if his roving eyes were any indication.

	“Yes, I’m afraid there’s been a terrible misunderstanding. My son Bernard—”

	“Has a predilection for Faro, I’m afraid,” said Malebraunche. “And not much skill at the game.”

	Elena sank into a chair before him, all the better to play aggrieved mother and show off her body to its best advantage. “Yes, you see, he’s not very good at maths, no matter how many tutors his father hired for him.”

	“In that case, it would be better for him to stay away from the tables.”

	“I’ve tried reasoning with him,” said Elena, truly slumping in the chair this time.

	“Well, I’ll leave you to that family conundrum. If you just deposit the hundred pounds on the desk, I’ll write you a receipt and you can be on your way.”

	Elena’s spirits flagged further. “There are no hundred pounds,” she said. “His father wouldn’t provide it, and my pin money is feeding and sheltering orphans.”

	“Admirable, I’m sure,” said Malebraunche. “The boy’s father is unconcerned about him going to prison for debts?”

	“Phillip thinks it would be good for Bernard to experience the Marshalsea.”

	Malebraunche paused. “Is the man trying to kill him?”

	“That’s what I said,” cried Elena, her bosom heaving with righteous indignation at her husband’s lack of concern. “One hundred pounds would be nothing to Phillip, but he wants to teach the boy a lesson. And, trust me, I’ve tried to rein him in after plenty of lesser scrapes. Nothing I do registers with my son!”

	“I might have an idea that could solve both Reginald’s behavior issues and eliminate the debt.”

	“Bernard,” corrected Elena, trying to remove a small stone from her slipper in a way that caused the neckline of her dress to dip.

	“Yes, him too,” said Malebraunche distractedly, rising from his seat to get a view of what he thought was an errant nipple emerging from the viscountess’s bodice.

	Elena finally caught the pebble and tossed it into the refuse basket beside the grand desk. “As if I’m not agitated enough as it is, what with my husband ignoring my needs, now there are stones trying to get in my shoes!”

	She froze.

	“Your husband is failing to attend to your needs, my lady?” asked Malebraunche.

	“I didn’t say that,” breathed Elena.

	“Oh, but you just did.”

	“Pray forget I said it. You know enough about this family’s shame as it is.”

	“But I find myself quite intrigued, and I am so rarely intrigued by anything these days. You’ve an inattentive husband and a son who both racks up debts and fails to listen to good counsel on how to avoid accruing more?”

	Elena’s shoulders slumped. This gambling hell owner had her entirely figured out, which meant she’d never convince him to discharge Bernard’s debt.

	“Yes.”

	“And you’ll do anything to deal with these problems, even if it comes at great personal cost to you?”

	“Of course,” she said. “I am a mother.”

	“I’d like to make you one again,” growled Malebraunche under his breath while surveying those fine tits currently on display.

	“What am I to do?” she asked, wholly defeated.

	“I’d be happy to offer you a chance to take on and then work off your son’s debt.”

	Her face brightened. “But how?”

	“On your back.”

	


Chapter 3

	“On my…”

	“On your back, knees, any number of positions, really,” said Malebraunche, waving his hand. “Perhaps the best way to put it would be to say that you’ll pay off the debt by giving up your holes.”

	“Sir!” said Elena, shocked at his vulgarity.

	“Now, madam—”

	“My lady,” said Elena stubbornly.

	“Yes, yes, my aristocratic lady, weren’t you just telling me that your husband hasn’t been fucking you the way you deserve?”

	“I said nothing of the sort.”

	“And yet you indicated as much obliquely. When was the last time your husband made you scream and moan?” asked Malebraunche.

	Elena studied the molding on the ceiling as she counted back the years.

	“If you have to do higher maths to find the answer, it has been too long.”

	He came around to the front of the desk again. “And don’t tell me you wore a dress like that to pay a merely friendly call upon my office. A call where you planned to deliver no money while owing a rather enormous debt.”

	“I had hoped that my neckline might make a rhetorical argument,” said Elena, sniffing at him for picking up on her attempt at a trick.

	“Rhetorical tits?” said Malebraunche with a smirk. “That’s a first. Why don’t you let them try to convince me? Pull those bubbies out so I might see them.”

	Elena regarded him with some suspicion.

	“I need to assess what your body is worth,” said Malebraunche, as if regretful that they needed to engage in negotiations.

	She pulled at her bodice, bringing down a cap sleeve, then lifting a breast and lowering her half corset until she had one full tit on display for the man who could send her son to a deadly prison.

	The matter should have outraged or sickened her, leaving her wholly incensed and storming from his office. Instead, she was on fire inside, her pussy blooming at the thought of him entering her, her channel wet as she considered the many ways he might take her to satisfy both the debt and her raging lust.

	“Tease that nipple, viscountess,” said Malebraunche, palming his cock over his breeches as he perched on the desk only feet away from where she exposed her body to him.

	“You must know it’s rude to refer to nobles by titles only, sir,” she said, but her mid-sentence moan dulled the sharpness of her words.

	“You have how many children?” he asked, salivating at her mature, womanly body. She was both a lady and a woman who could take a hard fuck. Just his type.

	Elena covered her exposed bosom, offended at his question. Could he somehow see the effect of nursing five babies? She felt hot and mortified. She very much wanted to rush from the room.

	As Elena struggled to set her garments to rights, Malebraunche came up off the desk and caught her hands in his. “I can see you’ve taken that question the worst possible way when I sought only to admire you.”

	He cupped a hand under her heavy breast and let the weight of it rest in his palm. “These have been earned, and I want nothing more than to suck you so hard your milk comes back in.” He dipped his mouth to her nipple and attempted to do just that, causing Elena’s hands to tangle in his thick hair and her cunt to spasm with need.

	He pulled off of her nipple with a pop, and Elena stared at where his mouth had deposited moisture on her breast. Her vision seemed to swim and need coursed through her.

	“Shall we make a deal, my lady?” he asked softly.

	“A deal?” she asked, still foggy with pleasure.

	“Yes, let’s say you give me… a chance to plow your field four times to settle the debt,” he said, bringing her hand to his bulging falls in case she had any doubt about his meaning.

	“Four times!” she said, shocked at his offer. “It was hard enough to get away once!”

	“Fine, I’ll settle for three then.”

	“I can give you no more than two. Today included,” she added hastily, in case he thought to dismiss their activities this evening.

	Malebraunche pinched her nipple until she ground her pussy into the seat of the chair for want of filling. “I accept, my lady.”

	Elena stood, pleased that this whole affair had been conducted so civilly. Of course, she had her second visit to Malebraunche to worry over, but that could be a problem for another day. She gathered her domino around her and made to leave.

	“And where do you think you’re going?” he asked.

	“To my home in Grosvenor Square?”

	“Not if you want today’s visit to count towards your two,” he said, laughing. “Was I not clear that you need your holes filled to discharge the debt?”

	Elena paused, her heart both sinking and soaring at the same time. He meant to… tup her? Here? Today?

	“That’s right,” said Malebraunche, helping her out of her domino and escorting her to the front of the desk where he’d been sitting.

	“You mean to have a viscountess over a desk?” she asked, fixing him with a stare worthy of a dowager duchess.

	He groaned, flipping the buttons on his falls open in quick succession as he sought to free his cock from its prison. “Yes.”

	Dropping her hands to the desk and leaning over slightly, Elena looked back at him. “Well?”

	He pulled up the voluminous fabric of her dress with one hand while removing his cock from his smalls with the other. At this rate, he’d be glad to have young blades in his debt if it meant plowing an unbroken line of their delectable mothers.

	“Knee on the desk,” he bit out upon seeing that the viscountess wore no drawers, just a chemise.

	He helped her bring one leg up to desk height and then stuffed the domino below her knee to cushion it. Roger would hate for the wood to hurt her; he planned to fuck her hard and fast and didn’t want to pause for readjustments.

	And now she was spread before him on the mahogany desk. The same desk he’d obtained from his father’s family after acquiring their debts in bankruptcy. He felt like the king of the world, having one aristocrat’s wife about to take his cock on the desk of another. He smothered a laugh, not wanting her to think he was in any way failing to admire the view.

	Malebraunche held her dress higher and fitted his cock at her entrance. “Oh, that’s a good girl,” he babbled, as he watched her swollen, wet lips spread to take in his cockhead. “Swallow it right up, that’s it.”

	Elena let her head drop to a pile of papers on his desk as she relished the feeling of being filled once again. Malebraunche was thick and hot in her channel and stretched her cunny in ways she hadn’t experienced since the early days of her marriage.

	“Are you sure you’ve had five children, my lady?” he ground out while trying to get control of his cock.

	“Why’s that?” she slurred into the handwritten documents as he plunged into her so well and made her rock to meet his thrusts almost without thinking.

	“You’ve got the tightest little pussycat,” he said, pulling all the way out just so he could watch himself push back in. “Fuck.”

	She felt herself grow wetter and wetter at his words and ministrations. He was proving to be just the lover she needed after those long years of neglect by Phillip.

	“I know why your husband got five babies on you,” said Malebraunche, stroking deep and letting her feel the full length of his cock. “I’d always keep you in a breeding state if I had this pussy in my home.”

	He let his cock drag over the parts of her channel that set her fluttering, then pulled her arse apart to watch her little back passage wink at him with the promise of delights to come. “What’s your given name, my lady?”

	“Elena,” she said. “Why do you ask?”

	“It seems only right to know your name when I’m going to leave a load of seed dripping out of your cunny,” he said, making her groan with desire. “You like the sound of that, Elena? Bunching up your chemise and domino to contain my spend as it drips out of you on the ride home in your husband’s carriage?”

	“And your given name is Roger, is it not?” she asked.

	He grunted in time with his thrusts.

	“Then roger me and fill my cunny,” she said, bracing as he drove into her harder.

	Roger slipped a hand to the front of her wet, spread cunt and played his fingertips over her throbbing nub until she cried out so loudly that he wondered if the Faro game downstairs would halt while someone ran up to investigate the sound.

	Her tight cunt clamped down on his cock as her pleasure mounted. He almost regretted that this would be a fast fuck, but how could he complain when she was taking his shaft so well? He’d always dismissed the idea that aristocratic pussy was sweeter, but this lush viscountess was making him question all of his previous assumptions.

	He was hot and hard as he worked her neglected cunny with admirable skill. Elena moaned as he stroked her pulsing nub and set off waves of flutters inside her wet pussy.

	“You hear that sound?” asked Roger as he relentlessly filled her cunny with his thick shaft. “That’s a wet little pussycat gripping my cock. The best music I know.”

	Elena’s eyelids drifted lower, and she had to stop herself before she drooled on the papers covering his desk. She was just here to discharge a debt. She shouldn’t be enjoying the humiliating task of letting this man fill her so much!

	But he was so skilled and hard in her hungry pussy, and she’d needed this feeling of being desirable for years. She’d needed to come hard for years.

	“Are you going to come on my cock?” he asked, slamming deep as if to test how much she could take.

	“Yesh,” she said, her lips pressed against a document that looked like a land deed.

	Roger somehow increased the speed at which he fucked her and worked her straining clitoris until she squealed and broke apart while spread across the front of his desk.

	He pulled from her hot, wet clasp and jerked his cock to the point he felt his balls surge, then painted that delectable full arse with his seed.

	She looked back. “I thought you were going to come inside of me.”

	Fuck, another rope of spend shot from his cock at those words, and he found himself momentarily unable to speak because of the erotic sight of her dripping backside and gaping cunny before him.

	“Had I known it was so desired, I’d have most certainly complied with your wishes, my lady,” said Roger, sincerely this time.

	“It’s no matter,” she said, gracing him with the sort of winning smile that made her a celebrated hostess. “There’s always next time… and teas to prevent ending up in an interesting condition.”

	


Chapter 4

	Following her encounter with Roger Malebraunche, Elena was guilty about her infidelity, even though she’d acted to solve a problem Phillip could have resolved with a stroke of his pen — yet chose to ignore.

	Several days later, in the carriage home from the Pougher ball, Elena felt compelled to speak.

	“I have been looking into Bernard’s debt.”

	“Have you now?” asked Phillip softly while cleaning his spectacles.

	“Yes. The gambling hell owner who holds the debt is a very disreputable man.”

	“Gambling hell owners tend to be disreputable.”

	She was getting nowhere. “I met with the man. True to his class, he proposed a very unorthodox solution!”

	There, Phillip wasn’t stupid: he’d be able to pick up on what she was saying.

	Yet he remained silent, turning his spectacles this way and that to study his cleaning efforts, as if streaks on the glass were more important than the trials and tribulations of his wife. She was furious, but unsurprised. With her conscience clear, she’d solve this problem with a stroke of her cunny.

	***

	A note arrived for Elena at the house on a Tuesday, requesting that she visit the gaming club the same evening. She huffed at Roger’s presumption but quickly conveyed her regrets to Lady Bithewater; Elena had suddenly taken to her bed and wouldn’t be able to attend tonight’s card party, to her great regret.

	On the ride over, Elena rocked against the seat of the carriage, her cunny feeling hot and increasingly wet as she considered how Roger might use her that evening. Eventually, she had to hike up the skirt of her gown, peel off a glove, and stroke her nub until she broke apart in a most unsatisfying orgasm. It was unsatisfying on account of her need to stay quiet, so the coachman and her footmen didn’t suspect she’d been playing under her own skirt in anticipation of a liaison with a most disreputable man.

	On the second floor of the gaming hell, Elena went for Roger’s office, but he came from another wing of the townhouse and led her by the hand down the hallway from which he’d come.

	“There’s been a change of plans,” he said, kissing her glove and leading her into a bedroom decorated in dark red and black.

	There was a man standing next to the fire. He was tall and broad of shoulder, radiating a power that could only come from a lifetime of knowing he could best anyone. Elena halted.

	“May I introduce Edward Blaimester? You’ve likely heard of him as a man of industry and holder of several patents that aided our victory over Boney,” said Roger.

	“I’m pleased to meet you,” said Elena, unsure of why she was encountering this Blaimester man at the gaming hell rather than at a picnic.

	“I can see the questions in your eyes, my lady,” he said apologetically while taking her gloved hand. “I am a man of business, so allow me to be frank: your son owes me quite a bit of money.”

	“Oh god,” said Elena, sinking against Roger as if struck by a blow. “How much?”

	“He failed to deliver the eight hundred pounds he’d pledged for his share in a new industrial press. After selling his share to another young blade.”

	Her head spun. This was not merely debt, but potentially fraud. He’d be ruined. The whole family would be ruined. She had four other children yet to reach adulthood, including three daughters to launch. This was a disaster.

	“Do you have proof?” she asked, sinking into a chair with Roger’s help.

	Blaimester withdrew a set of papers from inside his coat and she studied them, all the while wondering how she could be expected to read and understand words when the world was ending. This was not the matter of one hundred pounds; this was a fortune.

	“I am… I am deeply sorry for my son’s actions,” she said, knowing that her apology would be insufficient for the gravity of Bernard’s crime.

	“How sorry are you, my lady?” Blaimester asked. He placed a kidskin gloved finger in her open mouth and pushed it inside. Elena should have been shocked and furious, but she only felt her cunt clench and grow wet at the intrusion. He removed his finger to allow her to speak.

	“Very sorry indeed,” she said, rubbing her cheek against his breeches where she saw his cock straining.

	“I told you the viscountess is an eminently reasonable woman,” said Roger. He leaned over and cupped a breast over her bodice. “Beautiful, too.”

	Blaimester unbuttoned his falls right before Elena’s face. When she saw him guiding his cockhead towards her, she opened her mouth obediently and let him slide smoothly between her lips.

	“That’s a good girl,” he said, patting her on the head like she was still a lass in plaits. “Let’s discuss how we will discharge this debt. For I mean to discharge.” He rocked further into Elena’s untrained throat to emphasize his point.

	He tasted musky, with a hint of the leather from his breeches. Elena moaned around him, wishing he was using this hard cock to plow her ready cunny.

	“Eight hundred pounds is a considerable sum,” said Blaimester, stroking in and out of Elena’s mouth as Roger worked her breasts free of her bodice. “I could have a St. Giles girl for, well, eternity for a sum like that.”

	Elena made a squeak of dismay.

	“Yes, yes, I know that aristocratic cunt is worth more, because of the novelty of the thing,” said Blaimester. “So, I propose a solution: two nights, this being one of them.”

	Elena looked up at this man, her savior, with admiration. He held her jaw tenderly while easing his cock deeper than ever before. Her eyes watered, but she let him use her, loving that he was testing her depths.

	“But you should know that I am not a man who makes poor deals. I will work you hard and get my money’s worth,” he said. “You will do things that are considered unnatural and immoral.”

	He pulled his cock from Elena’s mouth and allowed her to speak. Roger was working her nipples in a way that made her cunny throb, and she wanted nothing more than to do these things with Blaimester. Then she recalled a detail that posed a problem.

	“I am most amenable to your generous offer, but I’m afraid I’ve already promised my company to Roger this evening.”

	The two men traded glances. “We’re willing to share you. Most willing,” they said simultaneously.

	


Chapter 5

	Roger had an ingenious chair similar to the one rumored to be owned by the Prince Regent: a piece of furniture designed to assist in sexual activities.

	The two men had stripped Elena of her clothes with a speed and deftness that suggested a long acquaintance with raking, then settled her into the contraption.

	The chair held her legs open, knees aloft, and head supported so she needed merely to lie back and let the men who owned all of this ruinous debt use her body as they wished — which just so happened to match her wishes, too.

	Elena’s back arched and she mewled as Roger plunged his cock into her cunny. She had no way to slow his advance since her legs were spread, and he seated himself deep before withdrawing and allowing Edward to take his place.

	He was thick and hot as he slid into Elena’s ready cunny, and he used his thumbs to pull her nether lips apart to better see how he tested her channel.

	“Told you that it was a fine little pussycat,” said Roger, slapping Edward on the back.

	“A tight, wet, aristocratic pussy,” said Edward with a pleasured sigh as he withdrew from Elena’s cunny.

	Roger was back at her entrance again, this time stroking in and out while playing with her nub distractedly in a way that only inflamed her need.

	“I felt that,” said Roger, smiling down at Elena when she jerked reflexively as he hit a spot that was particularly sensitive. He retracted and let Edward take his place.

	“Are you going to take turns all night?” she asked, unsure if anyone would come at this rate.

	Edward slid a finger into her wet cunny before forcing his cock in alongside it. “We don’t mean to take turns. We were merely preparing you for our true plans.”

	Elena’s breathing picked up. She was both scared and deeply aroused. “What are your true plans?”

	“We mean to share you,” said Edward, working his finger in and out in time with his cock. “Both of us. At the same time.”

	At his incendiary, most arousing words, Elena broke apart with a scream and clenched down on the finger and cock currently taxing her cunny.

	“Just as you said, Roger, she’s a good girl, a good little slut.”

	Elena only shook harder at his degrading language and felt herself release liquid as the tremors of her sexual paroxysm continued on and on.

	“That’s it, get that little cunt ready for us,” said Edward, admiring how she uncomplainingly took everything he had to give her. “We mean to use it hard.”

	Edward withdrew from her body and let her stare at the ceiling for a moment. “Too much already?”

	“Not enough,” she replied with a dazed smile. Roger was again toying with her nipples but switched to helping her up from the chair when she regained her faculties.

	“How do two men…”

	“Fuck the same cunny?”

	“Yes,” said Elena, “how do two men fit?”

	“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it, viscountess. We’ll teach you how to take two cocks at once,” said Roger.

	With Roger taking one hand and Edward the other, they led her to the enormous bed covered in dark red blankets.

	“Is this a warning that I’ll die here?” she asked skeptically.

	“Die of pleasure,” said Roger, lying down at the edge of the bed and stroking his cock to full hardness. “Why don’t you come here and sit on this hard piece I’ve got for you?”

	Edward helped Elena crawl onto the bed and straddle Malebraunche’s narrow hips. He held her full breasts as she worked Roger’s cock into her hole and sank upon him.

	“I feel so full already like this,” she said, skeptical that her body could handle another cock.

	“Yes, that’s it, take that cock,” said Edward as he used his hands on Elena’s breasts to help her bounce on his friend’s shaft. “We’ll get them both in our little slut.”

	Elena’s head dropped as pleasure rolled over her again at the humiliating word.

	“She loves it when you call her that, Edward,” Roger said while lifting his hips to thrust up in quick punches.

	Edward slid onto the bed behind Elena and whispered into her ear. “You like being reminded that we’re going to stretch your slutty little hole, viscountess? How about you bend over and show me where you want me to stuff this hard cock I’ve got for you?”

	He directed Elena forward until she rested against Roger’s chest. “You’re going to let Blaimester in, pussycat?”

	She mewed playfully and felt Roger’s cock jerk in her. “Well, that was unexpected,” she said, lightly scratching her nails down his firm chest.

	“I’m coming in,” said Edward as he fed his unrelentingly hard cock into the hint of an opening he’d found in Elena’s cunny, sliding right in beside Roger.

	“Oh god, oh god,” cried Elena at the stretch, the likes of which she hadn’t encountered before outside of childbirth.

	“Fuck, that’s a tight fit,” said Edward, pulling her apart to see where her pussy lips gripped both men’s shafts. “Fuck.”

	For his part, Roger said nothing, just stared at the canopy over the bed until he cried out. “I’m going to come. Get moving!”

	The two men held Elena upright and then steady as they worked their cocks into her in tandem, using every bit of her arousal to test her limits and lubricate the slide.

	“Oh no,” she cried, feeling her orgasm approach. “Oh no, I’m going to bear down, but there’s too much inside.”

	“Fuck, I’m going to flood her,” said Edward, speeding up his pace.

	Roger merely stuffed a fist in his mouth and tried to hold on as his bedmates worked against his overstimulated cock.

	Edward reached around and tweaked Elena’s nipple before whispering, “I hear you longed to be filled, my lady,” in her ear.

	At his words, she screamed and squeezed relentlessly on the cocks impaling her, then shooting ropes of seed directly into the mouth of her womb. She felt them sliding through the mess and depositing more, then broke again as the first drops of their combined spend hit her inner thigh and traveled down her leg.

	“What a good little slut,” said Edward. “I think you’ll be ready for what I have in store the next time.”

	


Chapter 6

	The front page of the gazette Phillip held before his face at the breakfast table shouted about the plight of the laboring classes. The cold summer of 1816 had produced an anemic harvest, and work was not to be had as soldiers returned from the Napoleonic Wars and attempted to resume their occupations.

	There was discontentment in the air — the same mix of hunger and rage that had sent the heads of French nobles falling in the last century. Not so long ago.

	Elena shifted the pork on her plate and wondered if her efforts to aid orphans would be enough to spare her neck when the sentences came down. She shivered, causing Phillip to look around the gazette.

	“Yes?” he asked.

	“Just a bit concerned about the state of political relations here in England.”

	He raised a brow. “Is that what they’re calling the latest hat designs these days? Or perhaps the menus for a garden party?”

	He was truly the worst. Phillip hadn’t been so careless and dismissive earlier in their marriage, but he’d somehow, over time, slumped into a caricature of a put-upon husband despite Elena’s attempts to be a model wife and viscountess.

	“You’re not the least bit concerned about unrest? Resentment of the common man towards aristocrats with full bellies and plenty of coal in the grates?”

	Phillip narrowed his eyes at his wife. “Of course I’m concerned about that. It’s why I read this infernal gazette each morning and take in the talk of the day. But I am best positioned, seeing as I am in Parliament, to deal with these matters.”

	He rose from the breakfast table and patted Elena on the head dismissively. “Don’t worry about such things when there’s nothing you can do to solve the problem. Enjoy the benefits your position affords.”

	She stewed until a letter she’d been waiting for arrived. There was something — rather, someone — she could do.

	***

	When Elena reached the gaming hell, it surprised her to find the foyer quiet. The large man minding the entrance took her domino and escorted her upstairs personally.

	“Is the hell closed this evening?” she asked the man brightly, concerned that perhaps there had been a raid on the premises that might disrupt her plans.

	“Closed,” he said. “For a private party.”

	Elena looked around, trying to catch sight of this private party. Maybe Prinny himself was visiting!

	“There you are,” said Roger Malebraunche, emerging from his office. “I thought we might take tea. You see, there’s been a change of plans.”

	He escorted her into a cozy sitting room, not at all the sort of place she’d have expected in a gaming hell, and asked her to pour when the tray arrived.

	“I’d have expected a bottle of gin,” she said.

	Roger leaned back, a smile on his face. “We like to surprise guests. And never let it be said that The Branch isn’t aboveboard in all dealings. It wouldn’t do for us to ply you with liquor and then leave you to, well…”

	Elena’s pulse quickened at that pause. It was the sort of pause that promised adventure, daring, and — hopefully — a good deal of pleasure.

	He continued. “How familiar are you with the trades?”

	“The trades?” she asked. “Butcher, baker, candlestick maker?”

	“Yes, precisely. The people who make the things we need. The people who labor from morning to night so others might live in comfort.”

	She drew herself up, feeling infantilized by the conversation. “Of course I know about the trades. They make things and receive money for their efforts.”

	“And what happens when they don’t receive money for their work? When they extend credit to, say, no-good scions of aristocratic families and go unpaid for their labor and materials?”

	Elena felt the blood sink from the top of her head to her feet, the warm thrum of sexual anticipation replaced by an icy dread. “You don’t mean…”

	“Your son’s landlord came to my place of business looking for him. The rent on his bachelor’s lodgings hadn’t been paid since spring.”

	She sunk into the plush cushions and moaned.

	“I took proof of his losses and promised to report back to him; then your son’s stationer heard about possible restitution and came to file paperwork with me.”

	“How many?” asked Elena, panic setting in. These poor tradespeople left without payment for months! She was going to toss Bernard into the Marshalsea herself, no matter the gaol fever!

	“Following a thorough survey, I identified eighteen tradespeople, ranging from a jeweler to his, yes, butcher, baker, and candlestick maker, which have gone unpaid.”

	“I don’t think I’ll have enough in my purse to pay them all,” she said. “I’ll need to return to the house and ask Phillip, he’ll need to, to open a safe or go to the bank and—”

	Roger tapped his fingers on a handsome bound book she hadn’t noticed before. “I believe there might be an alternate way.”

	Understanding slowly dawned. “Roger, I don’t think I have time to… entertain eighteen people. Getting away every few days has been a challenge. And what if more emerge?”

	He leaned in and brushed Elena’s hair back from her forehead, where it had been growing damp because of her perspiration. “Worry not. I took a thorough accounting before bringing this problem to you. I think that after tonight, all debts will be discharged.”

	She looked up in confusion. “But I am to entertain Mr. Blaimester this evening.”

	“He has agreed to share you with the tradespeople. All eighteen of them.”

	


Chapter 7

	The billiards room on the ground level was a hive of activity when Roger Malebraunche escorted Elena downstairs to meet the people to whom Bernard was indebted.

	“Oh god,” she said, slumping against him in shame as she saw the varied tradespeople who had extended her son credit.

	“This her?” asked a man skeptically. “Where are all the jewels and cakes?”

	“I thought her hair would be taller,” said a wiry man, picking at his teeth.

	“This is Viscountess Fairclough, as I promised,” said Roger, supporting her arm.

	“How do we know this isn’t some strumpet dressed up as the lady?” asked someone from the back.

	Elena and Roger exchanged glances. “That’s actually a good question,” she said. “I don’t know how to prove that I am myself.”

	“I saw the good lady on her wedding day, in the last century,” said a man with a tidy beard. “I am the family jeweler and fitted her ring myself. That is the viscountess.”

	The crowd mumbled approvingly. One problem solved.

	“How do we know she’s willing to do this?” asked a lady from the back. “We can’t be a horde descending on a woman who wants no part of this scheme. Why, she didn’t even accrue the debts.”

	“Seller of scandalous books,” explained Roger in a low voice. “Has a place on Holywell Street, a sharp woman, if there ever was one.”

	“She certainly earned my patronage today,” replied Elena. Speaking louder, she said, “I am here of my own free will. Rest assured and thank you for your concern.”

	A man with bushy eyebrows regarded Roger and Elena with suspicion. “She could be just saying that you know. Fast-talking gents like Malebraunche put plenty of ladies up to things they don’t actually want to do.”

	“Then I suppose we’ll need to prove her ladyship’s willingness to take part in tonight’s festivities,” proclaimed Roger. “Shall we show them your willingness, my lady?”

	He swept the domino from her naked body and revealed her voluptuous form to the assembled crowd. “I’d like to knead those fine bubbies,” said a man Elena could only imagine was a baker.

	A man with a neck like an ox merely grunted.

	“How does that—” asked a skeptical voice when Roger spun Elena around like a debutante at a ball, then bent her nude body over the nearest billiards table.

	Elena could only see the felt surface of the gaming table, but she could hear everything behind her naked arse so much more clearly now that she was on display.

	“Legs wider, my dear,” said Roger, helping her spread for the assembled crowd.

	She opened her body and braced. Surely someone would throw something or hurl insults as if she was in the stocks.

	“She looks wet,” murmured one man appreciatively.

	“She is indeed,” said Roger, using his fingertips to spread her cunny lips to their view. “Wet and very willing to make restitution for the injury caused by her family member.”

	“Can I touch?” asked one voice.

	“Be my guest,” said Roger, allowing the young man to approach the table and slide one finger into Elena’s hot, hungry hole.

	He stumbled back. “My god, I’ve been inside a nob. I wonder if being inside her pussy could cure scrofula! Or the clap!”

	Elena made a noise of distress, and Roger reassured her while patting her back. “We have checked all participants for contagion, dear.”

	Roger thumped the bound book he’d carried down from upstairs to get the attention of the crowd. “I have in this ledger an accurate accounting of the debts owed by the viscountess’s son, as well as your statements that participation in tonight’s event will discharge those debts.”

	The assembled tradespeople murmured agreeably.

	“Since you are each owed different sums of money, you will have different rights to her ladyship’s cunny. First up, Mr. Bademan, baker on Chesterfield Street. Owed two pounds, eight shillings, and five pence. You are allowed two strokes.”

	“First up, sounds only right for a baker,” the man shouted cheerfully while approaching the billiard table. The crowd hooted but quickly grew quiet as he took up his position between Elena’s legs.

	“Mr. Bademan, please discharge your debt, but do not discharge within the lady,” said Roger, overseeing the ledger and proceedings.

	The baker lifted his tunic and pulled his cock from within his old-fashioned hose before giving it a stroke. Elena felt the man against her arse and thighs. Then he was feeding his short, fat cock into her cunny.

	“If my mum could see me now!” he said with a cheer, pumping into her twice, then withdrawing with Roger’s aid to spend immediately on the floor.

	“My carpets will never be the same,” said Roger glumly before summoning the next debtor.

	“The widow Parchmentar, purveyor of fine filthy books on Holywell Street. Owed five pounds, three shillings. She will make use of a clever little diletto offered by her shop, imported from the finest glass blowers of Venice. Six strokes.”

	Elena turned to watch the woman with graying blonde hair approach the table, holding the dildo aloft. “I don’t know that I’d call this little, Roger,” the widow said good-naturedly before fitting the head at Elena’s entrance.

	The viscountess moaned as she stretched around the glass implement, her brain struggling to understand how a false cock could feel so delicious. She rocked as she took the thrusts, but all too soon, it was over. She made a mental note to visit Holywell Street and acquire just such an implement for herself.

	The cobbler, candlestick maker, and stationer also just stoked Elena’s growing need because of the modest debts owed to those tradespeople.

	The jeweler was far more promising. “Mr. Goshawke and Sons, Fine Jewelers, are owed a debt of 80 pounds.”

	“And sons?” asked Elena with some horror, not imagining that tonight might be a family affair.

	“I am representing the family and will make full use of the allotment,” said Mr. Goshawke, sliding smoothly into her wet cunt.

	“That’s a noise I like to hear,” he said, petting Elena’s blushing arse cheeks, already stimulated because of the number of people taking their place behind her.

	“And you’ll contribute more to the sound on account of being afforded the right to spend within the viscountess,” said Roger, making notes in his ledger.

	The man crowded against Elena’s thighs and rogered her cunny with efficient relish but ultimately spent without her reaching the peak of sexual paroxysm. She was growing frustrated.

	“Roger,” she said, tapping him on the arm. “I need to come. Give me something that will make me come.”

	He surveyed the list and hit upon a name that made him smile. “Mr. Scorchebof, if you please.”

	Elena turned to look behind her as a positively enormous man parted from the crowd, the grunting man with an ox neck.

	“Oh,” said Elena, clenching her core muscles in anticipation of being used by such a hulking specimen of manhood.

	“I doubt I need to tell you that Mr. Scorchebof is the butcher,” said Roger. In response, the butcher merely grunted.

	“Do you have a piece to match that neck?” asked Elena.

	The butcher didn’t bother unbuttoning his falls, just reached into his breeches and pulled out the thickest, longest cock Elena had ever seen. She smiled. At last, she was about to get used in the way she’d been anticipating.

	The butcher walked between Elena’s legs, kicked them apart, then thought better of it and hefted one leg in the air by holding her under the knee. She was completely open to him, and he fitted his cockhead against her cunny entrance with a deftness she wouldn’t have expected.

	And then he slid in. The stretch was profound, leaving Elena panting over the felt billiard table as she struggled to take all of him inside.

	“God, my lady, are you well?” asked Roger, somewhat dismayed at how her cunny was being filled by the muscle-bound butcher.

	“I’ve dreamed of this,” she mumbled, while absorbing the man’s powerful thrusts. The man pushed her to her limit, controlling her completely. Fearful of disrupting their perfect balance and the intense pleasure, she didn’t dare touch herself.

	Finally, the butcher executed a deft move and brushed against her straining clitoris in a way that sent Elena shuddering and screaming as she spasmed around his oversized cock. For his part, Scorchebof let her enjoy the initial explosion and many cascading aftershocks before pressing himself deep and roaring as he poured an enormous load of seed inside the viscountess.

	The room was quiet as he withdrew from Elena’s body and carefully laid her on the billiard table, one knee lifted so her stretched, seeded cunt could be seen by all.

	The sound of cocks working among the crowd grew louder and tradesperson after tradesperson shouted to take their turn.

	Elena took them all, bent over the table, then reclined on it with her legs spread when she needed to change positions. With Elena stretched and seeded, they gave her thrusts with less precise counts, helping her reach climax repeatedly.

	As she took cock after cock, Roger gave her sips of water, smoothed her hair when it proved troublesome, and rubbed her nub when she couldn’t quite reach paroxysm.

	As the last tradesperson stumbled from between Elena’s legs, Roger wiped the dripping seed from her thighs with a length of toweling and surveyed the mess. He gingerly pulled her cunny lips apart and rushed to catch another drip of spend when her internal muscles reflexively pushed it out.

	“They’ve used you well,” he said.

	“A considerable sum was due to them.”

	“You owe a considerable sum to one more person.”

	“We agreed that the debt would be discharged with our last visit,” she said, cradling Roger’s face like the dear man he was. “No matter, I can take you.”

	“I think he meant me, my lady,” said Mr. Blaimester.

	Elena gasped, covering her cunny with her hands. What would he think of her, used by all and sundry before he took his place?

	The industrialist walked over and pulled her hands from their place before her swollen nether lips and hole. He roughly unbuttoned his falls to remove his cock. “I like nothing better than a well-used, sloppy pussy.”

	Edward stroked his cock with rough movements while running his free hand over Elena’s breasts.

	“They used you hard, did they?”

	Elena nodded yes, curling her lips to contain a smirk. It was, by far, the most thrilling night of her life, and she wondered how she could experience something so heady again — ideally without her son disgracing the family.

	Edward took a seat on one chair not desperately in need of a good cleaning and motioned for Elena to join him. She toddled over to the industrialist, the last person to whom she owed a debt. She leaned forward, displaying her full breasts before him. “How do you want me?”

	He groaned and took Elena’s hand to help her straddle his angry cock. Their chests met, and he cradled her exhausted body while thrusting up into her wrecked cunny.

	“My lady sounds wet tonight. Did those rough tradesmen use you hard?” he asked in a playful voice.

	“So hard,” she responded in kind. “They ruined my little cunny and got seed all over me. You’ll have to wash it out with your spend.”

	Edward groaned against her shoulder and quickened his pace. He wouldn’t last long, not if she kept saying the things that made his engine run dangerously hot.

	“Is there room for me?” asked Roger from Elena’s back. She let her head fall back against his chest, which gave Edward a chance to suck on her tender nipples.

	“You wish to break me?” she asked, willing to experience anything despite the trials she’d been through that evening.

	“I wonder if I might,” he said, letting an oiled finger dip into the first ring of her back passage, “try somewhere new.”

	“Why does that feel—” asked Elena with a hiccup. “Feel good?”

	“That’s it, my lady,” said Roger while replacing his fingers with his generously oiled cock. “Taking two cocks in your holes like a strumpet. We’ve trained you up well.”

	Edward kissed up her neck and set her cunt fluttering around him. “That’s right, we’ve got a good little slut taking our cocks so well. Are you going to make us spend in your slutty little holes, my lady?”

	Roger kissed the other side of Elena’s neck and worked himself in tandem with Edward. “I don’t think we’re going to give her back. When a pussycat is this good, we need to keep her filled, don’t we?”

	“Would you like that, my lady?” intoned Edward. “Taking our cocks over and over, at the same time? We can make it worth your while.”

	Both men reached for Elena’s nub, and they worked together to stroke her until she broke in their arms, shaking as her muscles finally gave out after hours of hard use. She was drifting off to sleep as she felt Roger and Edward shoot their loads deep inside of her, cradling her tenderly as they used the last of her strength to wring the spend from their balls.

	“She’s ours,” she heard one of them say. “Our little slut of a matron. Knowing she’s at ton parties with our seed leaking out of her holes gets me hard again.”

	“If all young blades had mothers this delectable, I’d extend credit more freely.”

	Elena drifted off to sleep with a satisfied smile on her face.

	


Chapter 8

	Several days later

	“Mother, what have you done?”

	Elena stumbled at the unexpected noise from within her sitting room. She had been up from dawn in bed reading a scandalous book, and she hoped Bernard hadn’t been draped on the chaise for too long, or he might have heard sounds.

	“Why Bernard, how kind of you to visit the house after many requests for the pleasure of your company,” she said, her eyes narrowed.

	He slumped forward and held his head in his hands. “I had to come when I heard the whispers.”

	“As a man about town, I’m sure you hear many whispers,” said Elena. “They’ve never inspired you to visit us before breakfast.”

	“These whispers were about you,” he said. “My mother.”

	Elena sat across from him and stared into her son’s eyes, neither confirming nor denying the gossip. She was a viscountess, mother to five children, and overlooked by her husband. Moreover, she wasn’t apologizing for anything — or anyone — she deemed worthy of doing. And she especially wasn’t apologizing or making excuses to Bernard!

	“So, it’s true,” said Bernard, listing sideways and looking about for a vase in which he might be ill.

	Elena wanted to rage at him, but that had proved ineffective on many occasions. Instead, she took a different approach. “I rather enjoyed getting your debts discharged.”

	Bernard moaned into a cushion.

	“I did not know that a young man could owe so much money to so many different tradespeople. I had the pleasure of meeting your cobbler, landlord, and butcher. A viscountess has so few occasions to mix with such people, and I was grateful for the chance to get to know them better.”

	“Not the butcher,” wheezed Bernard.

	“Yes, him especially,” said Elena with a smile. “I found it quite interesting to have an encounter with a man who knows so much about the ways of the flesh—”

	Bernard was well and truly sick now. His head thrust out the sitting-room window while he regretted putting away a bottle of gin after hearing about his mother’s exploits.

	Elena waited patiently for her son to finish his dramatics and considered which gown she would wear today for a demimonde picnic. Now that she had tasted the many flavors of freedom, she was never going back to gossiping in stuffy parlors with judgmental biddies.

	Bernard returned to his chaise and regarded his mother with newfound fear. And perhaps respect. “What could convince you to stop this nonsense?”

	“Stop?” she asked, her brows delicately arched. “I have no intention of stopping anything, and it’s rich for the person who set all of this in motion to ask such a thing of me.”

	“Mother,” Bernard whispered. “How am I to make a good marriage if my mother is out… out cavorting with men of all classes?”

	“Your father was prepared to allow debt collectors to take you to the Marshalsea,” she said. “Are you familiar with that institution?”

	Bernard traced some stitching on his waistcoat, one of many things she’d paid for so pleasurably with her cunt, now that she thought about it. “I toured it while slumming with some other gents.”

	“I presume you did not want a more intimate experience of the interior?” she asked.

	Bernard gulped, finally looking ashamed.

	“Listen to me and listen well: you are not the heir. And I don’t have nearly enough pin money to pay off your debts with coin. I love you and will not see you in that infernal jail. Is my meaning plain?”

	“Will you continue to discharge my debts by engaging in prostitution?” asked Bernard weakly.

	Elena mulled over his words. She hadn’t considered her actions related to the work performed by women in Covent Garden alleys and townhouse écoles but found that she enjoyed the idea of belonging to this group.

	“Yes.”

	The sitting room was silent. Bernard was clearly thinking, and Elena wasn’t about to interrupt his rare introspection when he was so close to turning a corner.

	“Is father home?” asked Bernard. “Can I expect to see him at breakfast?”

	“He should be,” said Elena, wondering if her son planned to rant and rave at his father about her actions. Phillip would likely just hold his gazette higher.

	“You win, mother,” said Bernard. “I’ll manage the estate father has been offering.”

	Elena brightened. Had her gambit worked?

	“Thank you for settling my debts this final time. I’m sorry that it had to be done… that way,” he said, blanching.

	“I’m not,” she said, smirking after Bernard had slunk from her sitting room to negotiate with his father.

	Elena ducked back into her bedroom and caught sight of her lady’s maid. “Delamare, I’ll need you to pick up some books for me today. From Holywell Street,” she said with a grin. “And fetch the green velvet with lace on the bodice. I have an appointment to keep.”

	THE END
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