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    About the Book 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth can never get enough of Mr. Darcy, especially the sinister, sensual creature he becomes in the dark. 
 
      
 
    And for those readers who can’t get enough of him, as well, here is an anthology of all TWELVE of Darcy’s darkest scenes. 
 
      
 
    This 12 story bundle includes the steamy shorts –  
 
      
 
    Training Mrs. Darcy 
 
    Discipline for Mrs. Darcy 
 
    Punishment for Mrs. Darcy 
 
    Tempted by Mr. Darcy 
 
    Teased by Mr. Darcy 
 
    Touched by Mr. Darcy 
 
    Mr. Darcy's Secret Service 
 
    The Wanton Mr. Wickham 
 
    An Unlikely Quartet 
 
    A Suitable Punishment 
 
    A Sordid Display 
 
    Yes, Mistress Darcy 
 
      
 
    All in one. 
 
      
 
    These scenes are also found in the novels The Mistress of Pemberley and The Fallen Lady.  
 
      
 
    And for lovers of The Secrets of Pemberley series, keep your eyes peeled for more, coming soon! 
 
      
 
    Due to the very steamy nature of these scenes, this title is intended for mature audiences. 
 
    Want more CHERA ZADE? Join my mailing list! 
 
   


 
  

 TRAINING MRS. DARCY 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The wedding was ended. Jane and her beloved were off to enjoy their honeymoon together. The former Elizabeth Bennett, the newly crowned Mrs. Darcy was now lady of Pemberley, wife of Fitzwilliam, and nervous in a manner she’d never been before. 
 
    Married. She was married to Mr. Darcy. She had a husband. She shared a bed with a man who made her knees weak. 
 
    This was their wedding night. This was the night she would know the touch of a man for the first time. Not just any man, Fitzwilliam Darcy. The giant, brooding, stern browed Mr. Darcy. Elizabeth’s stomach was in knots. 
 
    Yet despite their coming home to Pemberley for their wedding night, Darcy had yet to claim his wife. She was terrified and excited. What was in store? 
 
    The wedding reception left her tired from dancing, full with drink and food, and now the quiet of Pemberley was a stark contrast to the celebration of that day. Elizabeth settled into the parlor. This was her home now, but she’d never seen the inside of Darcy’s apartments, never seen the bedroom she would share with him.  
 
    She didn’t dare presume to go there without his invitation. Instead, she waited in the parlor as she would on any other afternoon before their wedding.  
 
    Darcy had gone to tend to affairs of the household as they made their way in from the wedding. Elizabeth still wore her wedding gown and felt silly as she caught sight of herself in the mirror over the mantel. 
 
    Goodness, Lizzie. Calm down, she thought. 
 
    She pulled the veil off her head, setting it over the back of the settee and slumped down at the pianoforte. If she was to wait for her husband, she would make the best of the passing time. She’d yet to even bring her things from home, yet. 
 
    Pemberley was quiet in a manner she’d never witnessed before. Elizabeth set her fingers to the keys and began to play, Beethoven. She was not as averse as some other accomplished girls, but when she focused, she could sound rather soothing in a quiet house. She pressed the keys with the faintest touch, letting the music whisper from the instrument. The sound seemed to echo perfectly in the quiet house. 
 
    Elizabeth played the first three measures by heart before she noticed a change to the sound. Elizabeth glanced toward the door of the parlor and startled, the keys jamming beneath her fingers.  
 
    “Fitzwillaim! You startled,” she said, scolding.  
 
    He smiled. Her stomach dropped to her toes. He’d never smiled at her quite like that before. “Hello, my wife.” 
 
    The tone was heavy with intention, and Elizabeth felt a strange pang between her legs. An almost ache that made her desperate to squeeze her legs tighter together. 
 
    “Keep playing,” Darcy said, still standing in the doorway. His presence, and the sheer size of him, seemed to deaden the echo of the music. 
 
    “I don’t want to disturb anyone,” Elizabeth said, nervous to have him listen. 
 
    He smiled again. “I’ve sent everyone to bed or home. We have Pemberley to ourselves. 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed. She thought of the corridors and long hallways, all quiet and empty. No one to hear her play. No one to hear anything at all. 
 
    “Elizabeth. I said keep playing.” 
 
    They were alone. A man and woman – husband and wife – without chaperone for the first time since they’d met. She looked up at her husband, a nervous tension building in her spine, and did as she was told. She picked up right where she left off, still playing as best she could from memory. Darcy took a step toward her, his massive shape moving in the corner of her eye. She fought to focus on what she was doing, still trying to keep her legs clutched together tight against the ache. A moment later, her husband stood just over her shoulder, his hand grazing her shoulder. Elizabeth shuddered at the touch. 
 
    “I can’t begin to tell you how I’ve looked forward to this night,” he said, leaning down to whisper in her ear. “To finally have you, every part of you.” 
 
    Elizabeth stumbled on the keys and stopped playing. “Fitzwilliam, you cad.” 
 
    “I said keep playing.” 
 
    She licked her lips, setting her brow a moment, then instead of protest played on.  
 
    “Very good,” he said, and his hand moved over her collar, his fingers grazing at her collar bone. He ran his fingers over the bare skin of her throat, then moved them downward. Elizabeth gasped, stumbling on the keys again, but before she could speak, Darcy slid his hand down over the lace of her wedding gown and took hold of her breast, squeezing firmly. Elizabeth cried out, softly, her hands darting to take hold of his.  
 
    He bent down behind her, coming to whisper in her ear. “Mrs. Darcy. If you stop playing again before I tell you to, you’re going to regret it.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to fight him, but his size alone dominated the room. Darcy appeared at her side, sitting facing the opposite direction on the piano bench with her. He shot a glance at the keys, then back to meet her eyes. He’d spoken without saying a word. Elizabeth felt her muscles tense all over. What did he mean by regret it? Would he strike her? He’d never raised a hand to her, or even raised his voice. Would he be a hard man as a husband when he was such a gentleman in courting?  
 
    She played on, her fingers tensing with nerves. Darcy leaned into her, his lips finding her ear and the crook of her jaw first, then the curve of her shoulder and neck. His lips were soft, but the touch felt like lightning traveling through her skin, down to the tips of her toes. She pressed her knees together again, fighting the rising heat between her legs.  
 
    His hand found her breast again, and his fingers deftly played at the fabric there, teasing the mound beneath. Her nipple hardened at the touch and sent waves and pain through her sex. She fought not to lose her place in the piece, but her throat couldn’t contain the startled cry of pleasure.  
 
    Darcy hummed softly to himself. “I cannot wait to get you out of this dress and see you properly.” 
 
    Elizabeth felt her face flush. 
 
    “Have you thought of this night, Elizabeth?” 
 
    She blushed. Yes, she had. But how could she admit that to her husband. He’d think he a brazen trollop, wouldn’t he? 
 
    “Because I have. Every night since the day we met. Thought of seeing the creamy white skin of your breasts. Thought of hearing the cries you’d make when I took you as my wife.” 
 
    “Stop, Fitzwilliam,” she whispered, barely able to form the words and keep her hands on the keys.  
 
    “Stop?” He said. “Did you just give me an order, darling?” 
 
    His hand squeezed her other breast, playing until this nipple hardened as well.  
 
    She gasped, softly, but nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    He chuckled, leaning in until his lips were touching her ear. “I’m the one who gives orders, my petal.” 
 
    Suddenly, his hand was at her knees, tossing her skirts upward until her legs were bared to the open air. Without thinking, Elizabeth grabbed at her skirts, pulling them back down to protect her modesty.  
 
    Darcy glared at her. “What did I say?” 
 
    “I know, but for goodness sake! You can’t -” 
 
    “Play until I tell you to stop, or you will regret it. Final warning. Am I understood?” 
 
    Elizabeth felt his hand at her knee, pooling the fabric of her skirts up into his hand. Then as he met her gaze, slid his hand up beneath the skirts, his warm fingers grazing against her thigh. 
 
    Elizabeth whimpered in fear and something else – excitement. She moved her hands back to the keys. They were shaking. 
 
    She started a new song now, a minuet by Pezold. She was three notes in when Darcy’s hand slid upward, planting his whole palm against the smooth skin of her thigh, then pressing his hand down between her legs. His thumb was inches from her sex. She cried out his name, a pleading, frightened sound as she fought to continue playing. 
 
    “Good girl,” he said, softly. “You play so beautifully.” 
 
    He pressed his lips to her ear, whispering there as she fought to tighten her legs against his touch. 
 
    It was no use. A moment later, Darcy pushed his hand up fully, and his fingers found her sex. She gasped and squealed in near protest, almost standing up as she fought to pull away from his touch, but he held her there, his hand rubbing her aching sex, his other arm gripping her around the waist, holding her against him.  
 
    He rubbed softly, cooing in her ear. “I can feel how wet you are through your petticoats,” he whispered.  
 
    Elizabeth gasped, her face burning. She whined softly, feeling as though she should fight this sensation, but his fingers pressed firmly to her, rubbing with such firm intention. The ache in her sex was growing almost too intense to bare.  
 
    “Keep playing, my darling,” he whispered. 
 
    Every sixth key was delayed or wrong, but Elizabeth did as she was told, Darcy’s hold on her growing tighter with each passing moment. His breathing seemed to change, growing hoarser, faster, and he hummed and groaned his approval each time she cried out.  
 
    Suddenly, he reached further beneath her skirts, finding the waist of her petticoats and slipping his hand beneath. The warmth of his fingers found her sex anew, and he slipped his fingers into the wetness there, touching the most sensitive part of her with relish in his eyes. Elizabeth buckled from the sensation, her fingers losing their place on the keys completely. She reached down to grab his hand through the fabric of her skirts, clutching his shoulder with the other hand as though holding onto him for strength. 
 
    “You stopped playing, darling,” he said, grinning. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” She cried, the words descending into an almost primal sound. “I can’t.” 
 
    “That’s disappointing,” he said, pulling her backward. “You leave me no choice, then.” 
 
    “Please!” Elizabeth said, her stomach shooting into her throat with fear of what he might do.  
 
    Elizabeth’s legs buckled, desperately trying to pull her knees together as Darcy slid his fingers further downward, then plunged them into her. Her sex was slippery and aching as his fingers violated her there. Elizabeth screamed, forgetting the expanse of Pemberley around them.  
 
    “Fitzwilliam!” She cried. 
 
    Yet his fingers plunged deeper. Over and over again, a subtle sound of his hand slamming into her with each probe of his fingers. She clung to him as he fingered deeper and faster, watching her face closely as he forced her to take him. 
 
    “You like it, don’t you?” He said, glaring down into her face. Elizabeth’s mouth fell open, but she couldn’t speak. “You love it. Well, my darling. You’ve no idea what’s in store for you.” 
 
    Suddenly, he was up, towering over her on the piano bench. Her sex ached now with a need she’d never felt before. Darcy stood behind her, his fingers making quick work of untying her wedding dress. A moment later, the garment fell loose around her shoulders, leaving her in her petticoats and shift. He plunged his hands down beneath the shift and took hold of her breasts, kneading them roughly. 
 
    “This is what happens when you disobey me, my love. I take you as I please. Do you understand?” 
 
    Elizabeth tried to make a sound, but could only lean back against him. Suddenly, she stiffened, startled by the hard shape beneath the fabric of his trousers. 
 
    He chuckled to see her response. “That’s what’s in store for you, Lizzie. I’m going to use every inch of you to please me. I’ve been waiting for this for too long.” 
 
    He grabbed her face by the jaw and turned her up to him, then he kissed her deeply, sliding his tongue into her mouth. She cried out at the sensation, aching for him to slide his fingers inside her again. That moment of penetration was the only thing to soothe the pain between her legs, but somehow, as soon as he took them away, the pain returned with triple the force. She needed him. She feared him, feared what he would do, but needed him all the same. 
 
    “Do you want me, too?” He asked. 
 
    Her face flushed. She nodded, averting her eyes. 
 
    “Tell me,” he demanded. 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed. “I need you.” 
 
    With that, Darcy grabbed her, pulling her up to her feet as her dress fell to the floor. She felt exposed, standing there in only her petticoats. Then a moment later, he ripped her petticoats off, leaving her standing there at the piano, naked. 
 
    Darcy pulled the piano bench aside and pushed her toward the keys. 
 
    She stood there naked and exposed as Darcy pulled the bench up behind her and sat down.  
 
    He grabbed her by the hips and turned her toward the keys, roughly. “Play until I tell you to stop.” 
 
    Elizabeth stared at him in desperation, a look she prayed conveyed her thoughts.  
 
    What are you doing to me? 
 
    “Are you defying me?” He asked, as though daring her.  
 
    “No!” She said, terrified of what he’d do were she to say yes. 
 
    “Good,” he said, his hand sliding up the inside of her thigh. “Lean forward and play, and don’t stop until I damn well tell you to, do you understand?” 
 
    “What will you do to me if I do?” She asked, almost fearing the answer. 
 
    “Do you want to find out?” He demanded, and the tone was terrifying. 
 
    “No! No,” she said, and swiftly found the keys to play a new piece. An easy piece – Fur Elise by Beethoven.  
 
    He hummed with approval at the music choice, then without pause, he slid his hand up between her legs, kicking her ankles aside to open her to him. His fingers slid up inside her again, this time three at a time. She felt her body strain against the sudden entry, and cried out in almost pain. He plunged them deep, nothing hindering him now. She fought to keep her hands on the keys as his fingers slammed up into her over and over, his knuckles pounding into her thigh and the lips of her sex as he pushed as deeply as he could. She felt her body stretch to take him, her sex growing hot as the knuckle of his pinky fingers slammed over and over into the most sensitive spot. She cried out, fighting to find the right keys, her knees growing weak, and her thighs trembling. 
 
    Suddenly, Darcy pushed the bench further back, yanking her by the hips until she was forced to fully bend over to reach the keys.  
 
    “Fitzwilliam, I can’t - Oh god!” She screamed as Darcy sat down onto the bench, slammed his fingers up into her, and planted his face into her ass. Elizabeth’s hands slammed onto the keys, completely losing the music as she tried to pull away. This wasn’t how a man was to behave! What was he doing to her? And oh god, what kind of woman was she to enjoy it? 
 
    “Please!” She cried, still trying to pull away. 
 
    The sound splintered the parlor as Darcy’s huge hand smacked her ass with the force of a tyrant. 
 
    She gasped, unable to scream. The sensation had stung like nothing she’d ever felt before, and the shock of it left her speechless.  
 
    “Did I tell you to stop playing?” He demanded, his hand still planted on her ass, the sting of his touch emanating out in burning waves. Elizabeth’s eyes began to water as she shook her head. 
 
    “No,” she said, and she was almost on the verge of tears. 
 
    “Do as you are told, or face the consequences,” he said, his hand suddenly moving in a gentle rhythm over her reddened buttock. The touch was soothing almost, gently caressing away the sting.  
 
    Elizabeth swallowed. “I don’t think I can play when -” 
 
    “You’ll do as you’re told,” he said, kissing the sore skin of her backside. “Or you’ll suffer the consequences. Have I made myself clear?” 
 
    Elizabeth whimpered and returned her attention to the keys. Darcy’s hand rubbed for a moment longer, then his fingers slipped down between her legs again and plunged inside, rocking her forward with each thrust. Elizabeth blinked against the tears, waiting in near fear for what he would do next. 
 
    Darcy’s tongue found her ass again, darting and teasing at her as she cried out. He grabbed her hips, pulling her back to him, driving his tongue and his face lower. He flicked his tongue then opened his whole mouth to her, devouring her. She cried out, fighting against the sudden heat that was rising in her sex. Her legs were shaking violently, and she was barely able to hold herself up, but she kept her hands to the keys, fighting to make some kind of melody despite her whole body being under assault. 
 
    “Fitzwilliam!” She cried as her sex tightened around his fingers. She moaned at the sensation and lost all control of her legs, collapsing against him. Darcy caught her before she fell completely, lifting her up as he stood behind her. 
 
    “You did beautifully – when you finally decided to behave,” he said, his tone foreboding. He let his lips graze her ear, his breath warm against her. Suddenly, he took hold of her hand and pulled it back behind her. He pressed her open palm against the front of his trousers, the pulsing shape beneath seeming to spring in response to her touch. She gasped, trying to pull her hand away, but Darcy kept it there, making her stroke him as his breath came, hoarse and hot in her ear. 
 
    “You feel that,” he said. “I’m going to make you take all of that.” 
 
    She shuddered against him again, her ass sore as he pressed himself against her, pinning her hand between them. 
 
    “But first, I’m going to reward you for behaving.” 
 
    He stood to his full height and spun her around to face him, slamming her ass back into the keys. She tried to brace herself, but he was on her before she could, leaning over her until the pianoforte groaned with the pressure of her ass on the keys. 
 
    Darcy suddenly turned, yanking the piano bench up behind him. Then he sat down in front of her, hooked his hand behind her knee, and pulled her leg up and over his shoulder. Before Elizabeth could protest, Darcy buried his face into the wet of her sex, pressing his open mouth to her with the force of a ravenous thing. 
 
    Elizabeth screamed, her eyes glancing toward the open parlor door, terrified someone would come and find her there, summoned by the unearthly clang of the keys beneath her, yet even as the fear made her wary, her body melted in response to Darcy’s forceful tongue. He darted it against her most sensitive place, playing with the flesh there as his fingers plunged deep. She fought to pull from him, her sore backside now pressed to the rough edges of the piano keys, but between her legs there was only pleasure. A warmth so hot, it was almost searing as Darcy forcefully turned his face from side to side, pressing himself to her with such force, she feared he’d drown there in the wet of her sex.  
 
    He hummed and groaned with relish, pushing her against the pianoforte in a rhythm, the echo of the keys pulsing with his movements. 
 
    Suddenly he pulled from her for only an instant and spit in his hand. Before Elizabeth could move, Darcy’s mouth returned to its work, licking and sucking at her with such fervor, she feared he might bite her. She heard an unfamiliar sound, a strange rhythm from Darcy’s free hand. She craned to see, and spotted the red, throbbing shape of his cock in his hand as he stroked himself madly. 
 
    His groans and hums grew faster, more furious with each passing moment. Elizabeth fought to watch him touching himself, the notion of him stroking his cock as he devoured her making every sensation only heighten further. She felt her mound quivering against his touch, her legs going weak again as the keys dug into her flesh. She reached down, grabbing his hair to push him against her. He growled in response and was on his feet suddenly, his trousers open to display the massive, hard shape there, rigid and red with need. 
 
    “My darling Elizabeth. I am not going to be gentle with you,” he said, and the tone was so sinister, Elizabeth felt her knees buckle as he marched her across the room toward the settee. Elizabeth watched her veil fall from the back of the seat as Darcy threw her down onto her back and loomed over her. He pulled his britches down, kicking them off as he pulled his white shirt up over his head, displaying the pale, broad chest beneath. He was naked before her, towering there, the darker skin of his sex just above eye level. 
 
    “Come here, petal. Show me what you can do with that mouth.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s stomach shot into her throat. She stared at the massive shape of him as he pulled her upward, pressing her hand squarely on his cock. He wrapped her fingers around him, showing her how he liked to be stroked. She mimicked his movements, watching his expression for response. His eyes closed and his head lolled backward. The sight of it stirred something deep inside her. She’d made the powerful Mr. Darcy sigh. She’d do anything to make that happen again. 
 
    Elizabeth straightened, bringing his cock as close to her face as she could, then without another word, she opened her mouth, flitting her tongue against the head of him.  
 
    He grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling pins free as he did. She met his gaze, startled by the sudden forcefulness. His expression was mad with need and hopeful expectation. Elizabeth felt almost mad with power.  
 
    She opened her mouth and took him inside as deeply as she could, tasting the sweetness of his skin, and catching the subtle hint of his musk. It was intoxicating. 
 
    She sucked, deeply, wrapping her fingers around the rigid shape of him as she did. He breathed hoarsely over her, watching her every move with desperation. She smiled up at him and he seemed to groan to see it. 
 
    Elizabeth released her hold, lapping her tongue at the hard tip, the raised lines along the shaft of him, then pressed her open mouth to the soft shape of his balls. He clutched her hair tight in his hands, moving her back and forth to show her his rhythm, to coax her throat open as he plunged back into her mouth. She whimpered as he pushed a little too deep, and he recoiled, letting her take the lead again.  
 
    She unleashed him, gasping for air a moment, but before she could return to her work, Darcy shoved her back onto the settee, planting his knee between her legs. 
 
    “My darling, you are perfection,” he said, lowering himself down over her. 
 
    She felt her face flush, but soon felt a panic settle into her bones as Darcy took hold of his massive cock and took aim at her sex.  
 
    “Oh god, Fitzwilliam!” 
 
    I won’t be gentle with you, he’d said. Elizabeth’s whole body tensed in wait of him. 
 
    He ignored her cries, pressing the head of his cock against her quivering sex. She was wet, slippery and ready to be taken. He would find no resistance. She was helpless to him.  
 
    Elizabeth pressed her hands to his chest, begging with her eyes for him to be gentle.  
 
    He glared down at her. “Are you ready for me, wife?” 
 
    She gasped, but couldn’t speak. 
 
    “Are you ready to fulfill your wifely duties?” 
 
    “Please,” she said, and it came in barely a whisper. 
 
    He grinned at her, pushing the head of his cock into her. Her body strained against him, a pinprick of pain shooting through her body as he pushed deeper. 
 
    “It hurts,” she said, softly. 
 
    He glanced down at her sex, pushing a little deeper. “Mmm, I know it does.” 
 
    She turned away, afraid to hear the relish in his voice. 
 
    “Look at me, Elizabeth.” 
 
    She did as she was told, afraid to disobey. 
 
    “Slap my face, darling.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyes went wide. She shook her head, terrified of what sort of punishment such an act would earn her. “I can’t.” 
 
    “You can, and you will. Slap me, petal. Slap me with all your strength. I want to see what you’re made of.” 
 
    Elizabeth stared up at him in trepidation and shock. Even with the coaxing tone of his demands, she was frozen with fear. He had one hell of a slap himself, and her ass still throbbed from it. 
 
    “Do as you’re told or I won’t take you.” 
 
    Her mouth fell open in shock. Somehow this threat was far more distressing than his threats of forceful lovemaking. The notion of him hurting her with his cock was far less troubling than the thought of him not taking her at all. She wanted to – needed to feel him inside her. If he stopped now, she feared the ache of need would kill her. 
 
    Elizabeth took a deep breath, and with a terrified whimper, braced herself against his retaliation and slapped him across the face as hard as she could. 
 
    He plunged into her, his cock thrusting to the hilt, buried deep inside her as he turned back to face her. Somehow, the pain was bearable. Somehow the act of slapping his handsome face had distracted her enough to take him. Still, her body sang with pain, and she was left breathless under the weight of him. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s my girl,” he whispered into her ear. The sound of his voice was gentle now. Almost sweet, as though he was pleased to see her fury. 
 
    He settled his weight over her and moved with slow deliberation. Her body had molded to him in that initial thrust, but with a slow retreat, she felt the pain of him fade, leaving in its wake the fullness of him, moving in her, stilling that pain of need she’d felt since the moment he stood in the doorway of the parlor. 
 
    “My god, you take that cock so well, darling.” 
 
    Elizabeth whimpered at these words, and Darcy plunged into her again, slow and deep, pressing his hips into her as he pulling her legs higher. He wrapped her legs around him and pressed her into the settee, driving his cock deeper with each thrust. He moved slowly, deliberately, watching her expression for response with each thrust.  
 
    Elizabeth’s mouth fell open as his body moved against hers, the pressure of him causing a friction in all the right places. She reached down, grabbing hold of his backside to pull him down into her deeper.  
 
    Darcy’s eyes went wide and he grinned. “Oh, you and I are going to have a lot of fun, my petal.” 
 
    With that, he doubled his speed, letting their bodies slap against each other with each thrust. Elizabeth craned to look at his cock, to see the hard shape of him plunging into her, disappearing with each thrust, the dark tuft of hair framing the rigid shape of him mixing with the dark hair at her own sex. 
 
    Suddenly, he rose onto his knees, grabbing her by the hips and pulling her upward to meet his thrusts. Suddenly it was almost too deep, and Elizabeth cried out. Darcy just laughed, rocking her there as his cock plunged deeper and deeper.  
 
    “I know you can take it, dove. Take it all.” 
 
    Her head fell back and she clutched the back of the settee, fighting to hold on as he pounded into her. 
 
    “God, you’ve no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into, Miss Elizabeth.” 
 
    She gasped, holding on for dear life as he plowed her over and over, his body slamming into hers. 
 
    “I’m going to take you every way you can imagine. I’m going to use every inch of you for my pleasure.” 
 
    Elizabeth held her breath, a heat rising in her sex as his words came in hoarse bursts, the foreboding tone growing darker and darker. 
 
    She loved it.  
 
    “I’m going to make you behave in all ways. I’m going to make you scream, and cry, and beg for the most depraved desires I can imagine. And you will love it. I will make you love it.” 
 
    She whimpered suddenly, the heat growing more intense by the second. He responded by doubling the force of his thrusts. 
 
    “I’m going to make you submit to my every whim, show you who your master is. Do you hear me?” 
 
    “Yes!” She cried as he lifted her hips off the settee to slam into her unhindered.  
 
    “And when you think you can’t take anymore, I’ll show the darkest corners of my mind. And you will love it. You will submit to me, and you will love it.” 
 
    Elizabeth closed her eyes tight, feeling her body tighten around his cock. He growled, pounding into her as sensation became too much to bear. Elizabeth screamed, fighting to pull from his hands as he body seized violently. But he held fast, clutching her by the hips, a snarl crossing his lips. He pressed her down into the settee and bore down on her, pounding her into the cushions as he body convulsed and she begged for reprieve. 
 
    “You’ll take me until I’m done with you!” He said. “You’ll take me until I’ve filled you with my seed. Then you’ll clean up your mess by licking my cock clean.” 
 
    The darkness in his voice frightened her as he opened her legs wider, pummeling her sex with every thrust. The tone made her heart race with fear, and her body convulse all over again. She wanted those dark corners of his mind. She wanted to know every one of his perversions, and she wanted to melt in the wake of them. 
 
    “That’s right. You love it, don’t you? You want to be my obedient little whore, don’t you?” 
 
    She gasped. She’d never thought to hear him call anyone, let alone her such a word, yet to hear the profanity from Mr. Darcy’s lips, with the look of endless affection in his eyes as he said, she knew the answer was yes.  
 
    “God, yes,” she said. 
 
    Darcy shuddered over her, thrusting deeply as he growled. He thrust again, grunting and howling with each convulsion. She could feel his seed pouring hot inside her, and she reached down to his backside, pulling him deeper. He moaned, bucked one more time, then stilled, his eyes closed as his mouth fell open over her. 
 
    Elizabeth clutched him to her, pulling him into her in a subtle rhythm, relishing in the sensation. Finally, he slumped down onto her, his face buried into the crook of her neck.  
 
    They lay there for a long moment, the warmth of their bodies causing their sweat to mingle on their skin. Elizabeth ran her fingers into Darcy’s hair, brushing her thumb along the length of his sideburn.  
 
    His body rose and fell with each haggard breath he took. Elizabeth clung to him there, feeling his breath, his weight. Nothing had ever felt so right.  
 
    This man was hers. Fitzwilliam Darcy was hers. His touch, his body, his lust – they all belonged to her, and she could have them, whenever and however she wanted. 
 
    Elizabeth Darcy decided then and there that she would love married life. 
 
    “My darling,” he whispered, lifting just enough to meet her eyes and kiss her. “You were better than I could have imagined.” 
 
    Elizabeth blushed, covering her smile with the back of her hand. 
 
    Darcy was up, groaning as he pulled from inside her. She felt almost cold to feel him pull away. He stood over her, running his eyes over her body.  
 
    “God, you are breathtaking,” he said. Then he held his hand out to her. She took it, and without concern for their state of undress, Darcy yanked her toward the door of the parlor and led her down the hall, leaving their clothes scattered around the pianoforte. 
 
    They reached the doors to Darcy’s apartments – their apartments, and he showed her inside. Elizabeth sighed at the sight of the four poster bed, her body exhausted and ready to sink into the comfort there. 
 
    “Ah, come here, darling.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to find Darcy standing in front of a tall cabinet. He stood aside, his cock still half erect as she crossed the room to join him. 
 
    He opened the cabinet doors to her and contents within stilled her breath. 
 
    “I’ve been preparing for your arrival for weeks now,” he said, a sly grin on his handsome face. 
 
    Within the cabinet, there were dozens of paddles, leather straps, whips, cuffs, belts, stretches of satin cord and rope, strange phallic looking objects, and shackles. Elizabeth took a step back, almost afraid to look further. 
 
    “As I said, beloved, I am going to demand your obedience in all things.” 
 
    Elizabeth stood a little straighter, her fury rising. “You, sir, cannot ask that of me! I am not meant to be some obedient little wife. I never was. You of all people should know that.” 
 
    “Oh, I do,” he said, pulling a long stretch of satin rope from within the cabinet. Elizabeth recoiled, fear rising in her chest. What had she got herself into? 
 
    “I married you because you are my equal in every way. As my wife, I want the woman I fell in love with. Challenge me, test me, keep me guessing as you always have, but in the bedroom?” 
 
    He stretched the rope between his hands, pulling it apart with such speed, it made a sharp ‘Thwap!’ 
 
    Elizabeth chirped in nervous response.  
 
    Darcy grinned. “When you and I are behind closed doors, I am your master, do you understand?” 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed. “But -” 
 
    “I want your unconditional trust. In all things. No matter what I ask, no matter what I threaten, I want to see complete faith in your eyes. Faith that no matter what I do, it will be for your pleasure, as much as it is mine.” 
 
    Elizabeth felt her courage rising. “Really? That whip there? That’s for my pleasure?” 
 
    Darcy glanced at the whip, then shot her a sideways look. “Oh yes. You will love it when I leave your ass red from it. You will love it when I slide the handle inside you -” 
 
    Elizabeth gasped, stepping away from him. Despite the trepidation she felt, her sex was beginning to ache again. A strange sensation when still quivering and throbbing from his previous assault. 
 
    “I’m going to demand obedience, but I will not force you to do anything. I will make you submit, but when I do, it will be because you want to.” 
 
    She felt something cold against her back and realized she’d walked back into the bedpost. She gripped it in her hands, as though for protection as much as support. 
 
    “Am I understood?” 
 
    She swallowed, watching him run his fingers over the length of red cord in his hand. She fought to push the images each toy in the cabinet inspired from her mind, but with each new flash, her sex ached anew. She wanted it all. She wanted to see just what depraved things her husband would do with her. She wanted to feel the release of letting herself succumb in his arms – over and over. 
 
    She took a deep breath and nodded. 
 
    “Good, now come here so I can tie your hands. You still have to lick my cock clean, don’t you, good girl?” 
 
    With that, Darcy crossed the room to her, cracking the length of rope as he approached with a wicked grin on his face. Elizabeth felt a pulsing between her legs, and with a knowing smile, dropped to her knees before her husband. 
 
  
 
  



 DISCIPLINE FOR MRS. DARCY 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Darcy sat at his desk, scribbling away in his careful, cursive script. He was writing letters. He’d been writing for over an hour now. 
 
    One letter to Lady Catherine, attempting to calm the fury she’d expressed upon hearing of the most recent scandal in the Bennett family. Darcy mumbled some choice words under his breath when he read her letter, but ever the dutiful nephew, he now wrote her in the placating language of a man who knows how to tame wild boars. 
 
    Elizabeth wondered what Lady Catherine would think knowing Elizabeth compared her to a wild pig. 
 
    Elizabeth snorted to herself. 
 
    “What are you chortling about over there?” Darcy asked, barely raising his head. 
 
    “Nothing,” she said and returned her attention to fuming.  
 
    She’d wanted a private evening with her husband, and she’d been dreaming of it as she took a turn in the gardens. Darcy was out riding much of the afternoon and came home dusty and smelling of horses and wood shavings from the stables. The rough look of him had set Elizabeth off, yet Darcy had sauntered right past her, changing out of his riding clothes and set straight to responding to Lady Catherine’s letters. 
 
    Elizabeth would have none of this. 
 
    She watched him for a long moment, ignoring her needlework. In their private moments that week, Darcy had been nothing but a gentle lover. He’d caressed her cheeks, kissed her deeply, held her in his arms, and called her ‘petal’ or ‘darling’ when he was inside her.  
 
    Naturally, those delights were just that – delightful. Still, Elizabeth enjoyed the darker side to her husband. She liked the danger of when his voice dropped low, or when he dragged her over to the cabinet where he kept his toys, paddles, ropes, and things.  
 
    She wanted to be dragged to the cabinet tonight, and she was ready to ask him, outright. 
 
    Yet, he was busy writing letters. 
 
    When Darcy finished the first letter and began in on a second, this time to his sister, Elizabeth sighed and rose from her seat. Making a point to draw attention to herself, Lizzy marched over to his cabinet and opened the doors. A moment later, set out her favorite paddle, the one with the smooth handle that Darcy loved to tease her with, onto their bed. She set out a length of satin rope, but when Darcy didn’t respond, she grew impatient and tied the stretches of silken cord to the bedposts. The room would be ready for him when he finished. 
 
    There was still a hint of sunlight outside as the evening wore on.  
 
    Elizabeth felt her heart race as her husband’s shoulders rose. Was he done? Finally? 
 
    He cracked his knuckles, stretching out his fingers, then leaned back over the desk to continue writing. 
 
    It was as if she wasn’t even there. Elizabeth exhaled out her nose, puffing up her chest as she stood by the bed. She wanted to draw Darcy’s chagrin. She wanted to misbehave.  
 
    She loved seeing that sideways glance of his - the one that told her she’d set him off and he would be teaching her a lesson the minute they were safely behind a locked door. 
 
    Yet here they were behind a door that could easily be locked, and he was more interested in writing letters. That simply wouldn’t do. 
 
    “Fitzwilliam,” she said, finally. 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “Are you quite finished?” 
 
    There was a subtle whine to her words, and Elizabeth scolded herself for it. Don’t beg, she thought. You’re not a beggar. You’re his wife. 
 
    Darcy barely looked up from his letter. “I am almost finished with this, but I will need to write to London afterward. Why?” 
 
    Why? She thought. If he’d so much as look up, he’d know. 
 
    Elizabeth fought to steady her nerves. Three months of marriage and he still gave her butterflies in her stomach. She stood by the window watching him, suddenly almost embarrassed by the display of paddles and nonsense across their perfectly made bed. 
 
    Elizabeth held her breath. “I demand your attention,” she said. 
 
    Darcy straightened slightly, shifting to look at her. A moment later, he stood. Elizabeth almost recoiled. Fitzwilliam Darcy could fill a room when he wanted to. 
 
    Darcy shot her a look, the tiniest hint of a smirk on his face. “I see. I’m keeping you waiting, am I?”  
 
    The sly grin sent that same familiar pang through her sex. He crossed the room slowly, letting each step linger. When he drew close, he smelled of wood shavings and horses. He’d been riding, that day. He pushed her up against the windowsill, the ridge of it digging into her backside. She shimmied against him, glancing back at the bed and all the wonderful things in store. 
 
    His lips were dry from thirst, and his hands were warm. He wasted no time slipping a hand up the front of her dress, squeezing her breast as he kissed her. Elizabeth squealed at his touch, but then hummed into his mouth, still wanting to welcome him. He pried her knees apart and pressed himself between her legs, then kissed her deeply. 
 
    She was ready for him in every way.  
 
    He broke from their embrace, suddenly, and Elizabeth watched in shock as Darcy crossed the room back toward his desk and sat down. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    Darcy sat down in his chair, took up his pen, and leaned back over the paper to write. “As I said, I must finish this, then write to London. You will have my attention when I am done.” 
 
    The tone was stern, as though he spoke to an unruly child. Elizabeth was furious. 
 
    She’d never made him wait for her, never turned him away, or said no. And now here he was, treating her like some nuisance he had to tolerate.  
 
    Was this a part of his punishments? Was she being punished now by being ignored? 
 
    This would not be tolerated.  
 
    You may be the master of this house, but I am not your servant, she thought.  
 
    Elizabeth glanced toward the bed and the chosen toys she’d laid out for him.  
 
    He hadn’t touched the paddles. He hadn’t hoisted up the riding crop to threaten her. He’d never used the riding crop before. Why hadn’t he stopped to inspect her offering?  
 
    Elizabeth stood there for a long moment, staring at her beloved husband, and began to feel neglected. 
 
    Elizabeth turned for the bed and marched quietly across the room. She took the small stretch of red, satin cord from the bedpost, working as quickly and quietly as she could.  
 
    She took a moment to look at her husband, his head leaning back for a moment as he stretched his fingers, his white shirt loose around his shoulders as his arms slung at his sides, giving a comfortable sigh. His shoulders were the widest part of him, framed perfectly by his billowing white sleeves and vest. He sat there silent, his eyes closed. She took only a moment to decide. 
 
    If he wasn’t ready to punish her without reason, she’d give him something to punish him for. 
 
    She moved to the back of his chair to take his hands. He started at the sudden touch, craning to look back at her. Elizabeth pulled his hands back to the wooden slats of the chair and wrapped the bright red cord around his wrists. 
 
    “What are you doing, woman?” 
 
    The tone almost stilled her, instantly, but she stayed the course. “Nothing,” she said, looping the tie around his other wrist before tying the first knot. 
 
    He straightened. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” 
 
    She moved swiftly, nervously. His tone was soft, but his temper was up. Even if he softened his tone for her, no matter how sweet his manner, he could frighten. She knew what she was doing would get her in trouble, especially given that he’d already told her he was indisposed. 
 
    Their hours in the bedroom – paddles and ropes and spankings – they’d all been to teach her to mind her husband in every way. That is, in the bedroom. 
 
    “You are my equal in the world, Elizabeth, but behind locked doors, I am your master in all things. In private, you trust me implicitly. You give yourself to me, implicitly, and I will always reward you for it.” 
 
     Their bedroom door was shut and she was not minding her master. He would be furious. 
 
    She couldn’t wait. She loved getting in trouble with this man, but even she knew this might be too dangerous a way to try him. Elizabeth finished tying the second knot, affixing his wrists to the wooden slats.  
 
    It was done; he was helpless.  
 
    She stood up and came around to the front of the chair to face him. His shoulders seemed broader now with his arms trapped behind him. 
 
    He glared at her and gave a tug at his wrists. “Are you trying me, Elizabeth?” 
 
    She set her jaw, nodding. She let each word ring with purpose. “I demand your attention.” 
 
    Darcy took a deep breath. “You’re making demands of me, now?” 
 
    She tugged the skirt of her dress up to her hips and kicked a leg across him. He straightened, but she settled into his lap. His face turned up to her, his eyes growing dark in that sudden shift of intention, from blind frustration to intimate menace. And it was menace; a dominant will that rendered her every time he touched her a certain way, the quiet warning that she would be his, however he wanted, whenever he wanted. She feared he might be too angry to want her, but as she settled over him, she felt the hardness of him and knew such worries were needless. That menace returned to his eyes now, but when he pulled at his wrists, the knots held fast. However furious he was, his dark eyes betrayed the same desires she harbored. 
 
    Then why did he refuse? She wondered. 
 
     He couldn’t grab hold of her, toss her off, or pull her closer if he liked, couldn’t throw her onto the bed or smack her backside. All he could do was strain beneath her as she began to move against him in familiar rhythm. 
 
    His body responded, instantly. He growled, his words barely a whisper. “You don’t want to do this.” 
 
    She smiled, touching her nose to his, searching his face. “Oh, but I do.” 
 
    He tugged at his wrists again and glared at her. She giggled at the sight of it. She was going to get it when he pulled free. She was going to get it, and love every second of it. 
 
    “Untie me,” he said. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She shifted over him, grinding down into his lap as the muscles in his shoulders strained. He was working at the knots around his wrists; he would get free in time, but for now she would enjoy these moments, feeling the solid warmth of his body and the involuntary ripples of pleasure that played across his face. 
 
    “Woman. Untie me now, or you will regret it.” 
 
    She laughed, dragging her nails up through his hair as she rose and fell over him. He was hard beneath her, his breathing shallow and hoarse, but his brow was set with a glare of warning. She lifted herself enough to get to his belt and unfastened it, pulling his britches open and down over his hips as much as she could. 
 
    “Lift yourself up,” she said. 
 
    “Bloody untie me. Now, Elizabeth.” 
 
    She tugged at the waistband of his britches, ignoring him, and they slipped down to where his backside was squarely planted on the chair. He refused to budge, leaving his cock hidden beneath fabric. She stood before him, meeting his glare with one of her own. Then she reached for his ankles, grabbed the hem of his britches on each pant leg and pulled them out before him. He swore under his breath, but the garment slid down a few inches. She gave another tug, causing him to lurch forward in his seat, and the garment came free from beneath him. She pulled his britches off, then knelt before him. He sat there in his wooden chair, arms useless, eyes burning into her, threats and frustration spewing from his lips, but as she pushed his knees apart and moved closer to him, the words stilled. His expression fought her with every glance, but his body sprung to meet her. Elizabeth kissed the inside of his thigh, moving her hands upward. He tensed to her touch. 
 
    When he spoke, it was a whisper. “I’m going to punish you for every second of this.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    With that, she took him in her mouth. He groaned. 
 
    She could feel him straining above her, but she kept her focus on her work, letting her lips play across the smooth skin of his sex, slick from her mouth. He gasped when she took him wholly, sucking as deeply as she could. He was fighting against the knots, and she was sure he would come free, but she had him helpless for now, and she attacked him with the fury of a woman on borrowed time. When he came loose, he would take over, grab her and throw her wherever he pleased, and though there was a chance he might simply leave her there, aching with need as punishment for her behavior, she hoped she knew him well. She hoped he wasn’t one to walk away.  
 
    Elizabeth grazed her nails against the sensitive skin of his balls, listening for the soft hiss of pleasure. Darcy had taken her in hand on their first night together, his fingers curled in her hair, softly coaxing her to take him in her mouth with ravenous intent, to show him how much she loved to please him. He wasn’t cooing now. He was silent, fighting with the ropes that held him as he tried to withstand sensation. 
 
    She ran her tongue up the length of him, looking up to meet his gaze. His brow was set in stern warning, but his lips were parted. He enjoyed watching her. 
 
    He jerked suddenly, and she fought not to recoil in trepidation. He was fighting with his restraints. 
 
    She glanced back toward the bed and the paddles and toys that lay there. She would love every second of her punishment, but it still frightened her just enough to elicit nervous giggles, and make her heart pound in her ears. She took him in her hand, stroking him as she played her tongue against the sensitive skin of his balls. He hummed his approval, despite himself, trying to hide it with a growl. Her heart leapt at the sound.  
 
    Suddenly his arms lurched forward. She jerked up, bracing herself for his assault. It didn’t come. Though the tie had loosened, he wasn’t yet free. 
 
    She moved with new fervor, wanting to torture him as long as she could. She made quick work of untying her stays, then lifted her dress up over her head. Then she stripped off her shift and petticoats, kicking them across the room. He tugged at the tie again and his arms inched outward. Darcy’s face was set in frustration and warning. She had moments, if not seconds. 
 
    She straddled him, reaching down to take him in her hand and direct him. 
 
    He glared up at her. “My god, you’re going to pay for this.” 
 
    She smiled, sliding down onto him, feeling him slip into her with ease as she lowered herself into his lap. He tensed, gasping softly in tandem with her. She settled onto his lap, the full length of him sheathed inside her, and she began to rise and fall there on him. He yanked at the tie and the telling sound of fabric tearing lit a fire in his eyes. He was almost free. She ran her hands through the tendrils of his hair and lifting his face to her, kissed him.  
 
    He bit her lip. Not enough to draw blood, but enough to hurt. 
 
    Elizabeth jerked back. “You scoundrel!” 
 
    “I warned you.” 
 
    Despite the sting of her lip, she continued to move over him. His angry expression wavered, but held. He wouldn’t give in to sensation. He turned his head down and clamped his open mouth over her breast, biting her again. She grabbed him by the hair, pulling his head back. He chuckled in a manner that would haunt her. 
 
    “Nothing will prepare you for what I am going to do to you, Elizabeth.” 
 
    Her stomach shot into her throat. She felt as she had on their wedding night, when first he’d appeared with the red cords, fixing her wrists to the bedposts as he had his way with her. He’d been gentle that night. 
 
    He wouldn’t be now. 
 
    She moved faster, pressing herself closer to him, their noses touching. She could feel his breath, hot against her lips, growing sharper and shallower as she moved. 
 
    He smirked. “You’re doomed.” 
 
    “I know. I still want you to kiss me though, damn it.” 
 
    He glared at her, straightened in his seat, and did just that, piercing his tongue into her mouth. She shuddered and cried out at the sensation. This offering of reciprocation, like some tiny act of submission from the most dominant man she’d ever known rendered her helpless against him. She wanted his hands free now, she wanted to be taken in hand and given whatever punishment or reward he might see fit. She simply wanted to be his. She sighed into his mouth, rising and falling over him as he kissed her. 
 
    The movement was sudden and upending as his fingers dug into the soft flesh at her hips. She shrieked, and he launched her off of him and onto the bed. Elizabeth held her hands out before her as though she might be able to hold him at bay. He stood there, towering over her, the satin cord dangled from one wrist, flayed strands of satin hanging at the other. He’d torn the thing in two. 
 
    Darcy glared down at her, and Elizabeth felt a new sting of need between her legs. She’d recognized the look. He was coming for her.  
 
    “Fitzwilliam,” she said, her voice almost pleading now as the punishment approached. 
 
    “Master Darcy!” He growled. Then, he barreled down onto her, taking hold of her hair as he guided himself into her again. 
 
    Elizabeth cried out against the sudden force of him. 
 
    “Is this the punishment you wanted?” He asked as he thrust into her with such force, her insides buckled. She tried to scream, but he clamped a hand over her mouth, lowering his lips to her ear. “Shh. No need to scream. You knew exactly what was coming to you.” 
 
    He thrust again and again, holding her beneath him, helpless to him, battering her insides with force in juxtaposition to his gentle whispers. She cried out against his hand, trying to gasp for air, but he held her there, watching her face as he punished her. She could feel the heat in her sex rising, feel the way he slammed into the right places, urging her on and on. Her legs clamped around him, but his movements didn’t slow. She was coming close to release and there was no more she could do about that than free herself from his grasp. 
 
    She closed her eyes tight, feeling tears slip down her cheeks and into her ears, and held her breath. 
 
    “That’s right. Come for me, you vexing thing,” he whispered into her ear. She seized beneath him with such violence, he loosed his hold on her mouth, letting her scream, pinned beneath him. He drove into her harder and faster, as though punishing her now for her release. The wave crested, began to recede, but with the fervor of his movements, started anew, and stronger. She reached for him, wanting to touch his skin, pull him onto her, but he saw the movement and grabbed her wrists, pinning them over her head. 
 
    “How does it feel? Wanting to touch me and being denied.” 
 
    She cried out in near pain and frustration. 
 
    “How does it bloody feel?” 
 
    “Please!” She cried, her head craning back. 
 
    He pounded into her now, grunting and growling with each thrust. She recognized the sounds of his coming end. 
 
    She tore her hands from his grasp, reaching down to clamp her hands over his backside, pulling him into her, pushing herself up to meet him. He met each movement with another more powerful thrust. 
 
    She dug her nails into his ass. “Is that all you have for me?” 
 
    Before the words could even pass her lips, she braced for impact. He clutched his fist in her hair, and roared. She could barely catch her breath as she came again, this time the sensation searing like gunpowder through her sex, splaying out into her limbs and her belly. He shuddered over her in unison, feeling the warmth of his seed inside her. He convulsed, pressing his forehead to hers, his breathing hoarse on her face. Then he slumped onto her, his face buried into her hair. 
 
    They took a moment to catch their breath, silent. She draped her arms across his back, playing her fingernails at his smooth skin. He hummed softly in appreciation. 
 
    “I should tie you up more often,” she said. 
 
    He lifted himself up, slowly, then met her gaze. The stern glare was enough to strike fear in a Roman. She giggled beneath him. 
 
    He rose to his feet, leaving her skin cool from their sweat and the absence of his warmth. “Believe me, if you do, the punishment will only be worse.” 
 
    She smiled, watching him collect his britches from the foot of the bed.  
 
    “Is that meant to deter me?” She asked. 
 
    He shot her a warning look and bent to pick up her dress from where it fell, rumpled on the floor. 
 
    “No, on the contrary, actually.” 
 
    Elizabeth sat up in the bed, staring at her husband. “No? What do you mean?” 
 
    Darcy stepped into his britches, pulling them up and tucking his still half erect cock under the fabric before tying them. “I mean, I have no intention of deterring you from this – vexing behavior.” 
 
    “You don’t?” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    Elizabeth crossed her legs at the ankles, feeling a rush of wet between her legs in the wake of their love making. “You confuse me so, Fitzwilliam.” 
 
    He took his time tucking his shirt into his trousers, smiling to himself. “Well, Elizabeth, if you were to behave as you are told, I would have no cause to punish you. And I do so love to punish you, darling.” 
 
    Elizabeth felt tingling in her sex to hear him say this. “Really? Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    Darcy stopped by the desk, shooting her a sideways glance. “I didn’t think I had to. I didn’t exactly marry you for your demure, submissive nature.” 
 
    Elizabeth felt her face flush. “But I thought you wanted obedience. Isn’t that what all of this is about?” 
 
    Darcy’s eyebrows shot up and he paused. “Well, in some manner, yes. But then again, there’s nothing quite so satisfying as having a powerful woman reduced to a whimpering, quivering mess at the mere threat of the paddle.” 
 
    Elizabeth shifted to the side of the bed, her cheeks burning. “I don’t whimper.” 
 
    Darcy met her at the side of the bed. “Oh yes, you do. I make you whimper.” 
 
    He took hold of her, pulling her onto her feet to meet him. She barely reached his collarbone, but he leaned down to kiss her, his hands slipping down the curve of her back to tease at the cleft between her buttocks. She squirmed, pulling from his arms, and crossed the room, collecting her dress from the chair where he’d lain it. She shot a sideways glance toward the desk and the waiting letters he still meant to write. 
 
    Suddenly, he slapped her ass hard, the sting of it causing her to yelp as she scurried out of reach. He returned to the desk as she began to get dressed.  
 
    Elizabeth was stepping into the dress, smiling at him. 
 
    “Elizabeth. Where is my ink well?” 
 
    She couldn’t help but snort in a stifled laugh. “What? I certainly have no idea.” 
 
    Darcy turned and shot her a familiar glare. Her backside burned from the fading pain of his last assault, but she felt that same familiar rush between her legs.  
 
    “Elizabeth.” 
 
    “Fitzwilliam, if you can’t find something, it isn’t my duty to miraculously produce it. I’m your wife, not your maid.” 
 
    He ruffled his hair and exhaled. “Bloody hell.” 
 
    She smiled and turned for the door, but he was on her before she could escape. He wrapped his arms around her, hoisting her off her feet, and marched her across the room to the bed. “Riding crop it is, then.” 
 
    Elizabeth squealed as he hoisted up her skirts. 
 
  
 
  



 PUNISHING MRS. DARCY 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Elizabeth stood in the parlor listening to the clock tick. Pemberley was frighteningly quiet on that Sunday evening, much of the household having gone to bed. Elizabeth stood by the tall windows watching the road outside for Darcy’s coach. He’d promised he’d be home for bed. She had needs that only her husband could fulfill. 
 
    She’d gone out of her way all morning to be willful and headstrong, behavior Darcy both loved about her, and loved to punish her for. 
 
    And she loved to be punished. 
 
    She’d hoped so desperately that he would take out the paddle again tonight. Her backside was barely sore from their last long, brutal lovemaking session. Darcy had barely thrown her around the past three nights while they were making love. He’d been all but tender, even gentle. 
 
    That was lovely and fine, but a lady needs a little adventure if she’s going to be cooped up in the estate all season. 
 
    “Damn it, Fitzwillaim,” she said under her breath, tucking her half read book back into the bookshelf.  
 
    She’d be tearing her own corset off this evening. 
 
     Elizabeth marched her way up the stairs and turned down the long hallway toward their apartments. The house was exceptionally dark and quiet, but it was nothing unusual for a Sunday. 
 
    She spotted a crack of blue light from her apartment doors down the hall and stopped, her stomach tightening at the familiar sight.  
 
    There hanging from the door knob was a red scarf. She took a breath and blew out through pursed lips, touching her stomach with an excited, trembling hand. 
 
    She knew what the red scarf meant. 
 
    Elizabeth’s heart was racing. The red scarf meant Darcy had every intention of punishing her tonight. She stood there for a long moment, surprised she hadn’t heard her husband come home. He would already be in the bedroom. The ropes would be tied to the bedposts, the paddles and riding crop lain out along her vanity for her to choose how she wanted to be spanked. 
 
    Elizabeth stifled a giggle. She was going to be brave tonight and finally choose the cat o’nine tails. Her backside was soothed enough to handle it. 
 
    Yet, unlike the previous nights when Darcy left the red scarf on the door knob, he hadn’t announced her fate with foreboding, sultry tones. This time he’d slunk into the room in the dark. This time she wouldn’t know from where he’d come. The fact left her nearly breathless. 
 
    Elizabeth knew this game well, they’d played it before on the road. Darcy had hidden his face, pretending to be her coach driver, then when they were far afield, he leapt into the carriage under the pretense of a robbing highwayman and took her roughing, his hand camped tight over her mouth as she screamed. 
 
    Tonight, she was to make her way inside knowing that Darcy was somewhere within, hovering in the shadows, waiting to pounce, to pursue, and chase her down to take her wherever she succumbed in the empty expanse of Pemberley Estate.  
 
    She loved this game as much as he did, and though her arms and legs began to shake with excited fear, her sex responded as though Darcy had caressed her thigh.  
 
    “Fitzwilliam?” She called. He wouldn’t respond, but it made her feel better when she was afraid. It was an unspoken pleading; please don’t torture me too long. 
 
    Elizabeth took the last couple steps toward the door glancing in every direction, jumping at the movement of shadows on the floor, cast there by trees in the garden outside. She could hear her heart pounding in her ears, hear every breath she took, each sounding more ragged as she made her way down the hall 
 
    “Darcy? Please tell me where you are!” 
 
    She stood in the upstairs hallway, each doorway on the north side open and dark. She swallowed and made her way down the hall, slowly. She found herself afraid to glance into the rooms, afraid she would see a dark figure silhouetted against the windows. The first time they played this game, she’d made her way up the stairs only to turn and see a figure at the other end of the hall, standing still in the dark, watching her. She’d called his name, screamed to him, begged him to stop it, all while her heart raced, and she braced herself for his attack. He’d stood there in silence for several seconds before suddenly taking off down the hallway towards her, chasing her into the washroom and having his way with her on the floor. Elizabeth stopped outside their apartment door, glancing back down the hallway, excited and terrified that she might see this figure again.  
 
    He knew she loved to be scared, loved to be chased. There was something so arousing about being afraid, all while knowing she was safe. 
 
    Elizabeth stared down the dark hallway, willing her eyes to adjust to the dark. The touch was so sudden, she hadn’t time to scream. An arm wrapped around her abdomen, grabbing her as another hand planted soundly over her mouth. She tensed in his arms, feeling the heat of his breath against her ear. She shivered and fought to catch her breath, but something was strange. The way her backside pressed to his thighs, the way his cheek felt against hers. She shook against his grasp. He only squeezed her tighter and chuckled. 
 
    Elizabeth froze. 
 
    “Be a good girl, and I won’t hurt you.” 
 
    Elizabeth jerked against his embrace. Shoving her shoulders into him, tearing her head from side to side to free her mouth from his grasp. She tried to scream out, slamming her elbows back into his side, but he was solid and strong – and he wasn’t her husband. 
 
    “Fitzwilliam!” She screamed, but his hand planted over her mouth again before the word could escape. Suddenly her feet were dangling beneath her as Wickham lifted her and carried her into her bedroom, into the bedroom she shared with her husband. Oh god, where is Darcy? What if he’s hurt? 
 
    Elizabeth screamed and bit at his gloved hand, kicking her legs into his shins and writhing in his arms, but he held her like some child’s doll, his fingers digging into her ribs as he fought to keep his hold. She would fight him. She would fight with every breath. Please God, let Darcy be alright. 
 
    Wickham shoved her down onto her bed, and she flipped over onto her back, kicking her legs at him to fight him off, her skirts billowing with each frantic movement. She screamed now, wishing to God Sunday wasn’t his day. Wickham simply grabbed her ankles and pinned them down, climbing onto the bed to straddle over her. She lashed out, reaching for his masked face, fingernails bared and ready to tear skin through the black fabric tied over his face. She’d mark him, damn it. He wouldn’t leave here unscathed. She swung a hand up toward him. The gesture was stopped short by a strong hand around her wrist. Then the other. Suddenly, her assailant had four hands. She struggled against the weight of his large frame and the pressure at her wrists. Then, she felt the presence of the second man at her ear, holding her down on the bed, drawing close to her face with sudden purpose. The covered face pressed to her ear, whispering in a gentle tone. 
 
    “Say you wish it to cease, and it all ends.” 
 
    The last of Elizabeth’s screams loosed in a ragged exhale. She shook against the mattress, relief surging through her body as she pressed her cheek to her husband’s masked face. Her body shuddered beneath the unknown man, her throat sore from desperate wails, but she was safe.  
 
    “Darling?” Darcy whispered into her ear. “Shall we cease?” 
 
    Elizabeth looked up at the masked stranger, his broad frame poised over her, lying in wait of her consent.  
 
    She took a slow, shaky breath, and her words betrayed all her lingering fear. But beneath that, an ache of curiosity and need. My god, what would her ‘yes’ bring? She turned to face Darcy. “No. Don’t stop.” 
 
    He moved, instantly, reaching for his mask and tearing it off. “Goodness, she is feisty, isn’t she?” 
 
    Wickham slid his hands up her stomach toward her breasts, letting his fingers frame them. She whimpered against the touch.  
 
    Wickham chuckled. “She nearly tore my head off.” 
 
    “Mmmm, I think she needs to be taught a lesson, don’t you?” 
 
    Elizabeth writhed beneath Wickham’s weight, her wrists still pinned to the mattress by her husband. Suddenly, he took hold of her breasts through her dress, squeezing them intimately. She gasped. 
 
    Darcy reached down and tore her stays open, leaving her shift bared beneath. He tugged the garment up and over her head. Wickham grabbed the fabric of her shift and tugged it down, baring her breasts to the cool air. Darcy grabbed her jaw in one hand, then grabbed her breast with the other, groaning in appreciation.  
 
    “Get off, scoundrel. You can’t very well fuck her like that!” 
 
    Elizabeth gasped. She loved to hear her husband talk like that. She cried out as Wickham lifted himself off her, and Darcy tugged her off the bed and onto her feet. She stood there in her loose dress, shoes and stockings still on, and Darcy hooked his arms through her elbows, pinning her arms behind her back.  
 
    “I have her. Let’s see what she’s hiding under all this nonsense.” 
 
    Wickham lunged to the edge of the bed and tore down her shift over her hips. Wickham groaned at the sight of the dark patch between her legs, drawing his face close to her thighs as he tore off her shoes, then her stockings. She was naked and helpless, her back against her husband’s chest, a stranger’s masked face just inches from her thighs. Wickham blew onto her skin, and she felt goosebumps spring across every inch.  
 
    Darcy kicked a foot against her inner ankle, knocking her leg aside, then the other, leaving her standing there with her legs wide apart. 
 
    “Well, get on with it. Make sure she’s ready for us,” Darcy said. 
 
    Elizabeth gasped, turning her face into Darcy’s neck as Wickham laughed to himself.  “Don’t mind if I do.” 
 
    He bit the end of his glove and tugged it off, one finger at a time, tossing them across the room before dropping to his knees in front of her. She squealed in fear and excitement, knowing how wet she was already. His fingers drifted up her bare thighs, and he pressed his thumbs against the lips of her sex, prying them apart just enough to bare the wet within. Then he pulled the mask down, too fast for her to see his face, then pressed his face into her pussy, lavishing her with his tongue. The action wasn’t tentative or timid, but forceful and almost mean. He was devouring her, wrapping his arms up around her backside as he buried his face between her legs. She screamed, losing the use of her legs as Darcy held her up, egging on Wickham as he worked. 
 
    “Oh yeah, she likes that. Don’t you, darling?” Darcy took hold of her face, turning her to him as he spoke. “You like getting devoured, don’t you? Makes you wet, doesn’t it?” 
 
    She shook her head against his grasp, but he held her there. “Don’t fight me. Fighting will only make it worse.” 
 
    Wickham pulled from her and pulled his mask off completely, revealing a head of brown hair and a clean shaven face. He was handsome, glancing up at her with sleepily lustful eyes. He pressed his thumb to the most sensitive part of her sex and moved from side to side as she squirmed. Then he was on his feet. 
 
    She knew him. 
 
    “Wickham!” She screamed, struggling against her husband’s arms. “You scoundrel!” 
 
    The old rival of her husband smirked down at her. “Pin her down.” 
 
    Darcy obliged, throwing her onto the bed. Darcy moved to hold her shoulders in place as Wickham grabbed her legs.  
 
    “No, no. Put her to work. Make her suck you while I get her ready.” 
 
    Darcy groaned in agreement and Wickham spread her legs before him, pressing a hand to her throat in warning as he slid his fingers inside her. She shrieked at the sensation, turning her face away as he watched her, intently. She turned to find Darcy stripped from the waist down, climbing onto the bed at her head. Then he moved over her, straddling her face, bringing his balls closer, his hard cock bobbing just inches from her mouth.  
 
    “Give me her legs!” Darcy hissed, and Wickham obliged, chuckling as he hoisted her legs to Darcy’s waiting hands. He grabbed her calves and pulled them up to his sides, leaving her spread eagle and helpless, her ass in the air. She squirmed, trying to pull free, but before she could, Wickham slid his fingers inside her again, deep. She felt him wriggle them inside, pressing in rhythm. She gasped, no longer able to see him beyond the sight of her husband’s sex above her. 
 
    “Be a good girl down there, or you’ll be punished,” Darcy said. 
 
    Elizabeth turned her face into Darcy’s thigh, fighting to still her cries as Wickham slid his fingers into her. His touch was gentle, but purposeful, working to please her.  
 
    Darcy reached down and squeezed one of her breasts, humming with relish. “Those balls won’t lick themselves,” he said. 
 
    She fought against the urge to move her hips with Wickham’s fingers, show him what she needed. Suddenly, Darcy growling. 
 
    “Alright, bitch. If you won’t do as you’re told –“ Darcy swatted Wickham’s hand away. “You’re not doing it right. Let me show her what happens when she doesn’t behave.” 
 
    Wickham’s fingers retreated, and Darcy shifted his weight over her. Suddenly, her husband’s fingers slid between her legs, then inside her, and unlike Wickham, he knew damn well how to make her scream. He drove them into her with such force and speed that her back arched and she fought to reach down and still his hand. She screamed, but he did not slow, punishing her for her disobedience with the very thing he knew she loved. She cried out against his touch. 
 
    “Will you behave, woman?” 
 
    She shook her head, and he moved harder, Wickham pushing her legs wider apart as she screamed.  
 
    “You’re going to behave!” 
 
    “No!” She cried. 
 
    Darcy moved with sudden purpose, turning himself above her so he was now straddling her chest, his cock hard against her jaw.  
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    She shook her head, turning her face away from him. He grabbed her by the hair, pulling the carefully pinned braids free as he forced her head back to meet his eyes. He gestured back to his rival and Wickham’s fingers found their prize again, this time matching the intensity her husband had shown.  
 
    Darcy leaned closer to her, whispering in a warning tone. “Suck it and suck it properly, or I’m going to let our old friend here fuck your ass.” 
 
    Wickham? He’d let Wickham have her like that? They’d played such games in the past as husband and wife, but the thought of the handsome, rakish scoundrel Wickham knowing her body like that – it unnerved her. And yet she felt the rush of arousal between her legs at the thought.  
 
    She swallowed, aching to defy him, to see just how far he’d go tonight if she pushed. He smiled down at her and despite the urge to fight, she opened her mouth.  
 
    He pulled from her before she could take him, returning to his previous post, holding her legs up for his friend as he straddled her face. “Open up.” 
 
    She did, and he lowered himself down to her mouth, letting her suck at his balls as he groaned his approval.  
 
    “Mmm, what a good girl? Show her what happens when she behaves.” 
 
    Wickham lowered his mouth to her and slid his tongue against her aching pussy. She needed to come, her body shaking with anticipation of both release and the mystery of what they would do to her. Darcy stroked his cock as he lowered to her mouth, pulling away every so often to tease her or to let her breathe as Wickham’s tongue worked. 
 
    “How does she taste, Wickham?” 
 
    Wickham – bloody fucking Wickham – hummed, and she shuddered at the sensation. “She tastes like she needs to be ravished.” 
 
    “Oh, she will be,” Darcy said. 
 
    Darcy released her legs, letting them fall to the bed, and rose from over her. Before she could brace, he grabbed her under the arms and pulled her off the bed, her body falling onto the floor at his feet. He turned her there to face him as Wickham stood up behind her.  
 
    “I think she should reward you, don’t you?” Darcy said, his eyes betraying a wicked smile, though his expression remained ever stoic. 
 
    Wickham smiled down at her and began to unbutton his britches. Elizabeth swallowed as Wickham pulled his cock out for her to see. He was long and rigid, the veins pulsing just under the skin. He stroked himself there, just a few inches from her face. 
 
    “I’m telling you, you’re in for a fucking treat,” Darcy said, smiling at the man he once thought of as an enemy. 
 
    Wickham shot her a smile again. “I can’t wait.” 
 
    Wickham reached down, took her hand, and placed it on his cock. She felt the hard shape in her fingers, the smooth texture of his skin, the lines and divots of every inch. She let her fingers move against him as her husband took her other hand and wrapped it around his own cock. She glanced up at Wickham, took a breath, then took him in her mouth. He groaned, resting a hand on her mass of hair.  
 
    “My god, man. You speak the truth! Dear god,” Wickham moaned, his head falling back. 
 
    Darcy chuckled. “I taught her well. Still, I think she can do better. Fuck her face.” 
 
    Wickham paused, then took her face in his hands, and began to move himself in and out of her mouth. She obliged, opening to him. She gave him control over the rhythm and depth, letting her tongue lap against him in her mouth, then spitting on him when he gave her a moment to breathe. She stroked his cock, now slick from her mouth, and watched his head fall back again. Then she turned to her husband and squeezed him firmly in her hand before sucking him deep and fast. He gasped, clutching her hair in his hand, his hips moving with her. 
 
    She moved between them, giving each her attention, stroking one as she worked the other. They took turns whispering their appreciation, conferring with one another. Her pussy was quivering with need now. The way they spoke of her, of what they would do, of how they would fuck her; her body was ready, even if her mind still faltered. 
 
    Finally, Darcy pulled from her grasp, grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her onto her feet. He pushed her toward the bed, letting her kneel on the edge of it. 
 
    “Why don’t you lie down, George?” Darcy said, and Wickham chuckled as he fell back onto the bed, spreading his legs before her.  
 
    Darcy pushed her down on all fours. “You keep sucking him like a good girl, and I won’t go too hard.” 
 
    Elizabeth cried out softly as Darcy pressed the head of his cock against her, then plunged in. Her pussy was too wet to give resistance, and he moaned openly as their bodies met. Wickham’s cock was inches beneath her, but as Darcy took her from behind, she could do little more than brace herself. He took his first deep thrust, then another slow one, then began to find his rhythm. Elizabeth held her breath, waiting for her body to conform to his size. She felt pressure at the back of her head, pushing her down toward the bed as he sometimes did. This time he was pushing her to the rigid shape beneath her. 
 
    “You don’t want me to get rough, do you?” 
 
    Elizabeth opened her mouth and took hold of Wickham, sucking at the head of him as her body rocked back and forth with Darcy’s thrusts.  
 
    Wickham brushed her loose hair aside, watching her as she sucked him, as she fought to keep herself steady against the hard pummeling of her husband’s cock. He drove deeper, slower, letting each thrust sting as she whimpered against the hard shape in her mouth. Then he returned to his fast pace, his breath growing hoarser with each passing moment. Elizabeth braced against him, his fingers digging into her hips. Suddenly, she heard the sound of him spitting into his hand. The sudden pressure at her backside startled her.  
 
    “Fitzwill – ungh!” She cried out as Darcy slid a finger into her ass.  
 
    He chuckled, sliding his finger in and out gently as he plunged his cock into her. There was no use trying to please Wickham now, her full attention was drawn to her husband’s touch. “Fitzy, please!” 
 
    “Shh, we have to get you ready, don’t we?” 
 
    “No!” She cried. He’d said he would let Wickham have her ass if she misbehaved. She hadn’t misbehaved, and she was prepared to argue that point. 
 
    Darcy slid a second finger into her, and her body began to shake. He reached down, grabbing her around the throat and pulling her upright, her back against his chest, her ear to his cheek, his fingers still inside her, pushing deep, moving in fast rhythm just the way she liked. 
 
    He smiled, letting his teeth graze against her ear. “No, she says? No?” 
 
    “Please,” she said, breathlessly.  
 
    He kissed her cheek and whispered so softly, she barely heard him. “Shall we cease, darling?” 
 
    She took a deep breath as his fingers stilled, but his cock continued to pulse into her. She spoke for only Darcy to hear. “I’m scared.” 
 
    “You know I would never hurt you, but if it’s too much, say the word and it all stops.” 
 
    She let him hold her there, looking down at the long frame beneath her as Wickham stroked his cock in wait. She wanted this, wanted every piece of it, and her heart was pounding in her chest now with excitement as much as fear, but could she do this? Actually let men have her this way? Elizabeth swallowed and when she spoke, her whisper was as quiet as his had been. “No. Don’t stop.” 
 
    Darcy pulled from her, letting her fall toward Wickham. Darcy stood up from the bed, rounding it toward the nightstand. She knew exactly what he was going for.  
 
    Wickham held his hands open to her. “Come here and ride me, beautiful.” 
 
    She glanced to Darcy despite everything, still seeking his permission.  
 
    He glared at her. “Do as you’re told, woman.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to face Wickham, crawling toward him obediently, straddling over him. He wriggled down from the pillows, lying flat beneath her. She held herself ready above him and as he pressed the head of his cock against her, lowered herself down onto him.  
 
    Wickham took hold of her ass, pulling her and pushing her to learn his rhythm. It was similar to Darcy’s, but with a rocking swing that left her body pressed against him in a surprisingly pleasant way. He pressed down on her hips, grinding and rocking her on him as his hips thrust upward. Wickham’s cock was longer and narrower than Darcy’s, and favored a lean to the right. He knew just how to use it, too, and Elizabeth began to feel a warmth rising in her sex that would soon get out of hand.  
 
    She startled at the sudden cold of Darcy’s hand sliding up the cleft of her buttocks. His fingers were slick with oil, slathering her in preparation of him. She recoiled at the touch, throwing herself onto Wickham as sudden trepidation returned. She held her breath for an instant, then cried out as Darcy’s fingertip slipped into her ass, again. He didn’t go deep, just enough to let her feel him, to play at the pleasure centers hidden there. He was teasing her, almost tickling her, letting Wickham carry her through with his steady, purposeful rhythm. Soon, Darcy, slid another finger inside, deeper now. Then another.  
 
    Suddenly, he chuckled. “Sounds like she’s ready.” 
 
    Wickham smiled, and only then did Elizabeth realize she’d been moaning. 
 
    Wickham shifted beneath her, moving his legs to accommodate Darcy behind her. Elizabeth held her breath, pressing her face into Wickham’s chest. Anything solid to hold her steady. She could say ‘no.’ She could stop it.  
 
    She didn’t want to.  
 
    Darcy’s cock pressed against her, a familiar sensation despite the newness of Wickham beneath her. She felt Wickham’s fingers entwine with hers and squeezed his hand with grateful purpose. 
 
    Darcy’s cock slipped into her slow and steady. She gasped, bracing herself. He retreated, then pushed again as Wickham stilled beneath her, letting her take Darcy unhindered. Darcy pushed again, deeper this time, but still hardly halfway. He would let her get used to him before he fucked her. He always took his time when he had her this way. 
 
    He pulled out again, wholly, letting her relax and recover, then pushed, sliding deeper now, filling her. She gasped, finally taking a breath as Darcy pushed all the way in. There was no pain, no discomfort, just a sense of being so full she couldn’t move. Darcy squeezed her ass, pulsing gently there, letting her feel him inside her. He hummed to himself, a groan deep in his throat as he appraised her ass, and relished in the way she felt. She knew the sound well. 
 
    “I think she’s ready.” 
 
    Wickham squeezed her thighs and raised an eyebrow. “I think you’re right.” 
 
    Wickham began to move again, bucking beneath her as Darcy held fast. Wickham still held Elizabeth’s hand, but he released it now, taking hold of her legs as he moved her and with her. Elizabeth was holding her breath again when Darcy finally took hold of her hips and began to thrust into her. His movements were slow and shallow at first, but as Wickham rocked her on his cock, she began to breathe - and moan. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt. The tension of every muscle in her body, her legs shaking, the familiar sensations of being taken both ways, but now feeling them coincide, combine to this whole other sensation, all while Wickham’s unfamiliar body moved beneath her. Both men were thrusting into her, their fingers digging into her hips, into her thighs, holding her, pulling her against them as they sought their own pleasure. Elizabeth planted her hands into the mattress and took them both, turning her head to see Darcy. She caught sight of her reflection in the dark bedroom window and cried out. She could see Darcy behind her, his body moving, the muscles in his arms and legs taught with effort, and beneath her, the lean lines of Wickham’s tall frame. She watched the two men struggling beneath her and behind her, a lustful voyeurism, as though seeing the act made the sensation stronger. She watched, whimpering softly as Wickham continued grinding, the friction of his movements making her warm and desperate. She reached down between her legs, pressed her fingers to her sex and watching their reflection, stroked herself. 
 
    Darcy suddenly grabbed her around the shoulders, pulling her upright against him. She cried out, the sudden movement making her thoroughly aware of the two men inside her. He pulled her against him, taking hold of her throat as he met her eyes in the reflection.  
 
    “I see you watching. You like what you see, don’t you, you filthy creature?” 
 
    She pulled against the hand at her throat, but stilled as Darcy reached down to her sex, taking over her efforts, and began playing at her the way only he knew how. He pinned her against him, thrusting into her there, stroking her pussy as he forced her face toward the reflection. 
“I want you to watch us defile you.” 
 
    She moaned, the force of his thrusts lifting and dropping her onto Wickham’s cock as Darcy stroked her. She could see his body, see the expression on his face, the heavy eyes, the swollen lips, open and wet, his brow set as he watched her, and made her watch him. She cried out. 
 
    “You love this, don’t you? My darling whore.” 
 
    She cried out again, trying to shake her head, but he only thrust faster. Her muscles began to tighten and spasm. 
 
    Wickham groaned in appreciation. “You feel that? I think she likes getting ravished, don’t you, sweetheart?” 
 
    She growled, but didn’t speak. 
 
    Darcy tightened his grip on her jaw. “Say it. Tell me you love it.” 
 
    Her cries were growing louder, more shrill as her body responded to the wealth of sensation. Her head fell back onto his shoulder. 
 
    “I want you to come all over his cock.” 
 
    Elizabeth screamed as Wickham suddenly joined Darcy’s forceful movements. The two men leveraged themselves to thrust fast and forceful. Elizabeth felt her pussy tighten, then her whole lower body as she shuddered there against Darcy’s chest, letting him hold her up as she screamed, gasped, then held her breath. 
 
    “That’s right, come all over his cock like the well trained whore you are.” 
 
    She succumbed with such force that her body convulsed, held upright by Darcy alone. Darcy slowed his thrusts as did Wickham, then as the wave subsided, Darcy tugged her off Wickham, pulling her gently onto her knees.  
 
    “I think she owes us a debt of gratitude, wouldn’t you say?” Darcy said. 
 
    Wickham smirked. “Absolutely.” 
 
    Darcy pushed her down onto all fours again, her face inches from Wickham’s cock, now slick from her. 
 
    “Now, clean up your mess.” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled up at Wickham, and he groaned at the sight. Then she took him in her mouth and sucked him with purpose. The timidity and fear was gone now, giving way to free lustful expression. She could taste herself on his cock, but beneath that was the early sour taste of his seed; he was close. She sucked him and stroked him, bracing against Darcy’s thrusts as he continued to pound into ass, his breath getting ragged. Wickham took her by the hair, gripping it gently, then she felt the surge as he came, his seed spilling into the roof of her mouth, filling it with the taste of him.  
 
    Wickham gave a shuddering exhale and she reached back, trying to hold onto Darcy as his thrusts grew sharper. He reached down, grabbing her face and turning her up to him, making her meet his eyes as he came deep inside her. He held her there, driving into her again and again, slower each time, until he took a deep breath and retreated. 
 
    Darcy tossed her down onto the bare part of the mattress. Her legs were undone, her hips and thighs a gelatinous mass of aching, quivering exhaustion. Darcy slumped back onto the mattress as Wickham rose from the bed. Darcy soon followed. 
 
    Wickham grabbed his shirt, mask, and gloves and buttoned himself before glancing to Elizabeth. “You’re a lucky man, Fitzy.” 
 
    Darcy shot him a look. “I know.” 
 
    Darcy lunged onto the mattress with such speed, Elizabeth flinched. He pressed his hand to her throat. “You were so good, we might have to steal back to your chambers another night.” 
 
    Elizabeth covered her face.  
 
    When she lowered her hands, both men were gone, fulfilling the guise of the game by stealing away after doing their dark deed. 
 
    Elizabeth lay there a moment, the prickle of drying sweat on her skin. She rolled toward the edge of the bed, testing her legs as she stood, and made her way to the bedroom door. She stopped at the doorway, still fearing further surprise, and peeked out into the dark hallway. It was empty. 
 
    Elizabeth slipped back into the apartment to find their wash basin full of now tepid water. She took up a small washcloth and began to clean herself. The bedroom echoed ominously in the dark, but she was no longer afraid. The spell was wearing off; that glorious spell. She replayed moments of the night and felt her sex sting with arousal all over again. She would replay this night and abuse herself forever, and she knew it. She ran her hands over her face, her body shivering at sensation and memory. The bedroom door creaked open. She was barely turned around before the figure appeared at her shoulder. She turned to face Darcy as he took a fresh cloth from beside the basin, dunked it into the water, then proceeded to run it down between her legs, teasing her with it. 
 
    She gasped, still too sensitive for touch. She quickly took the rag from him under the guise of wanting to touch him back. He let her stroke his cock with the warm cloth, humming softly in appreciation. 
 
    “Our Mr. Wickham is gone, but I don’t think I can leave without having you a second time.” 
 
    Darcy lifted her leg to open her to him, pressing his hard cock against her as she clutched him, her legs barely strong enough to keep her upright. As he ran the head of his cock into that slick place, Elizabeth smiled, then gasped as he slid inside her again. 
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    Elizabeth stifled a moment.  
 
    She’d caught very little sleep the night before, tossing and turning in her empty bed, re-reading the same page over and over in her book. Fitzwilliam had been gone for several days, leaving her to lay awake at night thinking about him – and the events of the last night they spent together.  
 
    Darcy had brought Mr. Wickham to their bed. He’d not asked her permission beforehand, not consulted her. Elizabeth stopped herself at these thoughts. Darcy warned her that their bedroom adventures would always be exciting, and even frightening at times, but he would never do anything that wasn’t for her pleasure above all else. 
 
    Then he brought Wickham to their bed in a night of feigned danger and earth shattering lust, letting a man who’d betrayed them both know not only Darcy’s bed, but his wife. Wickham and Lydia’s marriage had naturally disintegrated, leaving Lydia to a life of leisure at the kind charity of Mr. Darcy, and Mr. Wickham to his own devices. 
 
    Elizabeth had scolded Fitzwilliam after their tawdry night together with Wickham – how could you? After what he did to Lydia? After what he did to Georgiana? 
 
    Darcy assured her Wickham’s purposes were as a tool, nothing more. That there was no better man who not only knew his way around a woman’s body, but who Darcy could happily throw out after his purposes were served. 
 
    ‘And naturally,’ as Fitzwilliam reminded her. ‘I recall you thought him rather handsome at one point in time.’ Then he left Pemberley in quite the state, leaving Elizabeth to remain with her fury – and her lingering desire. 
 
    Elizabeth physically huffed at the memory of those words. 
 
    See, the worst crime Fitzwilliam had committed was not bringing a rake into their bed, but making quite sure that Elizabeth loved every second of it. So much so that she thought of it in the quiet moments before bed, aching for her husband’s return to Pemberley so she could exercise her demons on him.  
 
    Elizabeth sat in the parlor listening to the clock tick in wait of her husband’s return. He was due that afternoon, having collected his Aunt, the Lady Catherine, after her trip north to the Highlands with Anne in an attempt to aide her finding a reasonable husband. From Darcy’s account, his cousin Anne was not a willing participant in this whirlwind husband hunt. 
 
    How long was the ride from Rosings? She wondered. Or more aptly, how long would Lady Catherine keep him before letting him take his leave and return to his wife at home. 
 
    “Lady Elizabeth?” 
 
    Elizabeth startled on the settee, nearly dropping her book onto the gryphon-like creatures woven into the oriental rug.  
 
    “Yes, Patricia?” 
 
    The young maid curtsied at the door, bowing her head in a reverence Elizabeth still wasn’t quite accustomed to. She wondered how dear Patricia would think of her Lady Elizabeth if she knew she’d taken the lustful advances of two separate men just a few nights prior. 
 
    She shook her, fighting away the thought. 
 
    “The Master is in the study. He’s awaiting you to attend him.” 
 
    “In the study? Did he not know well where to find me?” 
 
    Patricia’s cheeks went rosy, but she did not answer. Elizabeth sighed, rising from her perch with a huff before turning for the door to seek her husband. How long had he been home?  
 
    And how long must she maintain this look of indignation before she could beg her beloved Fitzwilliam to have his way with her? 
 
    She let Patricia lead her down the hall until they reached the closed study door. Elizabeth gave Patricia a polite nod and waited until the maid was well out of earshot. Despite her excitement to see her husband, she still feared there might be residual anger between them – even if she felt her heart skip each time she thought of the deed that drew her ire in the first place. 
 
    Elizabeth turned the doorknob and opened her mouth to call for him, but stopped dead in the doorway. A figure stood in the study, framed by the light of the high windows beyond, cutting a figure so fine it took her breath away. 
 
    Fitzwilliam stood there, his skin pale and perfect, bare chested, wearing nothing but a set of hose, a sporran, and a kilt. He blushed suddenly, having clearly hoped he would have another minute before he was discovered, turning to face her as he finished fastening the second of the two buckles about his waist. He reached for the nearby chair, snatching up his dress shirt and pulling it over his shoulders as quickly as he could. Elizabeth just stared at him for a long moment, confused, but smiling. 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that.” Darcy said, a blush creeping across his cheeks. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    He sighed, looking down at himself for a moment before finally pulling the dress shirt back down from his shoulders. She was his wife, after all, he didn’t need to be bashful with her. 
 
    “Lady Catherine’s idea of a thoughtful gift.” 
 
    “A kilt?” 
 
    Darcy harrumphed softly, tossing the shirt over the back of a chair as he planted his hands on his hips. “Precisely. Said she’d seen a fair number of gentlemen wearing them in the Highlands and simply had to procure such a garment for her beloved nephew. Made me wear the nonsense all afternoon.” 
 
    Elizabeth fought not to laugh as Darcy lightened his voice in a nasal impression of his rather stern Aunt Catherine. She couldn’t help but laugh, it was so rare that Darcy let himself speak of her in such a fashion. 
 
    “I had hope to be out of it before Patricia summoned you, but I am having trouble with these foolish buckles.” 
 
    He reached for the small pouch at his groin, flicking it aside with an annoyed touch, only to have it fall right back down into place. 
 
    Elizabeth shut the study door behind her, watching him wordless for a long moment as he stood there, his broad shoulders perfectly mirrored by the flare of the kilt pleats. Elizabeth smiled. The Lady Catherine had some strange ideas, but this one was truly special. 
 
    He was wearing the Stuart colors, red with green, his sporran black and silver with three horse hair tales. His hose sheathed his beautiful calves in black, tiny ribbons on each side, a small ornamental knife tucked into the left sock. He finally turned and met her gaze. He grinned at her, sheepishly rubbing his hands up the back of his neck as she took in the sight of him, frozen in the doorway. 
 
    The way a man looks at his wife when she appears in white on her wedding day; she was sure that was the way she was looking at Fitzwilliam. Not just in his kilt, but shirtless in his kilt. 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak, staring at him. It still took a moment to find words.  
 
    He watched her face, his own smile growing wider by the second. He was blushing, which made this swell of affection only stronger. 
 
    “How long have you been home?” 
 
    He exhaled out his nose, opening his arms in exasperation as though she was only now seeing the state of his dress. “Only a matter of moments. I wanted to settle myself before I came to you. Was concerned I might receive a scolding, which I wanted to at the very least be wearing trousers for – given the severity of last time.” 
 
    “You deserved it.” 
 
    He smiled and seeing that she was apparently glued to the spot. He took a step toward her, and she flinched just so. He chuckled softly as he came for her in the doorway, slipping his hands around her waist to pull her in. “I know.” He buried his face down into the crook of her neck, inhaling her as he pressed her into the study door, his arms around her waist. “I’ve no excuse.” 
 
    Elizabeth felt the smooth touch of his skin under her fingertips and lost all memory of frustration. All she remembered was the lust she harbored each night as she fell asleep. “Are you quite certain this kilt wasn’t a ploy to weaken my resolve?” 
 
    He straightened, towering over her in feigned offense. “This ridiculous thing? You can’t be serious!” 
 
    Elizabeth looked down at his bare belly and the perfect line of hair that ran down from his navel, disappearing beneath the waistband of the tartan fabric. 
 
    She ran her hands up over his shoulder blades, relishing in the touch of every inch of his bare skin. “Were you planning to toss me a couple cabers, really make an impression?” 
 
    He laughed, pressing his forehead to hers as he pulled her against him. He began to pull her into the study, exaggerating each step with a lean as he rubbed his hands up and down her spine, cupping her ass and giving a good squeeze. She slid her hands down to grab his backside as well, feeling the curve of his ass smooth under the torrent of wool and pleats.  
 
    “I’m still angry with you, Fitzwilliam?” 
 
    He smiled, pressing his nose to hers. “I know. I should have consulted you first, darling. I will not make the same mistake again.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” she said, giving his backside a good squeeze.  
 
    His eyebrows shot up. “What?” 
 
    “Apologize. These tactics are simply unfair.” 
 
    She took another step into him and he dropped back onto the settee, leaving her standing there over him, his hands reaching for her hips, inviting her to straddle him. She stared down at him, part of her mind still fuming at him. She could remember the sensation of both men inside her, remember the way they’d played every inch of her body with such forceful expertise. She’d never protested. Not one had she thought to stop them. Wickham was a handsome fellow, but a scoundrel nonetheless. Now, she looked down at her beloved Mr. Darcy and recognized the look of a scoundrel in his eyes as well. It aroused her only further. 
 
    He tugged at her hips, pulling her over him. She did as he asked, wriggling her knees against his hips, settling herself there, his chin level with her breasts. He grabbed them roughly, squeezing them together through the layers of fabric before tugging the neckline of her dress down enough to see the fabric of her corset, shielding her nipples from him. He leaned in and kissed the mound of her breasts, exaggerated by his rough hold on them. She laced her fingers into his dark hair and gave a soft tug, urging him to turn his face up to her. She held her breath a moment, fearing the repercussions of such an act with a husband as dominant and powerful as Fitzwilliam Darcy.  
 
    He looked up, smiling with such joy, it crinkled his nose.  
 
    She felt her face flush at the sight of that smile. “Goodness, you’ll be my ruin.” 
 
    He gave an eyebrow wiggle. “In a good way, I hope.” 
 
    He wrapped his arms around her, their mouths close, open, inviting, but still teasing with sharp inhales, his arms pulling her against him in a familiar rhythm.  
 
    He kissed her throat. “I see my dear Aunt isn’t the only one affected by this ridiculous garment?” 
 
    She spoke softly, lost in the way his arms felt. “I can see her appreciation.” 
 
    “How, pray tell?” 
 
    “Because you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    Her heart leapt at the sight of him, not a man in a kilt, but Fitzwilliam. It felt as though her heart, which always sang a familiar song, found its harmony and sang a thousand times louder when she saw him - like he’d been made for her. It always did after he’d been away for a time. 
 
    She pinched his earlobe gently between the knuckles of her fingers, feeling the almost invisible hairs that grew there, fair and soft. He hooked his fingers under the hem of her skirt and tugged it upward. She didn’t protest, rising to accommodate. He ran his thumb over her belly button and she curled into herself involuntarily, his touch causing the muscles beneath his fingers to spasm and clench in ticklish protest.  
 
    He cupped her breasts, squeezing again, pressing his open mouth to one and biting her through the fabric of her dress.  
 
    “We have a problem, here,” he said, still kneading her breasts in his hands.  
 
    She raised an eyebrow at him and he quickly matched it, looking back up at her with a wry smile. 
 
    He reached down and hooked a finger beneath the corset hem. “Your choice of clothing. How many times have I told you, you should always be naked?” 
 
    She laughed and he pushed her over, guiding her onto the couch. He didn’t follow, instead remaining where he sat, reaching up under her skirts to pry her petticoats and underthings free. He wasted no time as he rose to his feet, leaving her there on the couch before him, her skirts up exposing her bare legs. She relished the look of him as he rose over her, his sporran swinging gently against her knees.  
 
    “Ye ready to be ravished, lass?” 
 
    Elizabeth curled into herself laughing, pressing her hands against his stomach as he leaned down over her. “My, my. I might make you speak in that accent more often.” 
 
    “Oh, aye? Ye like that?” 
 
    Elizabeth beamed. She loved to see Darcy flash that wicked, playful side. 
 
    She let her fingers play up over his chest, running her fingertips over his nipples, feeling the tiny bumps harden to her touch. She lifted herself just enough to flick her tongue against one, responding to his groan with a gentle suck before moving to the other. He slid his hand between her knees, forcing her thighs open as he lowered himself over her. She felt the wetness caused by just seeing him when she walked in, and a tingle shot up through her belly in anticipation of his touch. His fingers found that wetness and he groaned, finally kissing her, clamping his mouth over hers and piercing her with his tongue. She sighed into his open mouth as his fingers explored her, moving against her and in her in ways only he knew how. Soon she felt the gentle tickle of the horse tails on his sporran against her thigh, his erection lifting it from beneath the kilt. She glanced down at him and giggled again. He followed her gaze and raised his eyebrows at her, inspiring more laughter. She grabbed him by the ears, her heart swelling with affection, and kissed him again, locking her legs behind him to pull his full weight onto her. He obliged, his fingers still at play. She wriggled her hips against his movements, thrusting herself upward, an unspoken invitation that he acknowledged with a rumbling sound deep in his throat.  
 
    “Would ye like me to get to it, then?” He asked. She stifled a nervous laugh, the chill of anticipation and desire traveling warm and fast out over her thighs and her stomach. She ached to feel him. He slid his fingers into her, forcefully slamming them deeply over and over, watching her face as he did. She wailed in response. She clutched at him, pulling at his backside, wordlessly begging.  
 
    He chuckled softly. “Be patient, love. I’ll ravage you, forbye.” 
 
    She couldn’t help but laugh. “Did you just say forbye?” 
 
    “Aye, I did!” He beamed at her. “I’ve known a fair number of Scotsmen in my day, love.” 
 
    She smiled again, but quickly tensed as he slid his body down the length of her and settled his shoulders between her legs. He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her to the edge of the settee, lowering himself to his knees on the floor. She let her legs drift together, but he stopped the motion with a firm hand, returning his fingers to their work. He kissed the inside of her knee, letting his stubbled chin rub against her skin, then his lips, parted and soft, inhaling as he ran them across the inside of her thigh, drawing closer to her. She knew protest would be met with firm disapproval, but still, her thighs tensed with anticipation. He planted a hand against her thighs, pushed them high over her, baring her ass to him, and slapped her backside so hard it rang off the walls. She screamed, feeling the sting subside beneath his palm as he caressed the sore spot. 
 
    “Don’t make me bend you over my knee.” 
 
    She blushed, and he gave her a quick eyebrow wiggle, then stifled her laugh with his mouth, clamping it down on her sex with such purpose that it shook her whole body. She felt his tongue dodging to and fro, soft hums escaping from his throat with every shiver or spasm he caused her. She wanted to watch him work, her fingers curled tight in his hair, his brows furrowed slightly with focus. Every few moments he would release her, open her to him with his fingers and envelope her in warmth again. She let her hips rock beneath him, urging him onward, letting him know how right he felt. He’d learned to play her body like an instrument, knew how to tune, how to strum her to make her sing. He’d been a natural at this since the first time he touched her. She gripped his hair in both hands, pulling him against her, letting the pressure of his mouth carry her. He growled against her with appreciation and she melted under the warmth of his tongue. He kept his rhythm a moment longer, letting her orgasm subside before releasing her. He lifted his eyes to meet hers and she felt her smile in her bones. He returned it, a wide grin.  
 
    He stood up, towering over her as she lay there on the settee. He grabbed one of her feet, then the other, pressing them against his chest as he dropped onto his knees on the settee, his sporran pressed into the back of her thighs. She rest both legs over his shoulders as he leaned over her, forcing her thighs up against her belly. He reached down to pull the kilt aside. It didn’t cooperate. 
 
    “Good grief!” He protested, shifting again to no avail. 
 
    She laughed as he fumbled with the pleats and sporran, far more intent on falling back into place than defying gravity and standing upright long enough for him to properly service her. She gave him a gentle push. He obliged, lifting his weight from her legs.  
 
    “Take it off, handsome.” 
 
    He crinkled his nose and pouted a moment. “Are you sure? That won’t break this spell, will it?” 
 
    She shook her head, vehemently. “Not in the slightest. You’re magnificent in the nude, as well.” 
 
    He grinned at her and stood up suddenly, determined that if he was going to take the thing off, he’d do it at light speed. Darcy had matters to attend to, clearly. He rushed across the study as the buckles came loose, and turned the lock in the study door. They were free of worry now. 
 
    “Slowly, damn it!” Elizabeth hissed. 
 
    He froze with his hands on the second buckle. He glanced up at her, eyebrows raised. 
 
    “Take it off slowly,” she said again, smiling. 
 
    He chuckled, obliging. “Oh, who’s making demands now?” 
 
    She ran her toes across his bare chest as he approached before crossing her legs at the knee. “I am.” 
 
    She felt her smile overtake her whole face as Fitzwilliam smirked at her, one eyebrow cocked. He glared at her, then began swaying his hips slowly, offering a swagger and a rakish smile, turning slowly in a circle as he unlatched the sporran and tossed it aside. Then he lifted the kilt with a flick of his hands, letting her catch a quick glimpse of his backside before unbuckling it. It came loose in a tidal wave of plaid as he held it over his cock, leaving his hips and belly bared. She wriggled there on the couch, squirming with excitement and laughter. He beamed at the sight. He held the fabric out in front of him, shimmying it from side to side, keeping himself from her view. She growled at him, stifling giggles as he took a step toward her. Then he flung the kilt over the back of the settee, stood astride, legs wide apart, cock sprung at attention.  
 
    She laughed so hard that no sound would come from her throat. He finally lunged down onto her, replacing her legs over his shoulders as his hips pressed her into the couch. 
 
    “You ready for me, love?” 
 
    She nodded. He ran the head of his cock over her, finding her wet in wait, and plunged home without pause, impaling her there under him. She cried out as he drove deeper than her body could handle, but he didn’t slow, nor lessen his force. She knew this was how he meant to take her by the position alone. He used the bulk of his upper body to push her legs ever higher, directing himself as deep as he pleased with her helpless against him, save for her cries. And she did cry out, though not in protest. Despite the forceful nature of his lovemaking, he smiled at her with such affection, and she returned it, gasping with each thrust. After a moment of holding her there, helpless, he rose to his knees, pinning her thighs to his belly as he thrust into her, continuing to have his way. He ran his hands over her thighs, reaching down to squeeze her breasts, all the while cooing to her softly, even as she braced with each thrust. He began to lean into her again and her insides tensed with anticipation. He squeezed her breasts, running one hand over her stomach. She took the opportunity and wrapped her legs around him, yanking him down onto her and grabbing his backside in both hands. She pulled him into her as he groaned. 
 
    “Oh, is that how it is?” He asked. 
 
    She smiled, her breath catching in her throat as his body and her body met with heat and movement in such a way to make her toes curl. She gasped and pleaded with him to keep going. He smiled wide. He whispered to her, filthy compliments and gentle threats. She dug her finger nails into the soft flesh of his buttocks and he glared at her, growling. Exactly the reaction she wanted. His movement tripled in both speed and force and he pressed his weight on her, pinning her there under his powerful hips. She began to moan in rhythm to his thrusts, begging him onward as he braced a foot on the floor, his thigh lifting her own upward. She pulled his face to hers, clamping her mouth on his with desperation, tasting herself still on his lips. He obliged, and she could feel his quiet grunts vibrating in her mouth. Her legs shuddered suddenly and he pressed himself on her wholly, his cheek to hers, his breath hoarse in her ear. She clutched him by the shoulders, begging him, ‘Don’t stop, please,’ knowing how close they both were. She held him to her, desperate for closeness, for oneness. His grunts grew louder and she felt a sudden swell of power in her arms, knowing that even if he were to stop now, the movement of her hips, the pressure of her hands pulling him into her would carry him through. She turned, pressing her cheek to his shoulder, crying out in desperation, and when that didn’t quell the rising need to absorb him, to combine with him, she clamped her teeth down into the soft flesh of his shoulder and bit him. He roared against her cheek, leaning down to bite her back. She felt his teeth, his warm mouth on her shoulder, his back arching over her as he did, and she shuddered, her legs falling slack at his sides, clutching him to her as his thrusts grew stronger. Then he shuddered, still thrusting several more times as he spilled inside her. 
 
    He lifted himself, pulling away with slow precision, and slumped there on his knees. He ran his hands up her thighs as he took a deep breath.  
 
    He pressed his cheek to her leg and kissed her knee.  
 
    “Are ye satisfied with yer service?” 
 
    She laughed, nodding. “Yes, very much.” 
 
    He paused, his cheek still pressed to her knee. “I’m sorry I upset you, love.” 
 
    She sighed. How powerful it was to hear the massive Master of Pemberley soften his tone to apologize to her – his wife. 
 
    He took a slow breath and blew it out through pursed lips. “I thought about it afterward, how rash and senseless it was to let him have you the way that we did. What would I have done had you become with child or -” 
 
    “Shh,” she said, frowning as her husband’s expression changed.  
 
    He took a deep breath. “What can I do to make it up to you?” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled. “You don’t need to -” She paused. “I enjoyed it, Fitzewilliam. Very much.” 
 
    Fitzwilliam smiled. “That makes two of us.” 
 
    They sat in silence for a long moment. “Would you have us do it again?” 
 
    Fitzwilliam’s eyes grew wide. “With adjustments? Yes. Can’t have the scoundrel believing he’s welcome at Pemberley whenever he likes.” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    “Imagine if he thought himself welcome when I’m not home – how that would look.” 
 
    Elizabeth cringed violently. “You don’t think he would?” 
 
    He scratched his head. “I don’t put anything past the scoundrel. I invited him into our bed because he was once my good friend – and if I’m honest, he was my introduction to the – ways of intimacy. I knew he would be discreet, and I knew he’d be amenable to the pursuit. I also knew he’d never threaten my marriage. There’s no man I fear you leaving me for than George Wickham.” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled. “Well, then I don’t know what can be done.” 
 
    Darcy stared at the floor for a long moment, his brow furrowed in thought. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Well,” he said, a smile creeping across his face. “If I recall some previous discussions with the scoundrel – there may be something rather enticing. Another option.” 
 
    Elizabeth perked up, lifting herself to sit behind him. “What other option?” 
 
    Fitzwilliam glanced over his shoulder at her and the wickedness in his eyes made her legs tingle. “Oh, I’ll let it be a surprise, darling. Give me a week or two, then we’ll find out together.” 
 
    She smiled, locking her legs behind him and pulling him down onto her. She squeezed him so tight, he groaned. He squeezed her right back. She held him there, grateful to feel the return of his weight and warmth. Forgiveness was involuntary with this man. He could have it, always, and he didn’t need to ask. She kissed his jaw, nodding. 
 
    “Godness, the mystery will drive me mad.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll be here to distract you,” he said, giving her backside a firm squeeze – the kind of warning squeeze that told her he had spankings in mind. 
 
    He pressed his nose to hers, gave her soft surface kisses, and searched her face, his breath slowing with each passing moment. She ran her hands up and down his back, scratching lightly at his smooth skin. He moaned in approval, the vibration of it tickling her ear. 
 
    “I know you must have a busy day planned, but will you stay with me for a time?” He asked. 
 
    She took a deep breath, trying to hide the surge of joy she felt at these words. “Of course.” 
 
    She opened her arms to him and he came to her, kissing her collar bone, then her jaw. He pressed his nose to her temple, inhaling slowly before running the tip of his nose into her hair. “Do you feel adored?” 
 
    She shivered slightly and squeezed him as tight as she could. She wanted to latch onto him then like a barnacle on a ship’s hull and never let go. She nodded, nuzzling into his cheek. “I do.” 
 
    He took a handful of her hair and turned her softly to meet his gaze. 
 
    “Because you are, Elizabeth.” 
 
    She smiled, and the marrow in her bones sang. She nodded. 
 
    “Good. Are you ready for another go?” 
 
    She stared at him, eyes wide, but before she could respond, he pulled her up onto him, making her straddle him on the couch, his gorgeous thighs taut beneath her, easily holding her weight. He held her tight against him. He was hard again, a mischievous look in his eyes.  He pulled her down to meet the warmth of his kiss just as she lowered herself onto him, smiling as he groaned with approval. 
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    It hit her like a slap to the face. This wasn’t the smell of an unclean thing, nor of one of those European men she’d encountered while visiting London with Fitzwilliam – the men who just don’t seem to have the same relationship with bathing as others.  
 
    Darcy had come in from hunting all afternoon with Charles Bingley, and he’d clearly exerted himself well. 
 
    This was the smell of a man – of him, his sweat, his work, his long day. Fitzwilliam fidgeted in the doorway of the parlor, bowing as the new maid, Ingrid, hurried by him, taking his hunting jacket. He clearly didn’t like being in such a state around others and was swift to take his leave. 
 
    “You will excuse me, Jane, but I must freshen up before your lovely sister and I are to leave for London.” 
 
    Jane sat as upright as she could on the settee, nodding with a bright smile before Darcy disappeared from the room.  
 
    He’d hardly glanced in Elizabeth’s direction, she noticed. 
 
    She didn’t take offense. She knew well what played on her husband’s mind. Intimate, unseemly thoughts. He always averted his eyes when he was feeling lustful. He hated the thought of anything seeing the way he looked at her. 
 
    Fitzwilliam despised for others to know his business. 
 
    They were leaving for London to attend what can only be called a ball, but this ball was unlike any she’d ever heard of before. 
 
    “It’s for aristocrats of a certain taste,” he’d said, refusing to go deeper into the conversation. It seemed he wanted their experience to be a surprise to his titillated wife. 
 
    Given their behavior in private, she could hardly wait to see what this masquerade would have in store. 
 
    Charles made a quick appearance, his state just as disheveled as Darcy’s. They’d clearly had a good afternoon. 
 
    “Hello, my darling,” he said, leaning in to kiss Jane on the cheek. Elizabeth watched them, almost wishing Darcy showed similar affections in company. Still, Elizabeth had it on good authority that Charles Bingley was a tender and gentle lover in private, and her beloved Darcy was a beautiful beast. 
 
    Elizabeth was content to pass on the public displayed of affection for the private passions she’d come to love so much. 
 
    “Thank goodness, I thought they’d never leave,” Jane said once Charles was out of the room. She slumped back onto the settee in a clumsy lump, her massive belly rolling out above her. Jane was very pregnant, and it took every ounce of effort to maintain her poise in company. 
 
    “Do you not let him see you like this at home?” Elizabeth asked. The thought of maintaining the outward poise of Jane Bennett while carting a human being her belly just sounded exhausting. 
 
    “Oh, of course I do. Still, I am a lady, Lizzie. I have to try, don’t I?” 
 
    Ingrid returned with a tray of small cakes and cucumber sandwiches, both of which Jane lunged for as soon as the tray was set. Elizabeth wasn’t feeling hungry. 
 
    At least, not like that. 
 
    “Pardon me, darling Jane, but would you allow me to take my leave for a moment. There’s a matter I must discuss with Darcy.” 
 
    Jane beamed at her, the crumbs of almond cake collected at the corners of her beautiful smile. “Of course. Do take your time!” 
 
    Elizabeth made her way out of the parlor and down the hall, trying her best not to look rushed. She wanted to catch her husband before he’d washed and changed. She couldn’t quite put her finger on why, but it was urgent to her as though the kitchen was on fire. 
 
     She reached the bedroom door and gave the softest of raps. Darcy grumbled something from within, but she didn’t wait to decipher the words. 
 
    She entered the room and found her husband still in his riding breeches.  
 
    “Elizabeth, darling. What are you doing?”  
 
    Elizabeth suddenly became aware that she’d been staring at him. He flashed her a wide grin, cracking his whole face apart in joy and shyness.  
 
    Elizabeth melted. She knew her husband well. He was in a rare mood. 
 
    “What?” He asked.  
 
    Elizabeth smiled and shook her head, but she didn’t look away. He came across the room to her, the smell of him surrounding her all over again. He met her gaze, the smile wide on his face, his eyes fixed on hers. He paused, searching her face. Then he leaned toward her, faltered for only a second, and kissed her on the cheek. Elizabeth was surrounded for an instant by the smell of him, the warmth of him, the soft hush of his breath, the creak of the wood under his weight vibrating beneath her feet. He pulled away, searching her face, as though asking approval. His closeness sent her heart pounding, and she’d almost yelped in surprise when he leaned into her. Yet, unlike his usual forceful manner, he seemed nervous, as tender and gentle as Jane assured her Mr. Bingley was. Though Elizabeth loved her husband’s forceful ways, this new side of him was almost too endearing to bear. 
 
    Still, she took a deep breath, met his gaze, and smiled. “You missed.” 
 
    The smile hardened just so and his eyes darted across her face, the rarely boyish demeanor that only she could draw from him now breaking apart to show the man he showed only her. He looked down at her lips, and in one perfect movement, reached for her, curling his fingers behind the nape of her neck, and kissed her. It was soft, surface, but intent. Elizabeth smelled dust on his skin, a tiny prickle of moisture at his lips, cool as though he’d been drinking ice water. He softened and pulled away just so, then returned, another soft surface kiss. Yet, in that moment’s break, in the pause between, there was expectation, a heat that invited more. Whether he intended it or not, she felt it. 
 
    He released her, letting his hand linger at her jaw when he pulled away, smiling as he searched her face. Elizabeth watched him, wordless. He turned back to the bed, patting his dusty hands on his trousers. 
 
    “I’m in dire need of a bath. I sent Ingrid to pour it, but naturally sent her to tend to Charles first. Was quite the ride today.” 
 
    “Yes, I can see that.” 
 
    Darcy glanced down at himself with an air of embarrassment. She smiled. If only he knew what he did to her. 
 
    “I imagine I smell like a wet saddle at the moment,” Darcy said, and she smiled. It was always so wonderful to hear him jest. 
 
    Elizabeth reached to him, touching his arm, a strange compulsive urge to breach the tiny distance between them, even if for a second. “I think you smell wonderful.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows and gave her a sideways look. “What?” 
 
    “No. You smell like -” and the words escaped. Well, no. They didn’t escape her – he smelled like warmth, like strength, like solid and whole, like man – like home. Yet, none of those words came out of her mouth. “You smell like a stable decorated for Christmas.” 
 
    He laughed, an embarrassed but flattered huffing of breath that caught him off guard enough to make him turn from her.  
 
    “I’m not sure how long the bath water will take, but I’ll freshen up as swiftly as I can and join you back in the -” He was midway through taking off his white shirt when he stopped, watching her face. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    Elizabeth sat there a moment, perfectly still, despite the racing of her thoughts. “Fitzwilliam?” 
 
    Something about her tone seemed to concern him, as he covered the distance between them in two strides. “Yes? Do you need something?” 
 
    Elizabeth nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    He curled his back, lowering himself to meet her eyes. He waited patiently, the most endearing look of concern on his face. “What do you need, sweetheart?” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to face him and caught sight of his pale skin, his thick torso, the tiny pin pricks of his nipples, the divot at his hip disappearing into the waistband of his trousers.  
 
    She held her breath.  
 
    Elizabeth strode through him, forcing him gently back into the wall of the bedroom. He tensed, his shoulders lifting in surprise as Elizabeth broke the wordless barrier that exists between two people; that once broken becomes a just as wordless invitation. Elizabeth pressed her hands to his abdomen, flattening his back against the cold white wall. Elizabeth let the tip of her nose graze against his chin, then lifted her lips to his, and kissed him. His breathing changed, instantly. His hands took hold of her, fingers lost in her hair as he returned the kiss, his heavy exhales between kisses, each inviting further touch, and further destruction of whatever boundaries still lay between them. 
 
    His tongue found hers. The nerve endings in every inch of her body fired, searing from her mouth to secret places. She wanted to offer every one of them up to him. She opened to him, gasping at the sensation, and he pulled his shoulders from the wall, leaning down to consume her, filling her mouth with his exploration. Elizabeth clutched him, letting her hold on him and his on her keep her on her feet. He turned her just slightly, twisting her body to lean against his shoulder as though he were going to dip her mid dance. Instead he held her there, pressing his mouth down into hers. His tongue’s rhythm was slow, but intent, and Elizabeth finally broke from the kiss for air, finding his clear, sleepy eyes trained on hers, their pupils dilated and dark. Elizabeth rose back to her full height and kissed his lips, pulling away before he could return to his languid work. Elizabeth kissed him again, teasing, flitting her tongue against his, and pulling away just enough to meet that sleepy, lustful gaze that grew darker with each passing moment. His lips were parted, glistening just so, and his breath quiet but fast. Elizabeth stared into those eyes, a dark smile playing across them despite his lips remaining still.  
 
    When he spoke, his voice was ragged and quiet, almost a whisper. “Elizabeth, darling. I really must have a bath.” 
 
    The words were playful, partnered by a smile that melted her from the chest outward, yet his eyes betrayed something hopeful, something that seemed to dare her onward. 
 
    Elizabeth shook her head and smiled. “Not yet.” 
 
    Elizabeth pressed her full weight against his chest, slid her hand over the smooth skin of his stomach, and without pause, cupped the hard shape Elizabeth found beneath the fabric of his trousers. His whole body tensed and his breath caught in his throat as he straightened up, startled by her touch. He could have pushed her away, he was taller, broad in the shoulder, thick across his chest – he was built like a Viking or Roman God. Yet he watched her, letting her touch him – letting her lead. The freedom of it was intoxicating. 
 
    Elizabeth pressed her nose to his cheek, her mouth open, inviting him to kiss her if he willed it. The shape beneath her fingers grew harder, like marble, and Elizabeth longed to know its nature. Elizabeth watched his face, his head tilted back, holding his breath as her hand kneaded him. Finally, the urge to feel the smoothness of his skin brought her hands purposefully to his belt buckle, whipping the straps through and unhooking him with enough purpose to pull his hips from the wall. He finally took a breath, looking down at her hands as Elizabeth unfastened his trousers. 
 
    He breathlessly said her name, “Lizzie.” There was bewildered caution in his voice, but need played clear across his face. Before he could say more, Elizabeth slid her hand under the waist of his trousers and took hold of him. He gasped, watching her hand disappear under the fabric, then slumping against the wall, mouth open, eyes closed, shifting his hips to give himself over to her. Her hand moved gently, but with purpose. 
 
    “Oh dear God,” he said, and Elizabeth smiled. He caught sight of it and breathlessly smiled back. “This brazen behavior could get you in trouble, darling.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed, softly, leaning in to kiss his throat. “I do hope so.” 
 
    He laughed and stroked her arm, letting his fingers play at her elbow. Elizabeth couldn’t take her eyes off him, off the light eyelashes that fluttered when his head tilted back, off the muscles of his arms, tensing as his hands squeezed her arm, the dark recesses that hid sight of him from her. Yet, she could feel him, long and hard, his hips moving, pressing himself into her hand to match her rhythm. Elizabeth was quickly finding this act futile. She wanted to make him weak, make him shudder. She ached to please him, wanting to offer all of herself just to hear him sigh.  
 
    Elizabeth pressed her nose to his cheek. “Touch me back.” 
 
    He started at the words, despite the intimacy of what was happening to him. He met her eyes, question playing across his boyish face. Then that stern brow of his fixed as the corner of his mouth curved upward and the shy boy gave way to the man.  
 
    “Say please,” he said. 
 
    She gasped, barely able to whisper the word. “Please.” 
 
    He grabbed her hips and pulled her into him, pinning her hand between them as he flattened his palms against her backside, and squeezed hard enough to illicit a yelp. He laughed darkly, pressing his nose to hers as his fingers, still firmly clutching her ass, tore up the skirts of her dress, then with one hand around her waist, jammed his right hand between her legs and cleaved into the sensitive flesh there. Elizabeth cried out in surprise and he groaned, whispering into her ear how wet she was. She hadn’t expected such ferocity, her hand falling useless as his fingers moved against her. He slid his fingers further, forcing her legs to part for him, then claimed her mouth with his. She leaned there against him, helpless, legs barely able to support her weight, but he held her, a new, familiar side to him now claiming her wholly. Elizabeth could surrender there, happily let him have her in whatever way he pleased, wanted to, but that same foreign desire to hear his breath catch in his throat was rallying strength, ready to go to battle against an even foe. She’d never been in control like this with Darcy. He was the master – in all ways. Yet he’d relinquished power to her so freely, she felt mad with it.  
 
    She didn’t want to let go so soon. 
 
    His fingers grazed over her expertly and Elizabeth cried out, only urging him onward, his kisses deeper, his fingers faster. Elizabeth steadied herself, grabbed his sex, and stroked him, determined. Elizabeth wanted to see him falter, reclaim the upper hand. He broke from the kiss long enough to meet her gaze, his eyes intent, but playful. He sensed her purpose, and with a mischievous smirk, accepted her unspoken challenge. Both their efforts doubled, she collapsed against him, and his grip tightened on her waist, his lips finding hers when they could. His breathing was ragged, labored with his effort to please her as much as with his growls of pleasure. They moved against each other, rising and falling, pressing into each other, their breathing matched in cries and sighs of need. Elizabeth lifted her knee, hooking it at his hip, and he took his opportunity with force, sliding his fingers inside her. Elizabeth cried out, unable to silence herself as his fingers moved. She opened herself to him as they ground against each other, he the pestle, and she the mortar. Elizabeth clutched his arm, feeling the muscles move beneath the skin with his effort. She pressed her forehead to his shoulder. He was intoxicating, his scent and the faint whisper of wood and horses mixing now with her need and his. Her hand stilled, unable to give him her focus anymore as her body tightened around his fingers.  
 
    He groaned so softly, whispering into her ear. “Good girl.” 
 
    Elizabeth shook against him, her knees useless, and her hands useless. He held her, his hand slowing with the spasms of her body. Elizabeth turned her face to his chest, pressing her nose to his bare skin, then she bared her teeth and grazed them against him, a gentle marring. He chuckled softly, his chest shuddering.  
 
    He steadied her, before she felt his fingers under her chin, tilting her up to meet his gaze. His chin was folded into itself as he looked down at her, and he kissed her, wrapping his arms around her hips. He was still solid under the fabric of his trousers, pressed against her now throbbing sex. She let him return to his long kisses, feeling safe and small in his arms, rallying the courage to do what she was about to do. 
 
    Elizabeth pulled from his kiss, catching the sight of his face, pillowy lips parted, eyes closed, expectant and serene. Elizabeth kissed his chin, reached down to the waistband of his trousers and pulled them down. He startled, glancing down to watch as Elizabeth maneuvered the heavy fabric around his hips, careful not to hurt the hard shape beneath. They pooled at his calves, and she dropped to her knees. His cock sprung from beneath the fabric, nearly smacking her in the face as it did.  
 
    He was perfect, every inch of him was perfect. He bent to grab her, gently scooping under her arms, but Elizabeth turned from his grip and smiled up at him, pressing her hands to his thighs. His brow furrowed. 
 
    “Darling – Ah!” he said as she kissed his thigh, dodging his cock to do so. Elizabeth moved up his thigh an inch and kissed again. He took hold of her hands gently, tugging upward in entreaty. 
 
    “Angel, I can’t ask you to do that.” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled. “You didn’t ask.” 
 
    “I’m well aware!” His wide, boyish grin betrayed affection and awe at her fervor to perform this feat, but still he pulled her. 
 
    Elizabeth inched higher, kissing his thigh just beneath his balls. Elizabeth was close enough now to smell him, a subtle, musky scent.  
 
    “Lizzie, you don’t have to do that.” 
 
    “But I want to.” 
 
    He looked at her agape, shocked. Then he smiled, his brow furrowed, as though touched by the notion of her wanting him in this way.  
 
    “Believe me, there’s nothing I’d like more, sweetheart, but -” 
 
    He made a face, raising his eyebrows and crinkling his nose.  
 
    Elizabeth laughed. “What?” 
 
    “I’ve been riding all day and I haven’t had my bath -” 
 
    Elizabeth pressed her open mouth to his balls, rolled her tongue against them in her mouth, and sucked gently. His back slammed into the wall.  
 
    The sensation drew the softest whimper from his throat.  
 
    The hair on her body stood on end at the sound.  
 
    Oh god, she wanted to hear him make that sound again. 
 
    “Darling, please - Oh god.” 
 
    He struggled with desire and propriety. Elizabeth released her hold on him, flicking her tongue against his skin. “You taste salty, that’s all.” 
 
    He gave a sound between a groan and a whine. 
 
    Elizabeth couldn’t help but laugh at this. Elizabeth smiled up at him, taking hold of him with a gentle hand. 
 
    “Woman, I have spo -” 
 
    Elizabeth released her hold on him, wound up, and slapped his cock soundly. It swung to the side and back like a doorstop, nearly smacking her on its return. He gave a shocked gasp, then a wicked groan as he entwined his fingers in her hair. “Oh, I’m going make you pay for that.” 
 
    He smiled, and she held his gaze as she took him in her mouth. Elizabeth watched his head fall back before turning her attention to her work. She lavished him with her mouth, attending to every inch, running her lips over his skin to feel each ridge. She enjoyed it, enjoyed the reaction, the way he felt in her mouth. He pinched her ear gently and Elizabeth met his eyes. He was watching her. She wanted to hear him make that soft sound again, the sound that escaped him when sensation took him by surprise, when he felt helpless to it. He held his breath, giving a shuddering exhale as Elizabeth relaxed her throat and took him wholly.  
 
    “Oh, my good Lord,” he said, barely able to form the words. “What did I do to deserve this?” 
 
    Elizabeth released him, taking a deep breath. Fitzwilliam was no small man. She smiled up at him and let him hear the truth. “You needn’t do anything. I love you. I want to please you.” 
 
    His eyes softened. He bent down and took hold of her arms, lifting her to her feet.  
 
    “What are you doing? I’m not done with you,” she said, but he’d taken hold of her and moved her as only a man of his size could. There was no fighting Fitzwilliam Darcy when he wanted something.  
 
    He laughed, kissing her jaw as he walked her backwards toward the bed. “Damn right, you’re not.” 
 
    Elizabeth felt the bed at her back and fell backward onto it. The rumpled blanket smelled clean and of him. He fumbled at the edge of the bed, freeing himself from the rumpled mess of his clothes. Suddenly her stomach tightened and her heart began to pulse in her ears. He was naked, towering over her. He bent to grab her legs, pulling off her boots and tossing them onto the floor one by one. His fingers grazed her hip and he slipped her skirts high around her outstretched legs. Then the bed creaked beneath the weight of him as he knelt between her legs, running his hands up her thighs, pushing the skirt of her dress up over her hips. Elizabeth was bared to him, visible, and without thought, her hands shot to cover the patch of hair between her legs.  
 
    He laughed. “Shy suddenly?” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled, her cheeks burning, though she wasn’t sure he could see. When she spoke, her voice was tiny, almost meek. “Yes.” 
 
    “Well that just won’t do,” he said, slipping his hands up over her stomach, causing the muscles beneath to twist and tighten. Then he took hold of her breasts, squeezing them firmly through the fabric of her dress, pressing them together and whispering his appreciation. The dynamic had shifted, she was no longer in the lead, and couldn’t take it back if she wanted to. He tugged at the collar of her dress, roughly tugging down to expose her breasts, her nipples dark against her pale skin. He clamped his mouth over one, both of them groaning in approval as it hardened to him. Elizabeth gasped, holding her breath as he pressed his teeth into her breast, the same gentle marring she’d given him moments earlier. He quickly shifted to the other breast, sucking firmly as his hands kneaded her. He knelt there, letting his cock gently graze over one thigh, then the other. 
 
    He squeezed her hips, pulling her toward him just so. 
 
    He ran his fingers over his lips before smoothing them over the head of his cock. He shifted his weight, planted one hand under her arm, and Elizabeth felt his erection against her. There was pressure for an instant, then hard fullness as her body yielded to him. Elizabeth gasped, clutching his arms, curling into herself to watch his body cleave into hers. He settled for a second, pushing into her wholly, giving her a moment to catch her breath, then retreated. Her sex ached with need, despite being sensitive from his previous efforts.  
 
    Elizabeth looked up into Fitzwilliam’s face and saw the gentle way he looked at her, the way he’d looked at her when first he’d proposed and she’d said yes – a protective, endearing fondness that he showed only her. Yet, the softness of it hardened now as he moved over her. Fitzwilliam was naked, cleaving into her, the dust of his day’s ride still clinging to his skin, and Elizabeth was completely open to him, in every way a woman could be. 
 
    He thrust home again, slow and deliberate, and her eyes went wide. Her body was tightening around him, her muscles contracted, the sensitive pang between her legs growing to a desperate warmth. Elizabeth reached for his ass and pulled him into her, met with a surprised chuckle and a groan of appreciation. 
 
    “Faster,” she whispered. 
 
    He lowered himself onto his elbows and kissed her jaw. “They’re just getting started, darling.” 
 
    Her words came quickly, near desperate. “No. Faster, please.” 
 
    “So demanding,” he said, laughing, despite his body responding to her plea. He thrust again, then again in quick procession.  
 
    “Oh god!” Elizabeth hissed. 
 
    He shifted above her to look at her, surprised. “So soon?” 
 
    “I know!” 
 
    He thrust again, urged on by the realization of her state. His rhythm was perfect, deep and heavy. Elizabeth hummed, whined, lost the capacity for sound – and was undone. Her head fell back onto the bed and she was lost in a shuddering cry, her legs tightening around him, urging him on even as her insides spasmed against him.  
 
    He didn’t slow, keeping his pace, letting her ride the sensation, prolonging it. Elizabeth sighed, and he pushed himself up onto his knees, pulling her hips up to rest on his wide thighs. He ran his hands through his hair, ruffling it, then patted her hip.  
 
    “That did wonders for my confidence.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed, breathless. “You’re very skilled, it seems.” 
 
    He smiled and his hips began again, her sensitive sex spasming as he moved. He went slow, watching her, letting his hands stroke over her belly, squeezing her breasts. Elizabeth hummed blissfully, her whole body relaxed and open to him. His fingers grazed over her collar bone and hesitated, then retreated all together, back to her hips. He held her there, pulling her into him in a slow rhythm. Yet, his body seemed to tense here and there, as though in preparation of something that he thought better of each time. Elizabeth felt the muscles in his arms, his hands tightening on her hips, but then the same slow thrust would follow, the energy unexpressed. 
 
    “Your turn,” Elizabeth said, smiling at him.  
 
    He met her eyes, now accustomed to the light, and smiled right back. “How magnanimous of you.” 
 
    She chuckled, and he leaned down to kiss her, squeezing her breasts again as her hips slipped back down onto the bed. His hand slid over her collar again, paused, then back down, propping himself up. 
 
    “Fitzwilliam?” 
 
    He nodded, his rhythm picking up speed, but somehow, cautious. “What, sweetheart?” 
 
    Elizabeth reached down, grabbing his ass to pull him into her. He tensed, as though holding himself back.  
 
    “Ravish me.” 
 
    Despite all of their nights together, his eyes blazed. He tried to hide it with a laugh. 
 
    Elizabeth pressed her hands to his hips, stopping him. He obliged, glancing down to the place where their bodies joined, where her sex began to ache with the need of him all over again. She took his hand from the mattress beside her, forcing him to lift up onto his knees, and placed his open hand on her throat. His breath caught deep in his chest, and Elizabeth felt him tense, wound tight like a guitar string, one turn away from snapping.  
 
    “Lizzie -” 
 
    She shivered. She loved it when he called her that. 
 
    “I can tell you want to and you’re not doing it. I am yours. Do as you wish.” 
 
    He took a moment, as though searching for words, but he did not take his hand from her collar. “I thought you wanted me to let you lead this time.” 
 
    She beamed, her heart melting. He hadn’t taken control like he normally would. Hadn’t bent her over his knee for being forthright and difficult. He’d given her a tender side, and she’d loved it. Now he was holding back his desires for her. 
 
    Elizabeth planted her feet into the mattress and thrust her hips into him, slowly drawing him deeper. His eyes closed and he bit his lip.  
 
    “I am yours to have as you wish. Always.”  
 
    Elizabeth moved there against him, his expression open mouthed and wanting. 
 
    His eyes widened. The sight made her giggle. She’d just challenged a warrior of a man, and he’d accepted. There was a whole new world of darkness in his eyes now as he shifted his weight over her, planted his knees wide on the mattress, and pressed down into her. Elizabeth braced herself, her insides clenching around him as he pushed wholly. He had been holding back, and now with all of him sheathed inside her, Elizabeth could barely breathe. He could hurt her, if he wanted. 
 
    The first thrust was just as slow as before, but when he pushed into her, he let her take all of him, to the point of near pain, then past it. Elizabeth gasped, holding her breath as he retreated, only to do it again. With each slow thrust, the pain subsided just so, but not completely.  
 
    She didn’t want it to.  
 
    She searched his face, finding him watching her own, watching for reaction. Elizabeth met his gaze and silently dared him onward.  
 
    Suddenly, he grabbed her hips, pulling them upward roughly, then buried himself in her, pinning her under him, helpless. She cried out, but didn’t protest. Then his hand returned to her throat, his hold gentle, but warning. The first hard thrust drew an involuntary shriek, then again as he lowered his face to hers, watching her as he took her. He was solid and hard, and each thrust pounded her insides, sending sharp pains through her, all while warming the rest of her in that exciting, familiar way. The pain subsided just enough to still her shrieks, and he retaliated to her silence by thrusting harder. Elizabeth gasped, meeting his eyes and his wicked smile, and submitted to him wholly. 
 
    “Am I hurting you?” He asked, his thrusts quickening, deeper and deeper. 
 
    Elizabeth nodded, breathless. “Yes.” 
 
    He paused almost infinitesimally. “Do you like it?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    All of Fitzwilliam growled. He pressed his full weight on her, moving with purpose, his breath ragged. Elizabeth reached down, digging her nails into his backside. His hand squeezed on her throat as he hummed, gratefully. “Mmm.” 
 
    Then he took hold of her hands, pinning her wrists above her head, forcing her hips up higher now, giving him stronger purchase. He pressed her beneath him, each exhale harsher with his effort. He whispered something into her ear, something gentle and assuring, but Elizabeth couldn’t hear it. Then his expression changed, a near sneer, like a predatory animal. He thrust into her, his body slamming into hers, and she cried out. This pain was almost too much, almost unbearable, but in that hair’s breadth between, there was a sudden heat, warm and desperate, rising inside with such speed that it caught her off guard. Elizabeth cried out again as he thrust into her, pain and pleasure mingling to the point of exasperation. She gripped his hands that held hers down.  
 
    “Don’t stop, Fitzwilliam. Just please don’t stop.” 
 
    “That’s it. Take it like a good girl.” 
 
    Elizabeth gasped. The sound of his voice, both gentle and foreboding, intoxicated her. He thrust soundly home, bruising her both inside and out, and Elizabeth quaked beneath him. He began to rumble himself, from both sound and vibration deep in his chest. His movements quickened and her body shuddered beneath him. Then the sensation shifted. The soothing warmth of her sex close to release changed.  
 
    It was a strange searing heat deep inside, a pressure that he played perfectly.  
 
    Elizabeth was helpless to it.  
 
    “Oh my god!” Elizabeth cried, her voice tinged with an almost frantic apprehension. 
 
    He began to grunt softly in rhythm to his movement. Elizabeth clenched her legs at his hips, squeezing her thighs together against his thrusts. His grunts grew louder.  
 
    “Oh my god, Fitzwilliam! Don’t stop!” 
 
    He kept his pace, but the tone of his grunts shifted with her demands, fueled at first by a growling need, and turning to a near whimpered helplessness. “I’m close.” 
 
    Her body spasmed around him and she shrieked. “Please!” 
 
    The pleasure of his movements had reached its apex and shifted. Elizabeth felt constant heat, constant tension, and suddenly with a terrified shriek, felt as though she was going to wet the bed. “Oh god!!!” 
 
    Elizabeth shuddered under him, screaming, her legs flailing out at his sides. The sensation surged in waves, down through her belly, pushing against him as strongly as he pushed into her. Elizabeth shuddered again, legs convulsing so badly, she kicked him. He seemed oblivious, his face now buried into her shoulder, his grunts constant and desperate. She clutched him to her as the last wave washed over her and his movements slowed, and then finally stopped. They lay there, entwined, their shallow breathing matched, their bodies sealed together by their sweat as much as their embrace.  
 
    He took three deep breaths before he spoke. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Her eyebrows shot up and Elizabeth pressed her cheek to his, confused. “Why?” 
 
    He groaned, rallying the strength to lift himself. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to lose myself so soon,” he said, hoisting himself up onto his knees. “You seemed to enjoy it rather well, yes?” 
 
    Elizabeth’s face flushed and she covered her face in her hands. He pulled them away, grinning.  
 
    He grabbed her hand, pressing it to his lips and kissing it repeatedly before turning his attention to her neck. “I’ll have to have my way with you before my bath more often.” 
 
    He gave a quick double eyebrow raise and laughed as her hands shot to her face again, rising to his knees to tickle her sides and her feet. Elizabeth curled into herself, fighting him as he tortured her. He finally stopped, resting his hands on her knees, her legs shut tight before him. He grazed his fingertips against the bottom of her thigh, sliding down towards the warm wet place that was still throbbing from his assault. He flitted a finger against her, shooting her a mischievous glance. Then he seemed to think better of it and sighed. 
 
    Elizabeth searched his face. “What?” 
 
    He took a deep breath. “I want to taste you, but I imagine Jane is wondering where you are, and I’m still in need of a bath.” 
 
    He held her legs against him, swaying her from side to side.  
 
    “They’re here for several days. We’re not required to entertain them at all times.” 
 
    He stopped, his face split with joy and what Elizabeth couldn’t deny was affection. Then he shrugged, grabbed her legs and threw them wide apart, diving his head toward her. Elizabeth twisted, shrieking as she fought to get away from his open mouth. He shot her a sideways glance once she’d settled at the end of the bed, far out of reach. 
 
    He beamed at her. “Get over here, young lady. It’s your turn.” 
 
    He came toward her and Elizabeth shrieked, hopping up from the bed to stand on the far end.  
 
    He gave her an appreciative whistle and moved around the foot of the bed toward her, extending a hand. “Looking at the state of your dress, I’d say you might need a bath yourself, beautiful.” 
 
    Elizabeth stood her ground. He was now clearly lit from the bedroom windows, the dust gathered and smeared over his bare skin from their sweat. She glanced down at her rumpled self and blushed. All the pieces of Fitzwilliam Darcy combined to this magnificent shape, perfect in every respect, down to the perfect grin on his face. It was enough to take her breath away. Elizabeth let him take her hand, and he pulled her into him, his skin now dry and warm. He leaned down to kiss her, pinched her ear lobe then shot her a speculative, almost pleading glance. 
 
    “Perhaps you’re right,” she said, her shoulders rising in that same familiar shyness that had nearly stopped her from having him that afternoon. He smiled and picked her up, wrapping her legs around him as he carried her toward the bedroom door that led to the adjacent washroom. 
 
    “Wait! What if Ingrid heard us?!” 
 
    Darcy laughed. “Then she’ll know damn well who is master of this house.” 
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    “This can’t be the place,” Elizabeth said, half under her breath as the carriage rolled down the gravel driveway to the palatial entryway. She’d attended many balls in her life, even held quite a few as the lady of Pemberley, but this grand palace was unlike anything she’d ever seen. 
 
    “Well, I certainly hope you’re wrong, darling.”  
 
    The carriage slowed to a halt and Fitzwilliam shot her a look, then pulled the mask up to his face, tying it at the back of his head. Elizabeth startled, having nearly forgotten the rules of the ball. 
 
    This was to be strange, and as the butterflies in her stomach assured her, exciting. Darcy had yet to explain the details of the evening, but his tone was undeniable – she would enjoy this evening. She may be shocked, but she would be titillated. 
 
    Elizabeth pressed the silver and silk brocade mask to her eyes and pulled the ties up into her pinned hair. Fitzwilliam leaned across the carriage to help. When they were both sure the mask would stay in place, Darcy leaned back to look at her. 
 
    “You are stunning, my dear.” 
 
    Elizabeth felt her face flush behind the mask. 
 
    The driver opened the door to the carriage, and Darcy helped her down into the driveway. The steps up to the palace were lit by torches, yet the windows along the front of the home were dark. Were it not for the attendant standing by the door, she might’ve thought no one home. 
 
    “Good evening, Madam. Sir,” the attendant said, bowing deeply as they approached. Elizabeth stifled a laugh. He was certainly putting on a show. Still, she graciously let him take her shawl as they entered the house. 
 
    The grand hallway was again empty, save for standing candelabras framing a doorway to the left. Darcy marched ahead as though owned the home himself, gently tugging a trepidatious Elizabeth behind him. 
 
    Darcy rapped his knuckles on the large wooden door.  
 
    The sound echoed within.  
 
    “Who is it?” 
 
    Darcy shot Elizabeth a sideways glance. “Fanny Hill.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyebrows shot up, but before she could accuse Darcy of being nonsensical, the door opened and a man – clad in little more than gold paint and a codpiece – gestured for them to enter.  
 
    Elizabeth yelped softly at the sight of him. 
 
    Darcy hooked her arm in his and led her into the long hallway. The smells of incense, honey, and wine filled the air as did the soft cooing sounds of women in pleasure. Elizabeth held onto Darcy for dear life as he marched along the corridor. Elizabeth glanced into the passing open doorways, each one void of any door to close for privacy, the hinges where they’d once been still visible. 
 
    Within each room there were masked faces, naked bodies, some painted in gold, others pale or pink. Elizabeth spotted two women writhing together on a table as several masked figures stood around watching them. In the next room, a man lay back on a settee as three women attended to him. The third room housed a long table upon which two men and a woman were thrusting and crying out as yet another small crowd of masked figures watched them, some in the throes of lust, touching each other, some with glasses of wine in their hands, looking on as though making their way through a museum of fine art. 
 
    Elizabeth paused in the hallway watching the threesome on the table. The visual did something to her – a reminder of what she and her husband had done only a few weeks before. She held her breath, remembering. Her sex began to ache with a violent need. 
 
    Good gracious, where was Darcy taking her? 
 
    “Good evening, sir. Welcome to my humble abode.” 
 
    The man lay flanked by two women, one of them in gold, the other still wearing her undergarments. Elizabeth glanced at both women, each of whom eyed her with something she could only describe as hunger. It made her heart race. The man that lay between them was wearing a fine silk brocade jacket, now wide open as was his dress shirt and breeches. To top off the entire ensemble, he was wearing a powdered wig and a black lace mask on his pale face. Given the flamboyance of his outfit, Elizabeth wasn’t surprised he was the master of the house. 
 
    Elizabeth stood just behind Darcy’s shoulder, as though she might shield herself from view. It was almost as though she feared they might see her arousal just by looking at her. 
 
    “Good evening to you. Thank you for the invitation,” Fitzwilliam said, offering a bow. 
 
    “I do hope you enjoy your time here this evening. Festivities will go until dawn. You are welcome to take the blue room to begin. It is just on the right, you’ve just passed it.” 
 
    Darcy faltered a moment. “I beg your pardon?” 
 
    The masked man gave a half laugh. “What needs explaining, darling?” 
 
    The flamboyant garb carried into his speech. Elizabeth could just imagine Darcy’s impatient thoughts. She hid herself further, making sure no one could see her nervous smile. 
 
    “Well, as per the rules of the house, though you are welcome to partake in any of the shows you see fit, on your first visit to the ball, you must put on your own first. Consider it the price of admission.” 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed. “But there are no doors – on the hinges.” 
 
    The two women laughed, giving Elizabeth even further inspection. 
 
    “Of course not. You’re here to take part, are you not? This is how you take part. If everyone was here just to watch, there wouldn’t be much to see, now would there?” 
 
    Darcy stiffened, straightening up to his full height. “Why I’ll no such -” 
 
    The master of the house gave an excited squeal. “Oh, I like this one. I can tell just what sort of man you are. I suggest you take the Red room, instead. I imagine you’ll find some fun things in there to – express your frustration.” 
 
    Darcy glared at the man for a long moment. Elizabeth tugged at Darcy’s sleeve. “Darling, please. If these are the rules -” 
 
    She stopped, realizing she was about to give herself away. She didn’t want to leave. She wanted to explore the different rooms. She wanted to see who her husband became in the company of these free, uninhibited strangers. 
 
    An attendant appeared at their side, bowing as he gave a grand gesture to lead them back down the hall.  
 
    Darcy shot her a look, then followed the gold attendant. Elizabeth couldn’t help but eye his golden, perfect backside as he sauntered ahead of them.  
 
    They passed the same doors as before, Elizabeth craning to see the threesome again. She gasped as she caught sight of the interior of the room. There was a third man on the table now, leaving the woman to use her hands on mouth on his as he towered over the three figures.  
 
    “Darling.” 
 
    She startled turning to find Fitzwilliam standing before her, the attendant just behind him, but waiting for her. She’d forgotten herself, realizing she was standing in rapt attention, her hand pressed to her breast, her breath stilled. 
 
    How could something so scandalous as this place, as these sights not horrify her? Instead she was desperate to be part of it. She wanted her husband then more than she’d ever wanted him before. 
 
    “I’m sorry. Do forgive me.” 
 
    She hurried to meet Darcy and follow along, but Darcy paused a moment, watching her face. His eyes had changed now. He was no longer angry with the circumstances of the ball, or the stipulations of its master. He was intent on her face, a look of knowing mischief on her face. 
 
    “Do you like what you see -?” 
 
    The words stilled in his throat as they turned into what was quite clearly the Red Room.  
 
    “My god,” she said, stopping in the doorway as her husband and the attendant entered. 
 
    The walls were papered in gorgeous red silk brocade, and the furnishings were black mahogany. In the center of the room was a padded stool, behind that a strange wooden horse without its head, a round divot hollowed out of one end. On the walls hung every manner of whip, paddle, chain, feather, and rope a person could imagine, and some a person could never dream of. Elizabeth felt her chest tighten at the sight as Darcy sauntered around the room, grazing his fingers over a cat o’ nine tails. 
 
    “You have full use of the room and all tools therein. Simply leave anything you utilize in the center of the room when you are spent.” 
 
    With that, the attendant turned back toward the door and disappeared out into the hallway as the sounds of a woman in release echoed from across the hall. 
 
    Elizabeth felt her sex humming with need. It was beginning to hurt like a bruise. 
 
    Across the room, Fitzwilliam was unbuttoning his collar and pulling his cravat free.  
 
    She swallowed. “Darcy?” It was barely a whisper. 
 
    “Don’t use my name here,” he said, and there was no anger or impatience to it. It was a gentle reminder, nothing more. 
 
    The easy, gentle tone startled her. He’d been fuming a moment ago, but now he was as docile as a kitten. 
 
    He’d been given a bowl of milk. And she was about to see just how grateful he was. 
 
    “Come here, darling.” 
 
    Elizabeth paused, then did as she was told, moving slowly, as though he might lunge at her at any moment. She stood before him just as he undid the third button on his shirt. His chest hair was visible beneath. He then unbuttoned his shirt sleeves, rolling them up as though he was readying to set to some heavy work. Her heart was racing in her chest. 
 
    “What would you like to try first, my beloved wife?” This was a dare, and it was clearly visible on his face.  
 
    She glanced around the room at the various contraptions and tools. She stifled a cry as she spotted a small chest of new shapes she hadn’t seen before – phalluses and objects of varying size, shape, and texture. She pressed her hand to her heart as though she might still it.  
 
    “Shall I warm you up, first?” He said. 
 
    Then without another word, Darcy stepped through her, taking her about the waist as he pulled her over to the small stool. He sat down upon it, pulling her down over his lap as he hoisted up her skirts to bare her legs and backside. She’d done as he told, wearing only the minimum undergarments for the occasion. Still, her stockings and pantaloons shielded her skin from view. Darcy made a soft tsking sound as he tugged at the waistband of her pantaloons and pulled them down. 
 
    “Wait!” She shrieked, but it was too late. Her backside was bared to the empty room. Despite there being no one to see, the notion that someone could simply walk down the hall and glance in at them both frightened and excited her. 
 
    Darcy tossed the garment into the corner and smacked her soundly on the ass. She cried out in surprise.  
 
    “Oh! You scoundrel!” 
 
    He laughed and smacked her again, then rubbed his wide palm over the sore spot, soothing the pain away. “I haven’t even begun,” he said, whispering with lustful warning.  
 
    She was balanced clumsily across his lap when his palm moved across her backside and his fingers slipped down between her lips, piercing into the wetness there. 
 
    “Mmm, I knew you were ready the second we walked in here.” 
 
    She gasped, feeling his fingers move against her, then inside her as he clutched her waist with his free hand, holding her in place despite her squirming. 
 
    “You – bas – Oh god!” She struggled to form words as he doubled his depth and speed. He knew how to play her body, knew every inch that he could torment for full effect, and as his fingers drilled deeper, he held her pinned to his lap, her backside bared and facing the open door. Elizabeth couldn’t turn to see if anyone was in the doorway watching them, but the notion that someone might stop to watch Fitzwilliam pleasuring her like this made every sensation all the more intense. She squirmed and writhed, her backside lifting to meet his expert fingers.  
 
    Suddenly, Darcy laughed softly, releasing his hold on her. 
 
    “I think not, darling. Not yet.” 
 
    He stood from the stool so fast he might’ve knocked her to the floor had he not kept a hand on her. Instead, he pulled her toward the strange wooden horse, releasing his hold on her when she was standing nearly atop it. 
 
    “Disrobe, darling. Down to your underthings.” 
 
    “What?” She said, and the word spiked in octave as she said it. 
 
    He simply raised an eyebrow and glanced down at her dress, waiting. She swallowed, doing as she was told as he dropped to his knees and began fidgeting with the legs of the wooden contraption. 
 
    Elizabeth let her dress fall to her feet before stepping out of it. She was now standing there in her corset, stockings, garters, and nothing else. She kept her back toward the door, still unable to look for fear someone was watching – or perhaps for fear someone wasn’t. 
 
    “Stand over it,” he said, still crouched beside it. Elizabeth did as she was told only to have Darcy suddenly shift the thing beneath, forcing it up between her legs until she was forced to stand on her tip toes. 
 
    “It’s too high,” she said. “Lower it just a little.” 
 
    “Why on earth would I do that?” He said, taking hold of her hands behind her. A moment later, her wrists were bound together at her back, the smooth wood of the horse growing slick between her legs from her arousal. 
 
    She made to protest this sudden cumbersome position, but out of the corner of her eye, she caught sight of Darcy pulling a black leather paddle from its hook on the wall. 
 
    “Lean forward, darling,” he said. 
 
    She whimpered, fighting to lift herself as her weight pressed her down onto the wooden shape, pinning her sex against the hard surface. 
 
    “What if I fall off?” 
 
    Darcy laughed. “I won’t let that happen.” 
 
    The crack of the paddle hitting her backside echoed off the high, satin walls. She yelped, struggling to keep on her toes and failing. 
 
    “I said lean forward,” he said again, a foreboding tone seeping into his voice.  
 
    She did as she was told, pinning the wooden shape between her breasts.  
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Crack. 
 
    She flinched, fighting to still the cries of surprise and pain. Darcy’s hand pressed to her backside, rubbing the sore spot to soothe her, then letting his fingers slip inside her for an instant. She cried out, softly, biting her lip. 
 
    Crack. 
 
    “Please! Let me stand?” She cried, but Fitzwilliam’s hand moved its way up her backside to her lower back, then he pressed there just so, pushing her sex down onto the wooden horse. He moved his hand from side to side as she squirmed. Her sex was growing sensitive, her legs weak with effort. 
 
    “I have a wicked idea, darling. Do forgive me.” 
 
    He chuckled to himself as he walked in front of her, touching his hand to the unseen objects still harbored in the small chest. Elizabeth whimpered, fighting with the ties at her wrists as though she might escape. 
 
    “Which should I choose?” He said, teasing. 
 
    “The two headed snake. It is simply wondrous.” 
 
    Elizabeth froze. She didn’t even try to turn her head to see. There was someone in the room. From the sound of the sultry female voice and the following deeper hum of agreement, there were at least two someone’s in the room. She lowered her head, staring at the designs of the Oriental rug as her sex began to throb. 
 
    “The two headed snake it is,” Darcy said, pulling the object out of the chest and holding it in front of her to see. 
 
    It was two thick shapes, one larger and longer than the other, both rising from a strange rounded peg. Elizabeth squirmed against the constraints and the wooden shape beneath her, but it simply stimulated her sex in a strange battle of discomfort and pleasure. It was near torturous. 
 
    “What are you going to -” 
 
    Crack. 
 
    “Did I ask your thoughts, darling?” 
 
    She growled and whined in the same sound only to have Darcy’s strong arms reach beneath her and pull her from her perch atop the horse. She didn’t dare look toward the door for fear of meeting the eyes of their audience. He pulled her back, letting her stand and relax her weak legs for only a moment. 
 
    Elizabeth whimpered as she watched Fitzwilliam slide the double headed snake into the slot on the wooden horse. It settled there, made for the purpose, its two thick, tongue heads aimed at an angle upward. Darcy took a quick moment cover the two smooth wooden shapes with oil, then grabbed her around the waist again. 
 
    “Oh god, please!” She cried, not wanting to fight, but terrified to show how aroused and desperate she was. She was scared, yes, but the ache in her sex was near unbearable. She wanted to be filled, to feel the release of this ache that only penetration could give, but as she saw these two solid, unforgiving shapes below her, she feared they might be too much for her to take. 
 
    Darcy lifted her onto the horse and held her, slowly positioning her over the snakes. Then he lightened his grip on her waist, letting her lower achingly slow onto the phallic duo. Elizabeth cried out, feeling the hard shape beneath her prying at her sex and her backside with an almost obscene curiosity. Then Darcy’s fingers slipped down between her legs, feeling her intimately as he moved her to be sure she was open to the wooden thing. The first snake head slid into her sex, causing her to gasp with relief and surprise. Then the second snake head teased at her ass, the tongue at its head tickling her with the threat of more.  
 
    She stiffened as Darcy whispered softly in her ear. “That’s right, beautiful. Take us both,” he said, and her whole body shuddered with the memory of the last time she’d been filled so wholly. 
 
    Her body relaxed and the second snake head slid inside her, filling her both ways. A soft hum of approval and arousal sang in tandem with her own as their audience watched her take the two headed snake. 
 
    “Oh, lucky girl,” the female voice cooed. 
 
    Darcy released his hold on her, leaving her again on her tip toes with the snakes now filling her. She fought to keep her legs taught, but such effort only tightened her sex around the shapes, making sensation stronger and her legs go weak. 
 
    “Aren’t you a good girl?” Darcy said, moving around the wooden horse to face her. She was impaled there, her arms tied behind her, her body filled and forced down by her own weight. Her legs were beginning to tremble. 
 
    “Now let’s see if we can bring you to release, shall we?” 
 
    She whimpered as Darcy moved around the wooden horse to stand toward the back of the room. He ran his hand down between her legs, teasing the sensitive nub there before taking the paddle in his left hand and stroking her backside with it. 
 
    He wasn’t left handed. He was positioned in a most inconvenient spot. Suddenly it struck her – he was clearing view for their audience. He liked that someone was watching him torture his wife. She could see in his eyes how aroused he was, how wicked the smirk. 
 
    She knew without question that his sex must be aching as much as hers. Yet, her hands were tied. She couldn’t touch him back. She was at his mercy, 
 
    Crack. 
 
    “Oh god!” Elizabeth screamed as a woman giggled excitedly in the room somewhere. A gentlemen hummed his approval. It sounded as though they had quite an audience now, all watching with bated breath to see her punished and pleasured like this. The knowledge made Elizabeth’s whole body tremble. 
 
    “You love being filled like that, don’t you?” Darcy asked. 
 
    She whimpered her response, but before she could speak –  
 
    Crack. 
 
    She screamed. Each crack of the paddle made her whole body tense, made her thighs buckle, lifting her on the snakes’ heads, then dropping her back down, all while her sex tightened around them, and the wooden horse pressed up mercilessly between her legs. 
 
    “I expect an answer when I ask you a question.” 
 
    “Yes!” She cried, struggling against the ropes at her wrist.  
 
    “That’s good. That’s what I like to hear.” 
 
    Crack. 
 
    She moaned as the sensation between her legs shifted, growing heightened with each tensing of her muscles.  
 
    “And you like to be watched, don’t you?” 
 
    Crack. 
 
    She cried out as the paddle his again. Then again. The swift procession was deliberate, forcing her to rise and fall on the snakes, filling her deeply, causing friction in all the right places, all while her body tightened involuntarily due to effort. She was helpless, and release was coming too swift to fight. 
 
    Crack. 
 
    Crack. 
 
    Crack. 
 
    She was moaning now, openly crying out as her legs struggled and lost the fight, leaving her wholly impaled on the horse. 
 
    Crack.  
 
    Crack. 
 
    “You love being watched. Love every second of it,” Darcy said, whispering into her ear as the paddle struck at twice the speed. She was helpless, her legs near dangling at the horse’s side, her body filled and fighting sensation as her sex trembled. She squeezed her thighs around the horse and moaned, then went quiet, holding her breath as her body shuddered violently. Darcy knew she’d reached her finish, grabbing her around the waist to hold her upright as her legs went useless beneath. He reached down between her thighs, pushing and pulling her just so as she rode the waves of sensation until they’d peaked and receded. 
 
    “My god, isn’t she perfect?” A deep male voice growled from the door. Fitzwilliam’s touch grew gentle now, lifting her from atop the horse with care. The two snakes glistened there as he pulled her back onto his lap on the settee, turning her over so her could rub his hands over the sensitive flesh of her beaten backside. He cooed softly to her, startling her as his lips grazed her ass, kissing the now red skin as he untied the knots at her wrists. 
 
    Elizabeth finally allowed herself a glance at the door, finding a couple now in deep regard of one another, their hands searching intimate places in response to what they’d seen. Another couple rushed from the room in giddy arousal, kissing and teasing each other as they careened into a room across the hall to have their way with each other. A masked man stood in the doorway, a serene look on his face. He nodded to her, a familiar mischief to the look. 
 
    “I’ll leave you, too for now. Come to the gallery before you leave. I have something to discuss.” 
 
    Elizabeth shot Darcy a confused look. The man had carried himself with an air of authority, but it was the command of his voice that startled her. She’d believed the flamboyant fellow to be the master of this house. 
 
    The last couple stumbled out of the room themselves, her now fully nude as he was quickly becoming such. 
 
    Elizabeth straightened on Darcy’s lap, fighting to regain strength in her legs. She turned to meet his eyes and saw a look of unbridled need. 
 
    She hadn’t the time for words as Darcy glanced for the door, took hold of her shoulders, and threw her down onto the settee. 
 
    “Forgive me, darling, but I must have you.” 
 
    She sighed with such overwhelming relief, her body suddenly on fire with lust all over again. He untied his trousers, throwing her legs wide apart to him, then without a word, took hold of his cock lowered himself over her, burying himself deep in her ready sex. She cried out, feeling him fill her as only he could, his weight over her as he propped himself over her, his folded sleeves baring his forearms at her shoulders. She reached down to him, grabbing hold of his backside, pulling him into her. He thrust with such fury, the settee creaked and buckled beneath them. 
 
    Elizabeth caught sight of movement at the door, glancing over just in time to see another couple hovering just outside, watching them. The sight set her reeling all over again, and soon, Darcy’s body was grinding into hers, drawing the same familiar warmth of arousal to its apex. She held her breath, pulling at him, watching the place where their bodies collided, then as he plunged into her over and over, she succumbed, crying out and shuddering beneath him. He did not slow, pounding over and over until the sweat began to glint on his brow. 
 
    “Are they watching us?” He whispered, suddenly. She turned toward the door to find the couple now in the act, the woman’s skirts pulled high up, exposing her sex as his hands moved between her legs. They moved as desperately as Darcy and she. 
 
    Elizabeth turned back to meet his gaze. “Yes,” she said, and she let the word cross her lips with all the wickedness she possessed. 
 
    Darcy shuddered, hunching over her as his back bent and his cock drove deeper. Then he growled, spilling his seed deep inside her with three final, desperate thrusts. 
 
    The couple in the hallway fell into a nearby room, leaving Darcy to pull from inside her unobserved. He took a deep breath, slumping onto the settee beside her, his hair dark with sweat from his labors. 
 
    They took a few moments to catch their breath before Fitzwilliam stood up, setting his trousers and dress shirt back to sorts. He helped Elizabeth into her dress, tossing all the objects and toys they’d used into a small chest near the door as instructed.  
 
    They made their way out into the hallway, both keeping a firm attachment to the other. His hands played at her waist and ass, hers across his chest, squeezing his arm or drifting down to his backside before giggling in response to the warning look her gave her.  
 
    The rooms along the hallway contained a whole new array of sights, and this time Darcy let her take her time at each door, watching what transpired within with relish and curiosity. She knew if they stayed in the palace much longer, they would be back in one of the side rooms again, hands all over one another. 
 
    She hadn’t the slightest urge to complain about such a thought. 
 
    Darcy led her down the hallway, past the flamboyant gentleman who was now fully nude and being ridden by a woman in gold paint. The male attendant at the hallway’s end bowed to them before opening the grand double doors. 
 
    “His Master is expecting you,” he said, then stood aside as Fitzwilliam led her inside.  
 
    Her nerves instantly returned when she saw the palatial expanse of the gallery. Paintings of kings and battles, fox hunts and goddesses hung across the high walls, and at the center of the room, a throne stood, surrounded by gold painted women and men tending to each other, rather than the man at its center. Darcy stepped up to the center of the room and offered the man a curt bow.  
 
    He smirked at them. “Good evening to you, my lady. Sir.” 
 
    She curtsied, nervous at the strange reverence the man seemed to command. 
 
    “And to you,” Darcy said. Elizabeth kept a tight hold on her husband’s arm, waiting to know the nature of this meeting. 
 
    “I rather enjoyed your little show this evening. It’s rare that a new member to the party brings such delights to the table.” 
 
    Darcy didn’t speak, offering a subtle nod. 
 
    “I would have you return, if you would like.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s heart raced. Only then had she realized she’d every notion of returning – and many times at that. 
 
    “I thank you kindly for that,” Darcy said. “We would happily accept such an invitation.” 
 
    “Tell me. Are you inclined to share your wife?” 
 
    Darcy stiffened, instantly. “I’m afraid not. Any past times my wife chooses to partake in, I will require myself both present and involved.” 
 
    “But you’d allow her to be pleasured by another man?” 
 
    Darcy took a moment. “I have in the past, yes.” 
 
    The man nodded. “And you, m’lady. Would you be open to such an experience?” 
 
    She swallowed, unable to answer the question. 
 
    “With either a man, or a woman,” the man smiled, seeing the shock on her face. “Or both – at the same time.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “I suppose it would depend on the company.” 
 
    An attendant appeared beside the mass of writhing bodies that surrounded the throne, leaning in to offer a tray with a small piece of paper atop it. The throned man took it, read it, then laughed, tossing it back onto the tray. 
 
    “Tell them, certainly not,” he said, waving the attendant away. 
 
    The gold painted man bowed. “Of course, Your Highness.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s blood ran cold, instantly. 
 
    She stared up at the throne, something she’d imagined for show only, and realized she stood in the household of royalty, and had never begun to imagine such a thing. 
 
    Despite the mask on the royal’s face, it was clear he had no qualms with his guests knowing exactly who he was. 
 
    “Then we’ll have to earn your trust then, shall we?” He said, smiling in her direction. “That’ll be all, then. My attendant will give you the invite as you leave. I do hope to see you at our next little gathering.” 
 
    With that, he waved a hand, triggering the double doors to open behind them, and an attendant to gesture for them to take their leave. 
 
    Despite the thrills of the other rooms along the corridor, Elizabeth was suddenly unable to contemplate any of the sights and sounds surrounding them. She met Fitzwilliam’s gaze, eyes wide. He glared back at her, silently urging her not to make a scene. 
 
    He’d known. 
 
    He’d known they were making love in the home of royalty – on the settee of royalty, and hadn’t thought to tell her! 
 
    She squeezed his arm hard. He didn’t respond, marching her straight down the hall to the front doors. She couldn’t ignore the surge of curiosity as they passed the doorways, glancing into each one to catch a sight of some new irresistible sight. 
 
    In the last room, a figure in the corner caught her eye, his dark eyes boring into her from behind the black mask he wore. She paused searching his face and his naked form for a sign of how she might know him, or more aptly, for how he seemed to know her. 
 
    He smiled just as the doors to the front hall opened, and Fitzwilliam led her out of the man’s sight. 
 
     The attendants handed Darcy a small notecard as they took their shawl and coat from the footmen, then Darcy made quick work of pulling Elizabeth out into the gravel driveway as their driver opened the carriage door. It seemed all the carriages were lined up in wait of their fares. 
 
    The driver closed the carriage door behind them and Elizabeth turned on her husband. “Your Highness?!” 
 
    “Calm yourself, Elizabeth. Let’s not make a scene.” 
 
    “Not make a scene? You knew and you didn’t think to tell me?” 
 
    Darcy leaned back in his seat, shifting uncomfortably as he moved the fabric of his trousers. He sighed. “I had no doubt you wouldn’t be comfortable if you knew.” 
 
    “Well, I -” 
 
    She paused. She was searching for words of shrill indignation, but the warm fever of having been made love to – of having been so utterly satisfied as she was left it difficult to drum up the fury she was so sure she should feel. 
 
    He stared at her, as though daring her to go on.  
 
    She thought of the man in the last room, the smiling, knowing man whose face she was certain she could place. Replaying the smile in her mind brought revelation to the fore – 
 
    George Wickham had seen them leaving. 
 
    The same George Wickham that had nearly turned her against her husband, that had stolen away Lydia, been a miserable husband, and was now the cause for Lydia’s blissful life as a voluntary widow of a living husband.  
 
    The same George Wickham who’d helped her husband satisfy her in ways she’d never even imagined possible. 
 
    She took a deep breath. “Did you read the notecard? When is the next-?” 
 
    Fitzwilliam reached across the carriage, grabbing her by the wrist and yanking her to him. Then, without another word, he hiked up her skirt, her pantaloons still cast across the corner of the red room, and pulled her over him on the bench, directing his hard cock up into her all over again. She melted into his arms as he pulled her down onto him, letting the rhythm of the carriage do its work. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Mr. Darcy’s Secret Service 
 
      
 
      
 
    Fitzwilliam knew the lighting of these halls well. He’d come to the home of Lady Carrington more than once in the past. He’d even made the trip on one of her yearly Spring celebrations, but this was the first year he would be taking part. 
 
    Spring celebrations took on a very different meaning at the house of Lady Carrington. 
 
    He recognizes the quality of each light sconce – the rich velvet walls, the long oriental runners that lined the floor. Every hall was the same, their differences hidden in the paintings on the wall, and the wild sounds coming from the closed doors as he passed. 
 
    Lady Carrington’s Spring Celebration drew the aristocracy from all over England and Scotland. Fitzwilliam was sure one of the Earl’s downstairs had come all the way from Scotland, his middle-aged wife smiling from beneath her venetian mask.   
 
    The celebration was still in full form downstairs, but it was upstairs that many of Lady Carrington’s guests would make their way tonight, often sneaking into the rooms of their lovers, all to Lady Carrington’s full knowledge. 
 
    He knew this well. He’d witnessed it himself more than once. Still, this year was different. This year, he’d been called upon by the Lady herself. 
 
    And he was nervous. 
 
    The Lady was in the room at the end of the hall, she’d assured him and he walked past several doors, some silent, others betraying the gasps and cries of couples within fully enjoying each other’s company. His freshly shined black leather shoes were silent on the pristine carpet. He’d worn his best for this evening, a deep navy blue and perfectly tailored. He’d padded his pocket with a kerchief to match the silk cravat, both a subtle purple hue – the Lady’s favorite color, if he remembered correctly. 
 
    He’d taken the extra steps. It was a rare honor to be chosen as the Lady’s companion for an evening – or an hour. Whatever his world was like at home, when he was in Kenilworth House, he was at her beck and call if she so demanded. 
 
    She’d demanded. He stepped up to the final door and tried to ignore the knot in his stomach. He raised his hand to knock, and stopped to arrange himself one more time, for good measure – buttons set, kerchief square, cravat straight. He ran his hands over the back of his hair, freshly shorn for the occasion. For this woman, he would arrive in peak condition. She would expect no less. 
 
    He rapped his knuckle against the door and listened. After a moment, there was a soft shuffle inside. He swallowed. 
 
    The door opened to an empty room, wide enough for him to enter, but she was nowhere to be seen. He stepped inside to find her hiding behind the door. He met her eyes as she shut it behind him.  
 
    There she was. Just as he remembered her. 
 
    Martina’s hair hung in ringlets over her shoulders, darker now, and time had settled gracefully at the corners of her eyes. Yet her face was soft, her smile warm. She stood several inches shorter than him, her figure hugged at every inch by a silk dress that cascaded down from her hips in purple pleats. She’d taken as much care as he had, the dress pressing her breasts to a soft mound at the edge of the fabric.  
 
    He’d remembered the color exactly.  
 
    Despite the regality of her posture, he knew what was expected of him. He scooped an arm around her waist and pulled her against him to kiss her cheek. 
 
    “Happy Birthday, sweetheart.” 
 
    She beamed at him. He ran his hands down her back, trying to hide his nerves with steady hands. 
 
    “You remembered!”  
 
    “Of course, I did. You’re the…” 
 
    He stopped himself before the words ‘Lady of the house’ could pass his lips. Though she’d never minded the term, he’d come to consider it in poor taste when with her. She wasn’t like other women. This woman wasn’t lonely, nor hard pressed to find a man. She was passionate, she was fun, and she took a man as a birthday present to herself at every spring celebration.  
 
    “When I find a gentleman who can do what they do and make me laugh, I’ll marry him. Until then, I’ll take lovers as I see fit, thank you very much,” she’d said after their second meeting. Perhaps that’s why he enjoyed her as much as he did, and why his stomach was in knots.  
 
    She pressed her hand to the lapel of his jacket and sighed. “Dear me, you look good enough to eat.” 
 
    He drew close to her lips, ready to break the barrier that existed between them, between any two people who have similar intentions. She laughed and pulled out of his grasp, shyly.  
 
    A smile burned his cheeks. 
 
    She walked across the suite in her bare feet to a white counter, and retrieved a drink she’d been nursing. She mimed to him that he was free to partake as she sipped clumsily. Unlike him, she wasn’t concerned with hiding her nerves. 
 
    “So, what would you like to do tonight, beautiful?” 
 
    She grinned and set her drink back down. 
 
    “I could happily spend the evening listening to you call me that. Repeatedly.” 
 
    “It’s your birthday, whatever you like,” he said before adding with a smirk, “beautiful.” 
 
    She fidgeted for a moment, visibly searching for the courage to say something. Finally, she found it, and planted her hands on her hips. 
 
    “It seems like such a waste not to take you downstairs and flaunt you as my prize for the evening – good grief, you are beautiful - but I think I really just want you to - ehm...” 
 
    Her tone was confident, but she faltered. He knew once she was comfortable she’d have no problem saying exactly what she wanted.  
 
    “Want me to what?”  
 
    She glanced at the clock. “It’s seven now. When do I have you til?” 
 
    “Whenever you like.” 
 
    “Oh, cut the polite nonsense. When are you due back to your room?” 
 
    “Ten’o’clock.” 
 
    She pursed her lips. “Hmm. Yes, I think I want to stay in. I have a year’s worth to catch up on, if you know understand my meaning.” 
 
    He smiled despite the butterflies in his stomach. The year before she’d made a man perform a scene from a play with her, and the year before that she’d made a man dance with her for hours before retiring, and just about every year she’d taken pride in her birthday dinner. Despite looking forward to their bedroom activities all night, he now longed for those hours of preparation, of flirtation to quell the nerves that a man like him shouldn’t have.  
 
    She truly was formidable, and he’d wanted to be chosen by her like this for some time. 
 
    He swallowed and stepped toward her. “Well, what kind of night is it, then?  
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Are you in a ‘wanton trollop’ kind of mood, or a ‘sweet innocent’ kind of mood?” 
 
    She visibly shivered before she spoke. “Can it be both?” 
 
    She gave a mischievous smile and covered her mouth.  
 
    He nodded. “Of course.” 
 
    He took another step. 
 
    “Stop,” she said, her hand out before her. He did as she asked. She cocked one hip to the side and took a breath. “Tell me what you want to do to me.” 
 
    His mouth fell open and he stared. This was new. 
 
    “You wouldn’t rather I show you?” 
 
    “Oh, believe me, you’ll show me. I’d rather like to hear you say it first.” 
 
    He could hear the confidence building in her voice and he liked it. 
 
    “I want to tear that dress off of you and -” 
 
    “Don’t you dare tear this dress, it’s my favorite color.” 
 
    He laughed. “I know it is and it’s beautiful, but I’d much rather see it on the floor -” 
 
    “I would kill you if you tore this dress.” 
 
    “That’s good to know -” 
 
    “In the street. Murder you for all to see.” 
 
    “Do you want to know what I want to do to you or would you rather just kill me now?” 
 
    She smiled and came to him, surprising him as she took hold of the buttons of his jacket, gently unbuttoning him and running her hands across his stomach to his sides.  
 
    He leaned in to embrace her.  
 
    She stopped him. 
 
    “No, you keep your hands to yourself,” she said, pressing her cheek to his jaw. Her hands played across his chest, her fingers slipping under the fabric of the shirt. She ran the tip of her nose along his jaw, inhaling deeply. He groaned. 
 
    “Not sure if I can.” 
 
    She pulled away just enough to meet his gaze and gave him a flirtatiously stern look. “You better. Keep your hands to yourself and tell me exactly what you want to do to me.” 
 
    She took hold of his cravat and loosened it before sliding his jacket down off his shoulders. Before he could find words, she pressed herself to his neck and began kissing him as she unbuttoned his shirt.  
 
    “I want to get you out of that dress – in a manner that is respectful to the dress’ feelings obviously -” he felt her teeth graze his shoulder, a playful bite as punishment for his wise comment. He let his hands fall at her hips and held them steady despite the rising need to explore her. “- then I want to put my mouth all over those gorgeous breasts of yours.” 
 
    She unbuttoned his shirt, pulling the shirt tails free of his trousers and was now pulling it down his bare arms with a hint more desperation. When the shirt was halfway down his arms, she pulled it taut, pinning his elbows to his sides. 
 
    “How gorgeous, exactly?” 
 
    “The most gorgeous and perfect pair I’ve ever encountered.” 
 
    “Correct answer.” 
 
    He smiled. “I thought it might be.” 
 
    She let the shirt fall to the floor before pulling his undershirt up. Her movements grew more forceful, more intent with each passing second. He felt the satin of her dress graze over his stomach as she kissed his chest. He wanted to feel her tongue on him, wanted to kiss her, but he would let her have her way. The anticipation had long drawn a reaction. He felt almost shy at the thought of her discovering how hard he was. He felt the heat of her mouth as she let her tongue travel across his chest to his nipple. His breath caught in his throat and he let himself grab hold of her hair. She rose to her full height and met his gaze, letting her open mouth draw close to his. Yet she didn’t kiss him. Her lips grazed his, and she flicked her tongue against his upper lip, but still she did not kiss him. His grip tightened in her hair and he wrapped his arm around her waist, running his hand up to find the ties of her dress. A moment later, they were loose and her dress fell open. He ran his hand under the loose hem of her chemise and the bare skin of her back.  
 
    “Then what?” She barely breathed her words into his mouth and smiled. 
 
    He groaned. “I’m going to punish you for teasing me.” 
 
    She giggled and squirmed against him. “I’m not teasing you. I’m absolutely going to let you have your way with me.” 
 
    He smirked, took her by the hair and slid his tongue into her open mouth. Her whole body responded to him as she kissed him back, a soft whimper sounding in her throat. He walked her backward toward the bed and let her fall onto it, smiling up at him. His cock pressed hard against the fabric of his trousers, he felt relief to be free of them. She slid out of the straps of her dress and pushed it down over her hips, kicking it away from the bed. He looked down at the dress, frowning. 
 
    “I think you may have offended it, love.” 
 
    “Shut up and ravish me.” 
 
    Those words drew a wicked chuckle and he lowered himself down onto her, letting her feel how hard she made him. He held himself there, moving against her as her legs fell apart. Again, she whimpered and he stifled her cries with his lips.  
 
    She clutched him, dragging her nails down his back. He knew if he moved in the right rhythm there, she would succumb. Still he knew other ways that were far more enticing. He stripped her of her chemise, but she pulled him onto her before he could properly appreciate her breasts. He let her tongue play at his open lips until pressing his mouth to hers and driving his tongue inside. She convulsed at the sensation, her hands reaching for his backside where she grabbed him and pulled him against her firmly.  
 
    He groaned.  
 
    He met her eyes and smiled before slipping down to her breasts, clamping his mouth over her nipple. She ran her fingers through his hair and stifled a cry with her other hand. He flicked his tongue against the hardening flesh before sucking gently. She loved this. He languidly shifted to her other breast, letting her squirm under him, her ankle running up the length of his thigh. She hooked her feet behind him and gave a tug, letting him know exactly what she wanted. He lifted himself up to stand at the foot of the bed, looking down at her as he removed the last of his clothing and let them fall to the floor.  
 
    She growled appreciatively.  
 
    He rose to his full height and was startled by her sudden movement as she pushed herself to the edge of the bed and in one graceful movement, took him in her mouth. 
 
    His breath caught as he watched his flesh disappear beyond those soft pink lips. Her eyes were closed to him, as though the act itself were causing her ecstasy. He was too big to disappear completely, but the warmth of her mouth sent shudders through him. He took hold of her hair, wanting to get lost in the sensation, but knowing better than to do so. 
 
    “Sweetheart,” he started, but the words broke off as she slid her tongue over him to the sensitive skin of his balls, lapping at them as she took hold of him with a firm yet gentle hand, running her fingers over the ridge at the head of his cock. She groaned softly as she sucked at him, finally meeting his gaze. She took a breath and blew gently against his wet skin. He gave a broken exhale and smiled. He felt the sense that he should stop her – it was her birthday after all, it was her time. He was supposed to be pleasing her, not the other way around. Yet as these thoughts drifted through, she closed her lips around the head of his cock and sucked gently. He sighed and let his head fall back. He felt her tongue flitting against him inside her mouth as she moved to take him deeper. He gently pulled her, shuddering as he felt his cock nudge the back of her throat.  
 
    Martina released him, taking a deep breath.  
 
    Fitzwilliam lowered himself onto her before she could return to her work. He wasted no time, hooking his fingers under the waistband of her petticoats and tugging at them, his intention clear. She shifted on the bed and laughed nervously, her hands covering the dark patch of hair as he pulled the garment free from her ankles. She touched his bare chest and sought his lips, kissing him as he positioned himself over her. She lifted herself to keep his lips to hers as though breaking from him would be painful.  
 
    He kissed her firmly enough to press her down into the pillow, letting her hold him there a moment. He knew what she was doing, and when he slid his hand down across her stomach, her hands shot down to cover herself. The shy response was endearing. Every time. He smiled. 
 
    He pulled away from her, looking down at her bare breasts, the pale skin of her stomach. She covered her mouth with one hand as she giggled up at him, her other hand still shielding her from view. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” He asked, running his hand over hers and drawing a shiver. 
 
    She covered her mouth, but she beamed at him. “Nothing.”  
 
    With one purposeful movement, he grabbed her by the ankles, lifted her legs upward and pulled them apart. She shrieked and pressed her hands to his stomach as he quickly lowered himself onto her. She could cover herself all she wanted now, he’d made it quite clear that he would do as he pleased. 
 
    “There, isn’t that better?” 
 
    He kissed her throat, languishing in the sensation of her smooth legs as she wrapped them around him. He could feel how she loved the way his mouth felt on her breasts and he could use that to draw her hands away from more intimate places. He let his hand wander down her side, over her hip to her stomach, just inches above the dark hair she’d been hiding from him. His hand moved lower and she squealed, quickly entwining her fingers with his to keep them at bay. He left her breasts, the nipples now hardened peaks, and slipped down across her stomach, kissing her.  
 
    She fought, desperate to keep him from doing exactly what he intended. She hooked her hands under his arms and pulled, whimpering in protest, but he moved lower, pressing his lips to the skin just below her navel. Her hands were between him and his prize, so rather than fight, he kissed them. First at the wrist, then the back of her hand, then her first knuckle. With each kiss he drew lower, toward places she couldn’t cover.  
 
    She pleaded until her final attempt to fight him; she tried to lift her legs above him and close them. He caught them as they rose up and planted them back down onto the mattress. 
 
    He gave her a stern look. “Tsk-tsk.” 
 
    She inhaled as he took hold of her hands and pulled them aside, leaving her warmth exposed to him. She covered her face, her breath shallow and urgent. 
 
    He took his time, first kissing her leg mid-thigh, then higher. He kissed the soft tuft of hair just above his mark and watched her body move in response. He let her feel his breath as he drew close, and as she held hers. 
 
    He ran his tongue over the pink mound there for the first time and she gasped. She was so wet, and he relished the taste of her. He quickly did it again, watching her response. She gave a tortured sigh and he moved to attack, pressing his open mouth firmly against her, letting his tongue move over her. She moaned, curling up to watch him. He moved his lips, lapped at her firmly, then sucked at her, turning his head from side to side to make her shriek. He groaned as he pressed his mouth to her again. He knew she liked to hear him, liked to hear when he was pleased, and he knew that hearing his pleasure now would send her reeling. And it did - she lifted her legs up off the bed and her fingers found his hair, scratching across his scalp as he devoured her. He felt her moving beneath him, her hips shifting upward in rhythm. He moved with her as it grew more intense, until she began grinding against him. Her moans were constant now with garbled strings of “yes,” and “please,” and “don’t stop, right there,” drawing more heightened with each passing moment. He imagined the aristocrats who might be perched just outside the door listening to this regal creature’s primal cries, and it made his cock throb.  
 
    He took hold of her hips and pressed himself harder against her. She growled, lifting her backside from the mattress. He moved swiftly to take advantage of her arousal, ran his tongue down before she could realize and slid it into her wet sex. She screamed, grabbed him by the hair so roughly he thought she might tear it loose, and pulled him into her. He gripped her and slid his tongue in and out as she cried over and over.  
 
    “Oh god, you bastard!” 
 
    Though she couldn’t see, he smiled. He felt her legs shaking as she dropped back down to the mattress. Her muscles had gone weak. She was getting close. He pressed his hands to her thighs and lifted her legs higher before running his fingers along her wet lips. She looked down at him with pleading eyes and he slid his fingers inside. She moaned gratefully, her fingers clasped firmly in his hair. Her movements grew swifter, more desperate and he let his fingers explore deeply. He played his fingers expertly, pushing them into her over and over with such speed that her moans bled together into one long desperate cry. He let his knuckles slam against her roughly as he moved his tongue against her.  
 
    She gasped and held her breath and he knew.  
 
    He shifted himself upward so he could finish her, her hands clamped onto the back of his head, holding him to her as her whole body tensed. He felt the muscles in her thighs move and suddenly he felt her tighten around his fingers. In waves it came, and he wanted nothing more than to bury his hard cock in that warmth, and feel her come again. He groaned at the sensation, but did not slow. He knew she would give him a sign when it was time to stop. She gasped again and shook under him. Then he felt her grip in his hair loosen, her legs went slack and she fell back onto the pillow with a breathless cry.  
 
    That was his sign. The sign a woman is spent. 
 
    He kissed her once more, then her thigh, then slid his fingers slowly out of her, waiting to be sure she would see. When she met his gaze, he sucked her from his fingers.  
 
    She gasped. 
 
    He was throbbing now to the point of near pain. He ran his hand over his mouth and moved up the length of her body, kissing her white skin as he did. He settled himself above her, one hand stroking what was now his achingly hard sex. She grabbed him and kissed him deeply, then hooked her ankles at his hips once more and tugged. He obliged, moving himself over her until he pressed the head of his cock against her now overly sensitive sex. She shivered as he ran it over the wet mound again and again. 
 
    “You like to be teased, don’t you?”  
 
    She shook her head no, but she was smiling. He lowered himself closer to her lips and spoke low. 
 
    “Do you want it?” 
 
    She growled again and dug her nails into his back. “Yes.” 
 
    “Tell me, Mistress. Tell me you want it.” 
 
    “I want it,” she said and moved under him before whining in protest of his tease. 
 
     “What do you want?” 
 
    She blushed, her voice just a whisper. “Mmm, I want your cock inside me.” 
 
    He slid the head down and pressed himself until her body yielded to him. She gasped and clutched at him as he slowly slid inside. 
 
    He moved slowly, watching her. She shifted beneath him, her hands pulling at his hips for him to move deeper. She was warm and wet, and he fought the urge to move faster, to fuck her. He would wait until she asked.  
 
    He let her lead, her hips grinding beneath him and against him. He watched her closed eyes, waiting for his signal. Finally, she scratched her fingernails into his backside. She looked at him, smiling before biting at his lower lip. 
 
    “Come on, punish me with that beautiful cock of yours.” 
 
    He smiled wide and kissed her, pressing himself down onto her. Then with a swift move, he pulled himself up to his knees, grabbed her at the hips and tugged her toward him. She shrieked, softly. 
 
    “Are you quite certain?” He accentuated his question with a sudden thrust, his pelvis slamming into her thighs. “You think you can withstand that?” 
 
    She gasped and nodded, all the while keeping his gaze. He thrust again and watched her. Her face contorted, but she did not look away. He thrust faster this time, building a rhythm at a torturous pace. She cried out, but continued to watch his eyes, a wicked smile on her face.  
 
    He was fighting to hide his own need. This game was intended to thrill and tease her, but he felt the ache himself. He was ready to take her, but he wanted to draw it out as long as he could. He wondered who he was torturing more. 
 
    “I want you to annihilate me,” she said.  
 
    “Well, when you say so plainly -” 
 
    He gripped her tightly and thrust himself into her, then without pause, slipped out and thrust again. She gave a shocked cry and turned her eyes to where their bodies now met, watching him disappear into her. She pressed her hand to his stomach gently, a sign he’d driven deep, but he did not waver. He thrust again, the sound of their bodies slamming into one another in quick rhythm. She watched, touching him as he built up speed. Her gasps quickly grew to full moans. 
 
    He slipped in and out with ease, his generous cock driving as deep as it could. He bent to her breast, clamping his mouth over her nipple. She writhed beneath him, grinding against him, meeting his thrusts with equal intention. The sensation was growing irresistible. He felt her legs around him, her pussy like velvet as he thrust inside her. He felt the pressure building. He had to settle himself in the sensation, or he might lose control. Her legs began to shake at his sides and he slipped his hand down to her quivering sex. She shivered as his fingers began to play against her.  
 
    She curled herself up into him and grabbed his shoulders. “Oh God, don’t stop!”  
 
    He set his elbows into the mattress and moved quickly, pressing himself into her as she slowed beneath him. Her mouth opened in silent protest and her head fell back. She was close. He steadied himself there, driving down into her, watching her. 
 
    Yet as she grew close, his own body sought release. He felt the heat in his sex rising against the heat of hers – the pressure building with every thrust. He looked down at her and felt her legs and her sex tighten around him as she gasped, digging her nails into his shoulders.  
 
    If he stopped now, she would kill him. Literally, she would kill him. He couldn’t stop, under any circumstances. He searched his mind for anything that might delay it – hunting, riding, he even tried to mentally compile an accounting list of household expenses, but it was no use, her whispers of need couldn’t be drowned out with mundane thoughts. With each thrust, the sensation grew more intense, more difficult to withstand, but she was not yet spent. He did not stop, his breathing growing sharper with effort.  
 
    She lifted herself, holding tightly to him, breathing the word, ‘Please.’  
 
    He sped up despite the consequence.  
 
    Heat pulsed through his cock with each thrust, rising - hotter, higher. She convulsed beneath him and exhaled. He kept his rhythm, hoping to let her ride the sensation as long as he could. He stifled a cry as he came in her warm, wet sex, filling her with his seed. 
 
    He fought to keep his rhythm as she relaxed, running her fingertips down his sides. He slowed, gratefully, the sensation growing too intense to continue. He slumped onto her, his face buried in the crook of her neck. 
 
    “You layabout,” she said. 
 
    He chuckled. “I tried, darling. I couldn’t help it.” 
 
    “Psh! What did I ever see in you?” 
 
    He laughed again, rolling onto the mattress beside her. She was smiling, her face flushed. He kissed her and told her she was beautiful.  
 
    She accused him of trying to change the subject. 
 
    “Give me a moment and I’m all yours.” 
 
    “You better be,” she said and climbed on top of him, her warm sex now pressed onto his. She beamed at him before bending to kiss him. He ran his hands over her thighs, rubbing her backside. She wriggled on top of him, letting him feel her wetness. As she shifted there, taking hold of his hands and pinning them to the mattress above his head, she growled softly. His sex was already responding to her.  
 
    “That was a rather short moment, hmm?”  
 
    *** 
 
    He sat up on the edge of the bed, scanning the floor for his clothes, but feeling little inspiration to collect them. He was tired and warm and more than willing to curl into that bed and sleep with her, but the time was up. He had to leave. 
 
    “You’re the best birthday present I’ve ever given myself.” 
 
    Fitzwilliam chuckled. “I’m glad you think so.” 
 
    She shifted to him on the edge of the bed, pressing her bare breasts to his back as she embraced him. This did not help fuel his desire to leave. They’d ended up making love several times in their three hours, including one last time in the bath as a close to the evening. She smelled of soap and rosewater, though the scent of their activities still lingered in the room. 
 
    “I’m actually considering adding another celebration. Once a year isn’t nearly enough.” 
 
    “Oh really?” 
 
    “Yes. What about Valentine’s Day?” 
 
    He took her hand and kissed it. “I’m spoken for on Valentine’s Day.” 
 
    She moved to meet his gaze. What little makeup she wore had shifted, leaving her eyes smoky, but bright. She was smiling. 
 
    “Well, maybe I should just let you have me on your birthday.” 
 
    He laughed. “Is that so, thinking of coming to Pemberley?” 
 
    “No, but I might make an exception for you.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows and scratched his chin, appraising her. 
 
    “Though, wouldn’t that be a lovely notion. Pemberley at night,” she said, grinning. “I’ll be an expensive houseguest, though. Would take quite extravagant measures to draw me away from Kenilworth.” 
 
    “I bet you’re worth every penny.” 
 
    They both glanced at the clock ticking on a corner table - 9:50. She whined and kissed him before slumping back down onto the mattress. He stood up and bent to retrieve his trousers at the foot of the bed. She gave a few appreciative catcalls. He began getting dressed, and by the time he was lifting his jacket from the chair in the corner, the urge to leave was as weak as it had been when he lay beside her.  
 
    Still, the time had come.  
 
    She stood and crossed the room, collecting her own dress from the floor. He put his jacket on and straightened his tucked his cravat into his collar. 
 
    “Will you do me a favor before you go?” 
 
    He turned to find her standing with her back to him, her dress ties open down her back. He let his fingers graze her skin as he pulled the laces up the back of her dress. He couldn’t help but note that she wasn’t wearing her chemise underneath. 
 
    She turned, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, her fingers firmly gripping his hair. He held her around the waist, remembering the initial touch of that evening, a touch that had occurred where they now stood. She released him and he again glanced at the clock. 
 
    10:01 
 
    “I had a wonderful time,” she said, walking him to the door.  
 
    “Always a pleasure.” 
 
    He kissed her cheek and squeezed her one more time, inhaling the smell of her before walking out into the lavish hallway. The latch of the door clicked behind him. 
 
    He stood in the empty hallway for a long moment. He walked a few feet down the hall and waited. 
 
    He tapped his fingertips on the table. He let another long minute pass. 
 
    Finally, he walked back to the last door on the left and raised his hand to knock on the door. It opened before he could. 
 
    Elizabeth opened the door and smiled at him. He looked at his wife, her hair up in pins again to hide its wild nature. Her wedding ring was back on her finger. 
 
    She burst out of the door and closed it behind her, kissing him as she moved past. “Dear God, I had a great night! How was yours?” 
 
    “I found it rather pleasing.” 
 
    She squeezed his hand and plowed past him down the hallway, her hips swaying with each step as she went. He followed. 
 
    “Sorry, but I’m starving! Tell me dinner is still going on downstairs?” 
 
    “It is,” he said. “Food is served throughout the evening to – in case guests need to refuel.” 
 
    Lizzy gave him a mischievous grin. 
 
    They reached the stairs and she took his arm to let him lead her downstairs. He took hold of her hand and pulled her over, her ring cool against his skin. He kissed her neck. She smiled at him and pressed her nose to his before kissing him. The chime of glasses clinking somewhere downstairs reminded them they weren’t alone. She released him, grabbing his arm and pulling toward the steps. 
 
    He stayed in the hallway a moment. “I’m contemplating having a ball for my birthday this year.” 
 
    He looked up to find her smirking at him. The look was wicked. 
 
    “I can’t wait,” she said. 
 
    She stepped toward him, grabbing his sleeves as she stood on her tip toes to kiss him. He wrapped his arms around her waist, half wanting to whisk her right back to their room. 
 
    “Tell me, dears. Will you be joining us downstairs at all this evening?” 
 
    The voice startled them apart, and Fitzwilliam turned his gaze down the grand stairs to find Lady Carrington, a middle-aged woman of gray hair and stern blue eyes watching them from below. He stumbled over his words a moment. 
 
    “Of course, Madam. We are joining you just now.” 
 
    She smiled and held out her hand. 
 
    A young man with a thick shock of blonde hair slid up to her side, offering the crook of his arm. Lady Carrington took it and shot them both a wicked smile to match Lizzy’s then disappeared into the throng of people below.  
 
    The Darcy’s made their way down the steps and joined the wild foray. 
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 The Wanton Mr. Wickham 
 
      
 
      
 
    The ball was as sumptuous and regal as any she’d ever been to, and Lizzy couldn’t help but wonder how many other such events she’d attended with absolutely no knowledge of the tawdry affairs playing out in the rooms above. 
 
    Fitzwilliam took her hand and led her out onto the dancefloor. He was a head taller than the rest of the room, and he held his shoulders so straight, he looked like he might have a broomstick up his backside – as her mother would say. 
 
    Still, Fitzwilliam could dance, one of the things Lizzy always adored about him. They were moving across the floor in a Scotch Reel when Lizzy noticed she wasn’t the only one gazing up at her impressive husband. Several ladies were watching him as he turned her on the floor – and as Lizzy had to admit, a few men had the same flirtatious look in their eyes as they watched him. 
 
    Lizzy fought to hide her smile. 
 
    He’s mine, she thought. And you cannot have him. 
 
    The music lulled a moment, then as the band began to pick back up, a figure appeared at Darcy’s shoulder. 
 
    “May I cut in?” 
 
    Etiquette would state that her husband allow this new partner an opportunity to give her a turn around the room, but as Lizzy looked up at the face of her new partner, she felt Darcy’s grip tighten on her hand. 
 
    “I dare say not,” Fitzwilliam said, making a point of controlling his volume. 
 
    Mr. Wickham’s eyes went wide with feigned shock and offense. “Brother, you wound me.” 
 
    “Be grateful I don’t wound you.” 
 
    Lizzy took Mr. Wickham’s hand, shooting Fitzwilliam a loving glance. She didn’t want Darcy to draw attention to himself as rude or draw the disapproval of their host, Lady Carrington. “It’s fine, darling. It will be a short reel.” 
 
    Darcy’s lips pressed together until they were near white, but he graciously stood aside to let the two of them dance. 
 
    “My dear Lizzy, how lovely you look this evening.” 
 
    Liz rolled her eyes. “I did not agree to dance with you for your company, Mr. Wickham. I simply wish to save my husband the embarrassment.” 
 
    “Ah, come now. We both know Fitzy can take care of himself.” 
 
    With that, Wickham shot a sideways glance back toward Darcy, a touch of feigned flirtation in the glance. Darcy huffed quietly, turning to take a glass of wine from a passing tray. 
 
    “Yes, yes we do,” Lizzy said, and she let her words caring a foreboding tone. 
 
    Wickham wrapped his arm around her waist and yanked her closer. “Tell me, Mrs. Darcy, why haven’t you invited me back to your bed?” 
 
    Lizzy stiffened, both shocked and angered that Wickham would mention the night the three of them enjoyed her bed together all those months before. “You scoundrel.” 
 
    “Come now. I know you loved it.” 
 
    “Whatever enjoyment I took from the experience is in the past, George,” she said, making a point of using his first name.  
 
    He sighed. “Well, I think of it fondly.” 
 
    Lizzy fought to keep her expression calm as Wickham’s hand moved across her lower back. It was no more intimate than any random dance partner, but Wickham’s comments brought all those memories flooding back – memories of Darcy and Wickham ravishing her in the dark like some common vagrants that broke into Pemberley to defile the mistress of the house. 
 
    Her sex began to ache with the thoughts. She’d mentioned to Fitzwilliam how much she loved the way it felt, but made a point of railing against the idea of Mr. Wickham being their third again. 
 
    “He was the logical choice for the purpose, Elizabeth. He’s as wanton as any woman of ill repute, and however poorly he behaved toward your sister, I knew he’d deliver what you wanted, and that he’d not harm you. That was my greatest concern,” Fitzwilliam had said. Whatever misgivings Darcy had toward Wickham, he knew him to be a kind lover. 
 
    Wickham’s feet suddenly slowed, and Lizzy stopped with an almost stumble, only saved the embarrassment by Wickham’s quick thinking. 
 
    If nothing else, she was grateful to him for that. 
 
    The sound of a silver spoon clinking against a glass drew everyone’s attention to the stairs where Lady Carrington stood on the fourth step, gazing down at her gathered guests. She did not speak, choosing to remain silent behind her ornate black mask and high collar. 
 
    Her young footman did the speaking on her behalf. 
 
    “Ladies and Gentlemen, the Lady has an exciting announcement. A challenge for those so inclined. To enter the challenge, you must have a willing partner.” 
 
    There was an excited tittering sound throughout the room. Elizabeth shot a glance over to Darcy. He met her gaze with a stern look of reproach.  
 
    Darcy wasn’t one for games. 
 
    Still, Lizzy knew he’d do anything for her – even play a game.  
 
    She gave him an excited nod and he visibly sighed. 
 
    “All those who wish to take part, find your partner and please join us, upstairs in the Lady’s drawing room.” 
 
    Wickham quickly released his hold on her and smiled, raising his eyebrows as he left her on the dancefloor. Elizabeth turned to make her way through the milling crowd to her husband. 
 
    “Let’s go,” she said, hooking her arm at his elbow. 
 
    “Must we? I’m not in the mood for parlor games.” 
 
    “Oh, come on, Mr. Darcy. Aren’t you a little curious?” 
 
    “Not in the least.” 
 
    She couldn’t help but laugh. This was the side of Fitzwilliam that she’d first encountered all those ages ago – the proud, haughty version of him. She’d met the other versions of him over time – the saint, the clown, even the lustful beast. She knew that no matter how disinterested he was, he would feign such if she truly wished him to. 
 
    She tugged at his arm, and he exhaled with a barely audible groan, then led her up the stairs with several other curious couples. 
 
    The drawing room to Lady Carrington’s chambers was filled with couples, each of them wearing their masquerade masks and clutching each other in curious excitement. There was a strange energy to the people around them, and as Lizzy waited to hear the challenge from Lady Carrington’s footmen, she caught sight of several couples’ hands reaching for each other in brazen acts of lustfulness, right there in the middle of the crowded room. 
 
    It shocked and excited her.  
 
    “Good. I’m glad to see so many willing participants,” the Lady said. “Tonight, our challenge will be quite exciting, as each room will offer a different task for you to perform.” 
 
    Darcy shot me a glare. “Must we do this? I’m not a work mule.” 
 
    “Shhh!” Lizzy hissed. She wanted to hear what was in store. It seemed quite clear that the other couples knew what manner of challenge this would be, and if it made them so brazen with their intimacy, Lizzy was determined to be a part of it. 
 
    “There will be five separate rooms, each with a different challenge. Once you’ve performed the task in your first room, you will move on to the next. The couple – or person to successfully complete two tasks will move on to tomorrow evening’s challenges.” 
 
    Lizzy gave a giddy hop. What on earth would they be required to do? 
 
    With that, the Lady Carrington disappeared into her chambers, leaving her footman to take up the helm. “Ladies and gentlemen, if you would please move into the corridor.” 
 
    The crowd did as they were told, the sound of music and dancing still echoing up the stairs from below. Lizzy clutched Darcy’s elbow, patting him excitedly as they were led to another room. The footman directed up to three couples into each of the separate rooms along that hallway, informing each of them to await their challenge. 
 
    Lizzy entered their room - a library - with Darcy frowning at her side. A moment later, two other couples were brought into the space. Darcy visibly stiffened. 
 
    One of the two couples was Mr. Wickham and the widowed Mrs. Jenkins. Mrs. Jenkins was not much older than Lizzy and known for her carousing behavior in such circles since her husband’s death. He’d left her a considerable fortune, making her quite content to remain unattached. 
 
    Elizabeth respected her, immensely. 
 
    “Well, Darcy. I didn’t imagine you to be such a sport,” Wickham said, but before Darcy could respond, the footman returned. 
 
    “Welcome to your first challenge.” 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins gave a giddy wiggle, something Lizzy managed to keep inside. 
 
    “Gentlemen, this first challenge is for you. Ladies, if you would kindly take a seat on the edge of the table.” 
 
    Elizabeth shot a glance toward Mrs. Jenkins and the second woman. Mrs. Jenkins had curly blonde hair, pinned up around her face in perfect ringlets, and her blue eyes were flirtatious and warm. The glance almost unnerved Lizzy. 
 
    Was she flirting with me? Lizzy thought. 
 
    All three women took their seats on the table with some trouble. Despite the blatant sexual nature of the evening, the Lizzy and the third woman tried to summit the table without showing their angles. It was nearly impossible. 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins, on the otherhand, threw her skirts aside and hopped right up.  
 
    “Well done, ladies. Now gentlemen, the Lady’s challenge for the three of you is this – the first man to succeed in pleasuring his partner wins.” 
 
    Darcy’s eyes went wide with shock, but Wickham shot Mrs. Jenkins a naughty eyebrow wiggle. 
 
    “Now, the stipulation is this – you must use your mouths and hands, only.” 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins gave a squeal of delight as Lizzy’s face turned beet red. Darcy was glaring at her as Mr. Wickham quickly stripped off his redcoat and took up a chair, pulling it to the edge of the table. 
 
    Lizzy watched Darcy come toward her, glaring at her as though he would have words were they alone, yet as Lizzy waited for him to straighten his spine and flatly refuse to perform for some footman’s entertainment, Fitzwilliam took up a chair and pulled it over to the table. 
 
    Oh my god, she thought, and her sex ached with sudden overwhelming need. 
 
    “Come on, Titus. Don’t be so -” 
 
    The woman to Lizzy’s left frowned as her stout husband waved a hand toward her, refusing. The woman’s head dropped and Lizzy felt pained on her behalf. The thought of being in a marriage that didn’t fulfill you wholly was painful. As Fitzwilliam and Wickham took up their posts in preparation for the challenge, Lizzy leaned toward the third woman. 
 
    “I’ve no doubt you could find a better partner for the games downstairs.” 
 
    The woman’s eyes went wide, and she smiled.  
 
    “Yes, Madam. If you would like to take part and your current partner is unwilling, by all means, we have several volunteers at the ready.” 
 
    “Really?” She said, and her excitement brought her voice up a whole octave. 
 
    “Of course,” the footman said. “Come. I will introduce you to the gentlemen. Once you’ve settled on a new teammate, you can take part in the next round of the challenge.” 
 
    The woman hopped up from the table with a new spring in her step and marched out of the room with the footman. Her stubborn husband scurried after her, his pompous demeanor crumbling before their eyes as he saw his wife happily skipping off to pretend he didn’t exist. 
 
    Serves him right, she thought. 
 
    The footman returned a moment later, turning to glance at the nearby clock. “Well then, shall we begin?” 
 
    Wickham gave Mrs. Jenkins a beaming grin, quickly untying the waistband of her petticoats and pulling them down the length of her legs.  
 
    Lizzy was no longer wearing petticoats, having spent the early portion of the evening making love with her husband in their room. Still, Darcy lifted up her skirts, baring her thighs to cool air of the library.  
 
    “Now, remember gentlemen. You are to use your mouth and hands, only. The first to succeed, wins.” 
 
    Wickham suddenly shot Darcy a sideways glance. “May the best man win, old chap.” 
 
    “And go.” 
 
    Wickham slammed his face between Mrs. Jenkins legs, leaving her to squeal in surprised response. The squeal quickly shifted to a moan.  
 
    Darcy shot Lizzy an angry glare, then grabbed hold of her hips, yanking her to the edge of the table before bringing his hot open mouth to her sex. Lizzy sighed as she felt the familiar warmth of his tongue slide between her wet lips and dart against her with practiced precision. 
 
    She gasped, reaching down to run her fingers through his dark hair.  
 
    Lizzy’s head fell back, feeling his hot mouth moving against her. The sensation was so strange there in the grand space of the library, the cold surface of the table beneath her, cold against her bare backside. And above all else, another woman lying beside her, sighing and moaning as Mr. Wickham worked his own magic on her sex. 
 
    A moment later, Mrs. Jenkins’ moans grew louder. Clearly, Mr. Wickham was doing something right. 
 
    As though in response, Darcy’s fingers slid inside Lizzy, and she tensed, whimpering in surprise as he thrust into her. She was so wet, he slipped in to his knuckles without pause, and he quickly begin drilling them into her, all while his tongue darted against her.  
 
    Lizzy gasped, unable to make a sound as he moved in her. 
 
    Suddenly, Mrs. Jenkin shrieked and Lizzy looked in time to see her grab hold of the edge of the table as Mr. Wickham’s face moved between her legs – he was using his tongue to penetrate her. 
 
    “Dear god, George! Where did you learn that?” Mrs. Jenkins screamed, her head failing back. 
 
    The warmth of Darcy’s mouth was gone a moment, and Lizzy looked to see him bring his fingers to his lips. A second later, his slick fingers were sliding down between her buttocks, leaving her ass slick. Before she could protest, Darcy’s fingers slid back inside her sex, a third finger now sliding into her ass. 
 
    Lizzy gasped. “Oh god, yes!” 
 
    Despite his mood, Fitzwilliam smiled up at her before slamming his open mouth to her sex again, darting his tongue from side to side as he fingered her with such speed and tenacity that she feared she’d be shot off the table from the force of it. Lizzy grabbed onto his hair, pulling his mouth down onto her as her hips ground up into his face.  
 
    “Yes, my love! Yes! Just like that!” 
 
    As though in response, Mrs. Jenkins screamed anew as Wickham tripled his efforts. It was as though the two men were at war with one another, their weapons of choice being the screams of their partners. 
 
    Lizzy curled into herself, watching her husband’s stern brow as he devoured her with complete focus. She was close, the heat of release was rampant and only growing stronger with each passing second. 
 
    She was so close. Right there. “Yes! Please, yes!” 
 
    “Gentlemen!” The footman called, his tone one of announcement and authority. Both men rose from their work, their lips glistening. “As per the Lady’s challenge, you are now required to switch.” 
 
    “What?!” Fitzwilliam said, astounded and quite clearly offended. He rose from his seat to face the footman, running his hand over his mouth before he spoke. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Switch partners.” 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins and Wickham met each other’s gaze and grinned. Lizzy watched her husband take a step toward the footman as though he wanted to fight him. 
 
    “Darling, it’s -” 
 
    Lizzy screamed, the sudden sensation of a hot mouth on her sex driving her to new heights of need as Mr. Wickham’s face dove between her legs. She felt her body convulsing as she tried to fight the sensation with sense. She watched her husband, trying to assure him that this wasn’t her idea, but she didn’t dare stop it.  
 
    It felt too good. 
 
    “Are you going to complete the challenge, sir?” The footman asked, fighting a smile as Lizzy grabbed Wickham by the hair, pulling him with every intention of causing pain. He growled against her, his fingers sliding inside. 
 
    She was helpless to it. She was going to come.  
 
    “I refuse. You have my apologies, madam,” Darcy said, turning to Mrs. Jenkins. “But I cannot tend to you. I am sorry.” 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins laughed. “That’s quite alright, sir. I can take care of myself.”  
 
    Lizzy turned her eyes away as Mrs. Jenkins hands disappeared between her legs, pleasuring herself as she watched Mr. Wickham devour Lizzy. An instant later, Wickham’s second hand moved to Mrs. Jenkins sex, and Lizzy could see his arm moving in rhythm as he fingered both women furiously. 
 
    Lizzy’s body tensed and seized, her legs shaking over Wickham’s head as her body convulsed. She moaned, throwing her head back as lithe, dainty fingers entwined with hers. Lizzy squeezed Mrs. Jenkins hand back as they both wailed in sudden overwhelming release. 
 
    Mr. Wickham’s efforts slowed, but did not stop, letting both women ride the wave of release for a long moment. When he finally retreated from his work, standing up to wipe his hands on a handkerchief he pulled from his pocket, he took a moment to stare down Fitzwilliam, as though challenging him to some unspoken duel. 
 
    Darcy met the glare with a new tenacity that frightened Elizabeth. Had she angered her husband beyond reprieve? 
 
    How could she recover from it if she did? Because the crime wasn’t that Mr. Wickham had done exactly as the challenge required – the crime was that Lizzy loved it. Every single second of it.  
 
    She felt tawdry and alive and free. Two men had just spent the better part of a quarter hour burying their handsome faces between her thighs. 
 
    There was a power to that knowledge that felt intoxicating. 
 
    “Congratulations, sir. You are the victor.” 
 
    Wickham shot a wide grin at both ladies. “I couldn’t have done it alone,” he said. 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins laughed, heartily. 
 
    “That means the two of you are moving on to the next challenge,” the footman said. He then turned to Darcy and Elizabeth. “I am sorry to say the two of you are dis -” 
 
    A sudden clanging of a bell startled everyone toward the nearby wall. The footman moved with such speed, it was startling. He moved toward the wall, leaning into a small compartment over the liquor cabinet. He leaned in, as though the wall itself was whispering to him, then turned back to the waiting couples. 
 
    “Excuse me, I am mistaken. It seems the Lady wishes for both couples to advance to the next round.” 
 
    Darcy shot Elizabeth and confused look, but Elizabeth simply glanced toward the wall, searching for the secret screen through which she was now sure the Lady Carrington was watching them.  
 
    “Follow me,” the footman said, and both couples did as was commanded. Lizzy walked down the corridor, listening intently to the sounds coming from the closed doors as they passed. There were moans and cries of pleasure, and in some rooms, the accompanying sound of loud smacking – someone getting paddled, it sounded. 
 
    The footman stood aside to let them enter a new room. Unlike before, this room had a four-poster bed on the far wall. Lizzy felt a sudden gush of warmth between her legs. She wanted this, badly.  
 
    Whatever it was. 
 
    “Gentlemen, if you’d be so kind.” 
 
    With that, the footman summoned two new figures in from the hall. These were not other gentlemen from the party downstairs. These were Lady Carrington’s private staff, and each of them had clearly been hired for reasons other than their command of a carriage.  
 
    The two footmen were in their twenties, wearing breeches and suspenders and nothing else, their smooth bare chests declaring their purpose quite clearly. Mrs. Jenkins gave a hoot of approval, summoning one of the two men to her with a come-hither gesture. 
 
    The two men smiled and approached her. 
 
    Darcy stood near the bed, Mr. Wickham at the center of the room. The footman stood by the door, silent. Everyone waited for him to speak. 
 
    There was a soft click in the far wall of the room, and Lizzy glanced toward the paintings and pictures hanging there. She was certain their host had taken up post to watch, again. 
 
    “This new challenge,” the footman started, taking his time for full effect. “- is for you, ladies.” 
 
    Lizzy swallowed. Mrs. Jenkins giggled, running her fingers alone the chiseled jaw of one of her new friends.  
 
    “What is it?” Lizzy asked, taking a cautious step toward the footman. She was determined to reclaim the upper in this challenge, having lost their edge to a far more wanton Mr. Wickham. 
 
    “Ladies, you are required to pleasure two men – at once.” 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins laughed, giddily. 
 
    “And the one who finishes first wins?” Lizzy asked, anxious to know the parameters of this new challenge. Was this challenge going to change halfway through again, leaving her unable to compete with the completely unattached Mrs. Jenkins? 
 
    “No, not the first. The most imaginative,” the footman said, smiling, before shooting a glance toward the far wall. 
 
    The Lady was definitely watching. 
 
    Lizzy swallowed, turning back to face her clearly flustered husband. Would he be willing to take part or was he too furious to ever consider touching her again? 
 
    It was clear Mrs. Jenkins interests were fully ensconced in the two new men as she dropped to her knees there on the floor between them, untying their breeches to release their cocks from within. Both men were hard and ready – and both of considerable size. Mrs. Jenkins was devouring them heartily a moment later, her wicked laughter growing quiet with the work. 
 
    Lizzy grew nervous. She wanted to take part – wanted to know what lay waiting at the end of this challenge, but she couldn’t very well compete without her husband – and Mr. Wickham. 
 
    She took a deep breath, ready to speak and accept whatever response her husband might offer. 
 
    “What do you say, George?” 
 
    Lizzy startled, watching Fitzwilliam turn to his old friend. 
 
    “Will you help me punish my willful wife?” 
 
    Mr. Wickham’s grin was beaming as her gave a quick nod, then turned on Lizzy, moving toward her. 
 
    “God, I thought you’d never ask.” 
 
    Lizzy fought the urge to scream and giggle at the same time. She was terrified and desperate to feel them both – the way she had before. She shot a glance toward Mrs. Jenkins, who now held both men’s cocks in her hands, taking turns sucking each of them deeply. The men were watching her intently when their heads weren’t falling back in ecstasy. 
 
    Fitzwilliam slumped back onto the bed as Wickham took Lizzy toward the bed. He was quickly behind her, his hands working on the ties of her dress. She felt his body moving up behind her, letting her feel his hardness pressed to her backside as he pushed her onto the bed. Lizzy caught herself, planting a hand on both sides of her husband. Then she quickly moved to untie his breeches.  
 
    Darcy moved to help her, but she swatted his hands away. 
 
    “No, the challenge is that I please you. Don’t help.” 
 
    Despite the frustration of the evening, Fitzwilliam smiled wide at her. The smile took a wicked turn as his cock sprung from beneath the fabric of his trousers. 
 
    Lizzy moved quickly, taking him in her mouth as Wickham’s hand slid up between her legs. She reached back to grab hold of him, stroking and caressing the front of his trousers as his cock grew throbbing and rigid beneath.  
 
    Please both, she thought. To meet the challenge, please both. 
 
    She knew exactly how she intended to do that, but it had been so long since the last time she’d been taken like that, she was cautious, to say the least. Still, she was sure that would be a challenge winning sexual exploit. 
 
    The ties of her dress were free, and Lizzy pulled the garment down, leaving her in her stays and nothing else. She climbed atop the bed, straddling over her husband and slid down onto his cock without preamble. 
 
    Darcy gasped, clearly shocked by the lustful attack of his newly dominant wife. Despite his usual preference for control, he seemed to be enjoying this thoroughly. 
 
    Lizzy moved slowly at first, rising up and down over him as he gripped her by the hips.  
 
    “Get up here,” Lizzy said, shooting an impatient look at Mr. Wickham.  
 
    He instantly did as he was told, coming to kneel on the bed. She grabbed hold of his cock and gave a gentle, yet forceful pull, leading him to where she wanted him to be. He rose to his feet on the bed beside her, and Lizzy took Mr. Wickham’s generous cock in her mouth. She held one hand on Darcy’s stomach to brace herself, the other was gripping Wickham, sliding up and down the shaft as her saliva left him slick with each passing second. She doubled her pace, bouncing on Darcy and trying to maintain her hold of Wickham. It was growing more and more difficult. 
 
    Frustration won, and Lizzy released her hold on Wickham, lifted herself from atop her husband, and turned herself around on the bed before straddling Darcy again. 
 
    “Oh, I think I might enjoy this view,” he said as she slid back down onto his cock, her whole body now turned away from him. 
 
    Fitzwilliam gripped her hips and thrust up into her, letting her take hold of Mr. Wickham with both hands. As Darcy plunged up into her, she whimpered, fighting to keep her focus as Darcy plundered her insides from below. 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins hooted suddenly from across the room. Apparently, she’d caught sight of what Lizzy was doing and wholly approved. The thought of being watched – of causing other men and women lustful thoughts was enough to send her over the edge alone, but she had to focus. 
 
    It was not about her, this time.  
 
    Lizzy sucked at Mr. Wickham with abandon, taking him as deeply as she could as he groaned and whispered what a good girl she was. All the while, Darcy was plunging up into her, the force of which made it clear he was happy to take out his frustrations on her body. 
 
    It felt wonderful. 
 
    Suddenly, view of Mrs. Jenkins distracted Lizzy from her work. Her gentlemen had moved to the floor, and she was now pleasing them in a similar manner to Lizzy. 
 
    She felt a moment’s panic despite her constant cries of need. 
 
    It’s not about speed, she thought. It’s not who pleases them first, it’s who pleases them best. 
 
    It was time. She had to demand what she wanted now. If there was even a chance of Mrs. Jenkins having the same notion and acting on it first, Lizzy would look like she was simply following her lead. 
 
    And Mrs. Jenkins was wanton enough to come up with the idea herself, Lizzy was she. 
 
    “Take me,” Lizzy whispered. “The way you did before.” 
 
    “But of course, madam,” Mr. Wickham said, dropping to his knees on the bed before. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    They both startled, turning to look at Darcy as he suddenly stopped thrusting into her.  
 
    He lifted her off his cock and pulled her around. “George, you’re the back-door man this time.” 
 
    “Really?” Wickham said, and it was with relish as much as surprise. 
 
    “Wait,” Lizzy said, suddenly nervous. Darcy had taken her that way before, and she’d learned to trust his gentleness enough to let him have her that way often. Wickham, she feared, might not know how to do it as gently – might not make it feel as good as her husband could. 
 
    “It’s alright, love. He knows what to do,” Darcy said, pulling her onto him again.  
 
    Lizzy gasped as Darcy pushed his cock up inside her, filling her to the point of almost pain. He glared up at her, a wicked smirk playing at the corner of his lips as he pulled her down onto his chest, forcing her to present her ass to the waiting Mr. Wickham. 
 
    Darcy brought his strong arms around her and held her there, pinned to him. 
 
    “Come on, Georgie. Show her how it’s done.” 
 
    Darcy pushed himself up into her as Wickham’s slick fingers found her ass and began to tease inside. Lizzy flinched at first, frightened of how Wickham’s ways might feel. Yet, his fingers were lithe and gentle, slipping into her with expert hands. After a moment of teasing, he plunged two fingers into her, burying them wholly. He pushed with enough forced to push her down onto Darcy’s throbbing cock, drawing a moan she hadn’t expected.  
 
    Fitzwilliam grabbed her by the hair, turning her face so he could whisper in her ear. “You want him, don’t you? Want him to ravish you with me?” 
 
    She whimpered, feeling him pulse into her, as though waiting for the wrong answer so he could fuck her. She nodded. 
 
    “I know you do.” 
 
    Wickham suddenly slid three fingers inside her, then four, his speed of approach growing faster with each second. He filled her ass, letting his fingers stretch her and make her ready for him. 
 
    With a sudden burst of movement, he began fingering her ass, spitting onto his hand as he pounded into her knuckles deep. 
 
    She cried out, begging him, for what she couldn’t decide. 
 
    Suddenly, Darcy reached behind her, grinning wickedly as his fingers joined Mr. Wickham’s, sliding in just as much as he could to let her feel their thickness. 
 
    She opened her mouth to cry out, but no sound came. 
 
    She was ready. She wanted to feel them both fucking her. 
 
    “Do it! Do it now,” she begged, reached back to open herself to him. 
 
    “Good lord, you’re going to make me come before I even begin,” he said. Then a second later, as Darcy lay back onto the mattress, Lizzy felt the smooth slick head of Wickham’s cock sliding between her buttocks. She clung to her husband, holding her breath as Wickham teased the head of his cock into her, then retreated. He did it again, a little deeper this time, as Darcy waiting beneath her, poised to attack. 
 
    “Oh, your ass is like velvet, Elizabeth. Our Fitzwilliam is a lucky man,” Wickham said, and with each word he slowly slid his cock deeper until his balls were pressed to her thighs. 
 
    Lizzy’s head was back, her mouth open wide as she felt the two men fill her, her body shuddering in the wake of it. Once they were both buried inside, she finally took a breath. 
 
    Her husband moved first, thrusting up into her as he watched her face for response. She gasped, clutching him. He took that response as permission and thrust again. 
 
    This time, he didn’t pause, planting himself into the mattress and pounding up inside her. She winced with each thrust, feeling his cock slam into her inside, but before she could protest, the sudden movement from behind stilled all thoughts.  
 
    Wickham took hold of her hips and began to drill up into her ass from behind, humming his approval as he did. His hands moved from her hips to her ass, squeezing her buttocks and opened her to him as he slid deeper and deeper, slamming his cock into her ass. 
 
    She braced herself on the mattress, feeling both men thrust in and out of her, their cocks moving in tandem at one moment, then in alternating thrusts at another. She found herself moaning loudly, grinding her hips onto her husband as Wickham fucked her ass. She reached back, entwining her fingers with his as he opened her ass to him. 
 
    “Harder, George. Make her take it.” 
 
    Wickham chuckled and doubled his efforts as Lizzy screamed, collapsing down onto Darcy’s chest. Their cocks continued to annihilate her, leaving her helpless in their wake as she fought to simply hold on. 
 
    Wickham shifted over her, pressing her down onto Darcy as he fucked her from above. The sensation was overwhelming, and with the friction of her husband’s belly beneath her, she felt that familiar heat rising in her sex. She was going to come so hard. 
 
    She clutched Fitzwilliam, moaning and begging them not to stop as Wickham let his weight hold her down and his cock fill her willing ass. 
 
    Suddenly, there was a beautiful face just before her own, and before Lizzy could speak, Mrs. Jenkins grabbed Lizzy’s face in her hands, and kissed her. 
 
    The woman’s tongue darted into her mouth, teasing her now in such a way that Elizabeth lost all control, she wailed into the woman’s mouth, her body bucking and convulsing between the two feverish men. 
 
    Darcy and Wickham’s grunts had groan desperate and loud with the sudden appearance of Mrs. Jenkins, and it was clear that seeing Lizzy touched that way had done something to them as well. 
 
    Wickham pounded deeper, his thrusts growing sporadic and slow. A moment later, Lizzy felt him spill his hot seed in her ass. 
 
    Wickham thrust twice more, slowing his movement as Darcy plunged up into her from below, his breath growing hoarse and quick. Mrs. Jenkins grabbed Lizzy by the hair, pulling her upward just enough to grab Lizzy’s breast in her hand as she kissed her. Lizzy’s body seized anew, and she whimpered in shock and desperation. She was coming again, twice as hard.  
 
    She clutched her husband, pulling at him as Mrs. Jenkins kissed her. Darcy seemed to read the message and fought to continue thrusting, despite his own seed spilling deep inside her. 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins moved quickly, planting her mouth over Lizzy’s breast, sucking at her nipple with an expert tongue. Lizzy threw her head back and screamed, the force of her release pouring warm over Darcy’s cock.  
 
    He groaned, gripping her by the hips as he pulled her down onto him twice more, then stopped, his grip going slack. 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins released her hold on Lizzy’s breast and rose to look Lizzy in the eye. She gave Lizzy one last kiss, then giggled softly, turning to roll back off the bed. 
 
    Wickham pulled from inside her, collapsing there on the mattress as Darcy and Lizzy remained as one, his cock throbbing and retreating from inside her, slowly.  
 
    Lizzy lay there with her eyes closed for a long moment, listening to their rapid breathing slow with each passing moment. Finally, after what seemed like ages, a quiet click reminded her of where she was. She turned to look at the far wall, still unsure of where the Lady Carrington could be watching from. 
 
    The footman appeared in her view, leaning into one of the paintings as though it might tell him a secret. A moment later, he turned back to the room, and Lizzy caught view of him adjusting himself under the fabric of his trousers. 
 
    Clearly, their display had affected even him. She wondered if the Lady would give him release as reward for his work this evening. 
 
    “Congratulations. You’ve all successfully passed this portion of the challenge.” 
 
    Lizzy heard Mrs. Jenkins giggle and hop up and down somewhere in the room.  
 
    “The Lady bids you all a fine and restful evening, and suggests you have a hearty breakfast in the morning. The next challenge will require an equal amount of energy from the four of you.” 
 
    With that, the soft click sounded again, announcing the Lady Carrington was no longer partaking in their display. 
 
    Wickham rose from the bed, crossing the room to Mrs. Jenkins for a newly stirred flirtation.  
 
    “I will see the two of you tomorrow, then?” Wickham said, offering a tip of an imaginary hat before scooping an arm around Mrs. Jenkins’ waist and marching out of the room with her. 
 
    Fitzwilliam helped Lizzy dress, the footmen following Mrs. Jenkins and Wickham out into the house. 
 
    For a moment, this aftermath felt almost anti-climactic. What was the grand prize, she wondered? But then she tried to stand, and her legs gave way beneath her. 
 
    Yes, there was nothing anti-climactic about her evening. 
 
    She thought of Mrs. Jenkins appearing at her side, of the way she tasted like Cognac and smelled of lavender. Somehow, despite having never viewed a woman in such a way, Lizzy wondered whether Mrs. Jenkins was as fond of women as she was of men – and what being with a woman would feel like. 
 
    “Are you recovered, darling?” 
 
    Lizzy nodded, feeling the ties of her dress tighten as Darcy looped them into a bow at her back. “I am.” 
 
    “Good. Shall we to bed, then?” 
 
    Lizzy nodded, letting Darcy put an arm around her to help her walk across the room.  
 
    They made their way out into the hallway, the neighboring rooms still echoing with the sounds of pleasure and lust and punishment. Lizzy smiled. Were she any less exhausted, she might want to explore the adventures in other rooms. 
 
    Darcy opened their bedroom door for her, waiting for her to enter. She stepped inside, instantly turning her back to him again for him to release her from her dress for bed. 
 
    He did so without being asked.  
 
    Lizzy leaned her weight back onto him, the exhaustion creeping over her like a storm cloud. “Fitzwilliam.” 
 
    “Yes, Elizabeth?” 
 
    She took a breath, her eyes closing as she felt the solid warmth of his body behind her. “Why did you let Wickham have me that way?” 
 
    Her dress fell from her shoulders to the floor at her feet. She shuddered against the cold air. Before she could move, she yelped as Darcy scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the bed. He let her pull the blankets back before setting her down. Then he lowered himself over her there, bringing his nose close to hers. 
 
    “Well, I had a realization after last time that if we were to suddenly be blessed with a child -” 
 
    She inhaled, sharply. 
 
    “- I would always wonder if the babe was mine, or Wickham’s.” 
 
    Lizzy grabbed his face in her hands and pulled him to her, kissing him.  
 
    He let his weight fall on her. 
 
    “Then I understand,” she said. 
 
    She took hold of his hand, pulling him into the bed as she turned onto her side. He obliged, crawling under the covers beside her. She drew his arm around her middle, shimmying her backside into him as she closed her eyes. 
 
    She smiled, letting the exhaustion take hold. 
 
    “I can’t wait for tomorrow,” she said. Then she was sound asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 An Unlikely Quartet 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The afternoon had gone as was to be expected. Walks on the grounds, luncheon with fellow guests of the Lady Carrington, even a little tawdry conversation found its way into the day’s activities.  
 
    Elizabeth overheard a couple of the younger women gossiping about their exploits the previous night. They’d spent the evening on the East wing, and much as Lydia professed, many a young, single woman had found themselves a generous benefactor in the upstairs of the East Wing during the Lady Carrington’s Springtime Celebration.  
 
    Elizabeth wondered if Lydia had done so, as well. 
 
    She didn’t dare attempt to find her sister to inquire.  
 
    She was rather content in the knowledge that her sisters Lydia and Mary were safely tucked away in their rooms on the East wing of the house. The east wing was for single ladies and couples who, as rumor had it, spent their evening room hopping – wives and husbands alike sneaking off to enjoy the night with their mistresses and lovers.  
 
    She didn’t dare wonder how Mary was fairing. 
 
    Fitzwilliam was rather grim throughout the afternoon, putting on pleasantries when he was directly addressed, but otherwise, he was rather difficult to tolerate for Lizzy. 
 
    Still, when the evening feast was over and it was time to retire upstairs, Mr. Darcy marched ahead of Elizabeth like a man with purpose. 
 
    “Join me in the upper parlor for your challenge,” the Lady Carrington requested.  
 
    Lizzy was beside herself with excitement. Her body had been tingly and warm throughout their walks on the grounds, and though Fitzwilliam was keen to remain grumpy and disinterested, he’d rather enjoyed it when Lizzy attacked him behind the boathouse, demanding he allow her to please him with her mouth. 
 
    The dower glare faded then, certainly. Of course, it settled right back in place thereafter. 
 
    Stubborn mule, she thought. 
 
    Elizabeth and Fitzwilliam made their way down the hall to the Lady’s parlor at precisely eight. Elizabeth didn’t dare miss any of the activities.  
 
    The room was as palatial as any other portion of the house, with settees of silk brocade fabric and club chairs to match. She glanced to the small screen in the wall, wondering if the Lady Carrington might already be watching them.  
 
    “I see the Darcy’s are rather punctual, aren’t they?” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to find, Mrs. Jenkins, the woman from the night before entering, George Wickham close on her heels.  
 
    “But of course,” Wickham replied. “Fitzwilliam likes to be first in almost everything.” 
 
    Fitzwilliam rolled his eyes, but quickly straightened as the Lady Carrington entered the room, a new, handsome gentleman on her arm.  
 
    “Good evening to you all,” she said, some of the only words Elizabeth had ever heard directly from her lips. 
 
    The gray-haired woman nodded to the group, then turned with a whoosh of her skirts back into the hallway. Her groom remained with them, smiling a wicked grin that made Elizabeth’s heart race. 
 
    It was about to begin.  
 
    “The Lady rather enjoyed your exploits last evening. She has decided that she would rather like to see something similar tonight -” 
 
    Elizabeth felt a shudder run down her spine as Mr. Wickham shot her a sideways glance, the corners of his mouth creeping upward. 
 
    “- however. She has requested that the three of you, as it was last night, become the four of you.” 
 
    “Pardon?” Fitzwilliam said, his voice low and almost foreboding.  
 
    “Your challenge this evening is to enjoy each other – all of you. Ladies, you are charged with the pleasure of these two men. Gentlemen, the ladies pleasure is your responsibility as well. The contents of the trunk are at your disposal. You may engage them in any way you see fit – in tandem or otherwise, but you must all be either receiving pleasure or giving it, at all times. The more imaginative, the better. I will lead you to your room?” 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed, glancing to Mrs. Jenkins. She was grinning with a cocked eyebrow. 
 
    Wickham gave the trunk a kick, but didn’t open it. “Let’s save that surprise for once we’re underway, shall we?” 
 
    Elizabeth averted her eyes, a shiver running down between her legs as she stepped out into the hallway to follow the groom. Fitzwilliam was beside her, his back stiff and his shoulders squared. If she didn’t know any better, she might think he was angry, or averse to the events that were about to take place, but as soon as they entered the massive bedroom, Fitzwilliam was tearing his jacket down the length of his arms and pulling the cravat from his throat. 
 
    He would be wasting no time tonight, it seemed. 
 
    Elizabeth stood aside as the groom bowed by the doorway, then took his leave. Before she could contemplate what was expected of them, she caught sight of Mr. Wickham tugging at his own collar, giving her a meaningful look. She turned away. She didn’t even dare begin to undress. She’d done this now more than once, and as the sound of a screen shifting to the sound announced the Lady Carrington watching on with expectation, she knew it was time to throw caution to the wind and explore her basest needs and desires. 
 
    Still, something about the way Mrs. Jenkins looked at her made her stomach flit into her throat.  
 
    Did she want to be touched by the beautiful and fearless Mrs. Jenkins. Could she possibly enjoy a woman the way she so enjoyed her husband? 
 
    And what would he think of her if she could? 
 
    “After you, Mrs. Jenkins,” Mr. Wickham said, now stripped down to his drawers. She was in little more than a chemise now. 
 
    Mrs. Jenkins smiled. “Please, do call me Clara.” 
 
    Elizabeth stood at the corner of the room, still fully clothed as Fitzwilliam turned to her with a cocked brow. “Are you not taking part? You are, after all, the whole reason we’re here.” 
 
    He held a hand out to her, and that glower he’d harbored all day seemed to evaporate. 
 
    Elizabeth felt a tension in her chest melt. He hadn’t been angry or displeased with their evenings plans, he simply didn’t want to interact with any of Lady Carrington’s other guests.  
 
    She remembered the dower look he’d harbored the very night they met and couldn’t help but smile to remember. Then, with her heart racing like mad, she took his hand and let him lead her toward the bed where Mrs. Jenkins and George Wickham were already in a tangled mess of limbs, kissing each other with contented hums and giggles of excitement as he slipped his hand up under her chemise.  
 
    Lizzy froze by the side of the bed, watching the two of them there. Fitzwilliam came to stand behind her, his hands sliding up beneath her skirts to caress her thighs. She wanted to give in to the sensation, but her nerves were unrelenting.  She’d read the scenes in Fanny’s book of women enjoying each other, and though it seemed foreign and torrid, somehow she’d found herself just as aroused in the reading of those scenes as she had many others. 
 
    “Come on, darling. I won’t bite – you.” 
 
    She gave George a look, then sank her teeth into his shoulder. He grinned, grabbing her and pinning her down onto the mattress. 
 
    Elizabeth felt the buttons of her dress coming loose at her back, and she could feel Fitzwilliam’s fingers sliding down the length of her spine. It felt soothing and familiar, but the laughter of the second woman was so foreign and strange. 
 
    “Lady and gentleman, I do believe I am going to need your aide, here,” Fitzwilliam said, drawing the attention of both Wickham and Clara.  
 
    They grinned up at her, moving across the bed to come closer.  
 
    Elizabeth yelped, softly, and froze. George took hold of her face and kissed her neck as Clara took the ends of her sleeves and pulled her dress down the front of her, leaving her in little more than corset and shift. Darcy was making quick work of the ties at her back, and before Elizabeth could speak, Clara’s hands cupped her under the breasts, squeezing her gently as Wickham watched. 
 
    “Oh, I’m going to enjoy this,” he said, slumping back on the bed as though the two women had been provided for his entertainment.  
 
    A second later, the corset was free, and Fitzwilliam pulled it aside, tossing it onto to floor. Without another word, Lizzy felt his hands on her, forcing her shoulders down toward the mattress. 
 
    “Come on, then, George. Service the lady.” 
 
    George sat up on the bed. “But I was so enjoying the view.” 
 
    Without a word, George grabbed Clara about the waist and pulled her toward him. “It seems Elizabeth is a bit shy, this evening, Fitzy.” 
 
    “Yes. I’ve observed.” 
 
    George pulled Clara back onto his lap, pulling her to lay against his chest as he sprawled out before Elizabeth. “There you are, Clara. Ride me like a good girl, would you?” 
 
    She smiled, throwing one of her legs over Mr. Wickham as she turned to face Lizzy. Darcy was behind her now, the head of his cock pressing against her thigh as his hands slid up between her legs. She glanced over her shoulder toward the screen, scolding herself for her shyness. 
 
    Darcy grabbed her by the hair, pulling her to her full height again as Clara and Wickham moved closer to the edge of the bed. Clara’s eyes closed and she sighed as she lowered herself down onto Wickham. Elizabeth gasped, realizing she was now watching Clara ride Wickham’s cock.  
 
    She felt a surge of warmth between her legs and was overwhelmed with need. 
 
    Fitzwilliam cooed to her as his fingers slid up between her legs, finding the wetness there with a groan of relish. “She may be shy, but her body certainly isn’t.” 
 
    George made some comment from beneath Clara, but Elizabeth couldn’t make it out as Clara reached for her, grabbing her by the hair and pulled her forward. Before Elizabeth could prepare, Clara’s mouth was on hers, kissing her deeply.  
 
    Elizabeth whimpered in surprise, but she didn’t pull away. Clara’s lips were soft and smooth, and her tongue was more focused than Darcy’s, flitting against hers and teasing her upper lip.  
 
    Darcy moved up behind her then, pressing the head of his cock between her thighs. She felt him bending her forward into Clara. An instant later, the head of Fitzwilliam’s cock slid inside her, unrelenting against the wetness of her arousal. He drove wholly inside, buried to the hilt as his hips pushed her forward into Clara. 
 
    Suddenly, there was a loud tearing sound, and Elizabeth’s arms jerked back as Darcy tore open her shift, baring her breasts to the cool air. Clara laughed as she fell backward onto Wickham’s chest, Elizabeth now pushed over her, planting her hands into the mattress to hold herself up. 
 
    Clara grabbed her arm and pulled it from beneath her, knocking Elizabeth off balance. She fell, her bare breasts pressed to Clara’s as both men held them pinned against each other.  
 
    The touch of this woman’s bare skin against hers felt strange, but delicious, and before Elizabeth could show her appreciation, Clara kissed her again, and slid her hand down between Elizabeth’s legs. 
 
    Lizzy screamed, but Clara had her fingers wrenched into Lizzy’s hair, and she held her there, kissing her deeply as her fingers played between Lizzy’s legs. Unlike the men, whose rough touch could sometimes be too much, Clara’s fingers moved with precision, pressing against Lizzy and moving from side to side with intense speed.  
 
    Lizzy’s mouth opened and she wailed as the sensation grew in intensity, her body responding to her husband’s pounding cock and this beautiful woman’s fingers.  
 
    Clara slowed her movement, letting her fingers move with Darcy’s rhythm. Lizzy held her breath, her head held back by Clara’s other hand still holding her hair. A faint glistening of sweat was gathering at Clara’s collar bone and throat as she strained to hold herself upright despite both Lizzy and Wickham’s bodies moving against her. 
 
    Darcy shoved his hips into Elizabeth, pressing both her and Clara down. Then he thrust hard, deliberately slamming his body into hers, pushing her down onto Clara so that the four of them formed one undulating shape of skin and sighs.  
 
    Elizabeth could feel Clara’s body beneath her, feel her thigh pressed between Clara’s legs, grinding against her as Wickham’s legs strived beneath. Clara gasped, still moving her fingers between Elizabeth’s legs despite her hand’s movement being stifled by the weight of her body.  
 
    “Fitz! I’ve an idea,” Wickham said. 
 
    Darcy groaned, but moved behind her, pulling her away from the bed and leaving Clara’s body bared, her legs splayed wide apart as he pulled Lizzy away. She gasped as Wickham gave two more thrusts, watching as his rigid and flushed cock disappeared into Clara’s sex, moving inside her for Lizzy to watch. 
 
    The image burned into her mind and she ached for release. 
 
    Wickham moved Clara to the end of the bed, and without a word, gestured to Fitzwilliam. It was at moments like this that Lizzy felt painfully inexperienced, and almost jealous of the wildness her husband once engaged in with other women. 
 
    Still, there was no time to contemplate this at length, because Fitzwilliam was quickly moving her toward the bed. He lay back on the mattress, his shoulders propped up by the pillows as he pulled her by the hips onto the bed. She tried to climb atop him, but he gripped her roughly, turning her around to face Wickham and Clara at the end of the bed. He grabbed her, pulling her onto him, making her straddle his hips as he pulled the shift up over her head. Lizzy was as naked as Clara now, and she felt utterly exposed. 
 
    That feeling was tripled as Darcy slid up into her, wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her back onto his chest. 
 
    “You’re going to love this, you tawdry thing, you,” he said, whispering into her ear. 
 
    With another swift move of his legs, he kicked her feet out before them, grabbing her legs and holding them wide open over her. 
 
    As Fitzwilliam moved her into this glaringly open position, Wickham took up his post behind Clara, pounding her from behind as her hair fell in loose tendrils across her face. She was grinning, wickedly, pushing herself back into him with each thrust. 
 
    “Lizzy’s new to this, Clara dear. Can you show her exactly what we were thinking?” Wickham asked, stilling his thrusts for a moment as Clara flipped her hair out of her face. 
 
    “Oh, I thought you’d never ask,” she said, and with a wild look in her eyes, she lunged away from Wickham and devoured Lizzy’s sex, her hot open mouth moving against Lizzy like some wild animal. 
 
    Lizzy screamed, trying to move away from this overwhelming sensation as Fitzwilliam’s cock slid up into her over and over again. He grabbed her arms, pulling her down onto his chest as he forced her to lift her legs higher. Clara’s soft hands found the inside of Lizzy’s thighs and pinned them open to her as her mouth moved against Lizzy, her tongue darting from side to side, playing Lizzy’s most sensitive parts with the precision that only came from a woman who knew how to please how own body.  
 
    Darcy groaned, holding Lizzy in such a way that he could watch what was happening himself. He reached down, curling his fingers in Clara’s hair and pressed her head down into Lizzy’s sex. 
 
    “That’s right, Clara. Show her what we do to timid little things like her.” 
 
    Lizzy screamed as Darcy’s thrusts doubled in force. 
 
    Suddenly, Wickham moved up behind Clara again, and as he reached down to his cock, Lizzy could feel Clara moaning against her sex. An instant later, Wickham was thrusting into Clara from behind, shoving her into Lizzy with each movement of his hips. 
 
    Lizzy cried out, helpless to the sensation, but unable to take her eyes off of Clara’s face, watching the wild woman’s movements. She looked as though relished every second of it, and Lizzy felt her sex growing hotter and hotter with each passing instant. 
 
    Suddenly, Wickham and Darcy both reached for her, pressing her head down against Lizzy as Wickham thrust home with furious force. They were both working to male Clara’s pressure ever stronger, and soon the sensation of any part of Clara’s mouth was grinding against Lizzy’s sex in the rhythm of their thrusts, over and over again, unrelenting and hot and feverish. 
 
    Lizzy’s head fell back as her own fingers found their way into Clara’s hair, and in a soundless scream, Lizzy’s body shuddered there, helpless against the sensation. 
 
    She could feel Clara laughing softly between her legs.  
 
    “That’s a good girl,” Darcy whispered. “I think she deserves a reward for that, don’t you two?” 
 
    Wickham relented, and Clara rose to her knees, wiping her mouth and brushing her hair out of her face as she caught her breath. Darcy moved beneath Lizzy, letting her fall onto the mattress as he stood up. Before she could even take a breath, Clara was on her, her lips pressed to Lizzy’s kissing her deeply as her fingers found her sex and moved furiously, drawing a wild scream from deep in Lizzy’s throat as the pique of sensation doubled, tripled, then flooded through Lizzy’s belly, drawing an unending wail as Clara’s fingers didn’t cease their movement. 
 
    “Please! No more,” Lizzy begged, breathless as her body melted against Clara’s. 
 
    Clara smiled wide, the wickedest smile Lizzy had ever seen, and it made her sex flush all over again.  
 
    “That’s how it’s done, lads. Two of you could use a lesson,” Clara said, licking her fingers for them to see. 
 
    Lizzy fought to catch her breath, her body throbbing from head to toe. She’d felt release before, but nothing like that – nothing even close to that. 
 
    She met Clara’s gaze for an instant and had to avert her eyes for fear she might betray her lust. 
 
    Clara smiled. “Don’t worry, love. I’ll let your dear Fitzy know how it’s done.” 
 
    “Well, well, well. Look what we have here,” Mr. Wickham said from halfway across the room. He was standing over the trunk, its lid open to display what was inside. Lizzy was unable to catch sight of anything, but Clara quickly moved across the bed, rushing across the room to join Wickham at the trunk. 
 
    Darcy was standing by the side of the bed, watching Lizzy. He had a dark look in his eyes, but he was smiling. It was clear he’d liked seeing her at the mercy of Clara. 
 
    Lizzy was sure he simply like seeing her at mercy. 
 
    “Oh, Elizabeth. Oh, we’re going to enjoy this,” Clara said. 
 
    Lizzy sat up on the bed as Wickham and Clara moved back toward the bed. She caught sight of something huge and black, but Darcy grabbed her ankles and pulled her toward the edge of the bed before she could catch sight.  
 
    In an instant, Wickham was at the other edge of the bed, grabbing hold of her wrists. She was now splayed across the mattress, her bare body helpless to her three partners.  
 
    Clara appeared beside Darcy holding a long, thick shape made of smooth black leather. Lizzy squealed as Clara spit oil onto one end of the massive snake-like this.  
 
    She grinned down at Lizzy as she climbed onto the bed beside her. “I cannot wait to see how much you enjoy this.” 
 
    Then, Clara held to long shape before Lizzy so she could see her fate. It was a massive double-edged phallus, bending at its center in a smooth curve as the leather buckled and groaned against the effort. 
 
    Clara moved down to Lizzy’s hip as Darcy held her legs apart.  
 
    Lizzy screamed, throwing her head back as she closed her eyes, she was so desperately aroused, but the excitement was coupled with shame and embarrassment. How could she let her husband see her so affected and so touched? 
 
    The head of the black phallus was slick and smooth as Clara slid it against Lizzy’s sex. She squealed, jerking against her husband’s grip, pulling at Wickham’s hold on her wrists. 
 
    “Come now, darling. Be a good girl. You are being watched, after all.” 
 
    Darcy’s voice came with such sickly-sweet relish that it sent a shudder down her spine. He was enjoying this. He was basking in the sight of her being displayed and handled by this other woman, and he loved it. 
 
    The phallus slid inside her, filling her wholly as Clara pushed it deeper, pushing it in and out slowly as she drove it as far as her body could take it. Once it was as deep as it could go, Clara gripped the object and made quick work of thrusting it in and out of her as she screamed. 
 
    Wickham released his hold on one of her wrists and began stroking himself. “Good god, Darce. I’m not sure I can take much more of this. What a wife you have there.” 
 
    Fitzwilliam grinned. “Don’t worry. We’ll show her just how far this goes.” 
 
    Clara stopped thrusting the phallus into her, and quickly moved over Lizzy as Wickham grabbed Lizzy’s ankles and pulled them upward, leaving her ass high in the air. Without word, Clara straddled over Lizzy’s raised legs, pinning them down against Lizzy’s stomach as she turned the other end of the long phallus upward. Then as Lizzy watched on in shock and need, Clara slid the other cock headed end of the double-edged phallus up into her sex, then lowered her body down onto Lizzy until the other end was wholly buried up inside her and their sexes pressed against one another, drilling the hard, leather bound cocks deeper into each of them.  
 
    “Oh, god,” Clara cried. “This is going to be endlessly fun.” 
 
    Then, Clara wriggled herself down onto Lizzy, taking hold of Lizzy’s ankles, pushing them forward, and without further preamble, proceeded to bounce up and down on Lizzy. 
 
    Lizzy screamed, the leather cock buried as deep as it would do inside her sex, but with each bounce, Clara’s sex slid up her end of the phallus, letting Lizzy see where her body swallowed it up, then she dropped back down, not only taking her full end inside herself, but slamming the other one deeper into Lizzy. 
 
    Wickham appeared at her shoulders, his knees parted just over her as he grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs further upward, giving Clara better ground to bounce up and down, pounding her own sex down into Lizzy’s and the cocks deeper and deeper. 
 
    Lizzy could barely breathe. The sensation was enough to end her, but furthermore, the visual of Clara’s freely lustful display, the sight of the phallus buried inside her over and over as Wickham knelt over her, watching with his cock in his hands.  
 
    Clara continued to ride the phallus, pounding it into Lizzy’s sex until she could barely breathe.  
 
    “Serve your bloody purpose, Georgie.” 
 
    Lizzy turned to find Darcy coming around the bed just as Wickham laughed at his friend’s demand. 
 
    “Don’t mind if I do,” he said. Then with that, Wickham dropped onto the mattress, his face coming close to where Lizzy and Clara’s bodies met. Lizzy shrieked as Clara leaned back from her post, propping herself back on her hands as she leaned away from Lizzy, baring their most sensitive parts to Wickham searching mouth.  
 
    Lizzy gasped as Clara, holding her hips up from the bed, rocked her body into Lizzy’s with a constant rhythm as Mr. Wickham’s mouth found Lizzy’s sex. His tongue moved against her, sucking and lapping at her as the phallus drilled deeper. Then he turned his head and bestowed the same lavish treatment on Clara. She moaned, gripping him by the hair as she thrust her hips onto his face, tugging his hair hard as she ground her sex onto his mouth, moving the phallus in Lizzy with every twitch and shake.  
 
    Lizzy reached up toward her husband, curling her fingers against the skin of his bare thigh. He took hold of her hand and moved it, wrapping her fingers around his rigid cock which now hovered, throbbing, just inches from her lips. 
 
    She gasped, stroking him as Wickham’s mouth returned to her sex. She hummed her appreciation, opening her mouth to invite her husband. 
 
    Yet, he didn’t move closer to her. He simply held his hand over hers, making her stroke him in tandem with Clara’s slower thrusts.  
 
    “You love this, don’t you, darling?” 
 
    The words were whispered for her, but she knew their partners could hear. She gasped as Mr. Wickham lapped at her with new speed and nodded her head.  
 
    Fitzwilliam smiled down at her, an eyebrow cocked. “I knew you would,” he said, as though he’d planned this event. 
 
    Lizzy’s mind reeled a moment. That afternoon, the short exchange between Darcy and Mrs. Jenkins. Had he planned this? 
 
    “Come now. Time to finish what we’ve started,” he said, coming to kneel on the bed beside the trio. Clara slipped off the phallus, leaving one end still inside Lizzy. Wickham rose to his knees, wiping a hand over his mouth before moving aside for Fitzwilliam to lay back on the pillows. He held a hand out to Lizzy, and she reached down to retrieve the phallus that was still deep inside her. Before she could pull it from its place, Clara and Wickham both reached for her hands, stilling her from removing it. They then raised their brows, silently informing her that she was expected to move with it still inside her. She did her best. 
 
    Clearly, they weren’t done with the tool. 
 
    Lizzy was silently gleeful at the notion. 
 
    She let Fitzwilliam draw her to the head of the bed, then without a word of warning, he turned her, moving her to straddle him as she faced the incoming Wickham and Clara. 
 
    “What are you doing?” She asked, her voice barely a whisper as she felt his hands moving beneath her. His fingers slid down between her buttocks, and without another word, slid inside her with slow, deliberate precision.  
 
    She hissed, moving as though to pull away, but he held her there over him, sliding his fingers in and out of her as he stroked his cock with oil.  
 
    She knew exactly what was coming now.  
 
    “Slide down on me, love. Do it, now.” 
 
    Lizzy craned to look over her shoulder at her husband as Clara’s soft sighs filled the air – she was receiving the same treatment from Wickham.  
 
    She felt his cock centered against her ass, felt him surge beneath her until he was inching inside. Before she could move to take him deeper, another sensation startled her attention forward – a warm slither of a tongue dancing against her sex.  
 
    She gasped to find Clara before her on all fours again, Wickham moving in behind her as she lapped at Lizzy again. 
 
    Lizzy’s head fell back and she sighed, slowly lowering her ass onto Darcy’s rigid cock.  
 
    He groaned his approval. “Dear god, I am a lucky man,” he whispered, kissing her ear as she leaned back onto him. 
 
    Darcy thrust up into her with slow deliberation, letting her grow accustomed to his size now buried inside her, all while Clara devoured her with an eager mouth as Wickham slowly took her from behind. When Clara slid her fingers inside Lizzy’s sex, she felt her whole body convulsed. She would soon have a full body release like nothing she’d ever felt before if they continued. 
 
    Yet, Clara’s mouth and fingers soon moved away from her, and Lizzy couldn’t help but seek a reason. 
 
    The reason became quite clear as Clara moved closer to her, rising over her sex to take the other end of the phallus into her again.  
 
    Lizzy watched breathlessly as Clara lowered herself onto the glistening black cock until her sex was again pressed to Lizzy’s. 
 
    Then without pause, Wickham moved up behind Clara again, and as the woman’s beautiful face contorted in discomfort then relish, he slid inside her ass as well. 
 
    Before Lizzy could brave a word, Wickham smiled down at her, then pressed Clara’s body forward, pinning the two women together.  
 
    The weight of Clara and Wickham over her caused both Darcy’s cock and the phallus to drill ever deeper inside her. She cried out in near pain, but gripped the blankets beneath them to hold herself there.  
 
    Wickham withdrew, then an instant later thrust into Clara again, driving the phallus as deep as it would go into Lizzy’s quivering sex.  
 
    She cried out again, a sigh of need she’d never imagined. The sensation of Clara’s body grinding against hers, the fullness of both Darcy’s cock and the phallus striving inside her, her husband’s body writhing beneath her as his breathing grew more hoarse and labored. Soon, he was growling into the bare skin of her shoulder, threatening to bite as the four of them moved against one another, as though becoming one massive lustful thing. 
 
    Clara’s body stroked against Lizzy’s in such a way that she knew her release was coming – and fast. Lizzy gripped her husband’s hand at her hip and craned to look down at the place where her and Clara’s bodies ground together, the wetness of them both leaving the black phallus glistening between them before it disappeared again. 
 
    Lizzy threw her head back, letting her weight fall on Darcy as Clara’s fell on hers, then the two men jerked and moved on either side of them, slamming them into each other as they drilled themselves deeper and deeper. 
 
    Clara’s arms reached past Lizzy, taking hold of the headboard as she pulled herself down onto Lizzy, their bodies mashed together and writhing in search of release.  
 
    Lizzy reached for Clara’s backside, pulling her down into her sex, heightening every sensation. Lizzy’s body quivered, then shook, and her head fell back in a sudden desperate wail. Clara’s own voice rose, and before Lizzy’s body was done shuddering, Wickham convulsed behind Clara, shoving himself into them both as his shoulders hunched.  
 
    He gasped, held his breath, then jerked again just as Darcy did the same beneath her. The men had found release as well, shuddering violently against them.  
 
    Lizzy took a deep breath, collapsing onto Darcy as Clara and Wickham’s weight pressed down onto her. The four of them sought to still their panting, Wickham being the first to pull away from the cluster. He slumped across the foot of the bed, his naked body flushed and sweaty. Clara followed suit, kissing Lizzy’s throat before leaning back until the phallus slid out of them both. She leaned back on the mattress, leaving the massive black snake strewn across the bed between them. 
 
    Wickham was already standing when Fitzwilliam finally withdrew from inside her, his breath catching in a quiet gasp. Yet, he didn’t attempt to move or disturb her. He simply wrapped his arms around her middle and held her there against him. 
 
    “I dare say, this was by far my favorite group for such sport,” Clara said, scooting to the edge of the bed and onto her feet. She marched across the room to a closet and swung open the doors. A moment later, she was wrapped in a beautiful satin robe.  
 
    Almost as though the contents of this closet were hers. 
 
    Clara spun around, wrapping the tie around her waist and knotting it. She leaned into Mr. Wickham as he pulled his britches up about his waist and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. 
 
    Then she sashayed back to the side of the bed and offered the same gesture to Fitzwilliam’s cheek. 
 
    Then, Clara Jenkins, her untied hair now flowing in a cascade of auburn waves, leaned over Lizzy and kissed her deeply on the mouth. 
 
    Lizzy’s sex ached anew. 
 
    “Do find me for breakfast in the morning before you take your leave. I will discuss the details of my visit to Pemberley.” 
 
    Lizzy sat up, but it was Fitzwilliam who spoke in surprise for them both. “You are visiting us?” 
 
    Clara turned and grinned. “Of course. That was the prize, was it not?” Clara turned toward the screen in the wall and gave a wave. “It’s all done, Mrs. Jenkins. I’d love it if you’d prepare me a bath before bed tonight, darling.” 
 
    With that, the screen slid shut and went dark.  
 
    Lizzy moved closer to the edge of the bed. “Wait. If she’s Mrs. Jenkins, then -” 
 
    Clara turned and smiled, then gave a graceful curtsy. “I am the Lady Clara Eldemere Carrington. And I look forward to being your esteemed guest. Until morning,” she said, then with a whooshing flourish of her robes, disappeared out into the hallway, the sound of giddy, lustful laughter carrying down the hall from places unseen. 
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 A Suitable Punishment 
 
      
 
      
 
    One cannot be blamed for losing track of the days, when the days are filled with Fitzwilliam. 
 
    Elizabeth’s whole world revolved around moments stolen with her husband, locked away in their champers or stealing moments all over Pemberley. There wasn’t a single apartment in the household that they hadn’t christened with their violent, passionate need for one another. 
 
    Still, even as her mind was filled with lustful thoughts and excited preparations for parties in which to explore them, she should have known bloody well what day it was. 
 
    Lady Catherine de Bourgh didn’t visit often enough for her to forget. 
 
    Perhaps, she’d wanted to forget. There was very little in the world she looked forward to less than spending time with Fitzwilliam’s intolerable Aunt Catherine.  
 
    Still, Lizzy smiled and nodded as Catherine prattled on at the dinner table, regaling them over and over with the horror of her near-death experience that afternoon.  
 
    “I’m lucky to be alive. The man’s eyes were screaming with murderous intent. He had his hands all but locked on my throat.” 
 
    “He never touched you, Aunt Cath- ” 
 
    “Don’t you dare tell me what happened, Fitzwilliam! I won’t have it. Do you hear me? Now, why haven’t the constabulary been summoned. That is my question.” 
 
    Darcy took a deep breath, setting his knife on the edge of his plate. He’d barely touched his dinner. No one had.  
 
    “He is a guest in my house.” 
 
    “You keep saying that. How on earth can you say such things? I’m only grateful that my poor, sweet Ann hadn’t arrived, yet. Let alone our sweet Georgiana.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to face the two new guests now sitting on the far end of the table. Ann was looking pale and she seemed to barely touch her soup, but Georgiana was rosy-cheeked and excited, listening intently to the scandalous details. 
 
    “Is the murderous man still in the house? Have you locked him away somewhere, brother?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Darcy said, slamming down his napkin. He rose from the table suddenly, straightening the hem of his jacket. “Georgiana, you needn’t upset yourself. It was just a misunderstanding.” 
 
    “Misunderstanding? There’s a deviant in the house, do you hear me? A deviant on the loose with your sister and cousin. I have half a mind to leave, at once.” 
 
    Darcy opened his mouth to speak, and Elizabeth braced for an explosion. Yet, her husband took a deep breath and settled himself. 
 
    “The Doughertys will be leaving first thing in the morning. For now, they are in apartments well on the opposite side of the house. You’ve nothing to worry about.” 
 
    Lady Catherine shimmied in her seat, as though she might straighten her spine even more. “Is this what your household has become, Fitzwilliam? Is this the sort of rabble your new wife has brought to Pemberley? What would your father think?” 
 
    “Enough!” Darcy said, and his voice rattled the china in the cabinets.  
 
    The room fell silent, and even Elizabeth was speechless. She glanced at Lady Catherine, watching for an instant as the old woman’s face grew red as a beet. 
 
    “Come now, darling,” Lizzy said, rising to her feet as quickly as she could. “I’m sorry, Lady Catherine. Please, forgive him. He hasn’t been himself these past weeks.” 
 
    Elizabeth rounded the table, touching Georgiana’s shoulder as she moved past. She reached Fitzwilliam and settled her hands on his arms, turning him toward the door of the dining room.  
 
    “Hasn’t been himself?” Catherine demanded, her voice growing shrill. 
 
    “He hasn’t been feeling well. I fear he’s still feverish. Please, forgive him.” 
 
    Ann seemed to recoil at this news, as though simply hearing that he was unwell would make her sicker.  
 
    “Feverish? Why didn’t you tell me? I would’ve kept the girls away.” 
 
    Fitzwilliam shook his head, but Elizabeth spoke before he could comment. “The doctor said he was no longer contagious. Please, do enjoy your dinners. I’m going to take him for some rest.” 
 
    Surprisingly, Fitzwilliam allowed her to lead him to the dining room door. Yet, just as they were about to exit, Lady Catherine had more to say. 
 
    No one in the room was surprised. 
 
    “I want that degenerate Mr. Dougherty gone before I rise in the morning. Girls, be sure to lock your doors tonight, do you hear?” 
 
    Darcy’s whole body tensed, and Elizabeth gave a firm push to move him the rest of the way out the door. Once in the hallway, he stiffened again, shaking her hands free of his arms before turning to march off toward their apartments. 
 
    Elizabeth watched him go, exasperation rising in her chest. She knew she’d made a mistake – a grievous one at that, but the two of them had always promised to side with each other. To form a single front against the world – especially the barrage that was his Aunt Catherine.  
 
    Yet, there he went, his long-legged stride too fast for her to keep pace. Still, she collected her skirts in her hands and did her best to keep up. 
 
    “I am so sorry, my love. Please, don’t be so coarse with me.” 
 
    He didn’t speak, keeping his gait as he lunged up the stairs, taking them two at a time.  
 
    Oh, she most certainly was in trouble. 
 
    She scurried up the stairs after him, trying her best to keep up. Yet, he was clearly trying to outpace her. She half feared he’d reach their apartment doors and slam it before she could join him inside.  
 
    He wouldn’t do that, would he? 
 
    Elizabeth watched Fitzwilliam disappear into their parlor.  
 
    And behind him, the door remained open. 
 
    Elizabeth hurried to join him, then stopped dead just outside the door. 
 
    Darcy was standing before their massive wardrobe, the doors flung wide open, and he was staring at its contents with a furrowed brow. 
 
    The door being open to her was a respite one moment, now it was a glaring threat.  
 
    Enter at your own risk. 
 
    She knew the contents of that wardrobe. There was nothing inside save for paddles, whips, riding crops, ropes, and all other manner of tools. Tools he’d threatened her with many a time, but given their rather exciting social life, he’d yet to have use of anything beyond a swift smack of his hand. 
 
    She stood there in the hallway, watching. She was waiting to see what he would pull from inside. She was terrified. 
 
    And the open door felt like a dare.  
 
    Come in and see what happens, she thought. 
 
    Her heart raced. 
 
    “Darling, please don’t be angry with me,” she said, finally getting up the nerve to enter. 
 
    He moved toward her, and she startled back. Yet, he didn’t touch her. He simply walked past, shutting the door behind her.  
 
    Then, he locked it. “Come here,” he said, moving back to the wardrobe. 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed, taking two steps toward him before she lost her nerve. This felt different than past interludes. Though he’d ravished her and spanked her and punished her, he’d never done so when truly angry. 
 
    He seemed truly angry now. 
 
    “I’m not going to ask again,” he said, and her stomach turned. 
 
    Elizabeth watched her husband for a long moment, then set her jaw.  
 
    How dare he scare her like this? If he thought she’d allow herself to be frightened by her husband, he’d forgotten who he married. 
 
    She marched up to his side, glaring up at him as he kept his gaze on the contents. Despite her demeanor, her heart was pounding. 
 
    “Choose something,” he said. 
 
    She reached into the wardrobe, and without looking, wrapped her fingers around a handle and pulled what she soon realized was a large squared paddle from its hook. 
 
    She almost recoiled at the weight of it, but she would not give him the satisfaction of seeing how nervous she was. 
 
    He took it from her, and his eyes went wide. For an instant, Elizabeth saw his face soften, yet he did not look at her. Instead, he hung the massive paddle back up onto its hook. A moment later, he closed the doors to the wardrobe, holding a long, leather tipped riding crop in his hand. 
 
    Elizabeth gasped at the sight of it.  
 
    It wasn’t like the crops an equestrian would be arms with. This crop had softened leather at its tip, and its handle – its handle was fashioned out of wood into the shape of a phallus. 
 
    This riding crop had more than one purpose A moment later, he closed the doors to the wardrobe, holding a long, thin wooden paddle in his hand. 
 
    Elizabeth gasped at the sight of it.  
 
    It wasn’t like the paddles a sportsman would be armed with. This paddle stained and smooth wood, and its handle – its handle was fashioned into the shape of a phallus. 
 
    This paddle had more than one purpose. She clenched her knees together, afraid to ponder which purpose he intended it for – or if both, which one first. 
 
    Her whole body was suddenly humming with trepidation. 
 
    Fitzwilliam walked over to the end of their bed, kicked the leg of the small cushioned bench that stood there – the bench he used each morning to tie his boot laces.  
 
    She didn’t move. 
 
    He turned his gaze to her, eyebrows raised. “Will you make me tell you again?” 
 
    “Fitzwilliam, please. I apologized. It was an honest mista -” 
 
    He raised a hand, sharply, stifling her words. Then he snapped the riding crop across the leg of the bench. 
 
    He would not ask again.   
 
    Elizabeth took a step toward the bed, holding her breath as she moved. He didn’t glare at her, didn’t gesture for her to hurry. He simply stood aside, waiting.  
 
    Were a stranger to look in their bedroom, it would seem as though two people were simply holding silence in a droll conversation. No one would know that he was a coiled, charged thing. 
 
    That she was about to be punished by this serenely calm mountain of a man. 
 
    Elizabeth reached the bench and without further world from Fitzwilliam, she knelt onto the cushioned surface, bending over the end of their bed. She settled her elbows there, interlacing her fingers as she braced herself. 
 
    “Aren’t you forgetting something?” 
 
    Elizabeth glanced over her shoulder at him, her breath coming in shallow, shaky breaths. She searched his face, confused. 
 
    He was staring at the skirts of her dress. “Oh god,” she whispered, reaching down to pull the folds of fabric up and out of the way. Soon, her stockings and garter were visible, and then her bare thighs and backside. The cold air felt like prying eyes across her skin, but she settled herself back onto the mattress and closed her eyes in wait. 
 
    “Would you like a pillow?” He asked. 
 
    The offer startled her, and she almost feared to answer. “Yes, please,” she said, finally. 
 
    Fitzwilliam moved to the head of the bed, grabbed up one of the pillows she slept on at night and handed it to her.  
 
    She took it, tucking it under her as she curled her fingers into its soft shape. 
 
    “Before I begin, you know I love you?” 
 
    The words felt like a bite. “Yes.” 
 
    “And you know I will never hurt you without your consent?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you know that you can stop this at any time?” 
 
    The word they agreed upon was porcelain. Were she to say it, no matter what was occurring at that moment, it would stop. 
 
    Fitzwilliam moved around the bed, coming to stand just behind her. She could hear him breathing, hear the gentle creak of the floorboards beneath his weight. A long moment passed without a sound. It only made her heart beat faster. 
 
    The events of that morning made her worry that perhaps Fitzwilliam was too angry. That perhaps he would be too wild to stop were she to call out their agreed upon word. 
 
    Nonetheless, she crossed her arms beneath the pillow and hid her face from view. The anticipation was going to kill her.  
 
    “Well, get on with it, will y -” 
 
    Thwack. 
 
    The sting of the paddle stole her breath away, and she tensed, curling into herself as she buried her face in the pillow. There was a purity to the sound as it made contact with her ass, as though it shattered the air around it. And the sting – the sting was unlike anything she’d felt before.  
 
    She held her breath for a moment, steeling herself. No matter how shocking the pain, she would not let him see how unnerved she was. 
 
    She had to maintain her power, at all costs. 
 
    Fitzwilliam didn’t speak, but the pulsating heat across her ass spoke for him. She took a moment to catch her breath, but before she could, the sound of the paddle whistling through the air made her gasp in wait, again. 
 
    Thwack! 
 
    This time he hit the other buttock, and this time it was just a little harder. 
 
    “I’ve told you many times what would happen if you ever disobeyed me, have I not?” 
 
    Elizabeth’s face flushed, and she lifted her head from the pillow to respond. Her mouth was barely open before the paddle smacked against her ass, again. 
 
    “Damn it,” she hissed. “I didn’t disobey you!” 
 
    Thwack! 
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t quite hear that,” Fitzwilliam said, his tone veering in an infuriatingly pious direction. 
 
    “I didn’t disobey you! I forgot what day -” 
 
    Thwack! 
 
    She winced this time. Her backside was burning from his assault, both sides now throbbing with heat. She braced her body for the next hit as sweat began to prick at her brow. 
 
    “You made a decision of rather import, and you did not confer with me, in the slightest.” 
 
    “Am I meant to ask your permission to speak now, oh my husband?” 
 
    THWACK! The paddle came down across her whole backside, stinging with such ferocity, she nearly scrambled across the bed to escape another blow. 
 
    She yelped, but she held her ground. 
 
    “Had you conferred with me, I would’ve reminded you what day it was. Had you conferred with me, I would have spared us both the humiliation – and dare I say Mr. Dougherty, as well.” 
 
    Elizabeth frowned at this, closing her eyes. She knew he wasn’t wrong, but still – the mere notion of asking her husband permission to engage in her favorite form of recreation – their shared favorite. 
 
    It infuriated her. 
 
    “What is it you’d like me to say? That I will defer to you in all things? It would be a lie.” 
 
    Thwack. 
 
    “You’re not listening to me.” 
 
    She winced, again. Though this hit was lighter, her whole backside was alight with sensation, and just the slightest tap felt like fury. 
 
    “You’re right, I’m not listening to this nonsense. If you wanted an obedient wife, you should’ve married another woman!” 
 
    Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! 
 
    “Stop!” She screamed, clutching the coverlet on the bed as though to run from him. 
 
    “If you want me to stop, you know the word!” 
 
    Thwack! Thwack! 
 
    “Please! It’s too much!” 
 
    “Is it? Is it too much that I ask you to give me the same respect I offer you?” 
 
    “I beg your pardon?” She said, her brow furrowing. She was confused enough at that moment to almost forget the incoming barrage of searing pain. 
 
    “I give you the respect of involving you in every choice, do I not?” 
 
    Thwack! 
 
    “Yes,” she said, the word barely audible. 
 
    “I consider your needs, your feelings, your desires in all things, do I not?” 
 
    Thwack! 
 
    She nodded, unable to speak now. 
 
    “Then, please, Elizabeth. Explain to me why it is so damned hard for you to show me the same courtesy?” 
 
    She didn’t speak. There were no words to protest this. He’d said something to true to argue. 
 
    When her mother wrote to announce they would be calling upon Pemberley in the days to come, she’d keep the news from Fitzwilliam to avoid his dower mood. She preferred his jovial side. 
 
    It made for far more enjoyable evenings. 
 
    She knew he’d have more than enough time to be dower once they’d arrived. 
 
    When Charlotte brought the twins and Mr. Collins for a visit, she informed her husband the morning of their arrival.  
 
    Lizzy could only imagine how intolerable he’d be knowing a pair of infants would be squalling about the house. 
 
    Yet, he’d surprised her, offering to hold and entertain the tiny beings while Charlotte napped – something Mr. Collins apparently didn’t commonly offer. 
 
    Now, she’d invited several of their counterparts for an evening of debauchery, and much like the last few times, she’d held back the news to surprise him. 
 
    Was it to surprise him or to avoid his chagrin? 
 
    “Because you become nigh intolerable when I dare to bring anyone to the house.” 
 
    He scoffed. “Is that so?” 
 
    Thwack! 
 
    “Because I hate to see you unhappy!” 
 
    At this, he actually chuckled. “You do? Tell me, did you imagine I’d be pleased with the events of this afternoon?” 
 
    “No. This afternoon was a mistake.” 
 
    Thwack! “It was more than a mistake, woman! You could’ve killed Lady Catherine! We’re lucky she didn’t clutch her heart and drop like a stone.” 
 
    “I know,” Elizabeth said, her voice barely more than a whisper. “Though, would that have been so terrible?” 
 
    Her whole body tensed. She’d said it knowing the response she would get. It didn’t matter how difficult or intolerable or haughty his aunt was, Fitzwilliam would not appreciate such cavalier comment on his family member – his affronted family member. 
 
    Not now. Not as he was mid-swing in her punishment for the affront. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “My god, are you the most stubborn creature on God’s earth?” 
 
    Elizabeth gasped, unable to still the panting anymore. Her ass was alight, the pain searing through her flesh, reaching through her body like the tendrils of ivy climbing a wall. She reached back now, unable to stop herself, and tried feebly to cover her backside from further assault. “Possibly.” 
 
    The graze of his hand startled her almost more than the paddle striking her. His large hand grazed over the sore skin, caressing gently with the whole of his palm.  
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “You’re quite red, love.” 
 
    She exhaled, grateful for the reprieve of the paddle. He’d spanked her before – more than once – but never had he taken the paddle to her like this. Before now, the paddles had been little more than threat.  
 
    Oh, what a threat they’d been. 
 
    At least when he spanked her, he hurt himself a little each time. At least when he spanked her, he was limited by his own pain threshold. 
 
    Interestingly, his threshold was not as high as hers. 
 
    Yet, with the paddle, there was no discomfort to slow him. He could do this for hours and never tire, never recoil. She relished in the touch of his hand, praying the worst was over. 
 
    His hand cupped her right buttock, kneading gentle to dispel the pain. It worked, and Elizabeth sighed at the touch. Then he moved to the left, stroking gently as he cooed softly. Elizabeth let her head fall back into the pillow, feeling the relief of his caress wash over her whole body.  
 
    His hand moved in a circle over her whole ass, fingertip pressing just enough to soothe. 
 
    Suddenly, his hand arched down the center of her backside, two fingers pressing at either side of the cleft between them. His hand moved further down, the fingers seeking between, grazing against her thighs, then the lips of her sex, prying her open. 
 
    She gasped, opening her mouth to protest, but before she could say a word, something hard and cool was pressed against her, seeking between his fingers. Her legs tensed, and she craned to turn her head and see. 
 
    The cold, hard shape pressed again, firmly this time, and her body yielded to it as Fitzwilliam slid the cock shaped handle of the paddle inside her.  
 
    Elizabeth cried out, but Fitzwilliam didn’t slow, sliding the handle in as deep as it could go. She felt the hard edges of the paddle press into her thighs and ass as Fitzwilliam turned the handle inside. She reached back, searching for his hand to grab him and still his movements, but he’d taken hold of the paddle, and now he was gently pulsing the shape into her, letting the hard, wooden edges push against her sore ass. 
 
    “Fitzwilliam!” She cried, her hand helpless on her sore backside. She could just barely catch sight of him, a satisfied smirk creeping across his face as he rubbed her sore skin, thrusting the paddle handle into her, deeper and deeper. She could feel the pressure against her thighs, and something about it felt tawdry and wrong, but still her sex hummed, the familiar rush of arousal flooding to meet the shape inside her.  
 
    “Yes, my darling. Do you wish to protest this?” 
 
    “Please,” she whispered just as Darcy tilted the paddle just so, driving the hard, wooden cock downward, drilling into a spot he knew well – a spot that drove her mad when he played it with his fingers. 
 
    Yet, this was unlike his fingers. This was hard, solid, and unrelenting. This shape could not be changed or softened with protest. This shape would be her undoing. 
 
    “Would you rather we go back to using the other end, darling?” 
 
    “No!” She cried, then moaning as he drove the shape deeper. “You bastard.” 
 
    These last words were hissed just under her breath, but Fitzwilliam tripled his speed. 
 
    He’d heard. 
 
    As he moved the shape to nearly humming inside her, she could barely still the constant wail of need. 
 
    “What’s that, you say? Do be careful, Elizabeth, darling. I have another paddle just like this, only bigger – in every way.” 
 
    She gasped and found herself pushing back onto the handle, helping to drive it deeper inside.  
 
    Fitzwilliam hummed, appreciatively. “That’s a good girl,” he said. Then, he slowly twisted the handle inside her, drawing a cry of surprise as he brought the hard corner of the panel to press between her buttocks – and against the most sensitive parts of her sex.  
 
    She gasped, opening her legs to him as he drilled it inside her, grinding it against the knot inside her that set her legs to shaking, and sliding it against the slippery button of flesh that he often teased with his tongue. She bucked her hips on the paddle, relishing in the nature of this assault. 
 
    Suddenly, her ass ringed with new pain as Fitzwilliam slapped his open palms against her still red ass. She cried out, her body tensing around the paddle handle in response. 
 
    The sudden tightness of her body only amplified sensation, and she was beginning to feel a familiar heat, now. This time it wasn’t from the hard edge of the paddle on her ass. This was from the hard shape of the paddle drilling and plunging into her and against her, all while her towering husband watched with relish – all while he looked on with lustful satisfaction. 
 
    Knowing he was watching her, that he was enjoying her every response made her want to give in to the sensation more. She wanted to ride the paddle to completion, shuddering and quaking on the bed as he forced her to take it past the point of climax, until she was screaming the word porcelain for reprieve form the pleasure. 
 
    He’d done such a thing before. 
 
    More than once. 
 
    She curled into herself, letting the pressure and rhythm carry her through. She was so close – so close her legs were trembling. She tensed her thighs, tightening around the paddle again. 
 
    Suddenly, all sensation ceased as Fitzwilliam withdrew the handle from inside, leaving her throbbing and waiting. She turned to face him, but he did not meet her gaze. He simply pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and proceeded to wipe down the handle as though dusting a piece of furniture. 
 
    “Fitzwilliam! Where are you going?” She said, panting. 
 
    He gave an imperceptible shrug. “Why? Were you expecting something of me?” 
 
    Elizabeth collapsed onto the bed as she watched him, exasperated and angry. “Come back to me.” 
 
    He shot daggers from his eyes. “Did you forget this was a punishment?” 
 
    She swallowed, her body still shaking as the heat in her sex began to subside. Still, as she rolled onto her back, her backside began to sing from the pressure of her weight. “Please, Fitzwilliam. Please, don’t leave me in such a state. You wouldn’t!” 
 
    He grinned. “I would. Perhaps that will teach you, since a firm hand hasn’t made an impression in the past.” 
 
    Elizabeth moved as quickly as her stinging ass would allow and rose from the bed. Moving toward him. “You scoundrel. How dare you?!” 
 
    “How dare I? Oh, my darling, you haven’t begun to know the depths of my depravity. There are far worse things I could do.” 
 
    Her heart shot into her throat at this threat. 
 
    “Still, I will not do them with my Aunt Catherine in the bloody house!” 
 
    Though the tenacity was clear in his language and tone, he did not raise his voice. He turned back to the cabinet, as though to put the paddle away. 
 
    She lunged for it, snatching it from his hands, then without another thought, she marched back to the bed, threw herself onto it, and threw her skirts up about her, displaying her waiting sex to him, as she fought desperately to pretend her backside wasn’t screaming in displeasure. 
 
    Gripped the paddle by the flat edge and lowered it between her legs. 
 
    “Don’t you dare, Elizabeth,” he said, and the sound nearly turned her blood cold. And her sex screamed with a sudden surge of need. 
 
    “If you won’t satisfy my needs, I will have to meet them, myself.” 
 
    Then, she fought to hold his gaze as she slid the wooden handle deep into her sex. The sensation was different now, as she couldn’t meet the same angle he had, but it felt devastating, nonetheless. 
 
    She knew well enough the heightened sensation wasn’t from the shape that she now slid in and out of her wet sex, it was the look a sheer need and wrath that crossed her husband’s face. 
 
    She was doing a good deal of misbehaving that day. 
 
    He took a step toward her, and she closed her eyes, terrified of what punishment she might receive for his displeasure. Yet, when a rhythmic guttural sound drew her eyes open a moment later, she found her husband standing before her, his britches now unlaced and his rigid cock inches from her, red and smooth in his stroking hand. 
 
    He pulled at himself, his eyes trained on her sex as she fought to move the handle in and out at a similar speed to his. She was failing. 
 
    She turned it as he had, letting the corners of the paddle slide between her buttocks and against her mound. Yet, her grip was failing, and there was no way for her to get the same sensation. 
 
    It was infuriating. 
 
    “You think you’re winning this battle, don’t you love?” He said, his voice breathy from his own exertions. 
 
    Elizabeth smiled, but before she could respond, the paddle slipped from her fingers. The weight of it toppling toward the edge of the bed pulled the handle from her slippery sex. An instant later, it toppled to the floor at Fitzwilliam’s feet. 
 
    He stood there for a moment, his hand never stilling on his cock. “Having trouble, my darling?” 
 
    She shifted on the bed in frustration, moving to collect the paddle if he wouldn’t, yet he leaned over her, placing one of his strong hands against her collar and pinning her to the bed.  
 
    “Oh, don’t you move, woman. You want to feel the paddle? I’ll let you feel the paddle.” 
 
    She gave a half shriek, dragging herself across the bed away from him as he stooped to collect their toy from the floor. Yet, before she could reach the opposite side of the bed to escape him, he grabbed hold of her ankle, dragging her sore ass across the textured coverlet back to him. 
 
    He grabbed her ankles and lifted her legs high over her for just an instant – just long enough to spit down between her buttocks. She felt his saliva run down over her opening there, and she shuddered. 
 
    “Wait! Fitzwilliam!” 
 
    “You know how to make it stop,” he said, then without so much as a look, he pressed the hard, smooth head of the cock shaped handle against her ass and slowly lowered her legs, letting her weight press down on it. The smooth object slid into her ass slow and deliberate, a size that was just right to tease and titillate – a size she could take without preamble. 
 
    Unlike his cock. 
 
    He pressed the handle as deep inside her ass as it would go, then set the paddle flat against the bed. Before she could protest, he mounted the bed himself, straddling over her backside and he stroked his cock against her slick sex. She whimpered, feeling his weight shift the bed beneath them – feeling the handle of the paddle move inside her with each tiny sway of his huge shape. 
 
    He pressed a hand onto the bed beside her, then with his thighs spread wide over her, he plunged his rigid cock into her waiting, ready sex. She gasped, feeling him fill her wholly without a second’s pause. 
 
    “Oh god,” she whispered, the ache in her sex receding from the shape of him inside her. He buried himself as far as she could take him, his balls pressing against her backside as he held her legs up. Then, as he watched her face for response, Fitzwilliam began thrusting his massive cock in and out, lifting her backside just enough to shift the paddle beneath her and give her the sensation of being filled both ways.  
 
    She moaned with need, clutching his shoulders as he plunged wholly over and over, again. She dragged her nails across his skin, gasping with each thrust. She knew this sensation, having felt her body filled like this when in bed with Wickham, or with Wickham and the Lady Carrington at the Springtime Ball.  
 
    She’d loved it every time, often pleasuring herself in her husband’s absence to the memory. 
 
    Suddenly realizing her could give her this sensation without the aide of a third party set her heart to racing. How many ways could he take her like this, and how many tools did he have at his disposal? 
 
    “Harder,” she said, hoping that a doubled effort would move the paddle even moreso. 
 
    He grabbed her hands, pinning them to the mattress at her shoulders, then he spread his knees wide over her and drilled downward, his body slapping against her bared and red ass. With each slap of his skin against hers, her ass sang with the memory of his assault. 
 
    The sting of pain only heightened the sensations of pleasure. She felt her body tightening around him and the paddle. He seemed to feel the paddle sliding across the bed, and he stopped his thrusts just long enough to reach down between her legs, repositioning the paddle.  
 
    Yet, he didn’t slide it deeper. She felt it move, but as Fitzwilliam’s hands moved just out of sight, she waited to know his purpose. She heard a strange click, feeling the sound vibrate through the wooden shape still inside her. Then she felt the cold, hard wood of the paddle press against her backside and thighs. 
 
    Both of them. 
 
    The paddle had a mechanism that split it down the middle, and now it was splayed open, leaving the handle inside her ass, while the hard paddle was now pushed aside. 
 
    Fitzwilliam glanced up at her, a wicked look to his eye, as he slid his cock inside her again. Then he grabbed her by the hips, yanking her up into his lap. The pressure of his body shoved the paddle handle into her ass as deep as it would go. 
 
    She screamed out, but before she could utter a word, Fitzwilliam was fucking her, deep and rough, punishing her with his cock as his body slammed the wooden phallus deep into her ass. With each thrust, she was filled both ways, the shape of her husband and the wooden cock driving deeper and deeper in tandem, synchronized in their thrusts. 
 
    She opened her mouth and cried out, unable to resist the overwhelming sensations he was showing her. He touched his thumb to her quivering sex, moving it from side to side with the speed he knew would carry her over the edge. 
 
    It wasn’t enough. She was going to lose herself so wholly that she wanted to feel it beneath her fingers. 
 
    Elizabeth reached down between her legs and pressed her fingers over his thumb, rubbing herself with fierce speed.  
 
    Fitzwilliam thrust even harder, coaxing her to climax as sweat gathered across his brow. 
 
    “You love being ravished like this. Reduced to a common trollop, begging to be filled and fucked.” 
 
    “Yes,” she screamed. She loved when he talked to her like this – the way he would only ever speak to her. “I love it.” 
 
    “I know you do, Lizzy. I know you do. Now, take everything I give you,” he said, pulling her up so he could drive impossibly deep. 
 
    She cried out in rhythm, her fingers falling useless as Fitzwilliam took up the mantle, rubbing her sex with violent speed. Her body was tense and taut, vibrating as the crest of the wave continued to grow greater and greater. This release would be everything she’d wanted. 
 
    “Fitzwilliam! What is that ruckus in there?” A voice called, coupled by a rap at the door. 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyes flew open, and she stared at her husband in wide-eyed horror. 
 
    He didn’t miss a thrust, planting his strong hand over her mouth, he doubled his speed yet again, pressing his weight on her as he buried his cock deeper. 
 
    She fought to breath through her nose, watching her husband as the Lady Catherine tried the door handle to their apartment door. 
 
    “Fitzwilliam! I know you can hear me. Come to the door this instant.” 
 
    His expression shifted to a near snarl, and he bore down on her, the sensation drawing sound through even his tightly clamped hand. 
 
    Despite the near intrusion, the tawdry nature of the moment – knowing the Lady Catherine stood just on the other side of the door as Fitzwilliam Darcy annihilated his wife on their bed sent Lizzy’s whole body to convulsing. She gripped her husband tightly, fighting to pull him even deeper, and with still whirring fingers pressed to her searing sex, Elizabeth came for her husband, her body shuddering there, impaled on him and his vicious paddle. 
 
    He watched her expression as she came, the heat in her sex cresting and settling to a constant wave of release. He rode it with her, pounding into her sex as it tightened around him. 
 
    His eyes closed as his mouth opened in a silent scream, then he thrust twice more, his seed pouring into her in hot surges.  
 
    She clutched him to her, pulling him against her, feeling his body move and strain. 
 
    A moment later, he collapsed over her, pulling his hand from over her mouth. 
 
    They lay there together, labored breathing now matched between them. 
 
    Elizabeth ran her hands down the smooth contours of his back, wanting to absorb him. 
 
    “I know you’re in there!” Lady Catherine called again. 
 
    Yet, this time, Fitzwilliam roared. “Go about your own business! I will attend to you, later!”   
 
    “I beg your pardon,” she squawked. 
 
    Yet, Fitzwilliam didn’t wait for her to go on. “You heard me well enough. I will attend to you in my own time. Good afternoon!” 
 
    Lady Catherine could be heard in a tirade, but as the volume grew softer, Elizabeth knew she’d stormed off in a huff. 
 
    Elizabeth looked up at her beautiful husband, his brow now glistening with sweat, and fell in love with him all over again.  
 
    He withdrew from inside her and retrieved the paddle. She watched as he reset the mechanism that allowed the paddle to split. Once it was back to its original state, he set it beside their wash basin for later dealing. 
 
    After a long moment, silence still comfortable between them, he fought to straighten his cock beneath his britches. “Get yourself sorted, my darling. We will both have to deal with this at dinner.” 
 
    Elizabeth chuckled, softly. “I am so sorry, my love.” 
 
    He sighed. “I know you are,” he said, coming to sit at the edge of the bed beside her. “But please, Elizabeth. I meant what I said.” 
 
    She sat up to face him, letting her skirts fall down over her legs. “I know it. I will confer with you before I make invitations and decisions in the future.” 
 
    He exhaled, letting his head fall back in a gesture of relief. “Thank you. And I promise to try – I say again, try to be more welcoming to the idea of guests.” 
 
    “Would you have been unwelcoming to the idea of guests tonight were Lady Catherine not here?” 
 
    The thought that Fitzwilliam’s enjoyment of their erotic parties was waning hurt her heart. She looked forward to those gatherings for weeks on end, dreaming of all the naughty and shocking desires she might explore when their guests arrived. 
 
    He met her gaze, expressionless for a moment. Then, he smiled. “Indeed, I would have.” 
 
    Elizabeth took a deep breath, reaching for her husband, again. Her hand deliberately sought his cock, and he recoiled, fighting the grin that wanted to cleave across his face. 
 
    “Desist, woman. I am well and truly beaten, at the moment.” 
 
    She scoffed. “You’re beaten? I can’t feel either buttock, you brute!” 
 
    His eyes went wide, and he smiled, grabbing hold of her wrist to pull her to her feet. Then, he gave her backside an open palmed slap through the folds of her skirts. 
 
    She squealed, fighting to pull away, but he held her close, smacking her again for good measure before pulling her into his chest, his nose pressed to the top of her head. 
 
    He inhaled her, chuckling softly as she squeezed his buttocks in return. 
 
    “This cannot wait!” 
 
    They both startled, turning toward their apartment doors. 
 
    This voice was not that of Lady Catherine. This was a male voice, and one they both knew well. 
 
    Elizabeth moved to straighten herself, but she didn’t bother with her hair, nor did Fitzwilliam attempt to don his jacket. Instead, he hurried to the door, unlocking it just in time to meet George Wickham in the hallway, outside. 
 
    “What on earth is this commotion? Has the whole house gone mad?” 
 
    Wickham glanced between them, a knowing expression on his face. Yet, unlike any other time since the three of them had lain together, Wickham did not comment on their lustful activities. 
 
    “Have you not heard?” 
 
    Elizabeth took hold of her husband’s arm. Something about Wickham’s tone set her heart to racing. “What’s wrong? Is someone hurt?”  She asked. 
 
    Fitzwilliam didn’t wait for an answer, but instead surged out into the hallway, ready to go where he was needed. “Who is it? Come on, man. Speak.” 
 
    Wickham turned from Fitzwilliam to Elizabeth just as yet another commotion brought a chorus of startled voices from the far reaches of the downstairs. Someone else had arrived at the doors of Pemberley. 
 
    No one Elizabeth had invited. 
 
    Fitzwilliam took off toward the downstairs, his long legs carrying him faster than she or Wickham could keep up. Wickham held his arm out, inviting her to go first. 
 
    She took a step out into the hallway, ready to follow her husband. “Please Wickham. Just tell me. Is someone hurt? Is it Georgiana?” 
 
    He held out a hand to her, stopping her from rushing off toward the stairs. Then he turned her to him, and with a gentle touch of his fingers, set a wild strand of her hair back into place. 
 
    For an instant, she could’ve kissed him. 
 
    “No, Georgiana is fine. It’s Lady Carrington.” 
 
    A shrill voice summoned Elizabeth’s full attention. She knew this voice far better than any – her mother. “Please! Where is Lizzy. She must come down.” 
 
    “Lady Carrington? What’s happened?” She asked, turning with Wickham toward the stairs. 
 
    “Please, Mrs. Bennett. Take a breath. I cannot understand you,” Fitzwilliam said in the distance. 
 
    “What is this ruckus! Is this what Pemberley has become since your father died?! For goodness’ sake, your father would spin in his grave to see his legacy falling to such shamb -” 
 
    “Will you be silent, Aunt Catherine!?” 
 
    Elizabeth heard Lady Catherine cry out in offense, just as her mother began to wail. It sounded as though chaos was descending upon the ground floor, all as Mr. Wickham whispered at her shoulder. 
 
    His words had been impossible to hear over the din below, but something in the tone managed to break through. Something horrible and dark. Elizabeth stopped at the top of the stairs, turning to meet Wickham’s gaze. 
 
    “Excuse me? I must’ve misheard you.” 
 
    Yet, when Wickham spoke again, Elizabeth discovered that she had indeed heard him right. 
 
    “They found the Lady Carrington dead. She’s been murdered.” 
 
    Before Elizabeth could so much as breathe, her mother cried out in the foyer below. “My baby girl! They’ve arrested my baby, Mary!” 
 
    Then, her mother toppled into Fitzwilliam’s arms. 
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 A Sordid Display 
 
      
 
      
 
    London wanted to offer a welcome reprieve, but it was a false promise given the precious thing harbored in Newgate.  
 
    Still, Georgiana’s excitement was palpable. Were Elizabeth not fixated on the work at hand, she might have found it infectious. Instead, she simply smiled and nodded along to Georgiana’s stories of Madeline Baudelaire and the Baudelaire household. 
 
    “We studied together, sometimes. She is quite accomplished. So much so that her father was sure she’d be the first to marry, despite having two older sisters.” 
 
    Elizabeth couldn’t help but smile at this. She thought of her own sisters, and how rambunctious and difficult they’d always been.  
 
    Then, she remembered Mary, and Elizabeth had to fight to keep the smile on her face.  
 
    They visited Upton House first, and they hadn’t poured their second cup of tea before Miss Baudelaire assured Fitzwilliam his sister wouldn’t be allowed to leave Upton for a week at the least.  
 
    Elizabeth could feel his tension evaporate to hear it. 
 
    Despite Georgiana’s assurances that she was due to call upon her friend, he’d still feared his young sister would be tucked into their hotel with them, warily curious to see her brother and sister-in-law leaving in masquerade attire in the late hours of the evening, a pair of Venetian masks tucked under their arms. 
 
    Despite Fitzwilliam’s offer, Elizabeth refused to visit Newgate again. She would return to her sister’s side when she’d been of some use. Thus far, she’d done little more than gain entrance to the club.  
 
    Tonight, she would dig deeper. 
 
    She had to. 
 
    The notion unnerved her. If digging deeper was her aim, that might well mean making new friends. 
 
    She’d surely engaged with others before, but their foray into foursomes at Kenilworth House had some lead in. Fitzwilliam knew the gathering well. She felt somewhat guarded by his knowledge of the place. 
 
    Somehow, she didn’t feel as though Fitzwilliam could hold the same power in the Roslindale for one simple reason – were activities at Kenilworth to get out of hand, she could leave. 
 
    Leaving the Roslindale was admitting defeat. If she didn’t have any new information, leaving simply wasn’t an option. 
 
    She had to find someone who’d been there that night – hear directly what was discovered, what they might know. 
 
    And if that wasn’t possible, there was always the subject of Lady Carrington’s locket.  
 
    Still, the notion of what might be expected of her was turning her stomach. 
 
    Those nerves made for a rather quiet carriage ride across London. 
 
    Fitzwilliam sat beside her, their hips jostling against one another as they rolled down the road, yet not a word passed between them.  
 
    She wondered if his thoughts were as frenzied as her own. 
 
    The lights of the Roslindale were brighter tonight, the lower levels glowing with that familiar gold gleam of lamplight.  
 
    Fitzwilliam glanced at her to be sure she didn’t need help with her mask. His beautiful eyes were framed by the black mask on his face, but she fought to steady her gaze.  
 
    She recognized the look, even under the mask. Fitzwilliam was worried. 
 
    The driver dismounted at the bottom of the stairs, opening the door for them to dismount. The stairs were clear of other patrons, but a soft hum of laughter and voices could be heard drifting from the palatial façade ahead.  
 
    Elizabeth wondered how much of what went on inside could be heard were someone to loiter just under a window. Much of the festivities took place deep inside the building or toward the back side of the house. 
 
    Still, she wondered. 
 
    Fitzwilliam offered his arm as the driver gave his reins a quick flick to move the carriage along the drive.  
 
    Elizabeth hooked her gloved hand in the crook of Fitzwilliam’s elbow and pulled herself as close to him as she could. She wanted the illusion of his protection, even if he couldn’t give it. 
 
    Though Fitzwilliam was strong, tall, and foreboding to any who drew his ire, there was one thing he couldn’t protect her from here, and that was herself. 
 
    She’d realized on the carriage ride from Pemberley, hearing Georgiana talk of her girlhood friends, that she would do whatever it might take to help Mary. She would go as far as was needed, and not even her beloved husband could slow her. 
 
    The foyer was the same as last she’d seen, and the man behind the counter flashed the same tolerant smile of greeting to them. 
 
    This time, there was an air of familiarity to the smile, but it was still delivered down the length of the man’s nose.  
 
    Though he was friendly enough, Elizabeth was certain that every time this man eyed her, he was appraising her. 
 
    If she’d been found wanting, she almost didn’t want to know.  
 
    “Ah, good evening, Mr. and Mrs. Cervus. Shall we take your coats?” 
 
    Another gentleman appeared from just beyond the counter, clad in a perfectly pressed tailcoat, his hair slicked back so smooth, Elizabeth thought she might see her reflection in its sheen.  
 
    She let Fitzwilliam take her stole, then he handed his hat and coat to the younger man.  
 
    Elizabeth watched the man behind the counter as he ran a finger over the page of a large register. He found an empty line, dipped his quill, then met Fitzwilliam’s gaze, waiting. 
 
    “The Dark-Haired One,” Fitzwilliam said. 
 
    The man smiled, turning his eyes down to the paper. “But of course.” 
 
    Elizabeth watched as he scribbled their pseudonyms in spectacularly practiced script. 
 
    She stared at the register, following the lines up the page until she spotted a date along the far edge. 
 
    “Do you keep a record of every visitor to the Roslindale, then?” 
 
    The man perked, an eyebrow cocked as he looked at her. 
 
    Fitzwilliam’s hand grazed her elbow, but she did not turn her attention away from the host. 
 
    “We keep very precise records, Mrs. Cervus. Why do you ask?” 
 
    Elizabeth’s heart shot into her throat.  
 
    Here was a clue. There might be a list of every single member of the club present the night Lady Carrington died. All the host need do was turn the page, and she would have a wealth of clues. “Would you still have a register of who was here the night -” 
 
    Fitzwilliam took her arm in his hand, a warning that stopped her words right in their tracks.  
 
    She glanced down at the page, again, catching sight of a familiar name just as the host gently closed the book. 
 
    “We keep precise records, but we are quite keen on privacy, as are our clientele. I am sure My Lady understands.” 
 
    Fitzwilliam pulled her gently away from the counter. “Of course, and we wouldn’t have it any other way. Thank you, Tyrell.” 
 
    “Of course, Mr. Cervus. Enjoy your evening.” 
 
    She let Fitzwilliam lead her toward the massive black doors, clutching her fingers into his arm to let him know she wasn’t pleased with being carted around like a child. 
 
    “Damn it, what are you doing?” She whispered, her heart pounding in her ears. The answers were there. Somewhere in that book was the name – if not the pseudonym – of the real killer. It must be.  
 
    Yet, Fitzwilliam couldn’t get her away from it, fast enough. “I’m sparing you a world of frustration and embarrassment.” He said, rapping his knuckles against the black surface of the East Club door.  
 
    “Embarrassment?!” She said, her voice rising in volume. 
 
    The panel in the door slid to the side, and a hand inside appeared, holding an image of a masked man. “Who is it?” 
 
    Fitzwilliam leaned in. “The Marquis de Sade.” 
 
    The panel slid closed again, and before Elizabeth could press further, the doors opened. 
 
    All words ceased in her mind, instantly. 
 
    The scene was much as it had been the night of their last visit. Men and women clad in little more than gold paint moved through the hallways, some escorting patrons into side rooms, others touching one another as a show for the onlookers who’d yet to choose a pastime.  
 
    Elizabeth’s hold on Fitzwilliam’s arms tightened, but she kept pace, glancing into each room as they passed.  
 
    The first room had a massive round table at its center, and atop, three women were engaging each other in the most torrid of acts. Two of the women were painted gold, but the third was clearly a patron, her skin smudged with gold at her breasts and inner thighs. She was sprawled across the table with one gold woman lying between her legs, using her hands and mouth to pleasure the woman as a man in a black coat sat before the scene, smoking a pipe as he watched. 
 
    The next room contained a familiar face, the name she’d seen in the register. Monsieur Cochon stood at the center of the room, a gold-painted man on his knees beside him, a collar latched around his neck. Monsieur Cochon held the end of the leash, walking around the room as though shopping for China, the man on his knees crawling beside him wherever he went.  
 
    Elizabeth ducked forward, happy not be recognized. 
 
    Fitzwilliam slowed as they reached a familiar doorway. 
 
    The red room. 
 
    Elizabeth’s whole body tingled at the memory of their last visit to this place – and that room. She’d hoped they might return to it. Despite the foreign feel of the Roslindale, she longed for a semblance of familiarity. 
 
    She hoped it might settle her nerves. 
 
    Fitzwilliam glanced inside, and his expression fell.  
 
    Elizabeth stepped up to look inside just as another couple was inspired to do the same. Inside, an unfamiliar pair were engaged in something not unlike their own little spectacle a few nights before.  
 
    Clearly, Fitzwilliam had inspired more than just his wife that evening.  
 
    Elizabeth watched for a moment, imagining what it must’ve looked like to the onlookers when it was her impaled there on the two-headed snake. 
 
    The thought made her squeeze her knees together. 
 
    “Mr. and Mrs. Cervus?” 
 
    They turned, startled by the stoic voice. 
 
    A gold-painted gentleman stood before them, an expressionless look of authority on his face. 
 
    “The main chamber has opened. Tyrell has reserved it for yourself and your wife. If you’d come with me, please?” 
 
    With that, the gold man turned down the hallway, the muscles of his backside pinching and shifting with each step as he walked away.  
 
    She turned to face Fitzwilliam, her brow furrowed. “What does he mean? Did you request such a thing?” 
 
    Fitzwilliam sighed. “No, darling. I imagine this is our reward for your curiosity.”  
 
    He took her arm and began leading her down the hallway. 
 
    Though he was whispering, Elizabeth could still hear a tone – and she didn’t like it. 
 
    “I beg your pardon?” 
 
    “You had to ask questions.” 
 
    “Of course, I did!” She hissed. “Why are we here if not to ask questions.” 
 
    “We’re here to play the game, woman! Play the game first, then ask the bloody questions!” 
 
    Though they whispered to each other, the energy around them was shifting. Eyes were turning their way as they followed the gold man toward a brighter end of the corridor. 
 
    The other members of the Roslindale seemed to know something was happening – like some ritual sacrifice being led to the altar, and they were beginning to mill into the hallway to follow. 
 
    Elizabeth’s heart pounded in her throat.  
 
    The gold man’s naked form glowed for an instant as he stood framed in the doorway, then he disappeared within, followed instantly by her husband. 
 
    Elizabeth watched his silhouette as he stopped just inside, his eyes drifting upward as light cast across his face.  
 
    She swallowed and stepped into the main chamber. 
 
    The room was immense. Even grander than the throne room from their previous visit, its every surface was adorned with ornate tiling and obscene imagery. There wasn’t a straight line around the perimeter, like some theater in the round with fountains and sculptures framing the space, and each stretch of wall harbored sculptures. The figures were chiseled in a state of arousal, each of them in possession of a gleaming stone phallus that protruded from the wall at various heights. Above and below these phalluses, shackles were fixed along the floor and wall.  
 
    Elizabeth swallowed, imagining chained women impaled on them and shackled there, unable to pull away. She didn’t breathe. 
 
    She stepped into the room, watching as Fitzwilliam followed the gold man to the center of the space. The floor was tiled with a massive star shape of red and indigo, a sunburst of color on the smooth floor, and Fitzwilliam’s form reflected across its surface as though he stood on a mirror. 
 
    Yet, it was the same sight that drew her husband’s eyes up that stilled Elizabeth’s heart. 
 
    Around the perimeter of the room, several ropes and chains were latched and tied to anchors in the walls, and each length of chain or rope rose high up toward the glass ceiling overhead. 
 
    The array of tools that hung overhead turned her stomach, instantly. Despite the glorious space around them, the ceiling harbored a plethora of sights one would find in a dungeon – a cage of metal just high enough to hold a seated person, a rather large phallus protruding from the bottom of the cage. There were shackles and bars, as though intended to hang someone from the ceiling. Even a wooden rack hung there, waiting for someone to unlatch its chain and lower it to the center of the starburst floor where some unsuspecting victim could be strapped to it and tortured. 
 
    Yet, she knew the torture was voluntary. She knew these were the tools to excite many of the clientele of the Roslindale. 
 
    Still, the notion of any of these tools being used on her made her knees weak beneath her. 
 
    Elizabeth felt a murmuring at her back as people filtered in, an excited hush to their voices.  
 
    The gold man bowed to Fitzwilliam at the center of the room, then stood aside. “Please, allow me to fetch any tool you might require.” 
 
    Fitzwilliam stood in the center of the starburst, staring up at the ceiling for a long moment. 
 
    Elizabeth watched him shrug out of his jacket and roll up his shirt sleeves, just as he had the last time they visited the Roslindale. 
 
    The first time he’d done it, she found it endearing – almost exciting. Now, she was terrified. 
 
    Excited, but terrified. 
 
    An excited giggle informed her of one familiar guest standing at her back – Monsieur Cochon had come to take in the spectacle. 
 
    She listened to the murmurs, sure she could hear various patrons making bets on what he would choose or suggesting their own personal favorites. 
 
    Finally, Fitzwilliam turned to her, marching across the tiled floor with a sudden purpose.  
 
    She braced, herself, closing her eyes in wait of his touch. 
 
    Yet, he didn’t reach for her. Instead, she felt him walk right past her toward the wall of the room. She listened as the sound of a clanking chain echoed off the high ceiling. 
 
    Though, she couldn’t see him, she recognized the authority of the gold man’s voice. “Mm, good choice, sir.” 
 
    “Oh god,” she said, opening her eyes and looking up just in time to watch the massive rack slowly sink from its display above. “Please, darli -” 
 
    He raised a hand in her direction, a single finger pointing upward. 
 
    It silenced her, instantly. 
 
    The crowd murmured again with approval. The notion of onlookers enjoying the power he had over her – it almost infuriated her. 
 
    Almost. Not enough to still the intensity of her trepidation.  
 
    The gold man stepped forward to help guide the massive wooden table as it reached the tile floor. An instant later, Elizabeth watched as metal rails at its feet slipped into hidden crevices in the floor, locking it into place. 
 
    Dear god, what had she gotten herself into? 
 
    Fitzwilliam turned to her, and without word, tore the mask off his face and tossed it onto the tile floor. The expression beneath was as familiar to her as her own name. He’d changed. The way he always did when he was about to have his way with her; that intensity and focus – the passion.  
 
    It unnerved her. 
 
    “Take off your clothes,” he said, then he turned away again, moving along the outer wall.  
 
    She opened her mouth to protest, but the sound of yet another chain being unlatched from the wall stilled any words she might’ve found. She turned her eyes up to see what was coming. 
 
    A long metal bar with two shackles on each end was slowly teetering downward. 
 
    She swallowed, and despite the tension in her chest, reached back for the buttons of her dress. 
 
    Before she could unhook a single one, a woman painted in gold appeared at her shoulder.  
 
    “Let me help with that, darling,” she said, and Elizabeth felt the woman’s hands making quick work of her buttons. The dress came loose, and the woman helped her out of it, handing the garment to a second gold woman. Then, her helper rose to start the work of untying the stays of her corset, leaning into Elizabeth’s shoulder to whisper. “You’re one lucky girl.” 
 
    Elizabeth couldn’t respond. She was instead transfixed on the various contraptions that her husband chose to lower from their perch high atop the room – a rack, a shackled bar, a net of silk ropes hanging like some strange hammock. 
 
    She felt the cool air on her back and flinched, realizing she was almost completely naked there in the crowded space. It felt like some cathedral of stone, or a mosque in some exotic corner of the world. And she was bared to the space, and to every prying eye that waited with that same bated breath. 
 
    They too wanted to know what Fitzwilliam intended to do to her, but unlike Elizabeth, they might well know what each of these tools was for. 
 
    "Come, darling," he said.  
 
    She didn't move. 
 
    Elizabeth's limbs nearly atrophied there as she watched her husband prepare an implement of torture one only reads about in the darkest corners of history books. Yet, here he was standing beside it like some proud hunter with a prize catch. He stood silent, not looking in her direction despite her inability to follow his commands. Were they alone, he'd have glared at her, threatened her - anything. Yet here, he didn't say a word. 
 
    His silence was all the more frightening.  
 
    "You're keeping him waiting? Oh, you are a brave girl," said the gold painted slave woman that still stood at her shoulder. The woman's energy was almost frenetic in her excitement, and it seemed as though she only barely contained a wave of giggles.  
 
    Yet, Elizabeth wasn't being brave. She was surrounded by watchful eyes. The crowd had gathered to well over twenty people, she was sure, though she didn't dare look toward her audience. They'd settled into chairs and settees, some of them obediently knelt on the floor in wait of the show. How many of them were eyeing her know? How many were judging her every movement, with relish or disappointment? 
 
    The silence seemed to grow louder, the sound of someone coughing echoing off the high marble ceilings. 
 
    The slave woman pressed a hand to her bare back, but Elizabeth didn't move, keeping her arms across her chest as she stood there. 
 
    Finally, Fitzwilliam turned and met her gaze. He didn't speak. 
 
    He didn't need to. 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed, pressing her hand over her sex as the slave woman giddily tore down the last of her petticoats, as though ordered to by telepathy. 
 
    She stared at her husband for a long moment, feeling his eyes bore into her with impatience. 
 
    "I'm scared," she said, finally. It was meant just for him, but a whisper carried in the massive space, and several of her onlookers hummed their approval. 
 
    Apparently, they liked the notion of her being afraid. 
 
    Fitzwilliam held his hand out to her and waited. 
 
    It took every ounce of courage she had to step forward, and the crowd murmured in excitement to see her do so.  
 
    Elizabeth made her way across the room in slow progress, moving around the massive rack to meet her husband.  
 
    He held his hand out to her even as she arrived by his side. He was waiting for her to take it, and in doing so, bare some intimate part of her body to the room. It took a moment to choose, finally revealing her breasts to the watching crowd. 
 
    His hand felt cool to the touch, and he gestured for her to climb up a small stepping stool that was set alongside the rack.  
 
    She held his fingers tight in hers and climbed up, hissing softly as the bare skin of her backside made contact with the cold surface of the rack. It was solid and unforgiving beneath her, barely shifting as she settled atop it. 
 
    "Now, lie back," Fitzwilliam said.  
 
    Her heart leapt, but she did as she was told, leaning back slowly to adjust to the cold wood underneath her. She rolled her back and shoulders down flat, centering herself on the thing as though climbing into bed.  
 
    Fitzwilliam took her feet in his hands and gently lifted them up onto the rack. His thumb pressed into the ball of her foot, something she'd respond to with panic and playful frustration when they were alone. 
 
    It seemed trepidation cured her ticklishness. 
 
    She let her head rest on the hardwood just as Fitzwilliam placed her foot into an open shackle. She jerked, almost pulling her foot from his grasp, but he'd anticipated this, and he held strong. Soon, something soft pressed into her ankle, and she squirmed to look down at him.  
 
    A shackle, lined with what looked like sheepskin clamped around her ankle. A moment later, and her other foot was similarly shackled.  
 
    Fitzwilliam released hold of her foot and made his way around the rack.  
 
    She took the opportunity to kick against her restraints, wanting to know just how sound they were. Her feet lifted from the rack, but they would not move from side to side. She craned to see how she was restrained, only to find a similar bar to the one waiting by her head, only this one was holding her ankles a good width apart, and there would be no struggling against it. 
 
    A pressure at her wrist alerted her to her husband's presence again. She looked up, finding him towering over her, his groin just inches from the top of her head. He pressed her wrist into another sheepskin lined shackle and clamped it shut, there.  
 
    She pulled against it, swinging the bar it was attached to.  
 
    He took hold of it, stopping her, and their eyes met. 
 
    Despite the skewed sight of his face now upside down to her, the expression was as clear as ever it had been. Though he was about to take her and make an example of her for all to see, his eyes were soft with affection. 
 
    Still, even in the softness of affection, when he clamped her second wrist into its shackle, it was quite clear he was enjoying what he was doing. 
 
    Elizabeth stared up at the ornate panels of glass high overhead, imagining their beauty in the light of day. She fought to force her mind elsewhere, contemplating whether anyone was allowed in the Roslindale during the day, if anyone was allowed to utilize the space for just this purpose when the sun could shine through the panes of colored glass. She tried to guess what might lay in the far parts of the house, given the Roslindale was nothing short of a palace. 
 
    The cold of the air between her legs gave her a shiver. She was wet there and the sensation made her spread legs all but impossible to forget. No deliberate mundanity could carry her outside that room and away from those shackles. She was tied, naked, aroused, waiting - and she was terrified.  
 
    A finger grazed against her ankle, startling her back to the present moment. She craned to look down and found her husband standing there at the foot of the rack, his fingers wrapping slowly around a long wooden handle.  
 
    He gave her a smug, knowing smile and cranked the lever downward. 
 
    The wooden table split beneath her, drawing a frightened yelp. She shut her eyes tight, embarrassed by the involuntary sound, but they didn't stay closed for long. The rack was shifting beneath her, parting at its center to leave her ass hanging with nothing beneath it. Her legs strained, readying for the work of holding herself upright, but Fitzwilliam released his hold on the lever and left her with just the small opening, the edges of the wooden slats pressing into her buttocks. 
 
    "Oh, this is so exciting. What do you imagine he's planning?" A voice whispered within the gathered mass. It was a giddy man's voice, and she couldn't help but think of Monsieur Cochon.  
 
    If there was an image less arousing than that, she couldn't think of it.  
 
    Fitzwilliam rounded the rack suddenly, as though some new inspiration had taken him. He moved with a new purpose, marching past the rack and out of sight for a moment. When he returned, he held long stretches of satin, each dangling in half-loops from a metal ring. Fitzwilliam made his way back to the foot of the rack and quickly unlatched her feet. He stepped aside more than once, making sure to clear view of his efforts for their watchful audience. Once her feet were free, he slid a loop of fabric over each foot, then shackled them right back into place. Once she was securely restrained again, he came to her side and leaned over the massive shape of the rack. With a gentle tug on each loop, he slid them up the length of her leg, sliding them over her knees. Once in place, he gave the attached straps a good tug, yanking her knees upward. 
 
    She gasped, but didn't say a word as he let her legs relax again, leaning down to untie the long cords threaded through grommets on each of the fabric loops. They pulled tighter like a corset and soon she was locked into them, the smooth fabric cool against her skin.  
 
    Fitzwilliam moved to the head of the rack now, two long straps still gripped in his hand. They were each attached to one of the strange garters she was now laced into. He settled just above her head, looking down at her with a wicked grin. 
 
    Someone in the crowd gasped. "Oh, that wicked thing! I know what he's going to do! Oh my, yes!" 
 
    This was the voice of a woman, and she was softly hushed by her companion.  
 
    Elizabeth didn't see either. The woman's sudden excitement on tripled Elizabeth's sense of unease. What did this woman know that she didn't? 
 
    The answer came an instant later as Fitzwilliam yanked the straps upward, tugging her legs sprawled legs up into the air. She whimpered softly as Fitzwilliam latched the metal rings onto a bar high over her head. Then, as she lay there helpless, Fitzwilliam cranked another lever, and the bar rose slowly, the sounds of chains grinding through a pulley echoing through the room.  
 
    "Wait!" She whispered. "Please, what are you doing?" 
 
    The bar that held her feet wide apart remained steadfast, and with each inch the bar lifted, her legs rose high over her, leaving her knees spread impossibly wide as they were pulled almost to her breasts. Her sex was bared completely now, and the new sensation of cold air against her ass left her body shaking. She was spread open to the world in every sense, her ass dangling over the edge of the split in the table by no more than an inch or two. 
 
    Fitzwilliam stood back to take in the sight of her like some piece of art he'd commissioned.  
 
    Should could only imagine how she looked - her knees spread wide and bent to her breasts, held there by unforgiving binds, and her hands pinned high overhead, useless. 
 
    The crowd had been murmuring since the moment Fitzwilliam began lifting her legs, but Elizabeth just closed her eyes, almost afraid to see what he would do next. 
 
    "Bring out the piston!" Someone called. 
 
    This caused Elizabeth's eyes to shoot open, glancing around the room as though she might find and defend herself against whatever menacingly thing they suggested. 
 
    The piston sounded foreboding enough, it drew an undeniable panic - and curiosity. She glanced toward Fitzwilliam, waiting to see if he'd take the advice. 
 
    His expression read, plainly. He was humoring the idea, and the wicked look in his eye told her everything she needed to know about the piston.  
 
    "And spoil you all so soon?" He said, finally. "No, no. That's for a later time. Slaves!"  
 
    This last word came with an air of force she'd rarely heard from her beloved husband, and it startled her against her restraints. 
 
    From the sound of yelps and giggles, she wasn't the only one to jump at the tone.  
 
    Fitzwilliam turned toward the sound and raised an eyebrow. "Well, which one of you is ravenous?" 
 
    There was a moaning sound of approval, and before Elizabeth could understand his meaning, gold figures appeared at the side of the rack, blocking view of the crowd beyond. A man and a woman, and they stood at her side, their hands reaching for her body with hunger in their eyes.              
Elizabeth struggled against her ties, the sudden threat of their touch startling her. 
 
    Fitzwilliam barked at them both. "I didn't give you permission to touch, did I?" 
 
    The two gold slaves recoiled, looks of shame on their faces. They apologized just under their breath as several members of the crowd made tsking sounds. 
 
    The warmth against her breast startled her attention back to her husband. His hand moved over her skin, teasing at her nipple as he glared at the slaves. "Eagerness might be rewarded, but obedience, moreso. Impale them both." 
 
    A round of excited calls announced some unknown punishment was about to be carried out, and though both slaves were taken forcefully from the side of the rack, their expressions betrayed an unbidden lust and excitement. Whatever this punishment was, they wanted it. 
 
    "Now, you two," Fitzwilliam said, pointing out of her view. "Tell me, how obedient are you?" 
 
    Two more gold painted figures stepped into her view, but before they could come to stand beside the rack, Fitzwilliam snapped his fingers, pointing for them to come around to him, keeping them from blocking the view. Fitzwilliam moved to the foot of the rack and took hold of the lever that pulled the rack apart at its middle.  
 
    Elizabeth felt it shift beneath her again, but she stayed centered on her half of the table. It was the other half that was moving now, widening the gap between.  
 
    Fitzwilliam looked at the two slaves, a man and a woman. "Tell me, do you think you can entertain as well as the piston?" 
 
    The man straightened, fighting a smile, but the woman shivered, curling her fingers into the edge of the rack like a dog pulling at its chain.  
 
    A sudden lustful cry drew attention to one of the outer walls, and despite her prone position, Elizabeth could see one of the punished slaves being lowered slowly down onto one of the phalluses protruding from the wall, her legs tied up in a manner similar to Elizabeth, her body held aloft by a net. An instant later, a similar sound came from the male slave as he was given the exact same treatment on another phallus directly across from the first. 
 
    Fitzwilliam didn't even glance over. His eyes were fixed on her. "Very well. Get her ready for me." 
 
    He stepped away from the side of the rack, and the two slaves were unleashed upon her. The woman dove beneath the table, and an instant later, her head appeared from beneath, coming up through the opening between the two halves of the rack. She'd barely appeared more than an instant before Elizabeth felt her eager mouth clamp over her sex. 
 
    She screamed, pulling against the shackles that held her there, but it was no use, she was helpless. The woman's mouth devoured her as the man moved over the rack, climbing atop it to approach her sex from above. The woman slipped lower to give him space, and soon both of their mouths were on her, sucking and lapping with a hungry fervor.  
 
    Elizabeth gasped and fought for breath, but sensation overwhelmed her, and she found her mouth fallen open in a constant, silent scream. She tensed her stomach, fighting to lift her backside up and away from their attack, but the effort only heightened every sensation, and she could barely withstand the sudden rising of heat and sensation that was quickly rushing through her body, threatening to release in violent waves in front of all those prying eyes.  
 
    "Please! Make them - oh, no!" She cried, losing the breath it took to finish her words. She was too close to stop it now. She would come even if Fitzwilliam called them off, but if he did, it wouldn't be half as powerful, and despite her vulnerable state, she didn't want to still it now. She wanted to feel it in all its power, wracking her body as it threatened to do. 
 
    "Excuse me," Fitzwilliam said from somewhere not far off. "When I said get her ready for me, I meant both ways." 
 
    The woman between her legs growled with excitement, and before Elizabeth could process what her husband had said, the woman's tongue slid down over her ass, teasing at the entry there with each flick of her tongue. 
 
    Elizabeth's whole body seized and she came with such violence, the long straps holding her legs high over her pulled the crank a half turn, the bar holding her feet apart nearly braining both of the slaves as they pleasured her.  
 
    Fitzwilliam made haste, coming to the head of the rack as the slaves continued their assault, oblivious to the near injury. He turned the crank back, hoisting her legs upward again.  
 
    Elizabeth gasped for air, her body convulsing in a near constant spasm now as the sensation peaked again and held steady. She was too sensitive now for the slaves' attention, but her husband hovered over her there, watching her expression with feigned disinterest. 
 
    "Stop! It's too much," she whispered to the slaves.  
 
    They ignored her completely.  
 
    She turned her eyes up to her husband and cried out. "Please! Mercy!" 
 
    "Oh, have you had enough, darling?" 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak, but her head fell back, helpless instead.  
 
    "Ah, well then," he said with a grin. Then he snapped his fingers and both of the slaves recoiled like vampires in the wake of sunlight, crawling away from the rack. "You've served your purpose very well, haven't you?" 
 
    His final words were directed at the slaves. They both nodded, eyeing Elizabeth and her husband hungrily as Fitzwilliam glanced off to the far walls of the room. He gestured to the slaves still impaled on the walls. "Now, go bring both of them to climax. If you do it fast enough, I'll have you both impaled, as well."              
The two gold figures took off across the room, and an instant later, the wild cries of need echoed through the space from the two slaves still dangling in nets, their bodies filled and affixed to unforgiving stone.  
 
    Elizabeth's body was still trembling, not just from the fading release, but from a new and growing trepidation. Fitzwilliam had literally ordered the public impaling of two complete strangers.  
 
    She fought to still her breathing, frightful that he might speak and he'd take her shortcoming as inspiration to punish her, as well. Elizabeth imagined being dragged to one of the far walls and impaled like the others. Were they alone, the notion might've drawn her curiosity, but the thought all those watchful eyes on her as she was degraded in such a way - it would be humiliating. 
 
    She closed her eyes to the sound of the wailing and moaning coming from the slaves and remembered - that was entirely the point. A flash of Mr. Oliver Dougherty came to mind - the memory of him crawling across the floor in a saddle, a horse-hair plug lodged in his backside. The enjoyment these creatures took in their own humiliation seemed so foreign and terrifying to her, yet her body had tingled and sang when she was stripped and tied before the crowd. 
 
    It sang even now as her husband stood over her there, watching her closely as he untied one of the ropes anchored to the side of the rack. She'd barely time to consider what he was doing before her backside began to slip across the hard, wooden surface. 
 
    The rack was rising upward, lifting her upper body toward the ceiling. In a matter of seconds, her weight began to pull at the sheepskin shackles on her wrists, the weight of her legs held up from the bar high over her head.  
 
    "Fitz -" She said, catching herself halfway through the word. She turned to meet his gaze, hoping her expression would express her apology for her. She'd nearly said his name in this place, and there was no question such a crime would be considered grievous to him, especially when he was in this mood. "I'm so sorry. I'm sorry. Please, forgive me," she whispered. 
 
    He exhaled in a half laugh, then yanked the rope down again, this time with excessive force. 
Elizabeth was instantly hoisted up, her body hanging free almost a foot above the rack. 
 
    The shackles, however lined with soft sheepskin, began to pull at her wrists, and she wrenched her arms in them, fighting to relieve the pressure. Nothing worked.  
 
    Suddenly, her stomach tightened. She wouldn't last there very long without reprieve. If Fitzwilliam didn't change course soon, she might have to utter their word. 
 
    It would be the first time she'd ever said it.  
 
    "You, come here," Fitzwilliam said, calling to someone out of sight.  
 
    Elizabeth's belly was beginning to scream with the effort of holding her legs up. Despite the straps being tied overhead, she was fighting to curl into herself there, anything to relieve the pressure on her wrists. 
 
    "Just there. Good girl," Fitzwilliam said, still speaking to someone out of sight.  
 
    Something grazed against her backside, and her body jerked, involuntarily, causing her wrists to turn in their shackles. She winced, a soft murmur of discomfort escaping her lips. 
 
    The sensation returned now, this time in sudden speedy procession as what felt like a dozen thin ropes were dragged beneath her. She craned to look down, ignoring the pain at her wrists to do so. 
 
    Before she could make sense of what she was seeing, the sound of chains rolling through a pulley echoed across the room, and the pressure at her wrists lightened. 
 
    The strange ropes across her backside dug into her flesh, but this discomfort was nothing compared to being strung up as she'd been. She relaxed in the netting of satin ropes, feeling one slide up between her buttocks. It took every ounce of will not to sigh in relief.  
 
    "Thank you," she said, meeting Fitzwilliam's gaze as he came to stand before her.  
 
    He smiled, reached up to her wrists and took hold of them. Then, with a great heave, the whole world moved around her. He was pulling her out from over the rack, closer still to their prying audience.  
 
    Once he'd moved her to the open air, he let go, letting her swing on the chains overhead like some strange windchime, her legs still bent to her chest, her ass pinched between the ropes of netting, and her sex bared for all to see were she to simply swung around a few more inches. 
 
    Gratefully, she remained facing the doors.  
 
    Should anyone walk in, they'd surely get an eyeful, but for now, there was no one to ogle her most intimate places like some sculpture at an art museum. 
 
    And she wouldn't be surprised in the slightest were a patron of the Roslindale to openly enjoy such a thing.               
"Now," Fitzwilliam said, his voice carrying with a little more purpose than before. "What shall I do with her?" 
 
    The crowd burst into excited voice, suggestions flying every which way. Elizabeth listened to them with her heart in her throat. "The piston, lad! Bring in the piston!" 
 
    "Impale her!" 
 
    "The clamps would be a nice touch." 
 
    "Auction her off!" 
 
    Elizabeth closed her eyes and fought to still the rhythmic throb of her heartbeat pounding in her ears.  
 
    The effort was in vain, as Fitzwilliam's next words nearly stopped her heart completely. 
 
    "Perhaps one of you would enjoy toying with my wife, no?" 
 
    The crowd burst into a new chorus, voices upon voices volunteering for a chance to do whatever they might like to her.  
 
    Elizabeth squirmed against the netting, tugging her wrists at her shackles. "No, please," she said, craning to look at her husband.  
 
    He didn't even acknowledge her, there.  
 
    "Come now, Monsieur Cochon. She isn't your usual vintage, now is she?" Fitzwilliam said, and a voice giggled maniacally in response. 
 
    "No, but I do so love ordering these gentlemen around. I could certainly think of something." 
 
    Elizabeth fought to straighten her legs, praying she might be strong enough to rip the satin straps that held her curled into herself there. "No! Damn it!" 
 
    Fitzwilliam laughed. "I've no doubt you could." 
 
    "Stop this. I beg you, stop this!" She said, her voice growing louder, now. 
 
    His eyes widened and he gave her a quick glance. "Oh, the lady doth protest. I might have to punish her for that, as well." 
 
    "F - Mr. Cervus! Please," she said, hissing in an effort to hide her words from the crowd. 
 
    He ignored her. "Yes, you, sir." 
 
    Elizabeth strained there, nearly growling in the wake of her effort. She willed the straps to break and the shackles to bend. She did not volunteer for this. Though he'd warned of this very thing, he hadn't said it would be tonight. He hadn't informed her she would no have no choice in the matter when it came time to choose who. Now, there was a rustling and shifting of chairs as the man Fitzwilliam invited to have his wife made their way to the front of the crowd. 
 
    "Lucky bastard," someone called. "She'll be a fun one to break in." 
 
    Elizabeth's body began to shake from the effort of fighting her restraints, and she collapsed in the net, settling there for an instant to regain her strength. 
 
    She was curling her hands into fists, ready to pull herself upward when Fitzwilliam reappeared before her, turning to face her with a look of stern warning.  
 
    She glared right back at him, the rage of utter betrayal rising in her chest.  
 
    She didn't want this. She'd wanted everything else her husband had ever done to her, but this - not having a say, relinquishing all her power to a man who harbored no love for her, who might well enjoy doing her harm. 
 
    Elizabeth tensed her every muscle and lifted upward, kicking her shackled feet out toward her husband. She came within inches of his chest, and the crowd roared with appreciation. 
 
    His glare shifted, suddenly. Then he leaned in closer to grab hold of the harness, again.  
 
    Elizabeth glared right back and pursed her lips. If he thought he could take power away from her like this, he was sorely mistaken.  
 
    Fitzwilliam gave the harness a push, and Elizabeth spun around in a circle there, her naked body turning with the chains overhead. She spun about-face before a hand grabbed the net again and stopped her.  
 
    Her eyes went wide as she fought to focus on the room spinning around her, her lips tightening around the first syllable of an unbreakable promise. 
 
    "Porce -" 
 
    The word stopped on her tongue as the new figure slid his hands up the straps of netting high over her head. 
 
    She swallowed the rest of the word as George Wickham smiled down at her, his plain leather mask useless against the familiarity of that rakish smile.  
 
    "Are you quite sure, M'Lord? I don't imagine she's ready for what I have in mind," Wickham said, holding her gaze as he spoke. His eyes moved down the length of her bent body, settling on her sex for an instant, then moving back up to her face.  
 
    Her cheeks burned.  
 
    "Oh, I assure you, Monsieur Renard - she'll take what we give her." 
 
    There was an appreciative hum from the crowd at this, and Wickham touched his open palm to the inside of her thigh, moving it downward with achingly slow speed.  
 
    Elizabeth tensed, bracing herself for his touch, but Wickham merely let his fingertips play at the fold of her thigh, then move back up to her knee. 
 
    "Well, in that case," Wickham said, then he pushed the net again, spinning her back to face her husband.  
 
    His expression was changed now, a beseeching look that said, "Now do you see?" 
 
    Yes, she thought, and she almost scolded herself for losing faith in him. 
 
    She held his gaze for a long moment, hoping that he would somehow read her thoughts, but the sudden pinch of the ropes across her backside pulled her full attention. She craned her neck to search for Wickham over her shoulder, but he'd dropped out of sight. An instant later, the sudden wet warmth across the skin of her backside let her know exactly where he was - or more aptly, where his tongue was.  
 
    "Here, dear. Let me help you get comfortable," he said, pulling the stretch of rope that had settled between her buttocks free.  
 
    She sank just so as her ass settled into an opening in the net. She gave a soft yelp in surprise, pulling at her shackles to hold herself steady. The effort was senseless as Wickham quickly took hold of her from below and slid his tongue between her buttocks. 
 
    Elizabeth cried out, a familiar panic settling into her chest. Suddenly, she was painfully aware of what was about to happen to her. Something she'd experienced with relish before, but the notion of such things happening with an audience - it was enough to chill her blood. 
 
    "Come now, Renard. Tell us what she had for lunch." 
 
    There was a murmur of both laughter and disapproval from the crowd, and Elizabeth felt more exposed then than she had ever before. 
 
    Wickham rose to his full height behind her, holding her against his chest. "I'll do you one better, prick. I'll let you find out for yourself when you suck my cock, afterward." 
 
    The laughter returned and Wickham planted his open palms to her outer thighs. "I'm ready if you are, darling," he said. 
 
    Elizabeth looked up at her husband, watching as his fingers curled around the chain that held her net aloft. She watched him for a long moment, feeling Wickham's hands at her backside, kneading her gently in wait.  
 
    Suddenly it struck her that Fitzwilliam was waiting for her approval. As he'd said so many times before, nothing would happen unless she wanted it to. Even as he'd successfully tricked the room, and almost her otherwise, still he moved only with her consent.  
 
    Elizabeth swallowed, knowing well what was about to happen to her body there in that crowded room, and she nodded.  
 
    Fitzwilliam's hands moved just so, and the net dropped a matter of inches. It was enough, as the smooth head of Wickham's waiting cock slid between her slick buttocks. She'd nearly missed the warm rush of oil being poured across her backside. 
 
    Wickham teased his manhood against her ass, letting her feel how slick they both were. When he was ready, he'd slide into her with ease, whether her body was ready or not.  
 
    She kept her eyes trained to the ornate tile of the floor then closed her eyes, barely able to breathe as the anticipation grew unbearable.  
 
    "Shall we, then?" Fitzwilliam said from mere inches away.  
 
    Elizabeth's eyes shot up and she found him standing before her now, his shirt gone, his britches open, and his hand firmly gripping his considerable cock as he moved closer to her. She watched him stroking himself, a glint of light letting her know he too had found the oil.  
 
    The crowd murmured now, letting Elizabeth know it wasn't just her helpless to anticipation.  
 
    "After you, Monsieur Renard," Fitzwilliam said, then he took hold of the bar that held her ankles apart. He lifted it over his head, letting it fall across his shoulders. Then he took hold of her, helping to steady her as Wickham slid his cock against her with teasing slowness.  
 
    Both Fitzwilliam's and Wickham's hand gripped her, opening her to the intrusion.  
 
    Fitzwilliam held her gaze, a patient look of arousal and concern.  
 
    The head of Wickham's cock pierced into her ass, and she gasped, only to feel him retreat again to tease more. He slid into her again, this time just a little deeper. 
 
    Elizabeth's mouth fell open, but she didn't make a sound, exhaling as his cock retreated again.  
 
    He slid into her a third time, letting his cock bury deeper now.  
 
    Fitzwilliam held her there against him, his own hard cock pinned to her as Wickham pulled from inside her one last time.  
 
    Wickham leaned into her shoulder, kissing her gently so that no one could see the act of affection. "Are you ready for me?" He whispered. 
 
    Elizabeth took a deep breath, feeling her body relax in the absence of his rigid shape. She curled her fingers into fists and gave her nod of consent. 
 
    Wickham's cock slipped into her as though intended to be sheathed there, burying himself as wholly as his body needed. The shape of his body pressed against her ass gave instant reprieve to the pressure at her wrists, only to have it return as Wickham readied for another thrust. 
 
    Elizabeth gasped, his second thrust going faster and deeper, and as he curled his fingers into the straps of netting, Fitzwilliam shifted before her and the crowd cooed their approval.  
 
    "Oh, god," she said, softly, letting her head fall backward. She watched the beautiful stained glass high overhead, its patterns shaking and shifting with each of Wickham's thrusts. 
 
    The sudden touch of Fitzwilliam's cock against her sex made her whole body tense as the slick shape of him moved over the most sensitive parts of her sex. She fought to stifle a whimper, but he pressed against her, harder. She gasped, turning down to watch him.  
 
    His eyes were trained on her, and he smiled. He'd been trying for a response, and he slid his hard cock against her again, watching her face as the sensation drew another gasp. Once he'd seen the reaction he wanted, he held her gaze there, sliding his cock lower, letting his knuckles press against the sensitive mound there.  
 
    She closed her eyes again, letting her mouth hang open as Fitzwilliam's hard shaped cleft into her and slid inside, letting Wickham's thrust move her onto his cock little by little.  
 
    The hard shape filled her, holding steady there as Wickham drove into her over and over, his breathing growing labored and hoarse.  
 
    "Dear god, that lucky girl," a woman moaned from the crowd. 
 
    Fitzwilliam clutched her to him, holding her steady for Wickham's assault.  
 
    She let her head fall forward, pressing into Fitzwilliam's chest as her body yielded to Wickham over and over. The sensation was familiar but made strange by every minute detail - the net holding her aloft, the strange weightlessness of her position. And above all, the many eyes watching their every gesture and touch, listening to every sound. She felt vulnerable in a way she'd never known before, seen so completely that she half expected someone to read her every thought as though written on paper. She closed her eyes to the sensation and rest her head on Fitzwilliam's chest. 
 
    He shifted against her, and the sensation startled her upright again. Fitzwilliam clutched the net at her hips and pulled her toward him now, driving himself deeper inside her.  
 
    She gasped, feeling both men push into her at the same time. She was filled deeply, Wickham's warm breath drifting over her shoulder as he slipped his hands past her husband's and collected several strands of netting in his fists. With their arms crossed over each other, the two men both slowed their pace, then as though synchronized by some silent beat, they both pulled her, driving their cocks into her as deeply as she could take them - then a little further. 
 
    Elizabeth turned her face upward and screamed. 
 
    They simply retreated for an instant, then pulled again, driving into her in tandem. This was a new and powerful sensation, the way they matched pace and depth. It was similar to the two-headed snake Fitzwilliam used on her just a few nights before.  
 
    Like it, but surpassing it in every way.  
 
    Elizabeth held her breath, waiting for each new thrust to fill her. She cried out each time, wanting use of her hands to touch them, to pull Fitzwilliam closer and feel his body grinding into hers, causing friction in all the right places to send her careening over the edge. She whined, softly, pulling at her restraints in an attempt to curl into herself and heighten sensation.  
 
    It was no use. Her body was too exhausted to do anything save for take what these two men gave her. 
 
    The net shifted at her hip, a strange pressure moving over her skin. She startled, yelping as the sensation moved around her waist, then downward. 
 
    Wickham had pried his arm through the net and was now slipping his hand over one of her breasts, playing with deft fingers at her nipple.  
 
    She clenched her fists, pulling her arms taut over her head.  
 
    Another hand moved against her, this one belonging to her husband. She gasped, craning to watch him as his fingers slid down between her legs. There he played at the sensitive flesh with a swift motion, caressing and rubbing just the right way to make her scream. 
 
    And she did, her mouth open wide as she watched his hand move, the dark tuft of hair at his groin moving in and out of view beyond.  
 
    Wickham growled behind her, his teeth clamping down on her shoulder as he drilled into her at a faster pace.  
 
    Fitzwilliam quickly matched his pace as best he could, but Wickham was about to succumb, and Elizabeth could feel the desperation in his touch and hear it in his breathing.  
 
    She leaned her head back to him, letting it fall against his shoulder.  
 
    He turned into her cheek, nibbling her ear as gently as he could as sensation took hold of him and he came inside her. His grip tightened on her breast just as his cock drove as deeply as it could, surging there in rhythmic pulses as he loosed his seed inside her.  
 
    Fitzwilliam's hand didn't move from her sex, but he reached down now, grabbing the net just beneath her ass. He pulled her forward and upward, forcing her body to meet his thrusts with new freedom. There was no other pull slowing his thrusts now, and his labored breathing began to devolve into angry grunts. 
 
    He snarled up at Wickham just as his partner pulled his cock from inside her ass. "Take over," he said. 
 
    Wickham obliged, sliding his hand down over her belly just as Fitzwilliam dropped both hands out of sight, grabbed hold of the net under her and hoisted her up into him, drilling his cock into her with such unbelievable intensity, she feared he'd break one of them with each new thrust. 
 
    Yet, there was no stopping him. Even if she'd wanted to, the sudden whirlwind of movement against her sex drew only a mad, shuddering wail from deep in her chest as Wickham's fingers vibrated against her. She screamed again and again as each new thrust drew her closer and closer to release. She wanted nothing more than to feel the rush of warmth and atrophy that came with it, and she heard her cries echoing off the high ceilings, like some lustful chorus in a dirty greek play. 
 
    Elizabeth watched her husband's cock thrusting into her and succumbed, her head falling back onto Wickham again as his fingers continued to play her. 
 
    Fitzwilliam's mouth fell open, as well, and he fought not to cry out as his body jerked into her. He was too close to stop now. 
 
    Elizabeth clenched her fists overhead, listening to her husband's soft cries receding, all while the same rhythmic echo of her own cries carried through the space. 
 
    Yet, she wasn't making those cries. 
 
    Elizabeth watched her husband for an instant, seeing the momentary helplessness of his release and relishing in it, but the sound drew her eyes toward the watching crowd. 
 
    The cries weren't hers at all. There was indeed a chorus, as two separate groups had given in to their desires and began fornicating, one couple was pumping away on the blue satin settee, the other was on the marble floor, the woman on her knees to watch the show as her partner thrust into her from behind. 
 
    Throughout the crowd, there were hands reaching to hidden places and moans of excitement and need slipping from otherwise calm lips.  
 
    Elizabeth turned her eyes away, as though she'd made the mistake of looking directly into the sun. She turned back to her husband, watching him slowly slip from inside her, his cock red and slick, still rigid despite his seed being spent.  
 
    He stepped away from her just as Wickham's hand moved back over her belly. He made quick work of loosing her hands from their shackles, and her arms fell, useless across her chest. Wickham reached through the net and took hold of the bar that held her ankles apart, and with a flick of his wrist, the straps that held her legs aloft fell free over her. He held fast to the bar, not letting her useless legs fall. 
 
    "Ready?" Fitzwilliam said, and Wickham nodded beside her. 
 
     The sounds of lust grew louder from the crowd, and Fitzwilliam pulled one of the ropes. Elizabeth's harness began to slowly descend.  
 
    Wickham held tight to the bar, even as the net dropped closer to the floor. He was almost holding her legs into the air before Fitzwilliam tied the rope off again. Then he moved toward her, taking hold of her ankles one at a time, unlatching them with careful hands.  
 
    Her legs fell with a fiery pain, and she groaned in response to the sensation. Once her second ankle was loosed from its shackle, Fitzwilliam turned toward the far side of the room and snapped his fingers. 
 
    A pair of gold-painted slaves appeared at his side. 
 
    "Take her. Don't let her feet touch the floor, do you understand me?" 
 
    "Of course, M'Lord." 
 
    Wickham stepped into her view, his face unmasked, and offered her a smug wink just as the two strong-armed slaves stooped down and hoisted her up.  
 
    She struggled to move her arms, but soon had them wrapped around each of the slaves' shoulders. 
 
    "Wait," she said, frightened of what was to come next. "Where are they taking me?" 
 
    The words had barely left her lips when the net fell away beneath her. She was now helpless in their arms, and they were moving. 
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 Yes, Mistress Darcy 
 
      
 
      
 
    The doorman stepped aside, bowing deeply as she entered.               
"M'lady," he said, the gold paint that covered his body gleaming as he dipped far below her eye line. The man was taller than most, almost as tall as Fitzwilliam, yet he bent at every point to prostrate himself before her. 
 
    She swallowed. 
 
    The smells and sounds of the West Club were instantly unfamiliar. The air was heavy with a sweetness of perfume and incense, and in the distance, the sound of a woman laughing.  
 
    Elizabeth felt naked, Wickham walking just inches behind her as she made her way down the main corridor. A loud smacking sound echoed down the hall, followed by the breathless whimper of a man. 
 
    The sound stilled her where she stood. 
 
    She fought with her nerves to glance into the first room they passed. 
 
    The room was empty. 
 
    Another crack echoed, followed by that same breathless lilt. She'd heard similar sounds before. She'd made them herself. 
 
    Yet, even out of sight, she knew what was taking place in the main chamber up ahead. 
 
    "That's what I thought. Now, go ahead. Tell Mistress how naughty you've been." 
 
    Elizabeth waited for a response. When one didn't come, the crack of a whip followed.  
 
    Again, the recipient moaned.  
 
    "I am sorry, Mistress," a man said. His words were rewarded with the sound of the whip, again. 
 
    "That's not what I wanted to hear, now is it, pet?" 
 
    Something grazed against her lower back, and she startled, jerking around to find its source. 
 
    Wickham stood just behind her, his brows high in expectation.  
 
    She'd been standing still for several moments now, just listening. 
 
    Listening wouldn't earn her a place in the West Club, and Fitzwilliam would be waiting in his voyeur room for her. 
 
    She made her way further down the hall but stopped again just outside the main chamber.  
 
    Wickham gently pressed at her back, making sure that no one saw. 
 
    The chamber came into full view, and Elizabeth held her breath. This room was almost identical to the main chamber of the East Club, but the rich reds and golds of the East Club had given way to deep navy blue and silver. Every wall held a mirror, and much like the East Club, several of the walls displayed stone and leather phalluses. 
 
    Not unlike the East Club, several of these phalluses were in use. 
 
    Elizabeth held her breath as she took in the room. Two women were chained to the walls, their bodies impaled on the phalluses as their legs shook. They'd been displayed there like artwork, their legs aloft in netting to keep them from being able to lift themselves from atop the phalluses. 
 
    The third person impaled on a phallus was male, his legs in netting and shaking just as the two women were. 
 
    And at the center of the room stood a woman whose mere presence filled the space, spilling over into other rooms. Her body was strapped and tied into leather and silk, her breasts bared and held aloft by silk cording that was tied in intricate knots. Her breasts and hips were pressed beneath a corset of shining leather, and her knee-high boots were dusty and worn. 
 
    She was a Morrigan, a warrior goddess of sex and power. Elizabeth watched her lower her face to meet the tear-soaked gaze of the man she'd been punishing.  
 
    He gazed upon her with such abject desire, it was almost unnerving to witness. She tucked a finger up under his chin, letting the whip dangle down between his legs where it danced against his erect cock. "You've been a good boy, haven't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress?" 
 
    She smiled, standing to her full height before him. She stepped into him, and her bared breasts, lifted and pinched by tied cords of silk pressed against his face as she ran her gloved fingers through his hair.  
 
    The whip was still pressed squarely between his legs, and he began to thrust his hips toward her. 
 
    Elizabeth's whole body ached with need, but of what she knew not. 
 
    "Shall I reward you?" She asked. 
 
    The man whined, still grinding toward her as she pressed her breasts to his open mouth. He sucked at her, hungrily. 
 
    "Hmm, perhaps not," she said, reaching up over his head. She pulled a small lever, and the man's bound hands dropped, his weakened legs buckling beneath him. He fell to the floor, crying out in protest, as the woman turned to face Elizabeth for an instant. 
 
    Elizabeth's jaw dropped. 
 
    Nell Dougherty smiled at her, then pointed to two men in painted gold. "Impale him like the others. He's bored me." 
 
    The man squirmed on the floor, protesting his fate, but the two gold servants simply collected him from the floor and moved him to one of the far walls. Elizabeth watched as a net was lowered to the perfect height, then watched as the man's face distorted in a lustful shock as they poured oil over the stone cock, then slowly lowered him onto it.  
 
    "My darling, I'm so glad you could come," Nell said, gesturing toward Elizabeth. 
 
    She felt her stomach drop through the floor. 
 
    "What have you brought me?" 
 
    Elizabeth froze, feeling Wickham's excited energy just at her back. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words would come. 
 
    He stepped forward, raising a hand. "I believe I'm the offer -" 
 
    "Did I tell you to speak?" Nell said, pointing the folded whip toward Wickham. 
 
    He went silent, but a smirk played at the corners of his mouth. 
 
    "Come, darling. Let's get you into something more comfortable, shall we?" Nell said, then she snapped her fingers again, and the same gold footmen appeared at Elizabeth's sides. They both bowed, holding their hands out palms up. Elizabeth froze, unsure of what she was meant to do. 
 
    Elizabeth's eyes darted around the room, then. From the moment she entered, she'd been unable to see anything beyond the powerful Nell Dougherty, but now as she was being brought into that bright circle, the rest of the room came into focus. Much like her last visit to the main chamber of the East Club, this room harbored several onlookers. Many of them were women of all ages. There were men present, but they were all either on their knees or on all fours. Some of the women were watching while lounging on settees, but others were seated upon the backs of what Elizabeth understood to be their own naked devotees. 
 
    She quickly imagined Wickham in such a state, and the thought stirred something in her that she wasn't prepared for. 
 
    Then she thought of Fitzwilliam, his body bent, prostrating himself just to allow her a place to sit. 
 
    Her knees went weak. 
 
    She didn't want to ask such a thing from him, but the notion - the mere idea of him giving himself to her like that, of him trusting her like that - 
 
    It gave her pause. A delightful, longing pause. 
 
    "Don't just grovel, you useless things. Undress the lady. She'll need room to move." 
 
    The two men in gold rose to their feet, and without a word began to untie the stays of her dress. She'd experienced this before, and she felt no less vulnerable and bared. Still, watching Nell hold court before her left her feeling somehow different. This didn't feel like being bared to the world.              
This felt like being adorned. 
 
    She let the two men strip her gown, leaving her in her corset and petticoats.                
 
    "Will you be comfortable like that, my love?" Nell asked.  
 
    Elizabeth nodded, glancing down at herself. Her bosom was lifted and displayed, and her shoulders and ankles were naked. Still, the way the two servants folded and handled her dress and underthings, it was as though they held spun gold.  
 
    She met Nell's gaze, and Nell offered an almost surreptitious wink. 
 
    It diffused a world of worry. 
 
    "Now, darling. How shall we train this mongrel of yours?" Nell said, stepping forward to press her folded whip up under Wickham's chin. 
 
    He lifted his head in silence, but he was smiling. 
 
    Elizabeth could sense his smile would get him in trouble. 
 
    Nell shot her a sideways glance, then leaned in, pulling off one of her long leather gloves to take hold of his face in her bare hand. She squeezed him, standing two inches taller than him in her formidable boots.  
 
    "I see. You've brought me an untrained mongrel. Strip him and string him up!" She called, turning back toward the center of the room. She quickly snatched a wine glass up from one of the servant's trays, downing a full glass in one go.  
 
    The same two servants appeared beside Wickham, each of them working on buttons or ties as they pulled jacket, shirt, boots, and britches off of him, leaving him to stand there, naked. 
 
    And proudly so. 
 
    Wickham was having a good time, and he wasn't the least bit concerned with who knew it. 
 
    The gold servants led him to the center of the room and lifted his arms, tying him to a bar that swung free from the ceiling.  
 
    Elizabeth watched in helpless curiosity, shaken from the stupor only by the flirtatious grin Wickham shot her.  
 
    "Now, my dear Mrs. Cervus. What would you like to do with this toad?" 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed.  
 
    Nell gestured for her to step forward, and she did, fighting not to stare at Wickham's already erect cock.  
 
    It was no use.  
 
    He did have a lovely member. 
 
    And he knew it, which read clear on his face when she finally looked up again. 
 
    She was beginning to almost regret bringing him. 
 
    "Darling?" 
 
    Elizabeth jerked, turning to face Nell. 
 
    "This is your slave. What would you like to do with him?" 
 
    Elizabeth stared at Nell's warm, smiling face, her heart racing in her ears. She had no idea what to do, and Wickham grinning at her wasn't helping her confidence in the slightest. 
 
    Damn it, I'm supposed to be in charge. Take control, Lizzy! Do something! 
 
    Nell leaned into her, turning her face away from the onlookers. "There's no wrong answer here, sweetheart." 
 
    "Are you certain of that?" 
 
    Nell almost chuckled. "I am. Tell me, do you care for this man?" 
 
    Elizabeth shot Wickham a sideways glance, fearing that he might hear. She'd pondered this very question more than once, but never dared share her thoughts aloud. 
 
    Now seemed to be the time. "I do." 
 
    "But not like your husband." 
 
    Elizabeth stiffened. "No, certainly not." 
 
    Nell smiled. "That is helpful. Do you want to please him or punish him?" 
 
    Elizabeth turned to face Wickham. His handsome face was shaved clean, and his smirking expression read flirtation in every gesture. He'd brought her pleasures she'd never imagined possible as a young woman, giving her husband a power over her that most women could only dream of. Still, he wasn't her husband. He was a tool. Nothing more. 
 
    At least Fitzwilliam would say so. 
 
    Yet, he was here, tied to a bar before the watchful eyes of a dozen powerful women, his body bared and aroused. He'd agreed to this, and surely, he agreed to it out of idle curiosity, but he'd done so when her own husband would not.  
 
    She couldn't help but bear him affection, and once she'd done her duty here - giving the waiting crowd a show that would earn her a place in the West Club - she could explore further. If there were clues to be found in the West Club, it was Wickham who'd helped her gain access to them. 
 
    He had her affection. He'd earned it. 
 
    "Both," she said, finally. 
 
    He beamed at her. 
 
    Elizabeth glowered at him, turning to Nell. "I don't know what to do," she said. "I'm afraid I'm going make a fool of myself." 
 
    "Take control, beautiful." 
 
    Both women turned to Wickham. Nell glared with a warning look, but Elizabeth felt a sudden wave of release. 
 
    "I am at your mercy. Just remember. Everything stops if I say Andalusia." 
 
    And with that, he grinned at her from ear to ear. 
 
    "Blindfold!" Elizabeth said, her voice booming throughout the chamber.  
 
    A gold servant appeared at her side, offering up a long sash of silk.  
 
    She went to reach for it, but Nell stopped her hand. "Only lift a finger when you want to. Everything else, you can command of someone else. They are here at your mercy, as well." 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed. "But I don't know them?" 
 
    Nell smiled. "Yes. That's part of the allure to them. He isn't your only toy, tonight." 
 
    The notion of that sent a shiver down her spine. She took a deep breath, thinking of all the silly plays she'd performed with her sisters, all the command performances she'd given as Desdemona or Ophelia in the parlor rooms of her family home. 
 
    Now was the time for a performance.  
 
    Elizabeth turned to the gold slave and nodded. "That will do," she said, searching for her own inner queen. 
 
    The servant made quick work, wrapping the silk around Wickham's head and tying it tight at the back.  
 
    "Well, that's disappointing," Wickham said, grinning beneath the blindfold. "I was enjoying the view." 
 
    Elizabeth stepped into him, grabbing hold of his face as Nell had done before. She turned him, pressing her lips to his ear. She wanted this to look the part, but she was pleading with him. "Will you stop!?" She said. 
 
    "No," he said. "Beat it out of me." 
 
    Her breath stilled in her chest as she realized what he was doing. He was trying to motivate her.  
 
    She thought of Nell's question, again.  
 
    Do you care for this man? 
 
    Yes, she did. And now she wanted nothing more than to punish him for it. 
 
    She let go of his face and turned to a long table standing just behind her. She glanced up, seeing similar contraptions to the main chamber of the East club, but she didn't have time to lower any of the racks and pulleys. She needed to start something, otherwise, she might bore her watching public.  
 
    Elizabeth took in the sight of the table, scanning every whip, paddle, phallus, strap, clamp and crop that waited before her. She grazed her fingers over one of the leather phalluses, fighting the shiver it gave her. She'd never had the notion to use such a thing on a man, yet the gentle whimpers of the man still chained to the wall made her wonder whether a man could enjoy such things like a woman could. 
 
    She wasn't ready to find out, now. 
 
    Elizabeth touched her fingers to a strange shape. It was a square piece of metal with straps dangling from its four corners. She glanced to Nell for explanation. 
 
    Nell just smiled and snapped her fingers. 
 
    The gold servants appeared, snatching the strange contraption up from the table. They quickly moved to Wickham's side, slipping two loops around his thighs before strapping them in place. 
 
    "Oh, what's this now, darling?" He said. 
 
    A moment later, the second pair of straps were being wrapped around his waist, pressing the metal slat over his cock. The two servants reached beneath it to position his cock downward. He winced. 
 
    "Christ, what have you done?" 
 
    Elizabeth watched as the two servants pulled the straps as snug as they'd go, pinning the metal barrier over his cock. Then they released him, leaving him there with his erect cock imprisoned beneath a metal barrier. 
 
    She watched him for a moment, squirming slightly as he shifted his weight. He had been half erect before, but given his protests, she wondered if he'd maintained any manner of erection as the cold metal was clamped down over him. 
 
    She touched her hand to something on the table and smiled. 
 
    "Not so cheeky, now, are we?" She said. 
 
    He grimaced. "You don't play fair, Madam," he said, a smirk still dancing across his face. 
 
    She had a notion of how to make that smile fade. 
 
    She picked up a long feather quill from the table and moved toward Wickham, relishing in the knowledge that he couldn't see her. She held the sharp end tight between her fingers, then ran the billowing feathers across his abdomen. 
 
    He gasped, his body jerking in surprise. "Oh god, woman. What're you doing?" 
 
    Elizabeth smiled, grazing the feather over his nipples and up the length of his neck, tickling his ear. "Why whatever do you mean?" 
 
    He hissed, turning his head away from the tickling thing. Elizabeth fought the urge, but it was no use - a smile was creeping across her face. 
 
    She looked down the length of him, taking in the sight of his naked shape. She'd seen this body before, even touched every inch of it, yet such freedoms had only been taken in the company of her husband. The sudden revelation that this body was at her mercy now, and that this rakish and infuriating man had given her full permission to do as she liked to him - it set her whole body alight.  
 
    She ran the feather across his knee, running it along the inside of his thigh and upward.  
 
    His legs rippled with effort. 
 
    "If you're going to keep this up, please tell me you're going to take this bloody thing off." 
 
    She stepped into him, taking his face in her hand, again. She turned him away, his blindfolded face now facing the gathered crowd. She pressed her lips to his ear, letting her breath come in slow, warm waves. "The more you protest something, the more I am inclined to continue." 
 
    She flitted her tongue against his earlobe, then nibbled, softly. 
 
    He shivered in response. 
 
    She let go of his face, running her hand down over his chest. She curled her fingers, letting her fingernails drag over his bare skin. She made a point to let one catch over his nipple just enough to make him gasp. 
 
    Elizabeth fought to keep her voice level, letting it drop to the lowest octave she could manage.  
 
    "If you have a complaint, I do believe you know the word, do you not?" 
 
    He wriggled his wrists in their restraints but didn't respond. 
 
    Elizabeth turned to the table, snatched up a long-handled riding crop, and snapped it against the outside of his bare thigh. 
 
    He hissed, again.  
 
    "I'm sorry. I expect you to answer when I ask you a question." 
 
    Her heart was in her throat as the words came, but she felt a sudden overwhelming surge of inspiration. She shot Nell a sideways glance, fearing that she may have veered off course somehow, but Nell Dougherty had taken several steps back, leaving Elizabeth to hold court with a self-satisfied grin. 
 
    Nell Dougherty approved, indeed. 
 
    "I'm sorry. What was the question?" 
 
    A murmur moved through the crowd, a sound of warning and excitement. It was clear there was no shortage of women in the room who wanted very much to train this new slave – and gentlemen who wanted to be trained. 
 
    Elizabeth felt a surge of excitement again, coupled by frustration. She felt almost compelled to hit him again, but she could somehow sense that hitting him at that moment would be wrong. 
 
    She'd be hitting him in anger, not out of a desire to please him. She had to make this moment feel wondrous to him, even as she made it hurt. Even as she took power away. 
 
    She'd learned from her husband just how possible - and wonderful - such a sensation could be.  
 
    She wanted to give that to Wickham, even if he drove her mad as she did it. 
 
    "Tell me, darling. How does that cold metal feel on your cock?" 
 
    The words were out of her mouth before she could contemplate the tawdry nature of them.  
 
    Wickham smirked, but before he could respond, she tapped her knuckle against the metal plate, making sure she hit right where his cock would be trapped beneath. 
 
    He shirked away. "It's bloody cold." 
 
    "Is it, now? Shall I warm you up, then?" 
 
    He smiled. "Oh, yes please." 
 
    Elizabeth stood there for a moment, scanning the far corners of the room. She knew exactly what she wanted. On every one of the far walls of this chamber, there were collections of thick white candles, each of them lit and oozing long tendrils of wax. She took a step away from Wickham. 
 
    A soft exhale, barely enough to call a cough, drew her attention.  
 
    Nell Dougherty had cleared her throat, and when Elizabeth met her gaze she understood why. 
 
    Nell remained perfectly still but turned her eyes toward the servants still standing at attention at each of the chamber doors.  
 
    Elizabeth fought to still her own sense of inadequacy. This wasn't a place where she collected her own candle. This was a place where she was expected to demand her needs be met. 
 
    She straightened, as though she might grow another inch if she willed it hard enough. She remembered Nell snapping her fingers and did the same. 
 
    A man clad in gold paint appeared at her side.  
 
    She turned to face him, only to have him avert his dark eyes the instant they met hers. 
 
    It was impossibly endearing.  
 
    She reached down, taking his chin in her hand to gently turn him up to her.  
 
    He met her gaze, his expression betraying both relish and surprise in this kind touch.   
 
    She leaned into him, whispering so Wickham wouldn't hear. "Fetch me one of those candles by the door, please darling." 
 
    The man's brow furrowed in temporary confusion, then he marched across the room with his head bowed. He hadn't been confused by the request or even the word darling. It was clear her kindness elated him. 
 
    It was the word please that seemed to throw him. 
 
    This was the detail that would be the hardest part of her charade.  
 
    Not teasing Wickham without her husband present.  
 
    Not knowing that every move she made was under close inspection, not just from the watching crowd, but from her husband, somewhere hidden away.  
 
    No, the most difficult part of her evening would be simpler than that. 
 
    She would have to forget her manners. 
 
    The servant returned with not just one candle, but a tray of them, each of them burning for some time. Elizabeth touched her fingertip to the soft wax rolling down.  
 
    "Are you quite sure that's what you want?" She asked. “To be warmed up?” 
 
    Wickham gave a dramatic shudder. "Oh, yes. It's rather frigid in here." 
 
    The grin swept across his face as he turned toward her, following the sound of her voice. 
 
    She took one of the candles from its tray and moved with a graceful side-step, coming around to his backside. Despite the watching crowd, she tilted the candle over her own fingers first, making sure that the wax wasn't an excruciating heat. 
 
    It burned, but it was tolerable, and the wax hardened almost instantly as it rolled over her fingertip. 
 
    Despite her trepidation and almost virginal sense of inadequacy, something sent a thrill down her spine. Her sex tingled. 
 
    She held the candle close to Wickham's back. "Careful what you wish for, darling." 
 
    The wax dripped onto the smooth curve of Wickham's buttocks, spattering in a star shape before hardening. 
 
    Wickham recoiled, fighting to step forward as his chains held him in place. "Good god, woman! What're you doing?" 
 
    Elizabeth tilted the candle again, letting a good pour of wax drip down onto Wickham's smooth, beautiful backside.  
 
    He recoiled again, hissing at the sensation.  
 
    "What's wrong? Is it too hot for you?" She asked. “I thought you said you were cold.” 
 
    She settled her hand on his buttocks, lifting the newly hardened wax away from his pale skin.  
 
    He gave a quiet gasp at the touch, and she flicked another piece of wax away, rubbing her fingers against the reddened skin.  
 
    "Shall I stop?" She asked. 
 
    Wickham seemed to lean into her, a gesture of longing that made her want to touch him again.  
 
    She stopped herself. 
 
    "No," he said. "Is that all you've got?" 
 
    There was an instant of frustration, but it was quickly followed by an urge to smile.  
 
    However infuriating he was, he was being this way for her. She wanted to still that cocky bravado and make him shake. She wanted to best him there, not because of their audience, but because she simply wanted to hear him sigh. 
 
    She wanted to hear him make the noise of a man who'd given himself - who'd submitted himself to a woman, completely. 
 
    "I assure you, it isn't." 
 
    He turned his head toward her, and despite the blindfold, she felt seen. "Oh, I know." 
 
    Elizabeth touched her finger to the candle, tilting it to let the white wax drop down his backside, sending long rivulets of wax over his buttocks and down toward his thigh.  
 
    He winced, but he didn't pull away this time.  
 
    She gestured toward the gold men again, feeling a thrill when one of them came marching across the chamber to her.  
 
    "Fetch me some water. As cold as you can manage." 
 
    The man bowed his head, offering an almost silent agreement before scurrying off to do her bidding.  
 
    She returned her attention to Wickham, moving around to his side, and the curve of the bone at his hip. She let the wax drip there. This time, the sensation clearly shocked him, and he gave a soft hum, a sound she'd heard before.  
 
    This was the sound she heard when Fitzwilliam was properly inspired. It was a declaration of arousal - and warning. 
 
    She felt her lip curl just so, and she reached up to grab the soft waves of Wickham's hair. She pulled his head back, drawing a smile. 
 
    If that sound was truly a warning, she wanted to remind him of who was in control. 
 
    "How do you feel, darling?" She asked. 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, but the heat of the wax dripping onto his chest and over his nipple stopped all sound. He gasped, holding his breath as she moved to the other nipple, giving it the same slow, torturous treatment. 
 
    "How does that make you feel?" 
 
    He groaned, softly. "I hope to show you, one day." 
 
    Her legs weakened just so at this, but she held fast. 
 
    A sudden movement at her elbow caught her attention, and she turned to find the gold slave bowing beside her, a silver tray in his hand. There on the tray was a small silver dish with shards of ice slowly melting within.  
 
    Her eyes went wide. She couldn't have asked for a better surprise. She made to thank him but stopped herself. 
 
    Forget your manners, she thought, nodding to the table. 
 
    He set the tray down, and Elizabeth returned her focus to Wickham, drawing the candle down over his smooth belly. She dripped over his navel, watching as the white liquid slowed then stilled. She ran her fingernails down the front of him, letting them pry up the now hardened wax. 
 
    She held the candle for a moment, letting the wax collect, then in one deliberate motion, poured its full contents down over his belly. The mass of wax rolled downward, catching and pouring over the edge of the metal slab.  
 
    He exhaled. 
 
    "How lucky. Tell me, are you grateful for the protection?" 
 
    He swallowed. 
 
    She relished the sight of it. 
 
    "Yes," he said. 
 
    Elizabeth set the candle down on the table, turning her attention to the wax over his nipples. She pried it off of him, peeling piece by piece as she listened to his breathing. Once the wax was lifted completely, she turned back to the table, taking up a piece of ice in her fingers.  
 
    She ran the ice over her lips, wanting to feel the tactile sensation of it melting against the warmth of her skin. "Does it still sting?" 
 
    He nodded. "A bit, yes." 
 
    "Well, here. Perhaps this will help." 
 
    Elizabeth pressed the very edge of the ice to his nipple, and he hissed, his mouth falling open. She rolled it over the tiny nub, encircling it as the ice melted and left clear trails of water to run down his chest. She moved to the second nipple, letting the ice melt completely against him.  
 
    She ran a cold fingertip up under his chin, then gestured toward the opposite side of the chamber. A woman in gold stood there in rapt attention, her expression one of excited need. She rushed forward, coming to bow at Elizabeth's side.  
 
    Elizabeth gestured toward Wickham. "Drink every last drop, dear." 
 
    The woman gave a wide-eyed look of excitement and lunged toward Wickham, planting her open mouth to his bare skin.  
 
    Wickham gasped, and it was almost a whimper. 
 
    Very little had ever thrilled her so completely. 
 
    The slave continued to flick her tongue at him, moving down over his belly as she followed the trails of liquid. 
 
    Elizabeth felt her heart begin to race. An idea had struck her. She'd known some tantalizing sensations in her husband's company. She wondered how Wickham would respond to the same. 
 
    Elizabeth took up another ice cube, moving around to his backside again. She ran her fingers over the red marks left by hot wax, quickly dabbing the ice cube to his skin.  
 
    His breathing was growing shallow, and the sound only spurred her onward. She moved the ice over his skin, making sure to tease every inch of redness left by the wax. 
 
    Then she moved toward the cleft in his backside, letting the ice settled there, melting along the crack as clear drops disappeared between them.  
 
    Elizabeth gave a half laugh, almost shocked by her own tawdry thoughts, then she pressed the ice between his buttocks, slowing running it down over the hidden place there. 
 
    Wickham sighed, "Oh god, woman." 
 
    She pressed her fingers deeper, teasing the swiftly melting ice at his ass, as though promising to penetrate him. 
 
    His body tensed, and the clefts in his buttocks sharpened as he lifted onto his toes.  
 
    Elizabeth took her hand away, the ice having disappeared completely. "Oh, darling girl," she said. 
 
    The slave stood to attention, coming to Wickham's side. 
 
    Elizabeth gave the subtlest gesture. "You've missed some." 
 
    The girl's eyes went wide, and she dropped to her knees, licking the smooth curve of his lower back, the red marks on each buttocks. Elizabeth watched her in rapt attention, waiting to see Wickham's response. 
 
    The slave girl looked up at her, a mischievous smile on her face. It was clear she knew what Elizabeth expected from her, but it seemed she wanted to be sure Elizabeth gave permission. 
 
    It was clear this woman was more than comfortable with her role of chamber slave. 
 
    "You know what to do, darling," Elizabeth said. 
 
    The woman licked her lips, then took hold of Wickham's backside in both hands, opening him to her. 
 
    "What're you -" Wickham started, but before he could finish his sentence, the woman lowered her gold painted face and pressed it between Wickham's buttocks, tongue extended and ready. 
 
    Wickham's whole body convulsed, his arms tugging at his chains as his legs and ass rippled with effort. He cried out, a sound that carried shock and desperation all at once. 
 
    Elizabeth moved, swiftly, coming to stand before him again. She reached up to him, tearing the blindfold upward.  
 
    Wickham's eyes met hers, his mouth open in a silent pleading.  
 
    She watched his expression, her fingers curled in his hair. 
 
    The slave hummed her pleasure behind him, and Wickham gave a soft cry of pleasure. 
 
    Elizabeth hummed deep in her chest. She'd wanted to hear that sound, but nothing could've prepared her for just how it made her feel. His face flushed, and he looked away from her. 
 
    The gesture unnerved her. There was no more mischievous defiance to his eyes, no more contrary words. He was losing himself to sensation, and he didn't have the strength to defy her anymore. 
 
    Elizabeth felt a rush of warmth from deep in her sex. Were Fitzwilliam close at hand, she'd have reached for him then.  
 
    She had half a mind to reach for Wickham, but now wasn't the time for that.  
 
    Elizabeth reached down to the metal plate clamped over Wickham's sex. "How's it feel, now?" She said, tapping her knuckle to it. 
 
    He recoiled, sending his backside further into the waiting hands of the slave woman.  
 
    She growled her approval and doubled her efforts, only drawing a pained expression from Wickham.  
 
    He turned to face Elizabeth then, a pleading look of frustration and need. 
 
    Unlike before, she didn't feel vulnerable in his gaze. Instead, she felt vindicated - powerful. He wasn't looking at her with challenge in his eyes. Now, he looked at her with need. The metal slab that kept his hard cock clamped down was clearly causing him discomfort. 
 
    She had half a mind to tighten it, just to punish him for his wise comments before. Still, now wasn't the time. He was complying. He was behaving. He was letting her win a battle she'd never known she wanted to fight. 
 
    She took a step away from him, taking in the sight of him tied there. She wanted to let him see her watching.  
 
    The sight of the gold woman's face fully hidden between Wickham's buttocks made Elizabeth giddy. The whole scene was undeniably delicious, and she wanted nothing more than to hear him submit completely. 
 
    "I think you can do better than that, girl. Show me you mean it," Elizabeth said. 
 
    The slave woman gave an almost evil laugh, then darted her tongue into Wickham, penetrating him. 
 
    He convulsed, violently, shuddering so hard he nearly lost footing. The slave leaned back and lunged into him again, squeezing the smooth flesh of his backside as she held him open to her. It was clear Wickham wasn't the only one enjoying himself.  
 
    Elizabeth moved on him again, running her nails down over the length of his belly, letting her fingernails play at the very edge of the metal slab. "Does that feel good, my sweet boy?" 
 
    Wickham swallowed, nodding. 
 
    "I didn't hear you." 
 
    He gasped as the slave woman doubled her effort again, lowering her face down to tease at his balls from beneath him. "Yes!" He said. 
 
    Elizabeth pressed her palm against the metal slab, pinning his cock down even harder. She spoke slowly, relishing his pained expression. "Yes, what?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress!" He cried. 
 
    Elizabeth turned to the table one last time, snatching up a final piece of melting ice. She reached for him, prying her fingers beneath the metal that was wearing a red line across his groin. She lifted it just enough to slide the piece of ice underneath, watching his expression as the cold moved over his skin. 
 
    He groaned, taking a shuddering breath as he met her gaze. 
 
    "Is there something you want?" She asked. 
 
    He nodded. "Yes," he said. Then before she could correct him - "Mistress." 
 
    She fought to hide the thrill it gave her.  
 
    "I thought you might. And what is it you want?" 
 
    He opened his mouth, but the words caught as the slave reached up between his legs, cooing in excitement when she felt the ice water rolling down his inner thigh.  
 
    "I'm sorry, I didn't catch that. Could you speak up?" 
 
    "Release," he whispered. "Untie this god awful thing?" 
 
    Elizabeth looked toward the watching eyes, glancing back at Nell for what she was unsure. She wanted to give him exactly what he asked for, but somehow, she feared doing so might disappoint her audience. She'd nearly forgotten their watchful eyes as she heard Wickham's whimpers, but now, as she moved to reward him, she feared such an endeavor was incorrect. 
 
    "Oh, you want me to free you? Do you think you've been well-behaved enough?" 
 
    He gave a soft grunt, helpless to the woman's touch between his legs as she moved up the inside of his thigh. 
 
    "Do you think you deserve a reward, darling? Honestly?" 
 
    Wickham gave a shaky exhale, then spoke. "No, Mistress. I don't." 
 
    Her eyebrows shot up. Something in Wickham seemed to have changed. He was no longer the rakish, cocky man she'd entered with. This wasn't a ruse anymore for him. He'd truly given himself to this, and in those quiet words, Elizabeth heard an acknowledgment of more than just his cocksure chiding.  
 
    She heard real contrition. 
 
    It was almost irresistible.  
 
    Elizabeth leaned into him, letting the rough edge of her corset press against his bare chest. "Beg me." 
 
    Wickham turned his eyes down, taking in the sight of her, then fought to draw his nose closer to hers. "Please, Mistress." 
 
    Elizabeth straightened, snapping her fingers with a sudden ferocity that startled each of the waiting slaves. She turned about the room, making eye contact with each of the remaining three slaves - another woman and the two men.  
 
    They all pressed in, rushing to her side as she grabbed hold of the straps at his hips, and in one violent motion, tore them free, leaving the metal slab to drop from his waist, pulling the straps at his thighs until it had fallen to the floor. 
 
    "Make him come - twice." 
 
    Without even a second's pause, the four slaves assaulted Wickham, their eager mouths seeking him with lustful aggression. A slave of each sex knelt at his cock, sucking and lapping at any piece of bare flesh they could reach, their hands rubbing and caressing along his hips and thighs. The same slave woman remained at his backside, plunging her tongue into him over and over as the second male slave dipped to lap at him from below.  
 
    Wickham's eyes went wild, then closed as his whole body shuddered, violently.  
 
    Elizabeth watched as one of the male slaves swallowed Wickham's seed, moaning his appreciation at the taste. 
 
    Wickham's breath came in urgent pants as he tried to catch his breath. His expression softened, as though he thought the worst behind him. 
 
    Elizabeth met his gaze, a warning glare etched on her face. "I said twice." 
 
    The slaves tripled their efforts as Wickham cried out in desperate protest. She could only imagine how heightened every sensation must be now - how nearly painful their determined mouths must feel.  
 
    She turned for the door of the chamber, waving her hand over her head in a parting gesture. "Take him to the baths when you've sucked him dry." 
 
    And with that Elizabeth marched out of the main chamber, hearing the satisfied murmurs of her audience as she reached the torchlit hallway and darted into the first empty room. 
 
    She pressed her back to the wall, grateful to be alone for a moment.  
 
    Her heart was racing, and she could still hear Wickham's desperate cries, their pitch growing higher as the chamber slaves brought him ever closer to a second release. Despite the nerves she felt at that moment, there was an elation still humming in her chest. She'd done something to a man that she'd only ever read about in novels. She'd made a man give himself over to her - completely.  
 
    And in front of a room full of women even she found formidable.  
 
    Still, even as Wickham's sighs filled her ears, she fought to drown out these racing thoughts. She had to pretend that she was somewhere simpler. She had to forget the lustful events of that night, forget the tightness in her stomach and the warmth between her legs. She had only so long before these rooms would be occupied. 
 
    If she was going to explore, it was now or never.  
 
    Elizabeth fought to steady her breathing, but it was no use. She didn't know how much time she might have before the crowd in the main chamber would part, searching for private quarters to engage with their partners and spend their own lustful needs, yet she couldn't bring herself to move.  
 
    She had to look around, for what she knew not - something to save her sister. Anything to tell a different story than the one told by London's constabulary.  
 
    And she had to do it without being caught. 
 
    She leaned her head back, the sateen wallpaper smooth against her bare shoulders, and closed her eyes.  
 
    Breathe, Lizzy. 
 
    She took a deep breath and blew out through pursed lips, fighting to still the shaking rhythm of it. 
 
    Finally, she moved. Elizabeth scanned the room around her - a deep green wallpaper covered the walls here, and the furniture was of dark mahogany and velvet covered chairs. At the center of the room was a large wooden table, straps and cuffs attached to each of its corners. Along the outer edge of the table, Elizabeth saw a strange groove, like a gutter of some kind. She followed the groove to the far end of the table, where the lines from both sides converged in a drain of some kind. 
She ducked down to look under the table, and her breath caught in her throat. 
 
    There was a strange contraption just beneath the drain - a place to chain someone so that whatever might spill down from the table would fall upon the person chained there. 
 
    The room instantly felt dark - too dark even for her own tawdry and sometimes violent desires. She moved back out into the hallway and lunged into the room across the hall. This room harbored an elaborate display of ropes and chains on each of the walls. Some of the ropes were woven together and looked rather similar to the nets hanging along the walls of the main chamber. Elizabeth moved along the wall, touching a stretch of cord. It was surprisingly smooth to the touch. 
 
    Were she not imagining the Lady Carrington being throttled with them, she might've found them intriguing. 
 
    "The room you're looking for is at the end of the hall." 
 
    Elizabeth startled, spinning around to find Nell Dougherty standing in the doorway. She did not glare with barely veiled derision. Her expression was patient, almost pleasant. 
 
    Still, she was standing half dressed, the only clothing to speak of on her upper body a collection of well places silk cords. 
 
    Despite the impressive woman's appearance, Elizabeth hurried to join her in the doorway. She glanced down toward the end of the hall. 
 
    "The one on the left. The blue room." 
 
    Nell didn't speak at her full volume, but it was also clear she didn't intend to whisper. Nell Dougherty wasn't the sort of woman to fear someone overhearing her and disliking what she had to say. 
 
    Elizabeth could only imagine how Nell would treat an eavesdropper, or worse, someone who dared reprimand her for her comments. 
 
    Elizabeth slipped by Nell in the doorway, her shoulder grazing Nell’s bare skin. She fought to ignore the sensation and glanced down the hall to be sure she was unseen. Then, she moved toward the end of the hall. 
 
    “Elizabeth.” 
 
    The sound of her name, spoken in this forbidden space, stopped her in her tracks. She turned to find Nell inspecting one of her perfectly manicured nails. 
 
    “You may want to be careful,” Nell said, crossing her arms over her bared breasts. 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed, but before she could speak, Nell went on. 
 
    “The club holds privacy above all else. If someone discovers that you’re snooping about -” 
 
    “I’ll be careful,” Elizabeth said, whispering as she approached. 
 
    Nell shook her head. “They won’t take kindly to it. You could jeopardize your place here.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyes went wide. “I don’t care about that! All I care about it my sister.” 
 
    “Of course, you do.” 
 
    “I do!” Elizabeth hissed, fighting to keep quiet.  
 
    Nell smirked, looking Elizabeth up and down before she met her gaze again. She gave a half laugh. “I was in that room a moment ago. I saw the gleam in your little innocent eye.” 
 
    Elizabeth averted her eyes. “I don’t know what you mean.” 
 
    Nell took a deep breath. “You could become something formidable, here. And power you hold here finds a way of carrying over into the rest of the world. There are eyes everywhere, here. Tread carefully, or you might lose that chance.” 
 
    Elizabeth felt the hair stand up on the back of her neck, remembering the voyeur rooms Tyrell had spoken of, one that her own husband was now watching from. 
 
    Could he see her now? Could any number of other prying eyes be watching her, as well? 
 
    She felt small. 
 
    To exacerbate the matter, Nell rose to her full height, towering over Elizabeth. It was intimidating, and Nell clearly knew it.  
 
    “I’ll leave you to it, then,” she said, then she turned back down the hall. 
 
    The words came without her knowing. "Will you come with me?" Elizabeth said. 
 
    Nell turned back, giving a half smirk. "Are you afraid you'll meet her ghost?" 
 
    A wave of moans suddenly carried from down the hall. It seemed someone else had taken over the show in the main chamber. She might have a few more moments than she previously thought.  
 
    Elizabeth shook her head. "No, I - I just don't know what I'm looking for." 
 
    "Neither do I, dear." 
 
    With that, Nell Dougherty gave an almost shrug then turned and walked back down the hallway, every muscle and curve of her backside visible through the knots of satin cord. 
 
    Elizabeth watched Nell disappear at the end of the hall, followed by a wicked laugh as she threatened to take over again in the main chamber. 
 
    Elizabeth made her way down the hall and stopped just outside the door. A cold chill ran down her spine as she thought of the very dark events that once took place there.                
 
    The room did not betray its dark past. Not in the slightest. 
 
    Rich blue wallpaper of satin sheen lined the upper half of the high walls, and the lower portion was painted a pure white. There were settees at the center of the room and between them, a lower circular table. Unlike any other table she'd seen before, this one had a pane of glass at its center. As she drew closer to it, she spotted a collection of pillows and cushions just underneath the glass. 
 
    It seemed the table created a prime view for anyone who wished to lay down beneath it. She silently imagined the various deeds that might've been carried out on that table. 
 
    Then she thought of Mary tied there, watching the tawdry wonders above. 
 
    She turned her eyes toward the ceiling and found several metal loops anchored into the ceiling. 
 
    This was the room where Lady Carrington would string Mary from the ceiling and leave her to watch others. 
 
    Elizabeth moved around the settees, coming to run her hand over the polished wood of a high cabinet. It wasn't dissimilar to the one Fitzwilliam kept in their bedroom, and when she opened its doors, she found an array of familiar and unfamiliar tools alike. Despite the paddles and crops, and even the pair of velvet lined shackles, she couldn't see them as the exciting items they'd once been to her. Here in this space, they all seemed to take on an air of menace. It was as though each of them harbored secrets, and a willingness to do real harm.  
 
    How was she to know whether this stretch of rope wasn't used to throttle the Lady Carrington? 
 
    Or was she strangled by hand? 
 
    Elizabeth wished she'd thought to ask Nell this very question. She was sure such information must've been shared. Who discovered the body? Where was she left? On the settee, the floor -? 
 
    Dear god, Elizabeth thought. What if she was left on the table? 
 
    Images flitted through her mind, and she closed her eyes tight, shutting the cabinet doors. She moved around the corner of the room, running her hand over the patterns in the wallpaper. She felt the change in texture from the sheen to the matte in each curl and flourish of the design, almost relishing in it as she had in the front parlor of her family home - the one room Mrs. Bennett adamantly kept pristine. 
 
    One could never be sure when company might come to call. 
 
    She scanned the other corners, the hardwood floors, and sideboard. What was she looking for? There'd be no blood from a woman strangled. 
 
    The locket.  
 
    Mary was sure that the true murderer must’ve taken it, and Elizabeth did her best to eye every throat since she first set foot in the Roslindale. Still, what if this single clue was all for naught? What if the locket was simply discarded somewhere in this space, ripped from her throat and dropped beneath the luscious rug that sank beneath her feet. 
 
    Elizabeth bent to scan the floor beneath the table, tossing a pillow aside to get better view.  
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She moved around the table, pressing her hand to the wall as she leaned down. 
 
    Her fingers caught on a strange divot in the wallpaper, and she quickly turned to inspect it. 
 
    Despite the nearly seamless paintwork across the grate, there settled in the wall at eye height was a sliding panel - an opening through which watchful eyes could take in the view without ever showing their face. 
 
    Elizabeth felt compelled to lean closer, coming so close to the grate, she pressed her nose against it. She couldn't see anything in the dark within. 
 
    She couldn't see anything, but if there was someone standing on the other side, they certainly could see her. 
 
    Elizabeth retreated with such speed, she nearly tripped over the low table. She had no proof that someone was watching, no sign or sound to betray their presence, yet suddenly she felt so incredibly vulnerable. Her heart shot into her throat, and her hands went ice cold. She stumbled out into the hallway, the sound of rhythmic smacking echoing from the main chamber. She pressed her back to the wall, desperate to be out of view of the grate in the blue room. 
 
    The hallway offered little reprieve, for as she felt her legs regaining strength beneath her, she spotted another grate along the wall at the far end of the hall.  
 
    She gave a quiet yelp and lunged into the room across the hall, wishing there was a door to close and hide behind. Yet, just like the East Club, these rooms had no doors, allowing for any of the clubs many members to watch and enjoy the activities of those within.  
 
    Elizabeth spun around, scanning the walls to find the window into this room - the window through which some faceless voyeur might be watching her right that instant.  
 
    What would they think to see her flailing as she was, breathless, white-faced, and frightened, as though she'd seen a ghost? 
 
    She hadn't seen a ghost, but for an instant, she felt as though a ghost had seen her.  
 
    She fought to steady her breathing, scanning the space around her for a moment as someone had their backside brutally whipped down the hall. This room was a lovely mauve color, or at least it would be, were she in a less terrified state of mind. Now, it simply looked like glaring judgment from unseen eyes.  
 
    Elizabeth spotted the grate. It was set into the far wall at eye level, just behind another contraption of ropes and pulleys. This room seemed to be created for tying someone up. There were satin ropes of black and red coiled on polished hooks along the wall, and each was attached to a strange system of pulleys overhead. On a table at the corner, there was a displayed book, its pages open to a beautifully drawn image of a woman in the most intricate system of knots and ropes. She was so perfectly tied, it was like a net had been woven around her, holding her hands and legs behind her as she floated several feet in the air.  
 
    Despite the constant feeling of being watched, she made a deliberate effort to look innocent then, turning several pages in the book. She took in the pictures of women in varied states of helplessness, each with a look of serene pleasure on their faces. Then she turned the page to an image that startled her. 
 
    This picture contained the same sort of intricate knot tying, a body contained in ornate patterns of ropes. Yet, this body was that of a man's, and he'd been drawn with that same expression of calm desire - and he was fully aroused.  
 
    She ran her finger over the image, feeling the ever so subtle line of ink. 
 
    A sudden click and soft hush brought her reeling back to her senses. She spun around toward the source of the sound just as a panel of mauve colored wallpaper burst open - a door, hidden in the wall. Her heart shot into her throat, and she spun around, turning for the door. 
 
    It was no use. She felt a hand too strong to resist wrench around her wrist, and before she could scream, another clamped over her mouth. She kicked and flailed, but her body was lifted from the floor, and she watched as the room shifted around her, then everything went dark as the door closed with her trapped behind it.  
 
    The air was cooler in the dark space, but the figure that held was searing with heat. 
 
    She knew it was a man that held her, dragging her backward through the darkness, her feet helplessly tapping against the hard floor as they went. She squirmed in his arms, growling and fighting against the hand over her mouth. 
 
    All her efforts were useless, but she refused to be taken without a fight.  
 
    Suddenly, the space filled with golden-hued light, and she found herself in a new room, the smell of fresh fruit and wine coming from somewhere nearby. She clenched her fists, readying herself for renewed struggle, but the death grip on her waist and mouth quickly released, setting her down on the hardwood. Her legs nearly buckled beneath her from fright, but she rallied all her strength and spun around on her assailant. 
 
    Fitzwilliam dodged her swing, furrowing his brow at her as he straightened.  
 
    The sight of him soothed her, instantly, but the soothing sensation quickly gave way to exasperation. "You scoundrel! You nearly frightened me to death, you bastard!" 
 
    "Shh, darling," he said, stepping into her, moving his hand to cover her mouth again. “There may well be someone in the neighboring room. They'll hear you." 
 
    She jerked away, glaring. "I don't bloody care." 
 
    "No?" He said, his tone of voice dropping to a familiar, foreboding octave. 
 
    Her body responded before he'd even moved, and a moment later, she was melting in his arms as he slammed her back into the wall and kissed her.  
 
    His hands moved with determination, clutching at her backside for an instant before moving to her breasts and back again.  
 
    She gasped for air, opening her mouth to his kisses as he clawed at her corset. 
 
    The excitement of Wickham, the uneasy feeling of those empty, and then the terror of being dragged off by some unseen attacker – Elizabeth was ready to feel her husband’s touch in a way she’d only known a few times before. 
 
    "I want to see you," he said, his voice in a whisper, now. He curled his fingers under the top hem of her shift and corset, fighting to pull it down and bare her breasts. 
 
    She didn't protest, quickly reaching down to release the first few hooks. 
 
    He groaned his appreciation as the slack in the fabric let him tear the corset down just enough. He took hold of her breasts in his hands, kneading her almost roughly as he pierced her mouth with his tongue. 
 
    "Fitzwilliam," she said, letting her tone ask the question he wouldn't give her time to say. 
 
    Had he seen? 
 
    He heard it, taking hold of her face in his hands. "I need you," he said. 
 
    Elizabeth felt her whole body weaken in his gaze - in the wake of those words. She'd never heard that tone in his voice before. 
 
    She curled her fingers into the sleeves of his shirt, wanting to pull him closer. The strangeness of the West Club, the foreboding sense of otherness, the constant threat of watchful eyes - it all melted away in the warmth of his closeness. He was the harbor, and though her ship had been tossed, it was safe now, held close in his arms.  
 
    He reached down to her petticoats, squeezing her backside through the flimsy fabric.  
 
    She pressed her hands to his chest, feeling the softness of his skin beneath. She straightened to him, seeking his kisses again. 
 
    Rather than oblige, he yanked her away from the wall, pulling her across the brightly lit space until he was strewn back on a four-poster bed.  
 
    Apparently, the voyeur rooms were fully furnished. 
 
    Quite the luxury for the right price. 
 
    He sat up, tearing off his coat and tossing it to the floor. 
 
    She barely glanced at the rumpled thing before he was at her again, tearing at the skirts of her petticoats. 
 
    There was something frantic about him, now. His usual stern resolve was cracked, and bits of frenzy were slipping through. Elizabeth touched her hand to his chest and moved to sit on the bed beside him. 
 
    He met her gaze, a glimmer of pleading on his otherwise set brow. He pulled at her hips, tugging her toward him, wordlessly. 
 
    She reached for him, tugging him to her, wanting to feel him on her. He didn’t relent, and for a moment she wasn't sure what it was her husband wanted. 
 
    The sensation was almost unnerving. She always knew exactly what Fitzwilliam wanted, because he would always tell her - and often with a smack to the backside.  
 
    Fitzwilliam leaned into her, his lips grazing her ear. "I want you to ride me," he said, his voice barely a whisper. 
 
    The words sent a violent shudder through every inch of her. She didn't pause to verify his request.  
 
    Elizabeth set her hand on his chest and pressed just so, pushing him down. Then, she stood up at the edge of the bed, reaching for the laces of his britches.  
 
    Fitzwilliam scrambled to match her effort, tugging at the tied ends as she gripped the waistband and pulled the trousers open. He was hard and red, and he hissed when she touched him, the back of her fingers merely grazing the engorged shape of him. 
 
    How long had he needed her like this? 
 
    Elizabeth took hold of him, hot in her hand, and she could feel the rhythm of his heartbeat pulsing under the skin. She lowered herself, ready to offer some reprieve with her mouth before she did as he asked and straddled him. 
 
    Yet, before she could reach the floor, Fitzwilliam grabbed her hands, pulling her to her feet again - pulling her onto him.  
 
    Elizabeth could hear her own heart pounding in her ears. She hoisted up her petticoats and climbed onto the bed, fighting to steady herself over the spire of his cock. She rolled the fabric in her hands, reaching down to take hold of him as his own hands squeezed her hips.  
 
    She was too wet to resist him, wet enough to draw a gasp and a sigh as she moved him beneath her, bringing the head of his rigid cock to just where she wanted it. She stretched her thighs wider, letting her body slowly slide onto him. His cock was hot as it filled her, and it almost felt bigger it was so hard. She shimmied her hips as he plunged into her, making sure to take him as deeply as she could. 
 
    Fitzwilliam's eyes were set on her, unwavering in their fixation.  
 
    She met his gaze as she took him to the hilt, pressing her hands on his chest to hold herself upright.  
 
    A sudden loud smack startled her around. 
 
    "I didn't hear you, toad!" 
 
    She scanned the room in sudden fear, searching for the source of the noise. 
 
    "I'm sorry mistress," another voice responded. The next sound was yet another whack. 
 
    "Sorry isn't going to save you now, boy." 
 
    Fitzwilliam squeezed her hips, moaning softly as he pulled her down onto him.  
 
    Elizabeth gasped at the sensation, feeling the hard head of him press just a little too deep. Yet, her eyes continued to scan the room, searching for the disembodied voices - and the disembodied whip. 
 
    "Look at me, darling," Fitzwilliam whispered, unable to give his words more volume as he focused his energy on pulling her down again. 
 
    She gave a quiet whimper, but still felt unnerved by the intrusion of others' voices.
Then, she spotted it. There set in the far corner of the room was a familiar grate, similar to the ones she'd wanted to hide from when she was in the Blue Room.  
 
    Here was where those grates led, to private spaces with French furniture and curtained, four-poster beds. 
 
    Still, the sounds of a punishment taking place many yards away sounded as though it was happening somewhere in the room. It seemed like magic. 
 
    "Come back to me. Listen all you like, but come back to me," Fitzwilliam said. 
 
    She turned back, finding his piercing eyes now sleepy with lust. She gripped the fabric of his shirt in her fingers and began to move. 
 
    "You liked what you saw earlier, didn't you?" The mistress asked. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," her slave replied. 
 
    "I bet you'd like to have the other slaves suck your cock like that, wouldn't you?" 
 
    Elizabeth curled her nails into Fitzwilliam's chest, digging in as she rose and fell over him. 
 
    "I would," the slave said. 
 
    Her mouth fell open as her breathing grew more labored.  
 
    "Well, darling. That's not going to happen, now is it?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Because why?" 
 
    Elizabeth held her breath as she rode her husband, waiting for the response of the mistress somewhere in a room beyond the walls. 
 
    "Because you're going to be too busy licking my slit, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress!" 
 
    The slave's response was so thrilled - so heightened with anticipation, it made every sensation triple in intensity. Elizabeth doubled her efforts, listening intently as the woman began to coo softly to her slave, assuring him that his tongue was silver, and that she might reward him if he continued to show such forceful dedication. 
 
    Her voice wavered, then descended into a moan. 
 
    Elizabeth's legs tightened on her husband. She thought of Wickham tied there in the main chamber, his cocky attitude fading away as she punished him with pleasure. Her sex began to grow hot thinking of Wickham as her slave being that desperate to please her. 
 
    Then she thought of Fitzwilliam in the same position, the same tone of need in his voice when she suggested he pleasure her with his tongue.  
 
    She dug her nails in harder.  
 
    "Oh god, yes." 
 
    The sound of Fitzwilliam's voice startled her back to the moment, and she met his gaze for the first time in several moments. The look in his eyes, the pursed lips and set brow, betraying focus and desire and need - it was enough to leave her trembling, and the sensations were getting too intense. She was losing strength in her legs to ride him properly and was losing herself to sensation. 
 
    "Don't stop, darling. Please," he said, and again the tone of voice undid her. She shifted over him, fighting to lift and drop herself again, drawing him into her as deeply as she could. 
 
    "Oh, like that! Don't stop, or you'll be punished!" The mistress' voice called somewhere in the West Club. 
 
    Elizabeth cried out, unable to still the strange combination of sensation - the sounds of the couple below drawing images of forbidden things in her mind, the look in her husband's lustful eyes watching her as his own expression betrayed the effects of the show going on out of their sight.  
 
    "That's it! Fuck me with your tongue!" The mistress demanded, then wailed her appreciation. 
 
    Fitzwilliam grabbed her by the hips as he shifted beneath her.  
 
    The sudden surge of his cock plunging up into her startled her almost silent, but with the second thrust, she was helpless to sensation. She cried out with each thrust, feeling the warmth of his body pressing up into her, grinding into the most sensitive parts of her sex. 
 
    She wasn't the only one affected. 
 
    Fitzwilliam planted his feet into the bed, and thrust himself up into her, bucking her nearly off him with each thrust. She was only held in place by the vice grip of his hands on her hips, pulling her down onto him, making her take the fullness of his cock.  
 
    She cried out in rhythm to his thrusting, losing her own strength as she braced her hands against his chest. 
 
    "Are you going to come for me?" He asked, his voice barely audible as he continued to barrel into her over and over. 
 
    She nodded, her mouth gaping as she let out a silent scream of panicked need. 
 
    He didn't slow, grinding her down onto him as he shoved her body upward.  
 
    She felt helpless there, tossed to and fro like a ragdoll, only held in place by the hands at her hips and the massive cock that never withdrew from her sex enough to give her reprieve. He was battering her insides, bucking her wildly. She gave up her efforts to hold herself aloft, collapsing onto his chest as he slammed up into her.  
 
    He pressed her down onto him now with a hand on her lower back.               
 
    The sensation was overwhelming, a full body surge of heat that emanated out from the place where their bodies met, violently. Her legs tightened over him, and her sex grew too warm to stand. The heat rose swiftly as she clung to him, peaking with a wail of grateful release and sending warm waves up through her belly and down the length of her useless, aching legs.  
 
    Fitzwilliam slowed, but just barely, wrapping his arms around her shoulders as his hips thrust upward. He jerked there another half a dozen times, the first few thrusts growing swifter, then giving way to the last slower, primal and senseless movements that let her know he'd found his release, as well. 
 
    He thrust another two times, then his arms loosened around her, and he slumped back onto the bed. 
 
    "Don't look so smug. I'm going to expect you do better next time," the breathless mistress said somewhere in the distance.  
 
    Elizabeth began to laugh, her cheek pressed to Fitzwilliam's chest. 
 
    His chest rumbled beneath her. He was chuckling, as well. 
 
    The sounds of the mistress and her slave died away soon after, leaving the two of them to lie there in breathless recovery.  
 
    Elizabeth rolled from atop him after a moment, wincing in pain as her spent legs protested with pins and needles. She stretched out across the full width of the bed, staring up at the dark recesses of the curtains above. 
 
    Fitzwilliam reached for her, gently squeezing her legs to help bring them back to life. 
 
    She shrieked at the sensation. It tickled. 
 
    Fitzwilliam grinned at her and continued to move his hands up and down the length of her thighs. The sensation was almost painful, but glorious and necessary to awaken her limbs. She groaned her appreciation, grateful to see he wasn't stopping. 
 
    She lay there for a long moment, listening to cries and moans in the distance. 
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