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IN THEIR LORDSHIPS’ HOUSE OF ILL FAME is the second volume of five making up IN THEIR LORDSHIPS’ THRALL, THE ORDEALS OF LADY EMILY, 5 BOOK BOX SET, in which passionate, intellectual Lady Emily Henshawe follows her heart and the prompting of her voluptuous body into a Marquis de Sade whipping house, a voyage to Tierra del Fuego on Darwin’s ‘Beagle’, ravishment by jungle men-gods and at the hands of the young bloods of the Henshawe Hunt, an affair with a cross-dressing curate and transportation to Australia for picking the Prince of Wales’ pocket, set in Victorian England during the 1860s.
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All characters in this work are above the age of consent and eighteen years or older. This book is meant for mature audiences only and is a work of fantasy. No endorsement of real life behavior is intended.

PROLOGUE: THE STORY SO FAR

––––––––
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It’s a week since Jonathon Gilbey, the arrogant and impossibly handsome young naturalist and follower of Darwin arrived at Henshawe Hall to conduct experiments in Sir Jeffrey Henshawe’s dovecote. Over the course of those seven days Lady Emily has fought a losing battle with the passionate attraction she feels towards the youth. Her initial attempts to convert him to religion have succumbed to his noble face and fine physique. Simply commanding Jonathon to quit Henshawe Hall has merely resulted in further delicious intimacies, and when Emily slips away from the grand ball held in honour of her thirtieth birthday her resistance collapses entirely.

So passionate is their love-making on the floor of her husband’s dovecote Emily is convinced that she is pregnant. Jonathon flees to London. Emily immerses herself in Darwin’s writings and becomes Hampshire’s leading female advocate for ‘survival of the fittest’, but nothing can fill the gap Jonathon’s absence makes in her heart.

Certain that she is pregnant and that the inevitable discovery of her condition will lead to disgrace and ruin, Emily is left with only one means of concealing her scandalous affair. She and Sir Jeffrey haven’t had sexual relations for many years. Still stunningly beautiful and helplessly attractive, Emily must seduce her husband anew. But in spite of her best efforts, Sir Jeffrey’s disinterest in her body remains adamant, and even shows signs, not merely of disinterest, but of a settled aversion.

At her wits’ end, Emily learns that her husband’s lack of enthusiasm for her love stems from a shocking perversion. She must lay herself open to unspeakable desires if she’s to save herself from destruction.
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CHAPTER ONE: THE MORNING AFTER
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It was the morning after the ball, the grand ball to celebrate her thirtieth birthday. Lady Emily sat at the breakfast table with her house guests.

She was exhausted. Her body ached. She’d only slept three hours.

Her guests wouldn’t stop peppering her with questions.

Lady Penrose was particularly insistent:

“But what happened to you last night, my dear?” Lady Penrose always badgered people but this morning her tone was particularly hectoring. “We were so worried about you!”

“Where did you get to, Emily?” asked pushy Mrs Smith.

“‘Lor how we missed you!” probed Viscountess de Vaughan with her own particular brand of cattiness. “Slipping away from your own birthday ball! At midnight! At the height of the celebrations!”

Mister Smith beamed at her:

“Whatever could have got into you, my lady? Dashing off into the night!”

Emily parried their questions as best she could. It was fortunate that her husband seemed the least inquisitive of the whole party. She tried to invent convincing explanations, or at least pretty ones:

“... Oh... oh nothing... nothing really... I didn’t ‘dash off into the night’... I just needed a little fresh air, that’s all... some time alone to ponder my new life... one’s birthday...  it’s not every night a woman turns thirty...”

She wasn’t a good liar. She prayed that the pallor of her complexion, the darkness around her eyes—her mirror had instantly betrayed her this morning—weren’t going to betray her to her guests.

“She’s hiding something!” said Viscountess de Vaughan, her certainty somewhat barbed.

“A little fresh air indeed!” cried Mrs Smith.

Emily wasn’t sure how long she could withstand their pestering. She was exhausted. She hadn’t got to bed till after five a.m, and she’d been woken again by her maid at eight. Her body felt limp and heavy. There was a raw ache between her legs where Mister Gilbey’s magnificent manhood had hammered into her helpless surrender. She still felt a prickling warmth where his generous seed had pumped into her melting depths, a reason for even greater anxiety.

“Emily loves her fresh air,” said Sir Jeffrey. Her husband’s complacency, usually so galling, felt like a kindness this morning. He was a good man really. “A midnight stroll in the park, it’s just the sort of quirk gets into my lady’s pretty little head.”

The way he said ‘pretty’ and ‘little’ didn’t irritate her the way they usually did.

Her shoulders were still uncomfortably abraded where Jonathan had pounded her into the cobble stone floor of the dovecote. It was fortunate the dress she was wearing this morning buttoned up high and swept low around her ankles concealing the bruises her hips had suffered and the teeth marks on her breasts. There wasn’t an inch of her that Jonathon hadn’t printed himself upon.

“She missed the highlight of the evening!” protested the vicar. “La Valse Grande de Monsieur Strauss!”

She’d fucked her husband’s ornithological expert on the floor of the dovecote. As weary as she was, the thought sent a wild thrill surging through her body. She and Mister Gilbey. They’d fucked. Rutted. They’d swythed on cobblestones sticky with pigeon droppings, a pair of wild animals writhing on the jungle floor, or angels copulating on the pavements of paradise, she didn’t know which.

She had too many things to worry about to be able to really think clearly. Jonathon was gone. Mister Gilbey had caught the first train back to London. He’d given her the address of the hotel where he’d be staying, begged her to send him a letter... but what would she write? That she was pregnant? She wouldn’t know for sure for another month...  the dazed fulfillment ticking inside her might just be the after-effect of her disordered night... but she knew... she already knew... a change had come over her last night... such ecstasy—and such dread— don’t strike one without being stricken utterly... she could wait for doctors and more obvious bodily evidence but in her heart Emily knew she was already with child.  

“I didn’t see Gilbey at last nights festivities, my lord,” said the vicar.

“No. ‘Fraid not.” How amiable her husband’s oblivious absorption in his pigeons seemed this morning! “He had to return to London on the spur of the moment, what?”

Sir Jeffrey was a good man in his way. He was kind and considerate. He’d always treated her with the greatest respect. It was natural that an educated man should be interested in science, even to the exclusion of all else. It wasn’t his fault that their marital congress had never amounted to much or that intercourse had petered out more than five years ago. Five years! If she was pregnant her life was finished.

“Quite the barn storming Darwinian, our Mister Gilbey!”

The vicar was still smarting from the blows Jonathon had dealt him in debate.

“Survival of the fittest, what?” said Mister Smith.

Lord Penrose chuckled.

“Nature red in tooth and claw!”

“Yes,” explained her husband. “Gilbey’s Darwin’s number one acolyte. They say the young fellow’s Mister Darwin’s right-hand man. He’s sailing with our eminent naturalist on this new expedition of his.”

Her heart froze. Cold sweat beaded her forehead. An expedition? Jonathon hadn’t mentioned an expedition. Her voice quavered:

“An expedition, my lord?”

“One of your full-blown, scientific, expeditionary voyages!” chuckled her husband. “Galapagos Islands! Tierra del Fuego! That sort of thing. Picking up fossils and the sea gull’s latest mutations.” Everyone laughed. “Gilbey’s joining the expedition. That’s why he had to get back to London post haste.”

Surely not!

The Galapagos Islands? Mister Darwin’s last Galapagos Islands expedition had taken nearly five years!

It couldn’t be! Jonathon loved her. She and Jonathon were in love. They’d sealed their love last night on the floor of the dovecote! He’d only hurried back to London because staying at Henshawe Hall without declaring his love to the world was too painful.

Mrs Smith’s eyes filled with worry.

“Are you alright, Lady Emily?”

Concerned faces pressed in around her.

“... Yes... yes... I’m fine, thank you... I’m... perfectly fine...”

It was only a matter of time before the concerned expressions turned to hard-eyed interrogations, probing for her secret.

Her secret was already out, or would be out by the end of the day, unless her maid proved reliable.

It had been five a.m, the East just beginning to grow light, when she’d slipped back into her bedroom, fairly sure that no one had seen her leave the dovecote. Three hours of troubled sleep had been disturbed by a knock at the door. Just the usual eight o’clock knock. Mary with hot water for her bath.

God, how she’d needed that bath! She’d cleaned herself up as best she could at the dovecote tap, but she’d still felt sticky all over, and there was her gown, the magnificent, voluminous, revealing blue satin, smeared with bird droppings.

“I fear the water’s a little too hot, my lady. Perhaps you should wait a minute.”

“... No... no... it’s not too hot at all...”

She’d worn a cotton slip in the bath, the usual cotton slip she wore when she bathed. It covered the worst of
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