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PROLOGUE: THE STORY SO FAR

IN HIS LORDSHIP’S DOVECOTE: A year ago Lady Emily was bored. Her life was dull and flat. Childless. Approaching thirty, her kind and noble husband had long ago lost whatever interest he’d ever had in her still-youthful, voluptuously beautiful body. Then Jonathon Gilbey appeared at Henshawe Hall. Young, handsome, well built, and a passionate follower of Mister Darwin’s Theory of Evolution. Emily’s infatuated attempts to win Jonathon from his godless beliefs resulted only in a night of love on the floor of her husband’s dovecote, a passionate fuck that made up for all the years of frustration she’d endured.

IN HIS LORDSHIP’S HOUSE OF ILL FAME: She and Mister Gilbey rutted shamelessly and without protection. Emily felt at once that she was pregnant. It became of paramount urgency that she resume her sexual relations with her husband before the true author of her condition was discovered. However Sir Jeffrey shunned her every advance. He pushed her away. Her stunning body left him cold, until Emily’s maid whispered a secret in her ear: Sir Jeffrey was a ‘whipping cove’. Her husband was a ‘thrashing gent’ and ‘rear tunnel toff’. Her advances failed to move him because his interests lay in inflicting pain and piping the back avenues of pinchcock whores. His Friday nights in Winchester were spent in a house of ill fame where the delights of Sodom were celebrated and the pleasures of the ‘divine’ Marquis de Sade inflicted on vicious sluts.

Emily hit upon a plan. The strumpets in the house of ill fame went masked. Their identities remained hidden while they satisfied their customers’ bestial demands. She’d join their ranks, her identity concealed behind a mask, and once her husband had whipped her and, more importantly, fucked her, she’d reveal herself to him. Sir Jeffrey, fresh from pumping his hot love into her, would believe she’d fallen pregnant by him.

But even the best laid plans can go often astray. The men in the house of ill fame went masked too, and Emily ended up in Madame’s boudoir with not her husband but Lord Penrose, a ghastly brute of a man and a family acquaintance. Even more terrible—as Lord Penrose plied the whip Emily came to realize that pain gave her pleasure, that suffering under the lash only made her hotter and more aroused, and when Lord Penrose penetrated her rear tunnel for the first time her pleasure was exquisite.

And still no way of hiding her adultery from her husband! Except now Emily knew his secret, now she was fully acquainted with the kind of seductions her husband was helpless to resist. Just in time, Sir Jeffrey finally took her, heart and soul, anal, oral and, most importantly of all, the hot place where children are conceived. Emily was safe. And even better...  the act of love brought her and her husband together! They were left united by a new passionate tenderness.

Filled with a renewed zest for life, Emily set about satisfying both her lovers. Sir Jeffrey by producing a son and heir. Jonathon by diving headfirst into a rigorous study of Mister Darwin’s evolutionary theories. Strong-willed, and blessed with a lively intelligence, Lady Emily was soon one of England’s foremost experts on Random Mutation and Natural Selection. She gave lectures and wrote treatises. She was finally deeply happy, except...

IN THEIR LORDSHIPS’ DUNGEON... Mister Darwin was making a second expedition to South America, and Jonathon was going with the great man to study a fossil that had been discovered in Tierra del Fuego, a ground-breaking fossil find that could well be the clinching evidence for the Theory of Evolution. Both Jonathon and Mister Darwin begged her to accompany them. With her wide knowledge of natural science Emily would be of invaluable help in their investigations, but the expedition would take many years and she had a child and a loving husband at home. Emily had to make a choice...

.... Tipsy from the wine she drank at the expedition’s farewell banquet in Plymouth Sound, Emily made her choice, at the last minute jumping aboard the Beagle as it set sail in a howling storm. Maddened by the wine and exultant at her impetuosity she even allowed Jonathon to rope her to a mast and fuck her on the deserted deck. They voyaged South. Her love for Jonathon deepening in their new sense of freedom ad in the joys of exploration Emily even introduced her lover to the pleasures of Sodom that she’d picked up from Lord Penrose. But in Tierra del Fuego, disaster struck. The stone with the precious fossil in it had been stolen. A local race of ‘men gods’ believed that the ape’s footprint in the stone was the footprint of an angel who would one day come to pleasure them. They’d stolen the stone and taken it to their city in the jungle. Seeking to retrieve the fossil Jonathon, Mister Darwin and their party traveled to the jungle city, but were caught and cast into a dungeon and sentenced to death for the impiety of believing that their angel’s footprint had been left behind by an ape. The night of their execution arrived. One of the men gods, convinced that Emily was their promised angel, possessed her voluptuous body and fucked her on the sacred stone. The eight other men gods, equally inspired, joined in the savage consummation of their desires...

... The shocking event at least set the expeditionaries free and Emily has returned to Hampshire in desperate need of a quiet life and perhaps even— in spite of all her Darwinian beliefs— the solace of religion. The summer weather is indeed relaxing and conducive to thoughts of higher things. A time of contemplation and spiritual upliftment is what Emily’s bruised mind and still-too-attractive body needs, but unfortunately, when November comes, the hunting season opens... 
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CHAPTER ONE: HOME AT LAST
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After the trials of her voyage to Tierra del Fuego with Jonathon and Mister Darwin on the Beagle and the brutal rites she suffered at the hands of the ‘Men Gods’ of the jungle city, Emily’s life relapsed into a period of much needed calm.

Fortunately, thanks to Mister Darwin’s discretion, not a breath of scandal was breathed forth concerning the abuse she’d been subjected to by the hulking jungle males who considered themselves divinities. The nine ‘God Men’ had laid about the voluptuous allure of Emily’s ‘angel’ body with a vigor more worthy of centaurs than of gods, but at least her reputation remained intact.

Forced to witness her ritual ravishment, and shocked to the core, Jonathon had retreated from his own trauma into a state of what he called ‘platonic feeling’ for her. His love for her, which had formerly been so hot and vigorous, subsided into an ‘intellectual liaison’. They shared their scientific interest in the Theory of Evolution but Jonathon no longer rushed her off to passionate trysts in his London inn or came down to Henshawe Hall to take her on the floor of her husband’s dovecote as he’d once done.

Lady Emily’s husband had grown similarly distant during her absence in the Southern Oceans. She’d returned to find Sir Jeffrey once more stand-offish, too absorbed in his dovecote to look at her as a woman of only thirty-two with feelings as fresh and urgent as they
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