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“Love is a smoke rais’d with the fume of sighs;

Being purg’d, a fire sparkling in a lover’s eyes;

Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d with lovers’ tears:

What is it else? A madness most discreet,

A choking gall and a preserving sweet.”

William Shakespeare

Romeo and Juliet, Act 1
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The Regency period in British history achieved fame courtesy of a young lady from Hampshire by the name of Jane Austen. A couple of centuries later, another young lady from Hampshire discovered a passion for the same time period and you’re about to read the results. 

Other than occupying the same county for a portion of our lives, Jane Austen and I share little in common. I don’t know how to embroider very well, but then again, Jane never had a laptop.

Still, she is the acknowledged Queen of this wonderful era, and it is to her than I must offer my sincere thanks for books that have entertained, educated, and amused so many of us fans throughout the years.

To the devout readers of Regency romances, my gratitude, for you are indeed a very select and exacting audience—please don’t ever change. I am one of you, so it is of great importance that I fulfill your expectations when it comes to this genre. 

On a personal note—a big thank you to my many friends who are either Regency fans themselves, or who support my seemingly endless fascination for the early 1800s, while knowing nothing about it. That’s a true friend indeed, and I’m blessed with a special one. Thank you to my long-time friend and writing partner, Scott Carpenter for your unceasing encouragement, whether it’s for my historicals or the variety of other fun genres we write together. You’re always there with a smile and a helping of sensible logic when I need it. I don’t think anyone can ask for a better friend than that!

(These stories were originally published elsewhere as “Inside Lady Miranda”, “Miss Beatrice’s Bottom”, “Lying with Louisa” and “Pleasuring Miss Poppy”. They formed the print anthology “Tales of the Beau Monde”, but have been extensively revised and re-edited for this edition.)
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Chapter One
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Looking at her reflection in the tall mirror, Miranda Montvale realized that this scheme was complete and utter madness.

The neckline of her dress was definitely too low. She tugged, but nothing would make it rise more than a fraction of an inch and she was desperately afraid that if she sneezed her nipples would make their debut.

It had to be one of the worst ideas she’d ever had. She turned to the woman seated behind her. “Are you sure about this dress, Letty?”

Letitia Randolph stood and stretched, pushing her hand to her lower back to ease the ache. 

“I mean, being enceinte, you might be prey to some odd fancies, you know...”

“Miranda, this is not an odd fancy. Nor is it actually my idea. Nor do I get ‘odd fancies’. I am expecting a child, not insane. Although I must admit there have been times when I’ve wondered if they were one and the same...” she sighed and eased her bulky body back onto the chair.

Miranda turned back to the looking glass. “Well, it still looks indecent,” she complained, twisting this way and that to see her reflection.

Letty sighed. “It’s supposed to look indecent. How are you going to catch Nicholas Barbour’s attention, let alone seduce him into bed, if you don’t look indecent?”

Miranda bit her lip. 

“Look, ‘Randa, if you don’t want to go through with this, I’ve told you that John and I will raise the money for you somehow...”

Miranda immediately shook her head, sending fiery curls shimmering around her neck and shoulders. “You and John are the closest thing to family I have. You have your own responsibilities and problems, and I’ll not be the one to add to them. This plan will work. I know it...”

“I hope you’re right. I still think that attempting to win ‘The Barb’s’ bet is a dangerous and silly plan. But I understand.” Letty looked down and smoothed her hand over her belly. “In fact, I have to confess that if it hadn’t been for John, well...I might have thought about...just thought about, you understand...”

Miranda turned smiling eyes on her friend. “You mean you’d have joined the eager throng of women determined to satisfy Nicholas Barbour?”

“Well, he is rather delicious-looking, all that hard muscle under those exquisitely cut jackets, and his thighs...Mmm.”

“Letty.” admonished Miranda. “You’re a married woman.”

“Yes, I know,” grinned Letty. “That’s a rather obvious fact right now,” she glanced down at the next generation of Randolphs. “And I’d never consider doing anything at all with anyone other than John, but let’s be honest, Nick Barbour is one glorious specimen of manhood.” She licked her lips.

“A specimen who, apparently, is unable to reach his own satisfaction.”  Miranda gazed at her reflection.

“So ‘tis said. Have you seen him?”

A brief impression of midnight blue eyes, wind tossed hair and an arrogant air flashed through Miranda’s mind. “Only once—while riding. He galloped past at a furious pace. And oh my, he did have very strong thighs...” She blushed.

“That’s not the only thing that is supposed to be strong. You know why they call him ‘the Barb’?”

“Because of his similarity to a Barbarian, I would suppose,” answered Miranda, tucking a wayward curl into its correct position.

“Oh no,” chuckled Letty. “It’s because his—um—equipment is rather like a horse’s. You know, that famous Arabian stallion...The Barb?”

Miranda turned wide eyes on Letty. “Really?”

“Really.” This time it was a definite giggle. “Of course, having been married, you’ll not be shocked, right?”

Miranda snorted inelegantly.

Letty bit her lip, annoyed at herself for reminding her dearest friend of the disastrous marriage from which the death of her husband had liberated her.

“Marriage meant little in the way of physical activities for me, Letty. We’ve discussed that before.”

“Yes, I know, and the fact that Lord Montvale was old enough to be your grandfather certainly didn’t help.”

“And you don’t understand how he could only have...have taken me once. It’s the truth. After that first time he never touched me. He’d just—look.”

Miranda blushed still at the memories of standing nude before her elderly husband in a pose of his choice, being examined by him and his trusty eyeglass. Even though he hadn’t laid a hand on her, there was something infinitely more uncomfortable about being examined while naked than being held while naked.

“Well, it’s distinctly odd. And it did nothing to prepare you for Nick Barbour, that’s definite,” nodded Letty.

“It sounds as though there is little that would prepare anyone for Nick Barbour,” said Miranda ruefully. “If there wasn’t the matter of ten thousand pounds riding on this silly bet, do you think I’d go within two miles of that man?”

Letitia gazed at her friend, standing tall and proud like an Amazon warrior in black velvet. Privately she considered Miranda an excellent match for Nick Barbour, but knew she’d never be able to voice the opinion out loud.

Carefully, she considered her next words. “Lord Nicholas Barbour has offered ten thousand pounds to the woman who can satisfy him while he is within her body. That should tell you something right there. They say he’s very big, Miranda. So big that none of his mistresses thus far have been able to take him to the point of release inside their bodies. Do you understand?”

“Oh yes, I understand very well...” a small smile curved Miranda’s full lips. 

“And?”

“Let me worry about that, Letty. For ten thousand pounds, I can be the best henhouse for the biggest cock to roost in.”

Letitia gasped and then burst out laughing.

“If anyone can, you can, Miranda dearest. Especially in that gown...”

Both women turned to the glass as Miranda fastened the black velvet mask over the top half of her face. 

The gown was sensational against the white of her rounded breasts and the violent red of her hair. Miranda’s eyes glittered through the slits in the velvet mask, and she giggled as she raised her hem slightly and showed off her shockingly black stockings, held up by black ribbon garters. A tiny red satin rose in the center of each garter was the only color she had allowed.

She stood tall, towering over her pregnant friend by almost a foot. Letty knew that if Miranda had not been married so young to Lord Montvale and whisked off to the wilds of Yorkshire, she would have been termed “Goddess” of the Ton within weeks of making her debut. 

“Do you have your invitation?” she asked nervously.

“Yes.”

“And your carriage?”

“The crest has been covered, the driver is a hire for the evening, and I have taken every precaution, Letty. Stop fussing.”

“How can I not fuss?  You have almost no experience with men, yet you have managed to procure an invitation—heaven knows how—to the home of one of the most licentious men in England. There, you intend to seduce him into bed, and get him to scream out his pleasure while he’s buried to the hilt inside you, thus winning you ten thousand pounds. Which you will then take home to Yorkshire with you and use to secure Montvale House in your name. Did I mention everything?”

“Yes.”

“There is something very, very wrong with this plan.”

Miranda widened her green eyes and stared innocently through the mask at her friend. “Wrong?  How can anything be wrong?”

“Well, what you’re thinking about doing—it’s not—you shouldn’t—you are...”

“I’m a widow who is going to be homeless soon if I don’t get money quickly.”  Miranda reached for her cloak. “I won’t be a burden on my friends, and this is as good a way as any to solve my problems, don’t you think?”

She took one last glance into the mirror then turned away and straightened her shoulders. A small smile curved around her generous lips.

“You’re looking forward to it, aren’t you?” asked Letty in disbelief. “You’re actually excited by the idea of seducing one of the biggest rakes in the country, and I’m not just talking about his reputation.”

“You said it yourself, Letty dear. Nick Barbour is quite a man. I cannot, in all fairness, say I am averse to the idea of—shall we say—trying him on for size?”

Letty sputtered and threw her hands in the air. “You’d better tell me every single detail. Take notes—no, better yet, take measurements.”

The laughter of both women rolled through the entrance hall as they neared the door where Miranda’s carriage was waiting.

Letty reached for her friend and gave her a quick, awkward hug. “Be careful, Miranda. This man is no-one’s toy...”

“Perhaps he’ll be mine by the time this night is over. One never knows. Don’t worry, Letty, I’ll be fine.”

Miranda grinned conspiratorially, and leaned over to drop a light kiss on her friend’s cheek. She turned and left a worried-looking Letty in the middle of her foyer.

*~~*~~* 
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Lord Nicholas Barbour gazed around his small salon with a mixture of satisfaction and boredom.

The select group of friends that had met there this evening had dined well, drunk even better, and were now disporting themselves in various stages of nakedness around the room.

The Right Honorable Chuffy Faversham was stark naked, pounding his cock into Madame Margrèthe LeFond, she of the bounteous tits, and it was not the most decadent sight in the world. Chuffy belonged to the school of thought that said nakedness was only appropriate under cover of night. Consequently, his buttocks were whiter than snow, gleaming in the candlelight, and resembling two trembling mountains of custard as they continued their inexhaustible thrusting. He probably ought to think about losing a few pounds instead of polishing off the tray of sweetmeats along with his after-dinner brandy and cigar.

Sir Michael Devonshire, on the other hand, was as skinny as a rake, and completely without hips. Because of this fact, pointed out with great hilarity by his friends on many similar occasions, his trousers would drop to the floor as soon as their ties were loosened. ‘Puddle-breeches’ Devonshire was living up to his name this evening, because his trousers were in their usual position, lying puddled around his ankles as he stood in front of the windows. 

Fortunately, the outside world was spared a glimpse of Puddle’s genitals, because they were currently buried inside the woman he had sandwiched between the glass and his slender body. He too was enjoying some continental fun—Mademoiselle Georgienne Étrange (of the Calais Étranges) was the happy recipient of his attentions. At least if her moans of pleasure were any guide.

Harry Boyd, the oldest of the group, had elected to fuck the home flag that night, and his whiskey brown eyes were closed with pleasure as he enjoyed the attentions of the very British Mrs. Clementine Fotheringay and the frightfully English Lady Jane March. 

Mrs. Fotheringay apparently had a talented tongue, if Harry’s grunts were an indication of her skill, muttered as they were around one of Lady Jane’s breasts, which he was sucking vigorously at the time. His breeches were folded neatly on a side chair—leave it to Harry to be tidy about everything, even his debauches.

Nick sighed. Just another night at Barbour’s Folly. It seemed that tonight his home was very appropriately named.

He stretched his arms out to either side and spread his legs widely, giving Annabelle Jordan even more room to work his cock. His shirt was splayed open, just brushing the tops of his thighs, and the rest of his clothes were God-knows-where.

Annabelle couldn’t wait to get her hands on him. She’d run dancing fingers up his thighs and over his bulging crotch during dinner, and it had taken him mere moments to free her tits from her dress. That dress had gone the way of his clothes, and she knelt in complete nakedness before him hungrily slurping her way over his hard cock. His buttocks shifted slightly as she nibbled beneath the head.

He sighed again. That damn cock of his was really going to get him into trouble one of these days.

He reached down and gave an encouraging tweak to one of Annabelle’s extraordinary nipples—he’d never seen a pair elongated quite like that, and didn’t know if he actually liked them or not.

She glanced up over a mouthful of flesh and gave him a grin as best she could. 

She was a good sort, really. Nick knew if it hadn’t been for that stupid bet she’d probably have taken Chuffy upstairs and fucked him blind for the rest of the night. But that damnable bet...

For the umpteenth time, Nick Barbour cursed his father, his club and his predilection for brandy. For going on six years now, he’d been paying the price for all of them.

It had seemed like a great joke at the time, four bosky young men wagering on who would come first and fill the whores they’d hired chock full of aristocratic semen. When Nick had outlasted everyone, the idea had become firmly lodged in the drunken minds of his companions—Nick Barbour never came inside a woman. When he’d pulled out and the others had seen the size of his still erect, glistening cock, the legend had begun, aided in every respect by his father, the old sod, whose pride in having a son with a lurid sexual reputation was immense.

Nick knew he was somewhat bigger than normal, if there was such a thing, but he also knew it made no difference. What had made the difference was seeing his father drunkenly lurch from woman to woman and from whore to whore, regardless of the fact that Nick’s mother was ill at home. Dying, as it turned out.

That night marked the end of Lord Nicholas Barbour’s adventures with brandy, although few of his friends knew that nothing stronger than wine had passed his lips in the last six years. When his father had been killed while trying to drunkenly fuck a whore and drive a phaeton at the same time, Nick shrugged and assumed the title. His mother was gone, he was wealthy, young and alone, and content to have it that way. 

He also had any wench he wanted, and once word of the entry in the Betting Book at White’s got out, women lined up to try their luck at getting a load of Lordly cum, and ten thousand pounds for their trouble.

“Lord Nicholas Barbour hereby makes it known that the sum of ten thousand pounds will be placed on deposit at Coutt’s Bank, to be distributed to the woman who shall cause said Lord Barbour to achieve a paroxysm of pleasure whilst inside her body. Proof shall be the signed affidavit of both parties, witnessed by a third of their choice. 

Pledged this day, fourteenth November, 1813, attested to by...”

He’d signed the damn thing, too. So had Harry Boyd. The die had been cast six years ago, and although he’d come in many different ways with many different women, he’d not climaxed inside a single one since that day. His control was now much discussed, and his cock ranked high as one of the more interesting topics behind the fans of the Ton’s salons.

And he was getting bloody sick of the whole damn business.

Annabelle was working herself into a frenzy between his legs, and he was rather amused to realize his mind had drifted while she was sucking him so energetically. He leaned down and grabbed her pussy, working her clit with his thumb and shoving two fingers into her dripping sex. 

She gasped and cried out, dropping his cock from her mouth as she came with ferocious spasms.

“Oh God, Nick...” she squawked, collapsing on the Aubusson carpet at his feet. “Oh my God...”

“You’re a lovely lady, Annabelle. My thanks for your pleasure.”

He stood, drew his shirt together across his chest, and left the room. It was midnight, the time when Nick Barbour always retired from the festivities. 

Watching him was a pair of thoughtful eyes. Sir Harry Boyd glanced at the ormolu clock on the mantel and noted the time. A little grin curved the sensual lips that were still suckling Lady Jane’s nipples, although now Mrs. Fotheringay was straddling him and bouncing on his cock like a rider learning to post to the trot. Perhaps tonight would be Nick’s night. Harry hoped so. He’d gone to a lot of trouble to set the stage...
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The journey to Barbour’s Folly would take Miranda nearly an hour, so she settled back into the cushions and let the rocking motion of the carriage soothe her nerves.

This was her last chance to save her home. The polite letters from the Montvale lawyers had been worded delicately, but the message was the same. Her late husband’s estate was in debt, there was no entail or heir, and if she could not provide the sum of eight thousand two hundred and forty-seven pounds to her creditor, she was going to have to sell. What few assets there were had already been mortgaged, and the small amount of jewelry had been pawned and replaced with glass by some long-forgotten Montvale. It seemed that financial irresponsibility ran through that family like the flux.

She thanked the Lord for sending her Louisa.

It had been about five weeks after Lord Montvale’s death that Miranda had noticed the odd alignment of shelves in her late husband’s study, and had gone exploring. She’d discovered a small hidden passage leading to a room full of—well at first she’d had no idea what it was full of.

But then Louisa had entered through a different door, and had noticed Miranda’s wide-eyed curiosity. 

Louisa Cellini ran the Montvale household and had worked there since her parents had left her in the village nearly twenty-five years before. Italian by birth, she had spoken very little English, and when she suffered a miscarriage within hours of being deserted by her family, the Montvales had taken her into their home. She had gladly welcomed the chance to become a servant—first learning a maid’s duties, and eventually rising through the ranks to become housekeeper. That she might have been much more to the late Lord Montvale was an ill-kept secret, but Miranda liked her and the two women co-existed as friends.

It had been Louisa who had begun to teach her about the things that Lord Montvale had secreted in his private hideaway.

At first they had just looked and touched, Louisa monitoring Miranda’s reaction to what she saw and heard. There were strangely shaped tools covered with the softest leather, shining from years of oiling. There were some wooden ones, and some made of glass, finely detailed and cold to Miranda’s curious fingers.

On one wall there was a selection of whips and floggers. The leathers were stained with years of use. One had sharp metal studs at the points of each lash, while another had small velvet roses stitched carefully to the leather straps.

There was a desk containing many well-thumbed novels, which would never have been found at Hatchard’s Lending Library. Miranda, whose love of learning had long ago outpaced her governesses, had started with a book by John Cleland. “Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure” had shocked, startled and titillated Miranda’s mind, and she found herself devouring the adventures of Mistress Fanny Hill.

As she read, she realized how lacking her own sexual education had been. She yearned to experience what Fanny described as “lambent fire” and to be plunged into a “tumult that robb’d her of all liberty of thought...”

Her eyes had turned to the strange assortment of tools displayed with pride and she blushed as she realized she was surveying a magnificent collection of dilettos as Louisa called them. A much nicer word, thought Miranda, than dildoes.

Louisa had returned that day just as Miranda had plucked up enough courage to widen her legs and experiment. Smiling, Louisa had immediately stripped them both, stoked up the fire in the hearth, and proceeded to stoke up a sexual furnace within Miranda. 

From then on, their daily dalliance within their secret chamber was orchestrated by sighs, moans, laughter and giggles, and Miranda learned what her body could achieve under the hands of an expert lover.

And Louisa was certainly that. She enjoyed making love, she told Miranda. Whether it was with a man, a woman, a tool or her own hands, she took great pleasure in the act itself and believed that to orgasm each day was to keep one’s body healthy and one’s mind active.

She was walking proof of her own pudding. Although past forty, her skin was clear and fresh, and even if a few lines were now appearing around her eyes to mark the passage of time, her body remained firm and trim. Her breasts were small, yet full, and her mound was covered with a luxuriant growth of jet-black curls. She loved her body, was comfortable with her own nudity, and liked nothing better than to touch herself with her hands, the toys and anything else she could think of. The word “uninhibited” could well have been defined by a painting of Louisa in the throes of her pleasure.

Any embarrassment Miranda felt had quickly worn off as the two women shared some very interesting sexual experiences. The dildoes had received quite a bit of attention, although Louisa did little but complain about them.

“They do not feel right, Miranda, little one...” said Louisa one day, sprawling on the carpet with legs widespread. She pulled her dildo-of-choice out from her body and waved it in the air. “The man is so much more warm, so much more hard...”

Miranda giggled. She had just pleasured herself to an amazing orgasm using her favorite glass dildo and was lying limply across a well-stuffed chaise. “How can a man be harder than wood, Louisa?  You are teasing me, aren’t you?”

“But no, child. A man is different than wood, than leather, than glass. He is smooth and yet hard, like velvet over iron, and each has many different ridges and shapes to him. And of course he plays with the body first, to ready the cunny for his loving,” she sighed and re-inserted her dildo, gently caressing her clit with her other hand.

Miranda felt herself get wet again as she watched Louisa writhe on the floor. Miranda’s nipples pebbled along with Louisa’s, and she followed her instinct and knelt down beside her friend. Pushing Louisa’s hand away, Miranda slid her own fingers towards Louisa’s mound, while her other hand tweaked and rolled and pulled Louisa’s by now solidly ruched nipples. She lowered her head and sucked on one, making Louisa moan with pleasure.

It tasted flowery and felt strange between her lips, like a small overripe cherry. It was not an unpleasant sensation, however, and Louisa certainly seemed to be enjoying it. Her moans and sighs were increasing, and her buttocks were now thrusting her mound into Miranda’s hand. 

Carefully, tentatively, Miranda allowed her fingers to probe the swollen and hot tissues, seeking Louisa’s clit. There—there it was. One light flick and the gasps came from Louisa’s mouth, her head rolling frantically from side to side.

Again and again Miranda repeated the movement echoing the rhythm of the dildo, which Louisa was now energetically fucking. Within moments, Louisa cried out and clamped her thighs around Miranda’s hand. Shuddering, she rode out her orgasm, finally sighing and letting her muscles relax.

She looked at Miranda and smiled. “Thank you, my dear friend. That was marvelous.”

Miranda smiled back.

That day had marked the beginning of a new phase of their sexual odyssey.

Now neither woman was hesitant about experimenting. Not just with the assorted sex toys either, but with each other and their bodies. Miranda learned what an orgasm should be, both with Louisa’s fingers, her dildo, and finally, daringly, with Louisa’s tongue.

They’d shared a bath before the fire in Miranda’s room and had sneaked down to the secret passage late at night when the house had fallen quiet. A happy hour was spent laughing over the obscenely funny cartoons they’d found in a book by Rowlandson, but when they reached the one entitled “The Curious Parson”, Miranda paused.

“He looks like he wants to eat her up, doesn’t he?”

Louisa laughed. “He may well do so, my dear. Loving each other with tongues and mouths is a very pleasurable thing.”

Miranda looked unconvinced, although she felt her arousal growing at the thought.

“Come, let me show you something,” said Louisa, leading Miranda over to the chaise. “Settle yourself here, lean back and close your eyes. Keep them closed for me, promise?”

“I promise,” giggled Miranda.

“Now think of the most handsome man you’ve ever seen...”

A vision of deep blue eyes and a sensual mouth flew into Miranda’s mind. He’d been on horseback, passing her as she walked in the Park. His hair had flown free of its tie and it billowed around his shoulders like a black cloud of silk. His legs had been very muscular, flexing as they controlled his mount, and his eyes had met hers for less than a second, but
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