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PROLOGUE: THE STORY SO FAR

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 suffered. She and Mister Gilbey rutted shamelessly and without protection. Emily was pregnant. It was of paramount urgency that she resume her sexual relations with her husband as quickly as possible before the truth author of her condition was discovered, except Sir Jeffrey shunned her every advance. He pushed her away. Her stunning body left him cold, until a secret got whispered in Emily’s 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 bestial customers. She’d join their ranks, concealed behind a mask, and once her husband had whipped her and, more importantly, swythed with 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 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 sensual, 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 takes her, heart and soul, anal, oral and, most importantly of all, her hot place where children are conceived. She’s safe. And even better...  the act of love brings them together! They’re left united by a new passionate tenderness.

Filled with a new zest for life, Emily sets 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 is soon one of the foremost experts on Random Mutation and Natural Selection in the land. She gives lectures and writes treatises. She’s finally deeply happy, except...

... Mister Darwin is making a second expedition, to South America, and Jonathon is going with the great man to study a fossil that’s been discovered in Tierra del Fuego, a ground-breaking fossil find that could be the clinching evidence for the Theory of Evolution. Both Jonathon and Darwin beg her to accompany them. With her wide knowledge of natural science Emily will be of invaluable help in their investigations except... the expedition will take many years and she has a child and a loving husband at home...  Emily must make a choice...  
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CHAPTER ONE: DECISION TIME
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Everyone was amazed at how quickly Lady Emily Henshawe regained her figure after the birth of baby Charles.

Little over a week had passed since her confinement and already her belly had re-found its pod-like shapeliness. Already the stretch marks on her silky flanks had smoothed themselves away, as if Nature Herself wished to erase all evidence of her nine months pregnancy as quickly as possible.

Her breasts, always toned and shapely, were charged with an extra milky beauty. No matter how savagely young Charles took suck, Emily’s nipples, loathe to forget stronger pleasures—her husband’s cat-‘o-nine-tails flirting with her engorged areolae, Jonathon’s lips feasting on her sumptuous fullness— retained their pert attraction.

And then, of course, there was her face. Her lustrous hazel eyes. Her high, refined cheekbones. The full cupid’s-bows of her lips. Her mane of raven black hair. Always lovely, even at thirty, her features seemed more improved, if that were possible.

Of course they were improved! Happiness is Nature’s beautician, and Emily now found herself in the full flood of a new happiness.

She’d produced an heir for Henshawe Hall! Baby Charles was thriving. Her husband doted on her, and not merely with his accustomed kindness and gentility, but with a passionate regard that took full measure of her renewed loveliness. Sir Jeffrey had denied himself the use of his riding crop during the last months of her pregnancy but now his wife was looking deliciously whip-able again.

And then there was Mister Gilbey. A week after one’s lying in might seem rather hasty for a journey up to London to listen to a lecture on Evolution, but in the inn after the lecture Jonathon had more than proven that there was no slacking in his love for her either. Indeed she and her lover had swythed with such urgency she might have feared she was pregnant again if Nature hadn’t protected nursing mothers from such indignities.

Emily didn’t like to think of herself as a shallow or deceitful person, but there was simply no help for it— being loved by two passionate and virile men added a special luster to one’s eye. There was certainly more sparkle in her eye than there’d been just nine months earlier when Mister Gilbey first came to Henshawe Hall to conduct his experiments on her husband’s pigeons and had directly experimented on her naked body on the floor of her husband’s dovecote.

Baby Charles was Mister Gilbey’s whelp, not Sir Jeffrey’s, but luckily the little boy took almost exclusively after Emily. Infant Charlie didn’t betray her secret by any noticeable replication of Jonathon’s features.

If Emily at times felt herself to be duplicitous, she brushed the squeamishness aside with the recollection that, until Jonathon fucked her on a bed of feathers and pigeon droppings, she’d endured five years of sexual neglect at her husband’s hands.

Certainly, if Jonathon hadn’t tupped her in the dovecote she would never have got knocked up. But getting knocked up had turned out to be a good thing too. Falling pregnant had made it imperative she seduce her reluctant husband, and seduce him quickly, before her condition became public knowledge. It had been a close call. Jeffrey had only fucked her, and fucked her whole-heartedly, after she’d stumbled upon his secret: her kind and noble husband lusted for the pleasures of the whip. It had all worked out so well! Sir Jeffrey had thrashed her so thoroughly, Lady Emily had discovered that she herself took pleasure in the ‘kiss of the cat.’
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