

[image: Cover Image]




Belle of Peacham Place

Bethany Amber

[image: image]




Copyright © 1997 Bethany Amber

The right of Bethany Amber to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

First published as an Ebook by Headline Publishing Group in 2013

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN : 978 1 4722 1660 1

Cover photograph ©Rod Ashford 1997

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company

338 Euston Road

London NW1 3BH

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk














By Bethany Amber and available from Headline

Peacham Place

Fair Ladies of Peacham Place

Belle of Peacham Place

Punishment in Botany Bay


About the Book

There are two pressing reasons for Mirabelle Washington, Atlanta’s sexiest Southern belle, to travel to England.  The first is to ensnare a titled husband whose wealth can save the family plantation.  The second is to put a man in her bed who’ll live up to her expectations.  If only, she dreams, these two objectives could be reconciled . . .


Accompanying Mirabelle as chaperone is her newly widowed aunt, Hatty May.  In truth, the busty blonde beauty is in need of a chaperone herself.  Together these two mouth-watering man-hunters are destined to take the nobs of Peacham Place for a long and satisfying ride!


Chapter 1



Mirabelle Washington fluttered her fan furiously.

A large round housemaid bustled into the drawing room, a beaming smile wreathing her dark chubby cheeks.

‘Mister Charles Carlton here to see you, Miss Mirabelle,’ said the maid, dabbing her face against the heat.

A sigh whispered from Mirabelle’s rosebud lips. ‘I suppose I must see him,’ she said adjusting her décolletage to show the upper ivory slopes of her lovely breasts to the best of advantage.

Diddy, the maid, tutted loudly and bustled over to the lovely Southern belle. ‘What y’all doing, showing your titties like that?’ She pulled up the low neckline of the cream silk dress with strong, dark fingers to a more modest position. ‘You’m gonna give yo’ poor daddy a heart attack, way you carry on with your beaux!’

‘They all so tedious, Diddy!’ complained Mirabelle, looking down at her neckline. ‘And you makin’ it more tedious!’

Diddy tutted again, louder this time as she bent with considerable puffing and panting to adjust her charge’s skirts about slim, but immodest ankles.

‘Showin’ all you got to your beaux!’ Diddy wagged a finger at Mirabelle. ‘Now you behave like a lady, a real Southern belle, to Mister Carlton!’

Gleaming jet lashes fluttered over periwinkle-blue eyes and the softest of rosebud lips curved in a mischievous smile. ‘And what if I don’t?’

Diddy placed her hands on her more than ample hips and glared at Mirabelle. ‘Then Ah’ll git yo’ daddy to tan yo’ hide!’ The maid shook her turbanned head, making her chubby dark cheeks wobble crossly. ‘Jest yo’ see if Ah don’t!’

A shudder ran through Mirabelle’s shapely body. It was a shudder of sheer delight, she admitted to herself. Her beautifully proportioned buttocks fairly rippled with anticipation at the thought of castigation of her bottom, and yet she had no idea why.

With that final threat the large maid turned on her heel and flounced from the room.

The lovely Miss Washington sat very straight in her damask chair and covered her perfect ivory features with her lace fan ready to receive Mr Charles Carlton.

‘Is she in a sunny mood?’ she heard from beyond the door.

‘Ain’t bad as she could be,’ she heard Diddy reply.

A slight teasing smile again curved the rosebud lips, but it was gone in a trice as the door opened to allow Charles Carlton entry.

‘I’ve come to pledge my troth!’ said Mr Carlton dramatically, throwing himself to his knees before Mirabelle.

A peep over her fan told her that he was surely one of the most handsome young men in Atlanta, Georgia. Broad shoulders tapered down to a slender waist. Firm, chiselled features were bronzed by wind and sun. All in all, he had a ruggedness and vital power which attracted her.

Mirabelle dipped her blue-black curls to the side as she thought. ‘Perhaps—’ she began.

‘You’ll marry me?’ The handsome features were set in a radiant glow.

‘I said perhaps!’ Mirabelle said sharply, tapping his bended knee with her closed fan. ‘You got to join the competition.’

The handsome face looked up at her, puzzled. ‘I don’t understand, Miss Mirabelle.’

‘No! ’Cos I’ve sworn the competitors to secrecy! I don’t want my reputation ruined!’

The pert Miss allowed her gaze to drift down to that part of Mr Carlton’s body where his long, muscular legs joined his trunk. It looked promising, she thought, peeping at it over a fluttering fan.

‘Stand up, Mr Carlton.’ The melodious voice dripped honey at the command.

Mr Carlton stood. Mirabelle quivered with delight. In a leisurely manner he stretched his long legs and she could see his muscles rippling under the fine cloth of his trousers.

‘Now what, Miss Mirabelle?’

‘Lock the door,’ she said, her voice husky, barely audible.

Watching him stride, with gloriously fluid movements, to the door made Mirabelle’s lacey, cotton drawers damp about her cunney.

‘Oh, I do hope—’ she breathed.

‘You hope what, Miss Mirabelle?’ asked Mr Carlton, suddenly standing over her, his hands thrust deep in his pockets.

A whispered sigh escaped Mirabelle’s pretty mouth and she felt the need to run her pink tongue tip around her lips.

‘I hope you’re the one!’ she managed. ‘So far my beaux have been so disappointing and you’m so handsome!’

Charles Carlton thrust out his loins. Yes, thought Mirabelle, that bulge certainly looked like the one for which she was searching.

‘Open your trousers!’ she gasped. ‘Quickly!’ She couldn’t wait. There was an uncontainable urgency inside her pretty drawers.

‘My trousers, Miss Mirabelle?’

Had he heard right? He gulped, feeling his cock fairly leap in readiness.

Mirabelle tutted impatiently. ‘You deaf?’ she gasped. ‘I want to marry the man with the biggest and most upstanding cock . . .’

A long shiny length, pulsing with vitality, shot from Mr Carlton’s trousers.

‘And so far my beaux have sorely disappointed me,’ continued Mirabelle. This, though, seemed to be the one.

Dainty fingers gracefully stroked the convulsing shaft. ‘So smooth,’ Mirabelle sighed, tracing the silky skin, beneath which were thickly engorged veins.

The lithe hips thrust forward eagerly and the lovely, although inquisitive, Southern belle slipped her slender fingers into the trousers to cup the heaviness of Mr Carlton’s ballsack.

The young suitor could do nought else but groan, throwing back his handsome head in ecstatic appreciation of the action. On his way to the immensely rich Washington Plantation he had been more than a little apprehensive, for Miss Mirabelle’s pettish, spoilt ways were well-known, not only in Atlanta, but in the whole of the State of Georgia.

‘Oh, Miss Mirabelle . . .’ he sighed, ‘could it be that I am successful in my suit for your hand?’

He thrust back and forth, allowing the dainty fingers to brush the moistness of the swollen plum which was the peak of his shaft.

‘I got to admit that y’all got a cock like no others I’ve seen!’ whispered Mirabelle, before lapping out a beautifully agile tongue to stroke it up and down the rigid darkness of Mr Carlton’s shaft.

‘It tastes nice too!’ the investigating Miss admitted.

Mr Carlton ventured a peek at the bobbing jet curls which were Mirabelle’s perfectly groomed tresses. Was he truly going to be lucky enough to have this gorgeous, talented creature for his wife? His cock beat with pleasure.

The daintiest of index fingers smoothed across Mister Carlton’s plum and touched the pearly dew of pre-issue which shimmered there. He clenched his muscular buttocks in a supreme effort for control.

‘Drop your trousers to your ankles,’ whispered Mirabelle silkily.

‘Drop . . .?’

A finger and thumb grasped the very root of the swain’s cock, making him fight for breath, so wondrous was the sensation. The slim trousers were suddenly in a wrinkled heap at his feet and his cock, pulsing and shiny with turgidity, shuddered from his underdrawers.

‘Now your drawers,’ sighed Mirabelle.

‘My drawers?’

‘Must you repeat everything I say?’ said the lovely daughter of Georgia.

‘It’s just that it seems a strange request . . .’ Mister Carlton’s beautifully honed legs seemed suddenly weak at the thought of being naked from the waist down before this glorious young creature.

‘Don’t be so old-fashioned!’ snapped Mirabelle, grasping the band of his underdrawers and ripping them from his legs. ‘We’re at the beginning of the twentieth century. Things are different!’

With his balls full to bursting and his cock fairly drooling with pleasure, Mister Carlton had to admit Miss Mirabelle did appear to be right.

‘Now the competition!’ said Mirabelle happily, slicking both little hands up and down the considerable girth of his cock.

‘But I thought—’

‘You thought I just wanted to compare your length and width with my other beaux?’ Mirabelle slid one little hand into the dark cleft of his bottom, searching for the tightness of his most intimate pit.

Gulping hard in his effort to hold back his joy, Mister Carlton nodded.

The pretty blue-black curls shook as Mirabelle negated his theory. ‘Huh-huh!’ She planted a soft, pecking kiss upon the muscular flatness of his belly. ‘The competition is to see who can hold back his spunk the longest!’

Mister Carlton gasped partly that such a crude word should issue from such a sweet mouth and partly because he was sure that his spunk was about to spurt all over the Washington drawing room carpet.

‘You ready?’ asked Mirabelle, looking up at him with those limpid periwinkle-blue eyes.

The hapless young swain nodded apprehensively. He looked down and saw a sight which made his young heart sink. Miss Mirabelle was moistening her lips with the dearest of pink tongues and was pursing them into the sweetest of rosebuds.

‘Oh, Miss Mirabelle . . .’ he groaned.

His fine, handsome legs were shaking in earnest. A gloss of perspiration, not entirely due to the Atlanta heat, made his broad forehead gleam. His balls popped up and his cock shook with eagerness.

‘Hush up, now Charles!’ commanded Mirabelle, not looking up at him, but focusing the lovely blue eyes upon her quarry. ‘This part is very important for the contest.’

Charles Carlton was more than aware of this fact and he was sure that he was not going to pass the first hurdle. The thrusting thickness of his turgidity was becoming unbearably painful.

‘Oh, Charles!’ sighed the eager Miss. ‘Your plum is so pretty! It’s little skirt is drawn back and I can see it all shiny and ready for my lips!’

The most refined of tongues lapped out to lick away another drop of pre-issue which hovered so prettily upon the purple globe. This was followed by a polishing finger which slipped over the sensitive knob with the lightest of touches.

Charles Carlton moaned, throwing back his head as the knowledge dawned upon him that he could hold back no longer. The soft lips closed around his silky firmness.

‘I’m truly sorry, Miss Mirabelle . . .’ he began.

He felt a surge from his vitals which he knew heralded the evidence of his excitement. It was as though all of his innards had turned to white hot spunk which he could not control. His large hands drove into the jet curls, pressing the loveliness of the sucking lips into his manliness.

‘I feel my whole length in your mouth, Miss Mirabelle, honey!’ he panted. ‘I am in heaven!’

Mirabelle, although vastly enjoying the flood of cream pouring into her throat, mentally dismissed Charles Carlton from her list of suitors. Papa would just have to go on looking for beaux with staying power.

Lordy, she thought crossly, what was she going to do? She was eighteen, for heaven’s sake, and if she didn’t find a beau with staying power, she was going to stay an old maid. She swore she was!

Mirabelle bobbed up and looked at Charles with anger in the periwinkle-blues. For all she was joyously savouring the flavour of his copious spunk Mr Carlton was not the man she could marry.

‘Git!’ she commanded, pointing to the locked door.

‘But I thought you admired the size . . .’ Mr Carlton bent to pull up his underdrawers. He could feel his length, still firm and solid, oozing the last of his spunk down his muscular legs.

‘I do!’ exclaimed Mirabelle, fluttering her fan about her pretty features as she took a last, lingering, but regretful, look at the length in question. ‘Indeed I do!’

‘And you liked the feel of my plum in—’ he persisted.

‘It felt wonderful between my lips,’ she assured him, giving the tip a final glance. ‘It’s a mighty fine plum and felt so big in my mouth.’

‘Then what,’ demanded Mr Carlton, fastening the button at the waist of his underdrawers, ‘in tarnation did I do to displease you, Miss Mirabelle?’

He could feel his pecker rising within the fine homegrown Atlanta cotton of his underdrawers and knew that there could not be many young men in the State of Gerogia who could be as vigorous.

‘You didn’t do anything to displease me,’ she assured him. ‘My lips fairly gloried in the silkiness of your cock, but . . .’

Mirabelle lowered her eyes to her lap. Beneath the silken folds of her skirt, between the milk-white flesh of her thighs was a cunney which dripped with longing.

Mister Carlton drew his trousers up over his muscular legs and looked at the lovely Miss Washington.

‘But what?’ he asked eagerly.

The hard flesh of her clitty fairly grated against the cotton and lace of her drawers. Diddy seemed to have laced her corset far too tightly, way beyond its normal seventeen inches and she felt overly confined. There was a deep yearning to throw herself at Mister Carlton’s feet but she could not.

‘You got no staying power!’ she confessed. ‘Your cock is beautiful. It’s large and thick, but it’s too eager to spill its contents!’

Mirabelle glared at the handsome young man, challenging him to refute her knowledge.

‘It’s your lips!’ he gasped, allowing his trousers to slither swiftly back to the expensive carpet. His much maligned pecker was thrusting once more from the convenient slot at the front of his drawers.

Mirabelle looked petulant. ‘What’s wrong with my lips?’ she asked angrily.

Charles Carlton stood over her, his expression threatening and his jutting length more so. ‘Nothing wrong with them,’ he assured her. ‘They’re just overly experienced. They’re too clever. No man could withstand their practised caresses.’ He was breathing hard, rapid and deep, as though he had run a long way. A hard hand reached out and grasped her wrist.

The periwinkle-blue eyes widened with fear, although Mister Carlton was grinning mischievously. ‘What y’all doing?’ she said nervously, her voice husky.

The finely cut trousers were kicked aside. ‘You are a prick tease, Miss Mirabelle,’ he said in a dangerously measured tone. He clasped her to him, pressing the firm, full breasts against his broad chest. One hand was hard against her bottom, clutching the shapely pillows of flesh through the silk of her gown and the several layers of her petticoats.

‘Very shortly,’ he murmured, still with that teasing smile upon his wide lips, ‘you will discover what I am doing, but first . . .’

He paused and his dark, smouldering eyes stared into her frightened blue ones. Fearful though she was, she was also excited. The hard cherry stones of her nipples chafed against the silk of her gown and her breasts pouted heavily over the upper margin of her corset. The plump lips of her sex seemed swollen, brushing sensuously over the cotton of her drawers.

‘Let me go!’ she whispered weakly, but she did not struggle in the strong clasp of his arms.

‘You don’t mean that!’ he said with a chuckle.

The very next moment his hot lips were upon her cool ones, still slick with the remains of his spunk. She felt his tongue sink into the willing openness of her mouth, invading her as, if she had judged him suitable, his cock would have invaded her cunney, given half a chance.

After long moments she broke away from him. ‘You wretch! Didn’t I tell you to git!’

Mister Carlton’s arms clasped her yet tighter. ‘My dear Miss Mirabelle,’ he said, a sardonic grin upon his firm and sensual lips, ‘I must tell you that I have absolutely no intention of going until I have finished what I intend to do.’

‘You’re going to rape me?’ Mirabelle sounded excited rather than frightened. ‘I’ll cry for help! I’ll cry for Papa.’

Mister Carlton threw back his head and let out a great peal of laughter, his hand tightening his hold upon the fleshy pillows of her buttocks.

‘And he’ll pepper your hide with buckshot!’

‘Now that is where you are entirely wrong!’

Mirabelle frowned. ‘I don’t understand,’ she murmured.

Charles Carlton ran a finger softly down the line of her lovely neck. It was a caress which sent frissons of supreme pleasure down to her eager cunney.

‘Your Papa gave me strict instructions to tame you!’ he informed her, laughter hovering on every teasing word.

‘He did what?’ Mirabelle stiffened in his arms and tried to tear her shapely body away from him, but he was more than ready for such an action.

Before she knew what was happening she was flung upon Mister Carlton’s lap with her silk skirt high at her waist and her snowy white cotton petticoats a froth of lace over her smooth shoulders.

‘What are you doing, you devil?’ she gasped.

She felt the cool touch of his strong fingers at the band of her drawers. When the cotton resisted his tugs, he tore at it roughly.

‘How dare you!’ she panted, but her cry of anguish was pretended. His very roughness was exciting and her little cunney had never felt so stimulated. However, as a lady, and a Southern lady at that, she must keep up her pretence of torment. She kicked her little feet up and down, giving Mister Carlton a gloriously moving display of silk stocking.

A loud ripping sound heralded the baring of Mirabelle’s full bottom.

‘Oooh! You wretch!’ she cried, but she gloried in the display of her ivory hillocks and, surreptitiously, parted the milk-white thighs to show him yet more of her person.

A broad strong hand, palm flat and hard, slapped down upon the pouting peach-halves.

‘Your father . . .’ panted Mister Carlton, ‘informs me . . .’ Another slap followed the first bringing a cry from Mirabelle. ‘That you are a disobedient young lady who he cannot control.’

Bottom cheeks fairly stinging with the strength of the slaps, the young Miss felt obliged to open her lovely thighs yet further, for a great heat seemed to suffuse the castigated part.

‘And I can quite see what he means!’ said Charles Carlton. At the lewd action of the pretty Miss, the punishing beau felt forced to administer a third blow, ten times harder than the first two.

‘Your bottom is scarlet,’ murmured Mister Carlton, ‘and I can see the outline of my hand.’

‘Stop crowing!’ mewed Mirabelle. ‘I’m only too aware of what you can see.’ At this admission the naughty Miss Mirabelle made her bottom cheeks rise from Mister Carlton’s lap. She was fairly offering him the burning cheeks and the deep valley between them.

‘Oh, Miss Mirabelle!’ groaned the young beau. ‘I fear that the wonderful sights beneath my eyes are too much for a poor weak-willed soul such as myself.’

His touch was heated from the swift abrasions which he had given her buttocks. A soft mew escaped her lips as his fingers parted the burning cheeks of her bottom. Feeling a fleshy hardness press into the pliancy of her belly, Mirabelle bore her mons down upon it such as the many layers of her clothing would allow.

‘Such delicious wetness!’ sighed Mister Carlton. A stiff finger was now sliding up and down the silky cleft below her bottom valley. The mischievous Miss wriggled delightedly as the tip of the finger glanced moistly over the tiny bud hidden between her maidenly folds.

‘Oooh!’ she sighed in sheer ecstasy. ‘Stroke that part once again, Charles Carlton. Please!’

Mirabelle bounced up and down upon his lap, abrading his finger upon her erect clitty. The finger rubbed several more times and the heated hillocks of her bottom began to bounce more wildly.

‘Oh, Mister Carlton! I surely don’t know what you’re doing to me, but I declare that it is quite the nicest feeling I’ve ever had!’

Mirabelle crossed her little fingers, as she often did when she told an untruth. She knew exactly what the young swain was doing, having done it to herself before the mirror in her bedroom many times a week.

‘Called finger fucking, Miss Mirabelle,’ panted the young man knowledgeably.

The naughty minx bit the rosebud lips to prevent him hearing her subdued chuckle. ‘Is it truly?’ she said innocently. ‘I like those words. Can I tell Mama?’

Mister Carlton coughed, almost choking at the thought. ‘Better not,’ he advised. ‘It’s a phrase only used between man and wife.’ Or man and whore, he thought to himself.

‘Well, that finger fucking is making the most glorious feelings come upon me!’ admitted Mirabelle, her voice rising as she came.

‘Oh, my love!’ gasped Charles Carlton, feeling the lovely young woman’s breasts quiver upon his lap. ‘Would you allow me to—?’

He paused, pressing three fingers gently at the beauty’s entrance, feeling her love sap pour over his digits and feeling her spongy walls pulse at the pads of his fingers.

‘Would I allow you to what?’ sighed Mirabelle, feeling herself shake from head to toe as her peak passed.

Cock fairly throbbing with eagerness against the pliancy of Mirabelle’s stomach, Mister Carlton cleared his throat, wanting to pledge his needs with a firm voice. This time he would not take ‘no’ for an answer.

‘Would you allow me to fuck you?’ he said quickly.

‘With your fingers?’ frowned Mirabelle, over the creamy smoothness of her shoulder.

‘Er-no,’ stammered the young man.

Mirabelle could feel the hard thickness probing her flesh and knew exactly what he required.

‘With what then?’ Mirabelle made her voice small and sweetly curious.

Charles Carlton’s patience was at an end and he pushed the half-naked tease from his lap, standing up with a springy bounce, waving his freshly turgid and dripping brute about her, like some magic wand.

‘I’ll show you who has the staying power!’ he promised.

Mirabelle, her blue eyes dewy and her lips parted, smiled up at him. Teasingly, she kicked her shapely legs and spread them wide, deliberately increasing the gap in her ripped drawers.

‘Aaagh!’ groaned Mister Carlton, his hands flying, panic-stricken to his upright cock. His dark, smouldering eyes were drawn to her pink and shining little cunney.

‘Come!’ she mocked playfully.

‘No!’ he gasped, his hands clutching his length as though he would strangle it. It began to throb. ‘I’m trying so hard not to spume, Miss Mirabelle!’

With dainty index fingers she spread her plump cunney lips which were so gorgeously sprinkled with tight jet curls. ‘I do so want you to take me,’ she purred. She pointed delicately to the tightness of her darkly flushed entrance.

‘Oh Miss Mir—’

No sooner had he started to speak than his spume began to spurt.

Mirabelle was furious. ‘You had your last chance!’ Leaping to her feet she threw his discarded trousers into his arms. ‘Git! I don’t want to see you ever again!’

‘But your Papa—’

‘I don’t give a fig about my Papa and I care even less for you!’ Her little hands were placed firmly upon the swell of her hip and she glared at him, allowing her gaze to drift down to the limp contents of his underdrawers.

‘One more chance . . .’ pleaded Mister Carlton.

‘I told you to git!’

For a dainty Southern lady Miss Mirabelle packed a hefty kick upon her beau’s backside, propelling him through the drawing room door to the gracious hall, much to the amusement of Diddy.


Chapter 2



‘Fiddle-de-dee!’ exclaimed Mirabelle, admiring her image in the mirror. ‘There must be somebody else suitable.’

Diddy thrust her young mistress to the bed post and indicated that she should hold tight as she pulled her corset laces. ‘No, Miss Mirabelle,’ puffed Diddy. ‘Ain’t no-one!’

Mirabelle thrust her handsome backside rearwards and held the post tighter. ‘Is that what Papa said? That Mister Charles Carlton was the very last eligible bachelor in Atlanta?’

Puffing and panting, Diddy tugged at the corset laces, her large, round face glowing darkly with the effort. ‘He the last one in the whole of the State of Georgia!’

‘They can’t all be milk sops!’ Mirabelle felt her waist being whittled to the required seventeen inches. In the mirror by the bed she could see her hips and buttocks flaring from the tininess of her waist. Fine, full breasts pouted pertly over the upper margin of her corset, covered only lightly by the finest of lawn bodices.

‘You worrying your poor daddy to death, Miss Mirabelle!’ exclaimed Diddy.

The young Miss allowed her large maid to help her into her lace-trimmed, long cotton drawers. ‘Don’t be melodramatic, Diddy!’ she chided, slipping her small feet into dainty leather boots and watching as the maid bent, panting heavily, to fasten the tiny buttons.

‘It’s true!’ exclaimed Diddy, looking up with worried brown eyes. ‘Why you so fussy ’bout who you choose for a husband? All those boys were handsome.’

‘They had no staying power, Diddy,’ said Mirabelle, stretching up her long pale arms to allow her several petticoats to be slipped over her head.

‘What you mean? Staying power?’ The maid tied the satin ribbons which held the pretty petticoats about her mistress’s waist.

Mirabelle closed her eyes, seeing again the parade of fine, upstanding young cocks which withered and wilted at the touch of her lips or the sight of her cunney. She sighed wearily.

‘I shall not marry a man that I cannot love to the full,’ she declared staunchly.

Diddy huffed in disgust. ‘Y’all thinking about sex again, Miss Mirabelle.’

Wide periwinkle-blue eyes turned upon Diddy, flashing blue fire. ‘You damned right, I am!’

‘T’ain’t right!’ protested Diddy, shaking her turbanned head. ‘T’ain’t right at all. Ladies shouldn’t be thinking about sex. They should lie back when their husband comes to them and think about their family and their nation.’ She pursed her lips angrily and shook her head making her fat cheeks wobble furiously.

Mirabelle laughed, her dear dimpled hands resting on the flare of her hips. ‘Is that what you do with your husband?’

The servant took a simple white dress from the huge wardrobe and walked crossly to her young charge. ‘T’ain’t the same!’ she hissed.

‘Why not?’ persisted Mirabelle. The soft, gossamer folds of the dress fell softly over her head and her long, slender arms were slipped into the sleeves. ‘Why isn’t sex the same for you? Why must I suffer boring sex which doesn’t last a moment while you can enjoy it?’

Diddy tugged the dress into place rather more forcefully than was absolutely necessary.

‘Don’t be rough, Diddy!’

‘You know very well why, Miss Mirabelle,’ said Diddy as she began the tedious business of fastening the tiny buttons which ran from neck to waist. ‘Y’all don’t need me to tell you.’

The dress was one of Mirabelle’s prettiest. High-necked with a neat bodice, ruffled to emphasise her full breasts, it fell straight at the front but was cut on the bias at the rear to fall into a short train. Mirabelle sighed. Lord only knew why she chose this, she thought. There were no callers expected and she wasn’t going anywhere except perhaps for a stroll around the Washington Plantation.

The rosebud mouth pursed in determination. ‘Come on, Diddy,’ Mirabelle persisted. ‘Why can you enjoy sex and I can’t?’

‘Good job yo’ poor daddy can’t hear you!’ chided Diddy. ‘Ah can enjoy sex ‘cos Ah got a good, big husband who’s got a good, big cock and Ah’m a servant, that’s why!’ The explanation came out all in a rush, leaving poor Diddy breathless and embarrassed.

‘So that’s the answer!’ said Mirabelle, dancing away from Diddy. ‘That’s what I need!’

‘A servant?’ exclaimed Diddy. Her big, plump hands flew to her mouth in horror. ‘Oh, no, Miss Mirabelle! Please! Forget what Ah told you!’

The pert young miss picked up the parasol which matched her dress and flew, giggling, to the door. ‘Maybe I’m only teasing you, Diddy,’ she said with a playful chuckle.

‘And maybe you ain’t!’ said Diddy, beginning to tidy her young mistress’s room. ‘Don’t you dare do anything to upset yo’ poor daddy!’

Mirabelle danced from the room and flew down the gracious staircase which curved from the first floor to the grand entrance hall. The smile still hovered about her pretty features when her father, Colonel Rhett Washington, strode from the library.

‘Oh, Mirabelle!’ he said, a smile taking away the seriousness from his distinguished features. ‘You look radiant, my dear!’

‘Thank you, Papa,’ replied Mirabelle, with a toss of her lustrous blue-black curls.

‘Is there a beau of which I am unaware?’ he said hopefully, taking his daughter’s hand.

‘No, Daddy,’ she said, leaning forward to peck her father on his tanned cheek. ‘I’m just taking a walk around the plantation.’

Her father smiled, trying not to show his disappointment. Mirabelle was eighteen. It was time plans were made for a wedding. It was giving him a great deal of concern. He watched her, pretty head held high and parasol twirling as she stepped out into the Atlanta sunshine.

There was the sweet scent of magnolia blossom in the air. The sky was the deepest of blues and birds sang in the trees. It was a perfect day, and Mirabelle should have been happy, but she was not. What if she never found her dream man, she thought. What if she was destined to be a dried-up old maid? She shuddered. She couldn’t bare that. She knew her special place between her shapely, milk-white thighs needed attention. Her cunney. The very name made her quiver with delighted excitement and she felt the place begin to ooze the love sap which was so ready for the right man.

So deep was she in thought that she failed to notice that she had reached the edge of the carefully tended lawns of the Washington Plantation and was on the road leading to the fields.

It was hot and dusty and she had left her fan in the coolness of the house. The parasol, although affording some shade, did not shelter her from the blistering heat of the Atlanta summer. The heat made her become cross and out of sorts.

‘Why, good morning, Miss Mirabelle!’ said a deep voice.

Startled, Mirabelle, braving the heat of the sun, looked up beneath the frilled edge of her parasol.

It was Joshua Hackensack, the overseer of the plantation. It was strange, but the sight of him made Mirabelle’s heart do a little dance.

‘Good morning, Joshua.’ It was hard, she noticed, to keep her heart still beneath her full breasts. She was sure he would notice the flutter beneath her pretty bodice.

The periwinkle-blue eyes looked up at him, it seemed for the first time, seeing how handsome and rugged he was. The realisation made her shudder pleasurably.

‘Mighty pretty dress you’re wearing this fine morning,’ he offered.

He sat on his horse so straight and tall, his muscular legs so relaxed about the chestnut mount’s flanks that the sight made her own shapely legs go quite weak. Mirabelle felt her cunny lips swell deliciously.

‘You going anywhere in particular?’ asked Joshua.

‘Just walking,’ said Mirabelle, trying to keep her soft voice steady.

She never had this problem, she mused, when talking to the beaux Papa picked out for her. She was confident as can be with them, but with Joshua, who was, after all, a mere servant like Diddy, she was nervous and fluttery. The realisation hit her like a thunderbolt.

The blue eyes, so thickly fringed with black lashes, gleamed with excitement as they attempted to scan, quite surreptitiously, any bulge which might be hiding beneath the Southern grey of Joshua’s pants.

Joshua’s own eyes, which were as green as the dark forest, twinkled merrily as he watched her strain her elegant white neck to peer between his muscular thighs.

‘Something wrong, Miss Mirabelle?’ he asked, a chuckle making his deep voice catch.

Mirabelle, sure that she had found the answer to her problem, did not answer immediately, but slowly, with tiny steps, edged closer to the chestnut horse, staring, quite blatantly now, between Mr Hackensack’s thighs.

Joshua, realising her quest, moved his feet in his stirrups, parting his finely honed legs to allow her to see between them more clearly.

Blushing, Mirabelle lowered her eyes, devastated that he had realised the significance of her curiosity. Slowly, she turned away, head bent and not caring that her dress swished the dusty road.

‘Miss Mirabelle . . .’

Joshua’s voice was husky, beckoning, and she turned, a soft smile on her lovely features.

‘Don’t go,’ he added. He was reaching down, holding out his hand.

Placing her small hand in his, she allowed him to swing her up behind him. She straddled the horse in a most unladylike manner. The full breasts brushed against his back and his closeness made a new flowage of dew from her cunney moisten her drawers.

‘It’s too hot for a lady to be walking so far from the house,’ he said softly. ‘I’ll take you back.’

‘Oh, no!’ The exclamation, although brief, told of her disappointment. She didn’t want to be taken back to the house. Why hadn’t she ever noticed Joshua’s fine physique before? She was sure he was the very man she sought.

‘No?’ he echoed. She heard him chuckle again. ‘Well, now, if you don’t want me to take you to the house, where do you wish to go?’ His voice was mocking, as though he knew quite well the answer.

The heat cloaked Mirabelle like a blanket. The corsets which Diddy had laced so tightly earlier in the morning confined her and she felt that she would swoon from the strange feelings in her head. She leaned against him, feeling his power and strength and the slight moistness of his muscular back through the fine lawn of his shirt.

‘Well, Miss Mirabelle?’ he prompted her.

‘To your house,’ she said boldly.

He reined the horse in and turned to look at her. He took off his broad-brimmed hat and wiped a sheen of perspiration from his forehead with his billowing sleeve. Mirabelle had only to look into those dark green eyes set in the handsome chiselled features tanned by the summer sun and she felt an overwhelming longing.

‘You sure, Miss Mirabelle?’ he said, the smile fading and his features becoming deadly serious.

‘I’m very sure,’ she said, sitting very straight and determined upon the horse’s back. ‘I’ve never been so sure about anything in my whole life.’

‘But your father—’

‘My father wants the best for me,’ Mirabelle finished. ‘Well, I think you’re the best; after all, if you and I were to marry he would have an overseer and a son-in-law all rolled into one!’

Joshua Hackensack smiled at Mirabelle’s over-simplified logic and then pressed his spurs into the horse’s flanks. They set off at a gallop and as the wind scurried her blue-black curls she knew that she had made the right decision.

Minutes later Joshua reined in the horse outside a whitewashed house only slightly larger than its neighbours. Mirabelle gasped. It was the first time she had been to this part of the plantation.

‘What’s wrong, Miss Mirabelle?’ Joshua said, jumping down lithely and looking at her with a wry smile as he turned to help her down.

‘Just nothing at all!’ she said brightly, holding out her arms for him to catch her as she slid into his.

‘You didn’t realise how poor I was,’ he offered. ‘Didn’t realise how little your father paid me.’

A blush suffused Mirabelle’s creamy face, but she shook her head. She was anxious to be close to Joshua, close as Diddy was to her husband. Naked as the day they were born.

‘Come on,’ she chivied, taking Joshua’s hand in her small one.

The cottage was no more than one large room, roughly furnished with a homemade bed, table and chair. Never mind, thought Mirabelle, when she and Joshua were married he could sleep next to her in her bed with satin sheets.

The blue eyes, glistening with excitement, went straight to the hugely bulging part between Joshua’s parted legs. The Southern grey breeches only served to emphasise the overseer’s attributes.

‘Oh, Joshua!’ she sighed, standing close and placing her slender arms around his neck. The bulge was rock hard and pressed between her own soft thighs, already invading her.

His big hands spanned her tiny waist and she felt him shudder with need. His long fingers slid upwards along her corsetted ribs until they reached the perfect globes of her breasts. They cupped each rounded mound and index fingers teased the hardness of each nipple, making Mirabelle almost swoon with delight.

‘I’ve got to be sure that you really want this,’ he said, his voice so low and husky that Mirabelle could barely hear it.

‘I want you, Joshua,’ she told him. ‘You don’t know how much.’

He grinned, hurriedly pushing up her skirt and petticoats and feeling the hot dampness in her drawers; feeling the thrusting bud of her clitty between the plump lips.

‘I know!’ he said, with his grin widening.

‘Take off my clothes, Joshua,’ she murmured. Her mouth felt parched and her tongue felt clumsy within it.

His arms dropped to his side and she thought, just for a moment, that she had been too bold. Pleadingly, she stretched out her hands, begging him to hold her once more, but her concern was unfounded. He merely paused in his caresses to bolt the door.

Mirabelle smiled, enjoying the dimly lit little world which he had created for them. He strode towards her, already unbuttoning the lawn shirt, baring his broad chest. Watching him with eager eyes she found her desire growing by the second.

He sat on the narrow bed, the bed upon which they would, very soon, fuck. Her use of the crude word to herself made her quiver with a deep passion. He held out a booted and spurred leg.

‘Take off my spurs and boots,’ he said. His voice was no longer husky with passion; no longer subservient. It was strong and commanding. Mirabelle loved it, even though she had never had to do anything so servile in her whole life.

‘My trousers,’ he said as he stood up. He stood over her, his face expressionless, carved in stone.

Fingers trembling, Mirabelle popped each button and slid the Southern grey breeches over his slim hips. She gasped. He wore no drawers and his cock was hard and thick, probing from a bush of lush brown curls.

‘Are you afraid?’ he asked, sliding a finger and thumb along his length. The globe was dark, Mirabelle noticed, although not as purple as Mister Carlton’s. There was no little skirt behind the globe. It was naked, gleaming with pre-issue and shining as though polished.

‘No,’ she said softly. ‘I’m not afraid. I’m excited,’ she admitted, ‘but I’m not afraid.’

‘But you are a virgin?’ She watched him slide his big palm over the shining globe, spreading the smear of liquid and then watched him encompass the girth of his cock with his fingers. They barely touched, he was so thick.

‘Yes,’ she admitted. ‘I’m a virgin.’

A sudden heated flowage wet the fine cotton of her drawers and her clitty jerked so hard that it startled her, making her give a tiny mew of excitement.

‘Shouldn’t you wait for your husband?’

Looking at him, so handsomely naked, his muscular legs straddled wide apart, his stomach flat and hard, his chest broad and expanded, she wanted him more than ever. Why was he making her wait so long?

‘I want you to be my husband,’ she said softly, sliding her fingers to her breasts, tantalising the hot nipples, hard as stones, thrusting against her bodice.

He threw back his head and laughed. The laugh was dry and scornful. ‘And do you really think that Colonel Rhett will allow that?’
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