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Disclaimer

Intended for adult audiences 18+. Contains sexual content some may find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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Southern Belle’s Forbidden Feast in the Summer Kitchen
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Belleford, Georgia, 1875

I'm standing on the grand veranda in the late morning heat, looking at the bite marks in my hand. My pussy is getting wet beneath my pale blue gown as the memory of how the last night the railroad hand's cock had stretched my pussy so wide I'd had to bite down on my own hand to keep from screaming in pleasure.

The marks are still there, little half-moons pressed into the flesh between my thumb and forefinger. I trace them with my fingertip, and I swear to Christ I can feel his black cock inside me all over again, stretching me, filling me so full I thought I might split in two. What a way to go that would be. "Death by Negro cock," they'd write on my tombstone, if they were honest, which they certainly wouldn't be.

I take a sip of tea from one of Vincent's precious imported china cups, but I'm not tasting the tea. I'm tasting that railroad hand's skin, salty with sweat, as I run my tongue over his chest while he pumps that magnificent dong into me. Jesus Christ, the size of it. Like my arm, I swear. Not like Vincent's pathetic little pecker, which couldn't satisfy a field mouse.

His name was Isaiah. Not that I should know that. Ladies like me aren't supposed to know the names of the help, especially not the ones that used to be slaves. We're supposed to glide above it all like we're made of porcelain and air. But I make it my business to know the names of men with cocks like that. A girl has her priorities.

The sun beats down on the veranda, making the air shimmer above the perfectly trimmed hedges. Vincent's pride and joy, this estate. Twenty acres of manicured gardens, white columns, and painted shutters. A beautiful cage for his beautiful wife. I fan myself with a lace handkerchief, feeling sweat trickle between my breasts. My nipples are hard just thinking about last night, how Isaiah's rough hands had squeezed them while he fucked me in the tool shed behind the north field.

"You got the tightest white pussy I ever had," he'd said, and I nearly came just hearing those words. The filth of it, the raw honesty—something I never get in this house of lies and Southern propriety.

Beyond the garden, in the cotton fields, I can see the field hands at work. Shirtless black men, muscles rippling under skin that gleams with sweat. My eyes linger on them, imagining what they're packing in those worn trousers. Are they all as hung as Isaiah? I'd give a month's pin money to find out.

One of them straightens up and stretches, arms raised to the sky. His chest expands, his flat stomach tightening, and I feel my mouth go dry. I want to lick the sweat off him like a cat. I want to feel those strong hands holding me down while he hammers into me. I shift in my chair, pressing my thighs together to ease the ache between them.

"Darling, I'm heading out."

Vincent's voice startles me, and I nearly drop my teacup. He's appeared from the house, dressed in one of his perfectly tailored suits, not a thread out of place. His gray-flecked temples and rigid posture scream respectability. How I fucking hate respectability.

"Already? You've only just finished breakfast," I say, composing my face into the mask of devoted wife. I wonder if he can smell the wet heat between my legs. Then again, he has never smelled how a properly aroused woman smells like.

"The meeting with the bank board can't wait. Then I have the cotton broker from Charleston to entertain." Vincent bends down and places a dry peck on my cheek. His lips barely touch my skin, like he's afraid I'll contaminate him. "Don't wait up for dinner. I'll likely be late."

"I'll miss you terribly," I lie, imagining Isaiah's massive cock stretching my lips while Vincent drones on about cotton prices to some other boring white man.

"You look flushed. Don't stay out in this heat too long." He touches my shoulder with his gloved hand. Always gloved, my husband, even in this sweltering heat. God forbid he should actually feel my skin.

"I'm perfectly fine, darling. Just enjoying the morning."

He nods, consulting his pocket watch—the gold one his father gave him, which he checks approximately five thousand times a day. Time is money, and money is everything to Vincent Hartwell.

"I'll see you tomorrow then," he says, already turning away, already forgetting me.

I watch him walk to the waiting carriage, back straight as a ramrod. I bet his ass cheeks are clenched so tight you couldn't slide a playing card between them. When was the last time he fucked me properly? Has he ever? His idea of lovemaking is two minutes of grunting above me in the dark, his little dick barely making it past my entrance before he's done and rolling over. No wonder my cunt nearly wept with joy when Isaiah showed me what a real cock feels like.

The carriage pulls away down the long gravel drive, and I feel myself relax. Another day of freedom. Another day to find my pleasure where I can.

I lean back in my chair and let my hand drift down to my lap, pressing against my mound through the layers of my gown. I'm soaked through already, just from remembering. If anyone could see me now—the respectable Mrs. Evangeline Hartwell, mistress of all she surveys, rubbing herself on the veranda in broad daylight—they'd have a conniption fit. The thought makes me smile.
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