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Chapter I
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'I cannot, sah, ah just cannot.' The tearful voice was that of a beautiful young woman. The Southern accent was strengthened by the power of her emotions. Her blonde hair, worn long over her shoulder in soft bottle ringlets, glittered in the sun. That part of her skin that was observable was a creamy white tinged lightly with pink. But her large blue eyes were brimming with tears, and she hid her exquisitely tiny nose in a barely larger lace kerchief.

'My dear Annabelle, you must surely reconsider.' The speaker was a tall young man. His brown hair was slicked smoothly down, the meticulous brushing not marred by the glossy broad hat he held in his hand. His grey frock coat was impeccably tailored. Though young, lines of character and experience surrounded his eyes, giving him a thoughtful look. His tight trousers showed the hint of a shapely calf, and, for those caring to notice it, a pleasing bulge at the crotch. 'You will surely become my wife.'

'After all... after all you know?' she wailed, and dropped weakly to the white-painted seat in the tiny arbour. 'Ah am shamed for life!' Her accents were that of a young Southern aristocrat, now trembling with suppressed tears.

'Precisely because of that,' he said in his careless British accent, 'I will have you. And you will be a loving and obedient wife, as I shall be a loving and pleasant husband. In public.'

Annabelle looked up at him. 'Sir Peter, whatever do you mean?' There was an agony of fear in her voice.'

'Are you still a virgin?' he asked deliberately. He was looking down at her figure. The low cut of her peach-coloured dress exposed the pale full mounds of her breasts.

'Why sir...' the outrage in her voice was genuine, as genuine as the surprise.

'You have confessed to a reprehensible and unnatural lust for women, my dear. I merely asked you the next logical question. Are you a virgin?'

'Yes I am,' she sobbed again, her face staring at the floor. 'Since I had... had... Sara, I have not had any other. Not a... man. The very idea repels me.'

'Nonetheless, you shall have one,' he continued implacably. 'Me. Do you understand? I will not have it that my future wife will become known throughout society as an unnatural woman-lover.' Sir Peter Stone stared down at the young Southern belle. 'We will make our nuptial agreement now. We will live, in public, as the most respectable and proper couple we can be. In private, you will follow my every wish and command...'

'What?!' There was genuine surprise and outrage at this statement from the cool young Englishman. The fire of her Southern blood rose to her eyebrows, and flushed the tops of her breasts.

'You will have one major duty, besides pleasing me. You will select our household help. All the maids. I do not believe we shall require a butler. And you will make it clear to them that their bodies are at my disposal. That, after all, is not so unusual here in the South, I believe, though of course, most people of your class are much less open about it. My disposal, my dear, shall also be yours.'

She turned her surprised face up at him and gasped again. 'You are not repelled by my person? You are not repelled by my... perverted desires?'

'I believe, my dear, that because of my love for you, I will be able to tolerate it. Just as you, my dear Annabelle, shall be required to tolerate my lust on your body. Merely because you dream of being thrashed by a woman while engaging in concupiscent activity should not be a barrier to such a loving and appropriate match as the one I am proposing.'

'Oh, dear dear Peter.' Her magnificent bosom heaved and he dropped to one knee beside her, grasping her white-gloved hand in his. 'Why... when I meant repels me, I was not trying to be personal...' She looked askance at the bulge high up in his tight fitting breeches.

He fell dramatically to his knees beside her, and a faint shadow of maidenly hidden regret covered her pretty features.

'My darling Annabelle, will you consent to be my wife?'

'Of course, dear Peter.'

'Then I shall ensure that your secret shall not only remain one, shameful to you though it may be, but that you will be able to indulge in it to your heart's content. After all, if there is no cure, the next best thing is to control one's appetites judiciously, don't you agree my dear?' There was a strange glitter in Peter's eyes as he peered into her own.

'Yes,' she whispered. 'Yes, oh yes. I shall be yours from this day on forevermore.'

He rose and dusted off his knees. His crotch was at the height of her eyes, and she could see that the bulge there, which she had carefully avoided examining even at a distance before, was now larger.

'I shall address your father at once, and ask him for your hand,' Peter said. He lowered his voice. 'But in the meantime, we must bind this agreement between us. I will not let you go, but I wish a token of your affection.'

'Anything, my dear,' she breathed. 'Anything at all.'

'Very well my love. Abhorrent as it will be for you, I am afraid you must help me satisfy my lust.'

'Now?' she squeaked in trepidation. Her white gloved hands clenched on the handle of her parasol.

'Yes indeed,' he said. 'Remember my dear that this is your wifely duty, and I shall expect you to assume your duties from this moment.'

She lowered her lashes over her large blue eyes. 'Yes, of course my darling. I shall do whatever my position requires.'

His hand dipped to the waistband of his pants, and he undid his fly. Within the folds of cloth of his trousers and linen she could see a mass of dark hairs, and a long snake of flesh that peered at her blindly, gaping from a tiny mouth. She examined it fearfully, then her gloved hands involuntarily stole up the material of his pants until she could barely touch the monster with the tips of her fingers. It stirred at her touch.

'That is a cock my dear, the organ of generation. John Thomas. It fits certain parts of your own sweet flesh...'

'I know that, dear,' she said somewhat abstractly. 'I've seen the animals in the plantation, you know. I was just wandering where you proposed to put—?'

'My dearest Annabelle,' he interrupted patiently. 'Obviously you are expected to be a virgin on our wedding night. But for now, your dear mouth will be sufficient...'

He held up the limp but swelling monster before her face. First she smelled at it deeply. It smelled somehow bitter, repulsive yet powerfully masculine. So different from her previous smells of the juncture of human legs. She opened her pink lips wide, and he gently placed the head of the cock on her waiting tongue.

She held the huge tip on her tongue for a brief moment, and Peter indulgently looked on. Then she covered her front teeth with her gloriously red lips and closed her mouth softly. Her lips fitted behind the broad flanges of his penis and she stroked the two lobes of the bottom half with her tongue. His hands descended softly but firmly to the top of her golden head as she explored the large morsel. Her eyes closed and she was lost in the sensation. The taste of the tiny drop that came to her tongue was strange: slightly salty and musky. She tickled the tip with her tongue, then stroked the pulsing flesh beneath the lobes of the head.

Peter shifted slightly, then pressed his hips forward. Annabelle tried to move backwards but was held by the insistent pressure of his hands on her head as the silky shaft slid between her lips.

'Hollow your cheeks, my dear, and suck me,' he ordered. His voice was soft in the noon light. Far away they could hear the sounds of a boat on the river. Annabelle did as she was bid, her cheeks moving in and out as she exerted pressure on the shaft and its mighty head. Shyly her gloved hand rose to support her bent torso by grasping his leg. A thrill ran through her at the touch of the muscular column and she sucked away lustily at the other shaft, slightly less thick, that was filling her soft mouth where barely anything but the most delicate of viands had gone before. Screwing her eyes upwards she could see his face turned down to look at what she was doing with her mouth. His eyes were glazed and he seemed to be in a trance. Peter spread his legs to firm his standing, and a lascivious, almost incredible idea took hold of Annabelle. Slyly, so as not to startle Peter and cause him to stop her, her other hand stole up between his legs until she could touch the shaft. She knew he would not notice. The tips of her fingers encountered the hard yet silky shaft that was joining her mouth to his mysterious crotch. She moved her head rapidly back and forth to distract him from her explorations. He grunted softly, like a baby settling for the rag teat. Then her exploring fingers encountered another object. It was a pendulous bag hanging below the base of the shaft. In its viscid depths her fingers could feel something floating: a large jewel. She touched the surface fearfully for a moment. She had seen male animals, but had had no idea men were constructed on such similar lines.

'Darling Annabelle,' Peter's voice, strained and jerky, broke into her reverie and she hastily snatched her hand away. 'Darling Annabelle, I am sorry but I must... I must move in your mouth.'

Peter's hands clutched at her head more roughly than she cared for. It would disarray the careful coiffure she had spent hours on. Then incredibly the shaft was shuttling in and out of her compliant mouth. She gagged reflexively, but held her ground as she knew every Southern belle should. The shaft seemed to swell and incredulous gasping sounds were coming from above her head. She sucked harder, trying to capture the head as it dashed from her lips-protected teeth almost to the back of her throat. Then the shaft suddenly jerked once, then again and again. She clutched Peter's muscular thighs to keep her balance, her nose full of the intoxicating smell that emerged from under his linen. A sudden wash of liquid gushed into her mouth. Caught by surprise she almost pulled away, almost threw back the essence he was pouring into her. Then her training, the habits of maintaining her position instilled in her by her background, came to the fore. She swallowed rapidly as the flood seemed endless and there was real fear of it running out her lips and down her chin. Such a ludicrous sight she would be, were that to happen. Peter pulled back slightly, and her breathing eased. She swallowed quickly again, then licked the insides of her mouth delicately. Only now did she become aware of the flavour of what she had swallowed. The first tiny drop she had tasted had been but a bare shadow, a harbinger of the real thing, and she blushed to think that she had paid no attention to the taste until it was almost gone.

Annabelle sighed deeply, then withdrew her hands from their supports. She hoped he did not think her forward for holding on to the only support that offered. Peter pulled back, watching as his softening prick withdrew from the soft lips, stained slightly by her lip rouge.

'May I?' she asked shyly, her tiny white-gloved hand raised hesitantly to his crotch.

Peter smiled thoughtfully. 'In some circles it might be deemed unseemly, but seeing as we are to be married, and seeing what our nuptial agreements are to be like, you may of course my dear. Consider it your second affianced duty.'

Fumbling a bit, she managed to reinsert his still hard member into his pants and rearrange the linen. She got the hang of it quickly: not unlike dressing a doll, Annabelle thought as she buttoned up the entrance. Then she rose to her feet with a brilliant smile.

Helping her to rise, Peter kissed Annabelle fondly. 'I shall now go to solicit your father's permission for our wedding, dearest heart.'

Arm in arm they walked back from their stroll, their figures outlined against the green of the lawn and the Spanish moss that hung, decorating the ancient trees.

Annabelle's mother watched the young couple approach with some puzzlement. The girl had been a trial to her for a number of years. She had had eligible suitors by the score, but rejected them all coldly. True, some of the young bloods from New Orleans's less wealthy households were probably after Annabelle's inheritance. Some of the best families had lost all their young men, and those that had remained... And Annabelle, after all, she was the only child of General Maxwell Hughes, who had been chief of the Confederate army's commissariat! Still, some of them would have made good matches, very good matches indeed for her daughter. Now here was this young Englishman, whose manners were indeed exquisite, but who knew what his antecedents were?

'General, a word in your ear if I may?' The young Englishman was as polite and as cool as ever. Annabelle, beside him, her face impassive, dropped into a convenient chair held by one of the liveried servants. They may have lost the war, Annabelle's mother thought, but someone had to keep up standards nonetheless.

'What? Of course my boy, of course.' The General sipped the last of his rum on ice - his one peculiarity, that drink, and the cause of many a rumour - and led Peter off to the sitting room.

'As you know sir, I have been visiting your beautiful house not merely for the pleasure of hearing you discuss your campaigns, and the pleasure of madame and your company, but for another, more selfish reason as well...'

The General harrumphed. He had not become fully accustomed to having this young fellow call Miz Maxwell 'madam'.

Peter cocked an eyebrow at the older man. 'As I was saying, I have been extremely enamoured of your young daughter, and I feel my life will not be whole without her. I would like to request the honour of her hand.' He raised a hand in admonition as the General stirred. 'No, please sir, hear me out. I realise she is your only daughter, and you must therefore feel some trepidation at losing her, but as I intend to settle in New Orleans, that does not present an insurmountable problem. As for my prospects, I am sure you are aware that they are at least moderately acceptable.' He slipped a hand into his waistcoat and withdrew a sheaf of papers. 'Here you have a copy of my letter of patent. Here a letter of credit from my London bank for twenty thousand pounds. And here, finally, a copy of a letter from my business agent discussing the rents, which come presently to the sum of three thousand two hundred pounds, sixteen shillings per annum.'

He raised his hand again, as the General was sputtering in his seat. 'More importantly, if I may say so sir, is the fact that Annabelle and I have come to an agreement and find ourselves extremely well suited.'

The General's snowy eyebrows arched in surprise. Annabelle had so far, and without good reason, turned down a number of qualified suitors. 'This is all so unnecessary...' he started to say.

'Please, sir, I beg of you, have I your permission...?'

'Of course, my boy, of course!' the General said, suddenly realising the implication of Peter's words. Why, he would be the father of a Lady, a true aristocrat. And no matter how much they prided themselves on their American heritage, no matter how much he and his fellows saw themselves as true gentlemen, General Maxwell like most of his class, place, and time, had a sneaking suspicion that they were not yet true nobility. And here, in one step, he would enjoy a social promotion. He rose and rang the bell for the servant. 'Bourbon or rum?'

'Rum of course,' said Peter, and in one stroke banished forever all doubts from the General's mind.
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Chapter II
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'How are you this morning, my dear?' Peter's raised hat and smooth bearing were as cool as ever. Annabelle blushed slightly, remembering how passionate he had been in the garden not three days back.

'Why Peter, I did not expect to meet you here. This is my friend, Mrs Jakes. We are on our way to the milliners to choose...' she blushed slightly and appropriately '...some things.'

'Mrs Jakes,' Peter bowed and raised his hat again.

'Won't you come with us, Mr Stone?'

'I say, Sir Stone actually.'

'Oh, indeed. Then I shall have to be calling you Lady Annabelle,' Mrs Jakes said sweetly.

'No, darling Heather. We shall always be friends,' Annabelle said, linking her arms with her friend and with her fiancé.

'Annabelle has been telling me all about you,' Mrs Jakes said.

'Not all I hope,' Peter said. 'That would be awful, don't you think?'

Mrs Jakes chuckled. She was darker than Annabelle, and her figure fuller. She swayed slightly as she walked, and Peter could see the tiny beads of sweat gathering at her temples as they moved down the street. Around them, the bustle of New Orleans in the late morning muttered through the haze.

'I shall have to leave you ladies here,' Peter said. 'I have some arrangements of my own to make. Shall we meet here in an hour, then, for lunch?'

The two ladies bowed their heads in gracious assent, then continued their way to the shop of Mr Jurgens. He was an acquaintance of long standing, having supplied several generations of the town's womanhood with lace and fripperies, petticoats and fabrics: all the necessities of daily living. Even during the darkest years of the war he somehow contrived to keep his stock intact, forbearing even for long periods of time from pressing his customers for their bills.

He assisted the two young ladies through his emporium, exclaiming loudly and with heartfelt congratulations for Annabelle's coming good fortune. The two friends selected appropriate stuffs, then turned their hands to the choice of the best lace. Annabelle turned over the rolls of delicate material doubtfully.

'None of these is truly satisfactory Mr Jurgens. I shall have to dig into the storeroom myself,' Annabelle said gaily. He bowed his assent and turned to aid Heather in choosing a pale chiffon that had caught her eye. Annabelle wandered off into the rear of the establishment, away from the clerks, examining the shelves with interest. There was a slight movement in one of the bays, where older material was stored. Annabelle looked up complacently and was somewhat taken aback at the sight of her fiancé lounging in the bay, his appearance as dapper in this inappropriate place as it was outside in the hot sun.

'Peter dear, how did you come here?' Annabelle smiled graciously.

'Darling Annabelle, I could not do without you any longer.'

She smiled at the implied compliment, and he moved to enfold her in his strong arms.

'It isn't terribly romantic though,' she said doubtfully, eyeing the piles of stuffs around them, and the curtains strung from the walls of the storeroom.

'But it is,' Peter said. 'I had this unaccountable urge for you my dear. My passion is uncontrollable. Come, I am afraid you will have to do your duty and indulge me my dear.' He smiled sadly at her and his lips descended towards hers, planting a kiss first on lips, lightly, then more strongly on the swell of her breasts barely visible under the crinoline.

'Here? You mean now?' she asked.

'My darling, I should not have to remind you of our previous conclusions. Yes of course here and now.'

'I was only fearful that we might be interrupted...'

'Of course not,' he said. 'I have bribed Mr Jurgens to give us some moments of un-chaperoned time. He will keep your friend Mrs Jakes occupied too. She is a delightful creature, is she not?'

'Oh, in that case,' she said, looking around for a convenient seat and finding it in a pile of stuffs, 'I would love to be of service my darling.'

'No my dear.' His hand stopped her. 'I think not that way this time. Here, lean over and support yourself on your hands.' He turned her to face a pile of fabrics and she obligingly leaned forward, supporting herself with her hands.

Peter raised her dress, then followed that with the hoop of her crinoline. He regarded the cotton covered white frilled drawers for a moment. 'Darling, I beg of you, do not wear these anymore. I long to think of you as available at any time for my wishes.'

He reached around and untied the ribbons that held her knee-length drawers to her hips. 'Free trade has always been one of my principles,' he murmured into her ears as his hands divested her thighs of the thin cotton. They slid to the floor and she stepped daintily out of them. His hands stroked the length of her smooth thighs, not neglecting the slight swell of the bottom of her belly and the mossy protuberance at the very lowest point. She shivered in anticipation. Notwithstanding the inappropriate surroundings, she was ready to surrender to his demands, to yield her maidenhood to his importuning hands. Peter nuzzled her ear, biting gently yet sharply at the delicate rim, then she felt the length of his body slide down hers. As he raised the back of her many-layered skirts she braced herself against the shelves. A shiver of anticipation raced through her body. He lifted the petticoats and neatly tucked them under her sash. She knew the entire length of her rear was exposed to his gaze, then could feel the warmth of his breath on the smooth round plumpness of her behind. Both of his strong palms now rested on the plump mounds. She blushed, but did not move as she felt him part the buns and peer at what had been until now a hidden treasure, even to herself. His mouth moved over the silky skin and she could feel his lips puckering and sucking at the smooth flesh. Then his tongue licked out and she barely managed to stifle a cry of rapture.

'Shall I beat you my dear?' his mouth nuzzled at her ear and sent a frisson of delight through her frame.

'Oh, ma dear, have I been so terribly bad?' she breathed mischievously. So confident was she in Peter's intentions, that she had no thought but that he would do all to please, and nothing to harm her.

'Yes indeed.' He too adopted a playful tone. 'You have kept yourself from me for an entire day. This inattention cannot remain unpunished.' Suiting his actions to the words, his hard palms seized each of her buns and pulled them powerfully apart. The rough fabric of his trousers scratched against the soft tissues exposed in the crack of her ass, where nothing but the softest of fabrics had been before. Annabelle shuddered at the delicious feeling. She closed her eyes and imagined what else he could do, ready if called upon, to yield her innermost self to her beloved ravisher. She felt his hands fumbling between them, while his other hand dug cruel yet delicious fingers into the soft mounds of her butt. Then she knew, by the cold touch of the horn buttons on his flies that his monstrous machine was free.

'I have a truncheon here, my dear. Stronger than any policeman's, and I shall give you a proper thrashing.'

Peter withdrew slightly, and grasped John Thomas firmly with one fist, then struck with his engorged cock at the softness before him.

'La, sir,' Annabelle cried out in feigned alarm. 'Surely you can strike harder than that?'

In a frenzy of lust Peter struck at her bare bottom again and again. The repeated fleshy lashing had a wondrous effect on both protagonists. Both the instrument of torture and its recipient glowed rosily with the repeated blows, and Peter's truncheon soon began to weep tears of anguish at its treatment. Nor was his other hand at rest. He smacked at her rosy bum with a fury, the sounds swallowed by the millinery-loaded shelves of the warehouse.

'Oh my dear... Yes, strike me more. I am such a terrible person,' Annabelle sobbed, though whether from true pain or from some other emotion that heaved her bosom and softened the expression on her face it was hard to tell. As for Peter, his normally pallid face assumed a hue of redness that in a less wholesome youth might have been deemed apoplexy. Sounds emerged from between clenched teeth until at last he gave a cry muffled by his teeth in the muslin-covered shoulder of his affianced. His truncheon burst, pulsed, in a frenzy of milky liquid that spurted onto the pink flesh before him. Guided by Peter's knowledgeable hand, the juices flowed down the open crack, liberally bedewing the tiny brown orifice, then dripping via Annabelle's pearly lower lips to bedeck her thighs and the tops of her stockings. Lovingly he gathered up some of the spilled spunk and offered it to her ruby lips. With a loving smile she sucked in the entire morsel, laving all with her tongue.

'I'm afraid I shall be away for a couple of days, my dear,' he said as he examined his clothes as the two lovers put themselves in order for respectable company.

'Away?' she said in sudden alarm.

He smiled at the panic in her voice. 'I must see to your wedding presents. From the groom to the bride.'

'Oh,' she almost squealed, 'what are they, my heart? And you did say "presents" did you not?'

'I did indeed,' he said warmly. 'Though they shall be a secret until the day.'



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter III
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The heavy trees shaded the dusty road, turning it into a cavern of mystery where the horses' hooves barely sounded in the soft covering. Peter would have preferred to ride, but he had to find out whether the road he had been told about was really suitable for a carriage. After all, he was intending to bring Lady Stone-to-be, as well as guests, in this direction, and it would not do to have to travel through impassable bogs or other uncivilised pathways.

Before him the path widened out somewhat, creating a mossy dell. A single shaft of sunlight penetrated the thick canopy. Someone was sitting on a stump making stifled sounds. Peter casually checked the pocket of his coat. The short-barrelled revolver was still there, and the nipples were all covered with their caps. Good. He urged the horses forward.

The young woman sitting on the stump paid no attention to the carriage. The once-bright gingham of her dress was stained and spattered, and a torn kerchief hung down from her coal-black curls. She wore her hair rather long, and it glittered in shades of blue and black under the single ray of sunlight.

Peter stopped his carriage and looked at the figure on the stump.

'What's the matter girl?'

Nelly barely raised her tearful head. 'Go away,' she muttered under her breath. The shame and the feel of the parson's hands between her legs still burned. And she knew that drops of his cum had stained her dress. The thought of that old man, his face flushed and his toothless gums uttering endearments almost made her want to vomit again, but she had spewed the contents of her stomach long before, as she had made the long way from the tiny collection of cabins that went by the name of Cabotsville.

'What are you doing here?' he asked again, in a strange accent, as if his mouth was full of alligator pear.

Nelly looked at him, really seeing the man for the first time. He was rather good looking, and he had about him an air of both inquiry and command, as if he was puzzled by the world, and yet satisfied that it was ready to do his bidding. He was dressed in fine clothes, that even at the distance she could tell were expensive.

'What are you doing here?' he demanded again. 'Where do you live?'

'I'm lost,' she said. 'Live somewhere back thea...' she pointed vaguely into the forest, then suddenly was conscious of her error, as he stood on the boards and examined their surroundings.

'Don't speak like a country bumpkin,' he was saying thoughtfully. 'Been in service, have you girl?'

She nodded miserably. Those had been alternately the most miserable and most delightful times of her life. Being a slave had forced her to become, paradoxically, fiercely independent, proud even, and just as fiercely determined to be her own mistress. On the other hand, the attractions of the soft life as the member of a rich household, where even the slaves and servants were pampered and enjoyed some of the comforts of the rich, had made her dissatisfied of her family's life in Cabotsville. To which, as she suddenly realised, she would never return. Not ever. That part of her life was over.

'I shall take you on as maid to my wife. Get into the carriage,' he said matter-of-factly.

She stood in her place, frozen as much by surprise at his calmness as by fear. He cracked his long whip impatiently.

'Get into the carriage,' he ordered again. The whip cracked once more.

Without knowing exactly how it happened she found herself in the seat of the carriage. The young man ignored her, concentrating on his driving. The horses were lively and he handled them with great skill. A shyness, and a sense of her own pride, made her clench her teeth over her questions. They turned into an abandoned driveway after he checked on some written instructions. Nelly relaxed on the fabric covered seat and tried to imagine herself as the mistress of the mansion that opened up before them, being driven home after an evening's party.

Peter watched her out of the corner of his eyes and noted how relaxed and languid she had become. Her lips turned moist, and her lids half covered her dark eyes. Peter felt a tightening in his groin, and he knew he must resolve it in some measure.

The mansion he had been told about was in poor shape, neglected and abandoned now that the wealth of the pre-war era had given way to the poverty of the Reconstruction. The front door opened to his key, then reluctantly yielded to pressure and opened with a squeal. The once-white columns of the entranceway were stained with mould. Inside the house smelled musty, and Peter wandered through the rooms, ignoring the furnishings but concentrating on the structure. Nelly followed him in wonder, wanting to ask what he wanted with the ruin, afraid to voice the question aloud. Yet the young man with the strange accent seemed so sure of himself, so concise, that she felt compelled to follow.

They stopped at the entrance to the master bedroom. A huge four poster bed of imported African mahogany dominated the large chamber. The owners had lavished care on the room. The walls were stained with neglect, but the ceiling still bore traces of the figures and gardens that had been painted there. She peered around his shoulder, and then slipped into the room, surveying everything, wondering whether she would ever live in such a place, rule it as it should be ruled.

Peter watched the young woman roving about the room, observing everything, touching nothing. She had grace and carriage, and her full bosom held up the scanty fabric of her dress. Darker circles marked the presence of her nipples, and as she bent over an item he saw the fabric tighten over her bare ass. She approached the huge bed, large enough for three or four sleepers, and he moved rapidly forward. One hand went to her ass, the other to her shoulders and suddenly she found herself on the bed.

She squeaked in surprise and tried to struggle. His weight and clever hands kept her pinned to the dusty cover of the mattress. His face - she could imagine the cruel sneer on his thin lips - only an inch from the back of her neck. His breath was fiery hot on her nape.

'You may struggle. I shall like that, though you will enjoy it much less. And when we have had our fill of one another, we shall be in a better position to discuss our future.'

The words seemed to make no sense to her and she tried to hump herself up, against his punishing weight. Peter kept her pinned to the bed with one hand while with the other he swiftly and knowledgeably stripped off her dress. It tore in tatters, notwithstanding his efforts. At first she screamed: loud and high pitched, then she recalled the way to the old mansion, and fought on grimly, silently. Soon they were both covered with sweat. She could feel the slickness of his skin against her naked back and realised that he had managed to strip himself as well. He straddled her, pushing down on her shoulders with two hands while she lay exhausted beneath him.

Peter looked down at the smooth dark brown back. Her shoulders were broad, tapering to a narrow waist. Under his ass he could feel the smooth swell of her full buttocks. He stroked the length of her damp back, feeling the bump of each vertebra. She panted frantically and her back flexed and relaxed under his hand.

'I am Sir Peter,' he whispered huskily into her ear, then with a sudden burst of strength, he rose off her and flipped her over on her back. She stared back at him from eyes in which hate and fear were the major emotions. Her breasts, flattened somewhat, attracted his attention first, and before she had a chance to react, he had covered both bubbies with his hands. The dark nipples burned pleasingly against his palms. Nelly tried to resist, only to find that his hands were squeezing brutally against her full breasts. The pain of the grip was mitigated somewhat by the feeling of... she had no word for the feeling, except that it felt good. Peter's hand sought between her thighs. She clenched her legs together and instead he stroked the crisp black curls that pointed to the avenue between her thighs. She was too exhausted to struggle, and his words, so calmly spoken in that mushy voice of his, came as a surprise.

'I would not insult you by offering you money. I will have you however. I promise you will enjoy your fuck.' He smiled, as if reminiscing on something in his past. 'Let me assure you my dear, that you are entering a completely different life. One that will benefit you very much.'

Nelly heard his words, but their import did not penetrate. She wanted to laugh, would have laughed, but for the situation: here was this pecker about to screw her and babbling about something great in her future. Hell. She wanted to struggle again, but exhaustion and despair overtook her and she sagged back against the bed. Peter took advantage of the situation and his hand slid down between her legs, along the length of her plump cunny lips.

'What is your name, girl? Can't call you "girl" all the time. Awkward, eh what?'

'Nelly, sir,' she answered reluctantly, then immediately regretted not giving a false name. He lowered his mouth and kissed her. Not the brutal invasion of her mouth she had been expecting and dreading, but a true lover's kiss. His tongue hesitated on her lips, as if asking for permission, and reluctant, fearful of the consequences of refusal, she allowed him entry. With firm gentleness he explored her mouth with his own, and to her surprise Nelly found herself responding. His hand found its way between her slick legs again and this time the touch was not uncomfortable.

She parted her legs, still reluctantly, expecting an invasion by his stiff digit. Instead, he caressed the outer pouting lips of her cunny, his finger-pads bringing a thrilling feeling to her frame. Then the invading fingers crept higher, and he toyed with the stiff little curls that adorned the base of her belly. Nelly shivered in anticipation and closed her eyes, while his mouth explored the smooth surfaces of her face, nibbled at her ears.

'Ahhhh,' an involuntary cry expressed itself from her lips as his mouth nibbled delicately at her ear, while the tips of his fingers found the hood at the tip of her mound and the tiny glistening button she knew was hidden there. Without being conscious of it, her body arched in response.

His body spanned over her and, peering down between the full flattened mounds of her breasts, she could see the pink threatening head of its cock. She parted her legs wider, raising her knees, and he thrust forward. There was pressure against the hole she so loved to touch, and then the large object was pushing deeply into her body. She expected to feel pain, but instead, the invasion filled her tissues with pleasure. She clutched at him with arms and knees. Her heels and fingernails dug into his back and she clamped her lips onto his. He called out deeply into her mouth, his tongue invading her, and kissed her savagely back. Grinding his pubis against her, he forced himself deeper and she rose to welcome the intrusion. Then he tried to pull back, but Nelly was having nothing of that. She yowled deep in her throat and her hands raked at his flanks, not willing to relinquish her hold. He drove into her again, then tried to retreat for a second thrust. She let go his lips to take on air, then with a sudden twist, rolled around on the bed until she was astride him. Her eyes closed, she rammed herself down on Peter, taking her pleasure. Her rough farm-hardened hands pinning his shoulder to the bed while she rode his loins to a climax.
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