
        
            
                
            
        

    OPH-1176 Belle Sauvage By Richard Manton
Monnelia was an exquisitely-formed slave-maiden, a creature of natural poise and lithe figure. She seemed the daughter of African grace or darkest Caribbean elegance tempered by the southern genius of Louisiana or Mississippi. She was just nineteen years old and had the seductive loveliness of a heathen warrior-princess. When she was brought on to the auction dais in New Orleans, they had made her pose naked to show the deep bronze smoothness of her body. The long lines of her dark-skinned thighs and legs had a satiny gloss as the strong lights were directed upon her. Her thighs were trim and her hips rounded, her shoulders sleek and her breasts carried high. Her warm-toned face was animated by eyes that seemed wide and soft. Her nose and chin were perfectly formed in their African beauty.
INTRODUCTION
Was there ever a more gorgeous and decadent culture than that of the Old South? You may see it still on the Place d'Armes of New Orleans, in the shaded squares of Savannah or the elegant piazza-verandahs and gardens of Charleston. To this day they are cities of exotic flowers and sparkling water, brooding summer heat and dark passions. Their memories are like a woman's perfume or snatches of a song caught in the humid air of Bourbon Street or upon the warm Atlantic breeze of the South Battery. In the months of warm subtropical spring beside a southern ocean, a past glory lingers among the live oaks and Spanish moss of White Point Gardens or the pillared grandeur of Oglethorpe Square with azalea aflame and dogwood in blossom. What secrets of desire and yearning haunt those great houses and plantations from the years that are no more!
In certain favoured corners of Charleston or Savannah or the old capital of colonial France you may still see many a golden-skinned or ebony-satin beauty pass demurely in a rustle of silk and a native elegance of movement. As you watch her go by, it will seem impossible, though it was true, that a man might once have bought a dozen such warm-skinned Aphrodites for his private pleasure. He was as well provided with living statues of dark-skinned beauty for his dining room or his boudoir as the Sultan of Turkey with a royal harem. From the auction block of the old rotunda in New Orleans or the fancy-girl sales in Charleston's cobbled Chalmers Street, the lords of the Old South bought those graceful dusky Venus-figures whom they might cherish or chastise at will. And perhaps they thought no more of such acquisitions than when they attended the thoroughbred auctions to augment their stables of racehorses for summer days on the Washington track.
Last August, after a quiet Parisian supper in one of the little restaurants above the arcades of the Palais-Royal, there came into my possession a set of memoirs. Their pages are as astonishing as they are undoubtedly genuine. There was an embargo upon their publication until such time as their author, my guest in the Paris twilight, had shuffled off this mortal coil. How soon, alas, was that to be the case. Yet now that he is beyond reproach, I may give the pages to the world.
The manuscript is closely written on folio sheets in a neat but rather crabbed hand by a "superior servant" of the day. The account it gives is not exclusively about women who were held in slavery by virtue of their skin colour. Some of them were slaves by right and others were slaves in fact. Some were slaves before abolition of the "peculiar" institution and others became so even after it.
In the revelations that you are about to read, its author, Jeremiah Hargreaves, unmasks the secret life of La Belle Sauvage, the slave-girl Monnelia. His legacy is a peep behind the boudoir lattice and a vision within curtained privacy. It is not a story for babes and sucklings, depicting as it does young women of every shade from African to pearly white, gasping and squirming in the toils of passion or anguish at their master's command. Nor is it surprising, when there were too many of these warm-blooded young women with their natural animal energy - when the master alone could not procure them the release they craved - that they should have turned passionately to one another. Mr. Hargreaves witnessed such lesbian amours among tawny slave-girls a dozen times.
What follows is a personal memoir written shortly before his death by one who lived through everything set down here and swore that it was true. For that matter, many of the public events may be confirmed in the records and the newspapers of the time. No one else, however, gave such intimate details of female slavery as the author of this memoir. The most piquant of these unveiled a scandal that concerned Colonel Ashbee of Chelsea Landing, South Carolina. He was a power in the land and the master of several girls who belonged to him as slaves in the last days when such things were possible. History knows Colonel Ashbee as the proprietor of a riverside plantation twenty or thirty miles from Charleston in the lowlands of South Carolina, and tenant of one of the finest houses on Charleston's fashionable South Battery.
The teller of the story writes as if he could read the thoughts of Colonel Ashbee. And so perhaps he could. Mr. Hargreaves, our guide to these events, was, in succession, the colonel's valet, butler and majordomo. Colonel Ashbee would never trust such work to a slave but Mr. Hargreaves was all in all to him. No man is a hero to his valet, said a wise French lady two centuries ago. Of all men, Mr. Hargreaves was closest to his employer for many years. The scandal that he reveals raises the curtain upon scenes in which young women, white as well as black, were subject to rule by the passions of their master. It unveils the extent, hitherto unsuspected, to which both pale and dark-skinned beauties sought consolation from such male barbarity in one another's arms. What the reader merely suspects in The Memoirs of Dolly Morton and other accounts by women of the day is made plain here in Belle Sauvage.
And what of the gentlemen who will read this account as avidly as the ladies? Most men have probably wondered what it would be like to possess a slave-girl, or an entire harem. Some have no doubt populated the seraglio of their dreams with figures from their own lives. A good many women have certainly tried to imagine what it would be like to be possessed absolutely as a slave by a lover or a tyrant in such a fashion as this. The pages that follow breathe reality into that fantasy.
For half a century or so following abolition in the southern states, the possession of slave-girls lingered in the old colonies of Spain and Portugal. When the collapse of the Confederacy was threatened, certain men of wealth and influence began to ship their favourite "fancy-girl" slaves to the perfumed bondage of Havana or Rio de Janeiro. The Union blockaders boarded the Luna off Savannah in 1864. The schooner Amaryllis was intercepted by a patrol of the Union Navy from Key West, off Marquesas Key in 1865. In both cases the boarding parties set free more than a dozen pretty "passengers" who were en route for a life of enforced submission in Cuba or beyond. But by the time that fifty had been rescued, five hundred others were already shipped beyond the reach of such assistance.
Long afterwards, the authorities in such places turned a blind eye to the sexual possession of a girl whose condition was slavery to all intents and purposes. I saw the latter part of that for myself, a year or two ago, and can describe the fate of one almond-eyed tawny-skinned beauty from my own experience. But the events of Belle Sauvage took place in Charleston while the slave-system still held influence. It was written down first by Jeremiah Hargreaves at his master's houses at Chelsea Landing and on the South Battery, Charleston. The copy in my hands was revised and enlarged by him in the last year of his life.
In order that you may believe the truth of the narrative that follows, I must tell you something of the man who wrote it. Do not underestimate the writer of this story. Hargreaves the valet was a man of good birth and education who fell on hard times. He had been born in England, the son of a small landlord. At the age of twenty-five he fell in love with Maud Wolseley, cousin to the family of the commander in chief. Her father and brothers would have none of it. There was a terrible row which ended in a challenge. As was the custom in those days, the parties went across the English Channel to France with seconds and a doctor. There was a meeting on the gray wastes of Calais sands at dawn. In the first exchange, Hargreaves shot dead the elder brother of Maud Wolseley.
The duel had been fought beyond the reach of English law. Yet Hargreaves' position in England would have been impossible. There is a note pinned to the first page of his manuscript, describing how he made his way to Paris and Bordeaux by train. There he took ship for the West Indies and landed at Martinique. After six months of unsuccessful speculation in land purchase, he sailed again. This time his destination was New Orleans.
He lived for almost a year in the city as assistant to a general trader in Evans Arcade. Several times, he says, he attended the slave-girl auctions in the famous Rotunda of the St. Louis Hotel, under the wide glass dome and the ceilings picked out in white and gold. In the damp thundery evenings of the Mississippi delta, the Rotunda with its marble floor below the dais was crowded by dealers and planters in tall hats and velvet-trimmed coats. The fine ornamental galleries whispered with silks and satins of ladies who watched the proceedings at a little distance.
Among other events recorded in similar histories, he attended a sale when the famous Vignie auctioned a voluptuous olive-skinned girl of eighteen, Patrizia Luisi. That is to say, she was seven-eighths Italian or Latin, while the remaining eighth was the blood that made her a slave in the colonial law of Spain or Portugal. She had been in Europe and had even worked for a while on a stall in Milan, where many travellers first touched Italian soil.
The note describes how eighteen-year-old Patrizia was brought on to the dais. She appeared, he says, like an appealing rather broad-hipped Italian tomboy rather than a great beauty. Her dark brown hair was cut short and plain at her collar like a mediaeval pageboy and parted in a pair of bangs on her forehead. Her olive skin, large brown eyes, broad cheekbones and firm features gave Patrizia Luisi a spirited and playful look. She was dressed in a light blue blouse with blue denim pants worn tight to show the slight heaviness of her hips and thighs. One may judge from what Hargreaves writes that he had the taste of his times, preferring a girl whose lower figure was a little exaggerated by a tomboyish or adolescent robustness.
Hargreaves watched as the girl was made to turn this way and that or pose before the bidding began. He writes that her pants were so tight that the blue denim was drawn in little sheaves of creases behind her knees and across the backs of her thighs, creasing deeply under the full broad swell of Patrizia Luisi's bottom-cheeks. This caused a murmur of amusement and admiration from the bidders. Thereupon, Vignie ordered Patrizia to bend right over and show her backside to advantage.
When the sale opened, Hargreaves with the money he had saved became the purchaser of Patrizia Luisi, whom he kept as his slave-wife in a private house of his own during the adventure that follows. Yet he never once mentions her again, except in the note pinned to his narrative. He left Charleston before the end of the War of Secession and made his way with her to Cuba. Though bought as his slave, it seems that Patrizia gained a higher place in his affections and was his companion the rest of her life. Like the famous Sir Samuel Baker, discoverer of the source of the Nile, Jeremiah Hargreaves bought a slave-girl from the block and made her a lady.
He does not give the date of his first arrival in Charleston, though he came there by ship from New Orleans. He was almost destitute and the girl who was his slave was already more like a wife and partner to him. But what was he to do in Charleston? How were he and his voluptuous olive-skinned slave-girl to live? By instinct, this patrician Englishman sought the company of the best society. He knew instinctively the service that such people required, having received it himself in happier times. Colonel Ashbee, who had no idea of the man's personal history at first, offered him work and shelter. Hargreaves eventually became the colonel's factotum and adviser. He rose from valet and butler to accountant and manager. But his rise occurred after the events he chronicles here.
The curiosity of the story is that Hargreaves scarcely conceals his own part in it. He never puts his own name to it as author, but he openly says that Hargreaves treated one girl in this way and a second girl in another way. He describes how Hargreaves enjoyed Tania or coveted Monnelia. By withholding his name as author, he thinks it safe to reveal his innermost feelings about such girls as Tania or Monnelia with astonishing frankness.
I have not changed this. The reader will know that when "Hargreaves" is the doer of such things, it should more properly be "I."
This manuscript came into my hands with one defect. Jeremiah Hargreaves gave it no title. A publisher may not offer it to the world without a name of some sort. What then? Much of the story recalls the passions inspired by a tall willowy beauty of ebony colour and graceful movements. She was known by admirers - white and black - as the Belle Sauvage. I have therefore named it after the "African-tan" beauty, as Hargreaves calls her, and to whom he himself refers often as the Belle Sauvage of Charleston and Chelsea Landing.
 - Paris, Fete Nation, 1914.
CHAPTER ONE
The events which brought scandal and drama to the elegant society of Charleston and the lowlands of South Carolina in that far off summer had their origin some months before. The scene of these events was that flat coastline with its hinterland of salt marshes and alluvial rivers, stretching down to Georgia and up towards Virginia. To that agreeable playground of summer-lovers we shall make our journey in imagination.
By the end of March, the warm days of early spring had turned the lands of Georgia and South Carolina into a paradise of blossom and bloom. By the handsome squares of Savannah and along the elegant streets of Charleston, the parks and gardens were a mass of bright pink and scarlet, crimson and lilac, the petals silken and sleek as a young woman's most intimate skin. In imitation of the Old World, the social season began with the spring and ended when the humid heat became intolerable in August.
Dinners and balls, excursions and receptions, filled the columns of the Charleston papers. The dance music of flute and fiddle hung upon the evening air. It was a time when the thoughts of the great plantation owners, their wives, daughters, and mistresses, turned towards the pleasures of the city. For the most fortunate among them, the city of their imagination was to be Charleston. The rich kept a house on Society Street or King Street. The very rich, among whom we may number Colonel Ashbee of Chelsea Landing, withdrew to their more elegant mansions with marine views on the East or South Battery, looking across the calm waters of the harbour to James Island and' Folly Beach.
In the opinion of men and women at that time, Colonel Ashbee had become an arbiter of taste and fashion. His private life, however, was a matter that he kept very much to himself. Other men and women guessed at it. They guessed accurately for the most part. But in those days, the conduct of a man with his "fancy-girls" was no more to them than his conduct with anything else that was part of his estate. The owner of such a property as Chelsea Landing was an absolute monarch of the acres belonging to him. To be sure, there was always the law. But the great plantation owners were also the chief magistrates in their areas. They alone represented the law by which they were to live.
Colonel Ashbee himself was a handsome man of middle years who had seen Paris and Rome, Cairo and Rio de Janeiro in his youth. The wealth from the rice plantations of Chelsea Landing, shipped downstream to Charleston docks from his private wharf, was something the world could not compute. The West Point rice mill on the Ashley River, the largest in the city of Charleston, was employed much of the time by the produce of his swampy fields. Even the colonel himself was never quite sure how rich he might be. He knew only that his wealth was sufficient for anything he cared to do. In such a position, a man is secure from the most censorious moralists. In that security lies true luxury.
The guest suite at Chelsea Landing had accommodated, from time to time, two senators, a state governor, a judge of the Supreme Court, a European ambassador, two members of the new nobility of Second Empire France and a young English viscount, whose father Colonel Ashbee had known in London. Even had the gossip and malice of the world tried to destroy his reputation, the colonel would have triumphed. But the world thinks twice before slandering a man who can invite it to sit down at dinner next to a Solomon of the Supreme Court or to exchange views on world affairs with a representative of Napoleon III.
The night of Colonel Ashbee's dinner in the fine house overlooking White Point Gardens marked the opening of the spring season. The live oaks of the public promenades, with their veils of Spanish moss, were already in leaf. The tall pillared houses, their elegant verandahs shaded by magnolia in full bloom, had become the retreat of fashion and sophistication. In a little while the heat of the lowland plantations would prove insupportable to the ladies of those country estates. And then the world would move to the ocean. But even here in Charleston, the waves of the evening tide seemed to lie enfeebled and panting on the shore of White Point and the East Battery by the time that the sultry day was done.
The expanse of White Point Gardens, where the canopied carriages rolled along the wide and shady gravel drives, was the grand parade of the old colonial quarter. Inland from this park, down narrower and more winding vistas, azalea and bougainvillea blossomed crimson and purple over private walls along King Street and Church Street. Here stood those handsome brick dwellings with their white pediments and porticoes, their famous masked piazzas, built a century before by the lawyers and physicians, the land agents and shippers, all those who grew rich upon the backs of the great plantation lords.
Colonel Ashbee was the possessor of a stately waterside mansion on the South Battery. The cream-painted elegance of this villa suggested the home of a Spanish grandee or a colonial governor. All summer long, its open piazza-verandahs caught every light Atlantic breeze in the stifling months of July and August. Even in this, Charleston society proved singular. What the rest of the world called a verandah, the Charlestonians called a piazza. Behind tall railings and palmetto trees, these open and shaded retreats ran the full length of the building on every floor.
Perhaps the colonel was not a great deal richer than his plantation rivals. Yet the Grecian pillars of his loggias seemed more graceful and the ornamental balustrading more airy. Colonel Ashbee was a man of leisure, able to make his fortune and still have time for the handsomely-bound volumes of his Corinthian columned library. He was the first gentleman of White Point Gardens.
Few could challenge his wealth and none could match his taste. The richly ordered house with honey-coloured Chippendale and deeply polished Sheraton was proof of it. Other men talked of cash crops and cotton yields: The colonel would run you up a piece of Cicero or a few lines of Ovid. In Columbia they spoke of him as the Demosthenes of the South Carolina senate. He was no pedant but his graduation from Harvard had been summa cum laude and his paper on the metre of Aristophanes and the Middle Comedy had been published in the volumes of a learned society when he was not yet twenty-one.
Like all his neighbours, Colonel Ashbee boasted an ornamental garden behind the house on the Charleston waterfront, separating it by a good distance from two outbuildings of plain brick. One of these contained his horses and the olive-green pilentum in which he took his carriage exercise. In the other he kept his chosen slave-girls. You may be sure that he did not bring his field-slaves to Charleston for the season. Of what use would they be? Those who served him here were dark-skinned beauties of graceful figure and seductive glance. He had bought them at fancy-girl auctions for a price that few other owners could afford. Now, when he thought he might have need of the services of Shawn, or Felicia, or Monnelia, they were selected from the girls in the slave-quarters and installed in an attic bedroom of the house itself.
The master of the South Battery was a gentleman of cultivation and learning. He could lecture you for half an hour on the Institutes of Gaius Justinian as the founder of modem law. And yet there was nothing in which the colonel took as great a pride as in his fancy-girls and their ability to please a gentleman.
After the cares of the plantation house at Chelsea Landing, several warm days of the Charleston season passed for Colonel Ashbee in agreeable idleness. Every morning when the sun glittered like shivered glass on the burnished sea, he would retire to his steamer chair in the shade of the piazza and study the financial news in the day's papers and telegraphs. His investments were widespread. The news from the markets and the prices on the exchanges of Wall Street or London rarely brought a frown to his face and often evoked a smile of satisfaction.
As the tide deepened to bottle-green in the long afternoon of the southern day, he would take a drive in his swan's-neck carriage, perhaps along the banks of the Ashley River or else beyond the harbour to the open sea. Here the surf boomed on tropic sands and the wind rattled the palmetto fronds, for all the world as if it might have been a desert island on the equator. Here the beautiful equestriennes from patrician families rode by the surf in a drumbeat of hooves.
When the hot sun had set and evening came there would be an agreeable dinner, at home or elsewhere, with the finest society of Drayton Hall or the East Battery. The latest virtuoso of the keyboard would send the arpeggios of Chopin skimming into the warm night. Or perhaps a young daughter of fashionable birth who fancied she had a talent for opera would warble a little Rossini or Gounod. The colonel smiled and tapped his hand in time to the music.
But a man who does so much in public is the more entitled to private pleasures of a lavish kind. He has done his duty and must now be the man he wishes to be without interference of any kind. Sometimes, as the sun sank golden beyond the Cooper River and the mangroves, turning the quiet sea to Prussian blue, the colonel dined at home with his cronies and their women. These were not occasions that the world heard about. Much went on behind the door of his elegant white-and-gold dining-room that was not fit for the ears of polite society. Such pleasures required the attendance of his most beautiful slave-girls. It was the custom that his guests should stay the night in the cool and airy bedrooms of the upper floor. His companions in pleasure must not be seen driving away at two or three in the morning. After such excitements, breakfast was served late the next day. It was often noon before the last guests emerged to join the others in the shade of the piazza which looked across the live oaks of the gardens to the glittering calm of Charleston Harbour.
There was a lively but amiable rivalry between Colonel Ashbee and his plantation neighbour, five miles off in the lowland country, Colonel Johnson. Each teased the other about not knowing how to manage the beautiful female slaves who gave pleasure to their masters. Colonel Ashbee had acquired a delicious trio of girls, a half-caste or Eurasian beauty, Helen Wong, whose slave ancestry lay in the Pacific trade, and two girls of Caribbean beauty, Shawn and Felicia, bought from the auction block in Richmond, Virginia. Both were Chelsea Girls, as he liked to call them, for they served him in the bedroom of his plantation at Chelsea Landing. Shawn was a tall and leggy creature with an enigmatic beauty and slant eyes, her hair strained back in an elegant bun. She had that lithe figure and tawny promise which made her worth every penny Colonel Ashbee had paid for her.
As so often, where there are many such girls and only one man to employ them, jealousy was fierce and frequent. In the end, two hot-blooded she-devils flew at one another. Each of their bodies was Colonel Ashbee's property and the damage inflicted was an offence against him. In his anger he arranged that both of them should receive public correction in the whipping-house which stood above the Chalmers Street slave-market. Colonel Johnson twitted his friend over this, saying that he should never approve such a thing. To confess publicly that the girls were beyond his control and to display them under the lash for every idle apprentice or slatternly housewife to see was more than he could sanction.
Despite these infrequent rebellions, Colonel Ashbee was not ill-provided in the matter of feminine company. Apart from his fancy-girls, he was the possessor of a fine young fair-skinned mistress, twenty-six-year-old "Lady Susan," as they called her for her proud bearing and disdain. She was educated and emancipated from middle-class notions of sexual prudishness. Still, to be sure, there was something of a spoilt and sullen look about her, caused perhaps by her rather shallow chin and prim mouth. She had a self-confidence in the tilt of her clear young features and narrowed blue eyes, softened by just a hint of pretty freckling and by the tresses of light brown hair brushed back and trimmed to lie upon her collar.
As she strode to the stables for riding exercise, she stiffened the negro manhood of strapping bucks and little boys alike. She had the firm confident maturity of a young woman's figure at that age. Her shapely legs were encased from foot to knee in tight polished riding boots of light tan. The thin blue cotton of her riding jeans was smooth and taut on the graceful feminine bow of her thighs in their confident display. At the rear, the tight-strained denim seat showed the self-assured swell of Susan's bottom-cheeks. Far from concealing her charms, she taunted and goaded the black onlookers. The tightness of the jeans-seat showed them the slight suggestive ridge, arching high over each firm swell of her buttocks, the scandalously brief outline of Sue Webb's knickers. She was a piquant mixture of the prim young teacher and the self-flaunting whore, deeply exciting to a middle-aged gentleman of Colonel Ashbee's disposition. In one role she invited seduction and in the other a bottom-smack or two from his whip. He felt ready to oblige her in both forms.
It was the opinion in the slave cabins that Colonel Ashbee's young woman "juiced herself" with excitement by the friction of tight pants - and by the thrill of parading her young figure before the blacks, knowing that every negro manhood must be helplessly stiffened by the sight and that any attempt upon her would be visited with castration or the gallows. What was the pleasure she received in showing them the beauties they must never touch? Even some of the other white women yearned to hand her over to disciplinary authority, so that her pants might be taken down and the overseer's lash exercised for an hour or two on the pale proud cheeks of Sue's bottom. Who could compute the amount of youthful outpouring spent in private fantasies of having this proud young beauty as a bed-servant?
A negro lad of thirteen or fourteen was always ready to cup his hands as a stirrup for this young woman to mount her horse. His reward came as she stepped up and curved forward, the firm maturity of her behind swelling fuller in the tight blue denim. The lad enjoyed a long moment when the proud swell of Sue Webb's bottom-cheeks was thrust almost into his face. The shape of her underpants was clearly ridged through the thin cloth and between her legs the soft flesh of her sex was invitingly moulded by the cloth. A good deal more youthful seed had been spilt by the negro stableboys in homage to the view that Susan presented on these occasions.
It could not be said that Colonel Ashbee or, indeed, Colonel Johnson suffered from a lack of such beauties. However, a pleasant custom had grown up between the two friends during the Charleston season. From time to time they would dine together, in great privacy. Each provided a girl for the other, as a man might invite his favoured acquaintance to share a bottle of exceptionally fine wine. It was necessary to show the greatest discretion in this matter and the locations of these ingenious dinner parties were chosen with care.
By the first week of May the weather had grown so sultry that Colonel Johnson could think of nothing more pleasant than to put out into the harbour on Colonel Ashbee's yacht, whose saloon and elegant furnishings were a miniature of his domestic luxury. The two men and their two chosen girls would be alone, safely at anchor, in the calm waters off Fort Moultrie. The crew would go ashore in the painter after dinner and leave the amorous adventurers to their private pleasures. Their banquet would be laid out and prepared, served by Shawn and Felicia, the two Chelsea Girls.
Each man kept a surprise for the other. It was known only that Colonel Ashbee proposed to bring a favourite slave-girl for Johnson, tempting him with an elegant and shapely black Venus. Meanwhile, Colonel Johnson had in keeping for his friend a saucy white-skinned soubrette, one of his maidservants acquired from her mistress in a house in Elliott Street. When they sat down to dine, it was two of the other dark-skinned slave beauties who appeared first as their waitresses.
Felicia was a dusky little maiden, her hair hanging in a multitude of braids. Shawn was one of those West Indian beauties whom one sees as far afield as the homes of their colonial masters in London and Oxford Street. Indeed, Shawn's backside and legs, as well as her tall-browed profile, had a lighter Jamaica coffee-colour than Felicia. She appeared in her Chelsea uniform of yellow blouse and beige-coloured shorts or drawers that ended several inches above her knees, leaving most of her brown legs deliciously bare.
Colonel Johnson was frankly admiring of Shawn's long and elegant legs, for she was quite a tall girl. He approved a certain strength in the shape of Shawn's behind and hips. There was a sophistication in the dark hair, strained back from the tall brow and pinned up in a pretty topknot. Her nose was a little flattened but there was almost a hint of the Orient in Shawn's tight-lidded eyes. He could well imagine what those sensuous Caribbean lips might do for a man.
As was always the case, the food at Colonel Ashbee's dinner was of the most succulent. Cold Spanish soup was followed by pate and then by saumon fume. There was cool chablis and sweet sauteme. The finest poultry and the most subtle Venetian ices were washed down by wines of every region.
The two were in excellent humour as the dinner progressed. Colonel Johnson smiled and proposed that their West Indian slave-girl, Shawn, should be told to take her pants off before she brought in the water-ices. A good many of these coffee-skinned Caribbean beauties thought too much of themselves, he said. Besides which, he was eager for a view of the warm brown tan of Shawn's bottom-cheeks and hips. The command was given. Shawn reappeared without the beige cotton of her uniform pants. Colonel Johnson murmured his admiration. She appeared a tall and graceful girl indeed, long agile legs so dusky brown. Her firm young thighs paled a little at the top, as did her hips. The two men made her turn her back and bend over so that they might enjoy the voluptuous rounding of the warm olive-skin tan of Shawn's bottom-cheeks. They saw that Shawn's bottom was full and seductive without being in the least flabby. At last Colonel Ashbee gave a sharp smack on one coffee-tan cheek of Shawn's backside. The girl caught her breath and straightened up as he told her to get back to her labours.
Shawn and Felicia were young West Indian slaves who had been bought for routine pastimes, Colonel Ashbee explained. The pleasures of the evening were to be provided by a far more graceful slave-beauty, Monnelia. He rang the bell and ordered her to be sent in.
Monnelia was an exquisitely-formed slave-maiden, a creature of natural poise and lithe figure. She seemed the daughter of African grace or darkest Caribbean elegance tempered by the southern genius of Louisiana or Mississippi. She was just nineteen years old and had the seductive loveliness of a heathen warrior-princess. When she was brought on to the auction dais in New Orleans, they had made her pose naked to show the deep bronze smoothness of her body. The long lines of her dark-skinned thighs and legs had a satiny gloss as the strong lights were directed upon her. Her thighs were trim and her hips rounded, her shoulders sleek and her breasts carried high. Her warm-toned face was animated by eyes that seemed wide and soft. Her nose and chin were perfectly formed in their African beauty.
There was nothing gross or coarse in her looks, she might have been a model of refinement and elegance. But she promised sensual pleasure to the man who would master her and her lips had a desirable fullness. Her short hair was brushed up from her face, the better to expose her delicate ears with their thin gold rings. At the back its cropped length was tailed and ribboned to leave her neck and shoulders quite bare.
The valets had made Monnelia strip down to a single garment and a pair of shoes. Her warm dark body was covered only by a brief corselet of thin white silk. Her legs and thighs, her arms and shoulders, even the upper half of her back, were completely bare apart from the two shoulder straps that helped to hold the corselet in place. How easily the shape of her spruce young breasts was seen through the thin silk! The nipples were erect, a tribute to her natural animal vitality. The satiny-bronze of the firm globes bobbed a little in their youthful elasticity as she walked.
The hem of the white silk corselet was cut above her dusky hips on either side. At the front it narrowed between her legs, just covering the little bush of dark hair that crowned her sex. At the rear, the seat was deliberately cut too small to cover completely the sleek ebony smoothness of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks. Her long African-tan thighs were slim and willowy in their supple grace. Best of all, the valets had made her wear smart white shoes with tall heels, so that the rounding of her hips and backside, the sinuous squirming of her thighs, were seductively exaggerated as she walked - whether or not she wished it.
Colonel Johnson was amused at the way in which Colonel Ashbee had chosen to curb the disdain of this beautiful nineteen-year-old negress. He was again frankly admiring of her supple figure, the self-possessed beauty of a tribal princess in her face, the primitive warrior-girl appearance of her upward brushed hair and its ribboned coiffure at her nape. Her brief-cut waitress-costume not only made Monnelia expose her beautiful legs and hips, and her seductive dark-tanned bum-cheeks, but was designed to make her feel she was doing so.
When the meal was over, Johnson watched her approach with the silver tray of decanter and glasses. In the prim movement of her haunches there was a natural sophistication. Her long and elegant legs moved with controlled ease. She set down the tray. Then she went to fetch the silver cigar box.
When she turned, he had a view of the proud young negress-skinned swell of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks and the supple curving walk of her bare thighs. Where the white silk of the corselet emerged between the rear of her legs, its seat was cut to arch up high and tight so that the dark oval smoothness of Monnelia's hind cheeks were suggestively half naked. She did not suffer the big-buttocked and heavy-thighed look which mars some of her type. A native grace of shape and movement made Monnelia's backside worth studying. Its cheeks were tanned as silken ebony as were her other surfaces. Colonel Johnson, admiring her elegant and youthfully trim rear curves, thought that the dusky gloss of this cheek-skin suggested Monnelia wet-bottomed from sitting in dark and bitter coffee sludge.
Colonel Ashbee showed his mastery of the girl by the little services he made her perform in this state. Still with her back towards them, it was necessary for the elegant young slave-girl to bend right over to find the cigar box. The satin-smooth and African-ebony cheeks of Monnelia's behind swelled out temptingly from the drumskin tightness of her white silk panties as the search for the cigar box detained her in this lasciviously inviting pose. The curve of her hips as she bent over soon strained the thin white silk of the corselet seat into the slave-girl's rear cleavage, so that her warm-toned buttocks were quite bare and temptingly offered. It was not hard to understand why the overseers longed, in vain, for news of misbehaviour by this beauty of a savage culture and for a command to discipline the velvet-dusky cheeks of Monnelia's bottom with the cruellest stable-whip.
There was no hypocrisy in such matters. It was acknowledged that to whip Monnelia's backside would be extremely enjoyable for men of their kind. Even now she was obliged to hear the colonel's laughter from behind her and the suggestions of what he and his guest would like to see done to her. Then she turned with the silver cigar box and came back towards them, bare legs moving with maidenly restraint and her eyes downcast to avoid meeting the smiling gaze of Colonel Johnson While their dark-skinned warrior-maid stood before them with the box, eyes demurely downcast, they agreed that Monnelia thought too much of herself for a mere slave-girl. She must be cured of this pride by a reminder of the more vulgar aspects of her femininity, which even a daughter of equatorial beauty possesses.
Johnson kept her standing by his chair as he smoked his cigar. He ran his hands up and down the sleek dark velveteen gloss of her thighs, which were level with his eyes as he lounged back in his chair. Bowing his head, he kissed her just above the knees and then allowed his lips to browse upwards on her dark satin flesh. Monnelia, looking modestly away from him and with her fine brown eyes still lowered, straddled a little in obedience to his orders. He kissed the inner surfaces of her willowy negress thighs. His lips feasted on this warm silken texture as high up between her legs as he could go, his tongue touching the faint mineral taste of her there. His fingers meanwhile felt her sex through the thin silk of the corselet, fondling her and stroking, stroking and fondling, until Monnelia released her pent-up breath in a gasp and her body shivered. This barbarian nymph needed a good milking between her legs by a skilled hand, he thought, and she had been too long without it. He continued until he felt that Monnelia had wet the silk a little with her erotic excitement.
The colonel turned her to the table and made her bend forward across it. Smiling at the sight she presented, he tugged the seat-hem of the corselet higher so that the material was gathered and cut tight in Monnelia's arse-crack. He was determined to have Monnelia's satiny blackamoor buttocks temptingly bare. Though she squirmed a little from what he had been doing to her before, he now gave his attention to the negress-skinned cheeks of Monnelia's dusky arse. He fondled her elegant young backside, caressing the slight flesh-creases under the shapely swell and softness of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks.
He began to kiss the bare native tan of those cool and dusky rear globes, which caused the girl to hide her face by leaning her forehead on her folded arms. He insinuated a finger under the twist of silk and explored her bum-cleft. He felt her flinch as his fingertip touched Monnelia's arsehole. Gratified by this, he stroked and tickled her there for a long time to make her accept what she would instinctively have rejected. Gradually her hips and her shapely dark-skinned legs in the high-heeled white shoes relaxed.
Even the dignity of a maiden-warrior like this could be overcome by caresses. The natural sensitivity of Monnelia's behind had begun to welcome the finger's teasing and tickling. Through the thin silk he fondled her young breasts with his other hand. The slave-girl could not conceal her natural and instinctive excitement. It amused Johnson that while Monnelia's behind tightened against the caressing finger, her dark nipples grew hard as berries at the excitation of that sensitive place. Her natural animal excitement was stirred by the thought that he was prepared to be so perverse with her.
He made her perform little tasks, picking up crumbs or reaching for dishes. In each posture she was required to bend. Each time that she did so, he inflicted a vigorous smack on the bare ebony ovals of Monnelia's bottom, hard enough to make the very air sing. To spank such a beauty of Niger or the Congo, so tall and maidenly, was a considerable stimulus to a man of his maturity.
During these attentions which Colonel Johnson paid to Monnelia, Colonel Ashbee had prudently withdrawn to an adjoining stateroom to be waited upon by the treasure chosen for him. She was a white servant-girl of the coquettish kind whom Colonel Johnson employed in his Charleston mansion. What a contrast she was to the jungle Venus being spanked in the saloon.
Colonel Ashbee smiled and turned his attention to the white girl before him. Louise was the type of indentured maidservant who easily passed into the total possession of such a man as Colonel Ashbee. Studying her, Colonel Ashbee thought to himself that the young bitch was not quite tall enough or slim enough to be a glamour princess but she had an impudent quality that made him want to enjoy her. Her coiffure had been carefully arranged for the occasion. The short cut of her dark hair with its fringe was drawn back tightly, straight and slick to show her ears and neck, trimmed off at her nape. She had used mascara to darken her lashes, emphasizing the round saucer-eye cheekiness of her sexual flirtation. At seventeen her face still had the rounded quality of adolescence, a pert young nose and a firm chin. She was dressed as if to excite her bridegroom in a honeymoon hotel. And though the sleek pale softness of teenage flesh gave a slight plumpness to her shape, she was deliciously served up.
Her legs were sheathed to mid-thigh in translucent stockings of black silk. There was a succulent stretch of bare white thigh-skin above the stocking-tops before the lace hem of her short black knickers. Her still rather adolescent thighs had that sheen and softness which showed the perfection of Louise's body at seventeen. She wore a matching bodice and a pair of shoes with high heels to simulate a little of the height she lacked. Colonel Ashbee was pleased to see that she was a filly who had not yet been broken in and grown brazen. In the intervals of flirting, when she thought he was not looking, Louise's bold young face showed her to be tense and a little ill at ease. She was like a little girl who comes for the first time under the command of a stem teacher.
He was content to have her standing by his chair and to run his hands over her legs in their sleek black stockings. Louise flinched a little as he began to caress the soft bare skin above her stocking-tops! Then he commanded her to pose before him in postures of calculated impudence. She squirmed her hips nicely and angled her legs as she imagined a girl would do when offering herself for sale. When he made her turn her back and bend over, the tension was evident again in the way she held herself. The face she presented as she stooped had lost its soubrette sauciness and was uneasily self-conscious once more. Ashbee preferred this to a girl who was insolently sure of herself. Though she still wore the tight knickers of thin black silk, her bending posture added a slight fatness to the vulgar swell of Louise Neville's bottom-cheeks. In this posture Colonel Ashbee found her suggestively exciting. He liked to see her pose as if she were asking for certain bedroom perversities to be inflicted. The slight unease and apprehension in her young face warmed his enthusiasm.
He summoned her to kneel before his chair and unbutton him. From the slight hesitation, he guessed that Louise had probably mouthed some lucky boy on whom she had a crush. But to be commanded to use lips and tongue by a man almost three times her own age caused her a natural apprehension. She drew his manhood out, kissed the tightly swollen knob uncertainly several times and hesitated again. It required a peremptory instruction before she opened her mouth and began to behave properly.
Louise gave him several minutes of undiluted bliss with her lips and tongue. He wondered if she truly had done it before for a boy friend, or whether a natural feminine instinct guided her in the soft and moist caresses. He was content, for the moment, to stop her when he felt crisis draw near and then make her start again when it subsided.
In this manner she held the root of the staff with one hand to prevent it going too far. Then, while she looked saucer eyed under her dark lashes at what she was doing, Louise Neville drew more eagerly his enlarged manhood. With timid inexperience, she mouthed it and trilled her tongue about its prow for the next half hour.
By then Colonel Ashbee and Colonel Johnson had separately decided that the time was ripe for each to take his girl to bed and do to her as she deserved. Colonel Ashbee found that Louise sucked inexpertly but with a natural talent. It would please him to take her to the bedroom and give her a series of lessons that night. Therefore, he now sent Louise to the saloon to carry his compliments to Johnson and propose a final midnight toast. It was unthinkable for Ashbee to burst in upon his friend. Yet there was a charm and excitement to have Louise enter and find Monnelia also kneeling with a gentleman's pride stiff in her mouth. Colonel Johnson required proof of submission and humility from his proud slave-girl with the blackamoor gloss of her breasts and hips, her thighs and bum-cheeks.
He had made her pose on all fours, not sitting on her heels, so that he might admire in the mirrors the swelling negress tan of Monnelia's bare buttocks while she used her tongue. The light shone on the velvety ebony sleekness of her nude haunches as she drew him from her, tickled with her tongue, and then drew her mouth over him again. He made her continue for a little longer finding a pleasure in making Monnelia perform while Louise watched. He required Monnelia to take another helping in her mouth and to show Louise how she liked to do it.
Then the time came for the midnight toast. Each man carefully buttoned himself and they met in the saloon to drink a glass, sitting at the littered banquet table. Louise and Monnelia stood by, a pair of obedient waitresses. The men, in excellent spirits and greatly looking forward to the night ahead, drank damnation to the Yankee prudes and then put down their empty tumblers.
They had eaten well and, by this time, had drunk a good deal. To be sure the wine and the armagnac had been of the finest but there had been a great quantity of it. Colonel Ashbee felt a sudden contentment. Had Louise not been waiting for him, he would have fallen asleep in his comfortable dining chair at that very moment. His eyelids seemed without support, closing with a will of their own. It was an agreeable sleepiness but, not having done his duty in bed with Louise, it was confoundedly inconvenient. But for the reputation of his manhood, he thought, he could almost have dismissed the saucy young soubrette for that night.
He lowered his eyelids, thinking he would feel better if they rested like this for a moment. Then he opened them, only to feel them sink again as if it were the greatest and most sensual pleasure in the world to sit there with his eyes shut. He was just alert enough to notice in that brief glimpse that Louise and Monnelia were no longer looking at their lovers but at one another. Like Sisyphus with his impossible stone, he raised the lids again but could not keep them up for the world. A vision of Colonel Johnson opposite him, squinting in a singular manner, puzzled Colonel Ashbee's weary brain.
Then he vowed to be master of himself. To be sure, he had not even fallen into a doze. He was walking down a long passageway, at the end of which was his stateroom with the most comfortable bed in all the tidewater lands. Louise was walking ahead of him, glancing back from time to time with impudent, dark-lashed, saucer-eyes. In her tight knickers of black silk and her tall-heeled shoes, she was flirting her shimmering young bottom at him as she walked... The soft adolescent cheeks of Louise Neville's backside were writhing and rolling in the tight black silk of her panties, to get him in the mood to ride her hard and long... And so he would! By thunder, he would give the young bitch a rogering to remember... His passion should flood Louise's tongue and fill her throat... He would turn her on her back and guide his shaft between her parted thighs... He would make her lie on her side with her back to him... The way her dark hair was combed back tight and slick from her brow exposed her ears and neck... He would feast his lips there as his hands fondled her soft young buttocks and his finger oiled her... He smiled at the image of her round-eyed dismay, the tight dark dimple of Louise Neville's bum-bottom was soon stretched alarmingly round the swollen manhood engulfed in her backside... To be sure, he would make her take a real spending that way... In to the hilt, his nob deep enough inside her to cause her to panic... a squirting of his passion deep in her tripes, putting her into a parlous state... There was nothing he would not do to this teaser of seventeen...
Colonel Ashbee's mouth fell open. As if from long practice, his dreaming head slid sideways and pillowed itself on the upholstered wing of his tapestried chair. A sharp sound came from his throat, making him stir without waking. And then his slow and steady breathing measured the minutes and hours of the night.
CHAPTER TWO
It was Colonel Johnson who woke first. The sun was entering through open curtains with an amber radiance, high above the ocean to the east. Its angle suggested that the time was now an hour or more after dawn, though the air was still cool. To either side of the sleepers in their comfortable tapestried chairs the two young waitresses, Monnelia and Louise, stood obedient to any command. Looking at them, they must have remained at their posts like sentinels the whole night through. Colonel Johnson imagined he heard a soft, hurried movement somewhere outside the saloon. But that was impossible, he thought. The two gentlemen and their slave-girls were surely alone on the yacht.
The colonel's first thought was of vexation for the pleasure he had missed. His second was that he felt marvelously refreshed. It was as if he had slept the sleep of the just. Was it possible he had indulged some lechery with Monnelia during the night and been in such a state that it escaped his memory? He did not think so, but he could not be sure. With a frown, he sat upright in his chair.
The sound of his movements woke Colonel Ashbee, through whose mind passed much the same sequence of thoughts. An hour earlier there would still have been time to spread or bend the two girls over the table and oblige them to take a further clystering of passion, whether they had had a first taste of it or not. But now it was too late, for already the painter bumped alongside and there were footsteps on the deck. The crew and servants had returned to the pleasure-yacht from their shore leave. The new day's routine was beginning. Colonel Ashbee's valet, Hargreaves, tapped at the door gently and entered with great deference. He inquired whether the gentlemen and their ladies were ready to take breakfast yet. The experienced servant showed not the least dismay at Monnelia in her brief white corselet or Louise in black silk knickers and stockings. He had served his master too long for such a thing to upset his equilibrium.
The two friends who had planned such a night of pleasure ate their breakfast in silence. As yet neither said anything to the other of what had happened. Each hinted that he had, during the night, had fun with the girl of his choice - though neither could remember doing so.
That day they were tiresome masters to their slaves and poor company for their households. Colonel Ashbee had Helen Wong reprimanded for a trivial oversight. His whiteskinned mistress, "Lady Susan," felt the sharpness of his tongue once or twice. Later he apologised for this and took her to bed for an hour or two. He ordered Monnelia to be locked in her attic bedroom to await his decision. But he felt there was little he could do to assuage his frustration. If he had Monnelia's dusky-cheeked bottom pony-whipped and the reason were known, the whole of Charleston society would soon hear a rumour to his discredit. Make no mistake, it would have given him a good deal of satisfaction to hear Monnelia screaming under the overseer's whip as the leather pony-lash clung and curled agonisingly round the swarthy ovals of her bottom-cheeks. But he knew it would not do just then.
Better that Monnelia should escape punishment for the moment than that the secret of that night should become the talk of the town. He and Johnson had chosen two delicious female creatures for a night of pleasure - and then had been unable to do anything to them. Even his considerable wealth and reputation would not silence the malicious chatter over such a story. Fashionable company in such a city as Charleston loves the whisper of cruel innuendo, even when its own members' reputations are to be tom in shreds by such tattle. Colonel Ashbee guessed the nature of the scandal that might be murmured against him. There would be whispers of impuissance and smiles of a most knowing kind. He shuddered at the thought and resolved, for the moment, to do nothing.
He continued to suspect that he was a victim of a plot, but he had not the least idea what it was nor who had contrived it. His disadvantage was that he knew nothing of Louise, as Colonel Johnson knew nothing of Monnelia.
It was a week later when he received his first glimmer of enlightenment. To his mansion overlooking White Point Gardens there came a small package carefully sealed in blue paper. It was delivered through the anonymity of the postal service. When opened, it proved to contain half-a-dozen photographs, printed full-plate. They were not the work of a great artist of the camera, but they showed the saloon of the yacht by the early light of day through its glass skylight and portholes.
Colonel Ashbee looked at the first of these photographic prints and his heart was fired by anger and incomprehension. It showed him and Colonel Johnson asleep in their chairs. On the banquet table, amid the litter of crockery and scraps of food, wine decanters and glasses still half full, lay Louise and Monnelia.
The two girls were as nearly naked as made no difference. The sole garment remaining was Louise Neville's pair of knickers in thin black silk which still dangled from one of her ankles. Black and white beauty sprawled in a most ungainly attitude, Louise with her head thrown back, biting her lip gently with the intensity of her pleasure. All the soubrette cheekiness had gone and her face was racked by the exquisite pangs which betrayed the true sexual passion of a woman for a lover.
Monnelia had one arm round Louise's fair-skinned waist to curb her writhing of pleasure a little. Her other hand was busy between those soft young thighs of purest pallor that relaxed and opened innocently to her expert caress. The negress with the warm-skinned nudity of her smooth shoulders and back, her graceful young thighs and regal bearing, was conditioning Louise to pleasures with a woman that the victim would soon be unable to renounce. In any city as cosmopolitan in its tastes, there were fair-skinned girls of her own age who would enjoy giving Louise lessons in the art of lesbian love. Ashbee thought of Jane Truman the pert little blonde whom he proposed to cure of her infatuation with her own sex, even the two pert little adolescent negresses on his own plantation, Jenny and Jackie, the twins whom birching had failed to cure of their vices.
He looked at the photograph again. The naked waitresses had gorged themselves on the remains of the banquet. There was a smear of fruit sorbet on Louise's lips and a splash of wine on her breast. It was the latter blemish, just by the nipple, that Monnelia was licking off with her expert tongue. Her head was bowed to this task and she showed the camera only the short ribboned tress of her upward-brushed crop at the rear.
Colonel Ashbee saw nothing of the self-consciousness or apprehension in Louise's face now that she had shown when she was at the command of a man. The soft adolescent pupil lost all her fearfulness in the arms of her swarthy mistress. Louise appeared bold and insistent in her love-making with the supple and passionate young negress. There was a hard and demanding quality about her. Monnelia too had lost her demure and reticent air, the soft brown eyes were now illuminated by desire and beseeching.
As Louise faced the hidden camera lens, so the other girl presented the rear view of her dark-tanned skin. Louise was tense with the surge of pleasure swelling till it must burst in her loins, while the ebony Venus was opening herself in the warm and yearning expansion of desire. Those elegant African-smooth ovals of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks were arched backwards towards the concealed photographer, as if inviting the camera to explore her more intimately. Even in anger, Ashbee felt a satisfaction that the slave-girl should have shown herself in a manner she would have shunned if she knew she was being watched. Monnelia's dusky-cheeked arse, swelled seductively. Its dark moons were lightly parted, seeming innocently to invite the smack of a man's hand, a long session with a punishment cane, the fierce caress of the overseer's whip, the hectic assault of sodomy. She, at least, was his slave and must answer to him.
It was probable that the two girls had been making love together on the table for much of the night. The second picture showed, by the look of relaxation and fulfillment on the face of the fair-skinned partner, that Louise had climaxed on the expert fingers of the native girl. They were both in a gentler and affectionate mood now, playing with one another's bodies as little girls play with toys or dolls. Even for the most demure teenage girl there exists a fascination at the prospect of exploring every hole and corner of another young beauty, tickling a sensitive spot or intruding a playful finger.
Monnelia had used a blackened wick or a fragment of charcoal. With this she had made a flower of Louise's belly button, drawing petals on the pale skin round the charming whorl of flesh. Each breast had been patterned round the nipple. Bold-faced now, Louise was slyly smiling, looking back to the mirrors to see the handiwork on her own bottom. Its soft pale cheeks were signed with Monnelia's name, as the artist of this design. Colonel Ashbee scowled at the scene in the photograph.
Louise had also enjoyed some amusement with her companion, finding some of those brightly-feathered dusters whose rounded handle of three or four inches is the thickness of a thumb. By oiling the handle with butter, she had employed Monnelia's behind to give the black warrior-princess a fine peacock tail, sprouting from between her rear cheeks. There was another photograph, taken as the dark-skinned beauty paraded on the table, moving her willowy equatorial thighs, admiring herself in the mirrors. Monnelia's rear-bouquet of feathers was an adornment she evidently enjoyed and which excited her to look at.
The next of the pictures showed that the playfulness had been only an interlude in their passion. Now the two lesbian lovers lay head to tail, each having her eyes and lips level with the loins and backside of the other. The charcoal was smudged and indistinct upon Louise's pale softness. Much of it had now been transferred with some wetness to Monnelia's lips! And still the peacock-tail of feathers sprouted from between the smooth satin-ebony of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks. There was no doubt from the photograph that the two girls were having fun with each other. They sucked one another's sensitive adornments, and trilled their tongues in places of excruciating responsiveness.
They did all this with an eagerness they had never shown to Colonel Ashbee or Colonel Johnson. Louise was running her tongue nimbly in the dark-haired paradise between Monnelia's thighs. At the same time, Monnelia had made Louise present herself in an upward squat. The tongue of the dark-skinned Aphrodite ran everywhere along the cleavage from the base of Louise's spine to the guardian clitoris at the portal of her sex. The seduction was cunning and remorseless, the tribal beauty playing in the sensitive dell and not even hesitating to insinuate her tongue-tip in the tight posterior dimple. The camera showed that Louise was squatting fuller, as if to admit the intruder as far as possible. Colonel Ashbee guessed that the saucer eyed soubrette must have come to her climax with such cries of release that nothing short of drugged stupor could account for the two men being deaf to her.
In the final picture all passion had been spent. It was not long before the two men stirred from their sleep. Louise and Monnelia lay among the guttered candles and the debris of the banquet, still naked in their gentle embrace. If they were not asleep themselves, they were certainly lying with eyes closed in dreamy recollection of the lovemaking they had just shared. The light shone full on the blackamoor gloss of Monnelia's bare thighs and hips. Inspired by the joy of release she had shared with Louise, her dusky skin displayed a living sheen that only the excitement of gentle but cunning kisses can awaken.
The two girls had not drawn apart but now lay more gently together than in the fierce passion of their earlier embraces. Louise's dark lashes were closed over her blue saucer-eyes. The light caught the sleek short crop of her brown hair and her face had a childlike solemnity as she dozed. Monnelia's thigh was crooked lightly and possessively across the soft pallor of Louise's hip, as if to remind her prey how easily the act of sexual conquest might be repeated upon her.
Hargreaves the valet had entered and smiled at the sight of the dark-skinned girl's back, the upward brushed hair and its short ribboned coiffure at her nape. The African-sleek ovals of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks were arched backwards towards him with innocent vulgarity as she slept. He could see the warrior-maiden's dark-haired sex between the rear of her open legs. The resilient ovals of her ebonycheeked backside swelled seductively and its twin mounds were drawn apart by the way she was sprawling, so that Monnelia's anus was shown. Seeing this, Hargreaves the valet had smiled at the thoughts that crossed his mind. It was not the smile of a simpering suitor but of one who was vindictive in his master's cause. He would not shrink from putting Monnelia's backside and loins to the question. His sentence upon Monnelia's swarthy-cheeked bottom envisaged the stable-lash and the long nozzle of a pair of serviceable bellows.
As the camera showed, he had slyly rewarded Monnelia, standing over the sleeping girl with weapon erect in hand. Exciting himself by watching the bare negress-skinned cheeks of Monnelia's shapely young bottom, he pumped up considerable passion, releasing it in short vigorous gusts of warm libation upon the dusky native cheeks of Monnelia's backside. The camera had caught clearly the shine of splashes and the telltale trickles down the dark ovals of her buttocks, which she slept too soundly to feel. Hargreaves withdrew, turning back once to grin to himself at the state he had left the young teaser in. She stirred soon and he peeped from the door to watch Monnelia as she woke and felt behind her in some dismay at the manner in which she had been used.
Even before the valet's intrusion, there was ample evidence of the gasping and threshing frenzy with which Louise had undergone her first lesbian seduction. One of her soft pale breasts was stained by wine, for she had rolled on to her belly where a glass of claret had been upset. A blob of grey candle wax had fallen on one mocha-dark oval of Monnelia's backside, almost in her rear cleft. The sting of it had been nothing to her as she laboured on top of the other girl. It seemed that Louise had writhed against the butter dish in her ecstasy, for a smear of it gleamed on one fair-skinned thigh. Convulsed by the action of Monnelia's fingers or tongue between her legs, she had also sat back in the dish of dead cigar butts. A powdering of the grey ash now smudged a bare and softly pale cheek of Louise Neville's bottom as she displayed it unwittingly to the camera.
Ashbee threw down the photographs, which served only to remind him of the pleasures stolen from him. Then he saw that the package contained something small and wrapped in soft paper. He opened it and found a dark bottle with an apothecary's label. "Flowers of Landanum." He and Johnson had been drugged by two young bitches who had the temerity to prefer their own illicit pleasures to those for which nature had formed them.
The colonel was rarely perplexed, but he was so now. That the photographs were the work of an amateur, he had no doubt. But such a man would not come aboard the yacht uninvited. How, then? In what company had the fellow been? He asked the man Hargreaves, but Hargreaves could tell him nothing. And yet, a day or two later in the very place where an interior window looked into the saloon, the valet had picked up a discarded handkerchief embroidered with a name. Hargreaves had tucked it quickly in his pocket so that it should not be seen.
Colonel Ashbee was determined to have justice done. He showed Colonel Johnson the photographs. Colonel Johnson was equally vindictive but advised against making an exhibition of Monnelia at the whipping house. Such a display would lead to gossip. Gossip would hint at folly on the part of two men who prided themselves on being beyond folly. If the truth were even guessed at, mirth would be general all about them.
It was impossible that Ashbee should not hear - or suppose - that one of his young mistresses had been the cause of his humiliation that night. He said nothing, but looked everywhere on the sly for the owner of an empty bottle of Flowers of Landanum. There was no doubt in his mind, thinking back, that a soporific dose had been added to the final glass of armagnac after dinner. But who had done it?
At last the colonel thought he knew the answer. A careful question to the chemist in Broad Street revealed that Flowers of Laudanum had been bought there by his proud and fair-skinned mistress "Lady Susan." And so Colonel Ashbee thought he understood. He watched her that afternoon as she walked away to the stables for her horse. Colonel Ashbee considered the young woman's prim mouth, the narrowed blue eyes, the collar length brown hair, the skin-fit of her tan riding boots, the firm proud swell of Sue Webb's bottom-cheeks in the tight jeans-seat rounding and swaying with her self-assured strides as she walked.
The colonel knew he was right. Sue was fiercely jealous. She could not bear the thought of him in the arms of cheeky young Louise - and so she had taken steps to prevent it. The discovery of such jealous devotion filled him with pride and longing for her. Now he understood why she had avoided his bed since then. It was surely pique at being neglected for another girl of the servant class. Colonel Ashbee endured a week of celibacy with ill-concealed impatience and growing excitement at the prospect of their passionate reconciliation. He must have Susan or no other at the moment. The triumph of inspiring such desire in a young woman of twenty-six - half the colonel's age - made him strut and smile like a gamecock.
As for Monnelia, he promised himself that he would reward her complicity in a few weeks more by putting her at the disposal of Captain Prince. The captain from Boston was Colonel Ashbee's commercial representative in that northern city and was to be the colonel's guest that month and part of the next. He liked nothing better than to slip out of his room at night for an hour or two of pleasure in the bed of a dark-skinned girl. Such things were forbidden fruit to one who lived the rest of the year in New England propriety.
But Captain Prince was an elderly gentleman, unable to do full justice to the tribal beauty of Monnelia. He was not amiable and the failure of his prowess was one for which he would certainly make the dusky-skinned beauty take the blame. Had circumstances permitted, he would have vented his frustration by employing instruments of torment on Monnelia's backside and loins. In the soundproof vault of an imagined torture chamber Captain Prince would have used the glowing tickler fresh from the coals to embroider her mocha-tan backside as well as every specimen of the whipmaker's art on the African-satin of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks. Nor would he have been moved from condemning her to a final severity. The dusky maiden surely sensed this when his breath touched her buttocks and thighs. At such moments, her body shivered as if under the hangman's caress.
When his courtship of her began, it was to be seen that the old gentleman had lost his virile powers but he had acquired a cunning perception over the years. He was conscious of certain shuddering moans and sighs of joy that proceeded from Monnelia's bed when he was not with her. This amused him, for he had read much of such things in the squirming together of a randy little wife like Jacqueline Grant and wide-eyed nymph of sixteen or seventeen like Tracey Hope. He could not resist trying to find out a little more about the furtive loves of his shapely Belle Sauvage.
One night, while he was sharing her bed with her, his hand contacted a fold of hemmed cotton among her sheets. He secreted it and took it with him. It was a pair of tight-fitting elastic-hemmed briefs, such as a young woman might wear under her riding jeans on horseback. They had been well-worn to judge from their present condition. But it was not horseback that had made them as they were. The wearer had writhed in a sweltering passion between her legs before those cotton briefs were eased down her squirming thighs. Whether the passion had been prompted by a saddle between her legs or by the active fingers of another girl, Captain Prince could not yet tell.
He watched and saw "Lady Susan" striding tall-booted to the stables, her buttocks proud and self-assured in the tight jeans-seat. The shape of Susan Webb's knickers was outlined under that tight seat, the same cut of elastic-hemmed cotton briefs that he had found discarded in Monnelia's sheets during the threshing and writhing of passion. Captain Prince said nothing just then. Sue's panties were a trophy kept for a future occasion.
However, next night in the fine house on the South Battery, the young white woman's bed was unslept in. Next morning, it was Sue's wet handkerchief that the maid found in the folds of Monnelia's greatly disordered sheets, as if it had been used to mop and wipe. The slave-woman who attended Miss Webb at the bath observed a dozen raised red passion-bites, fresh that morning, on the pale flesh. All had been inflicted between Sue's waist and her knees. The woman smiled and whispered something to Batiste, the colonel's overseer. And Batiste smiled, for he greatly hoped that in the end it was he would be called upon to avenge the colonel's wounded honour against Monnelia and her white-skinned mistress.
No one could say how long it might be before the truth dawned upon Colonel Ashbee. It was not adoration of him but of his graceful and willowy slave-maiden that had driven Lady Susan to such measures with the Flowers of Laudanum. That the colonel should possess himself of Louise was nothing to his white mistress. That Monnelia should be sullied by the rival loving of a man was more than Sue could bear. And so she had taken steps to prevent it that night on the yacht. Whether the valet Hargreaves was a party to placing the drugged armagnac before the two libertines, no one could say. That he was the photographer of the tender lesbian embraces was generally believed. Whether some friend sent copies of the photographs to Colonel Ashbee as a warning - or some enemy to gloat over him - was a question on which Charleston society held two opinions.
To be sure, the colonel had friends who would like to see him revenged upon Monnelia and even proud Susan. And he had the deadliest enemies, girls of nineteen and twenty whom he had wronged. Whatever the cause, in the idle months of the season, tongues began to wag and the photographs were spoken of even by those who had not had the good fortune to see copies of them. How the secret became a rumour that ran from Meeting Street to the East Battery, none could say. Yet the remainder of that Charleston summer was the most uncomfortable time that the colonel ever passed in his fine mansion fronting White Point Gardens.
The truth of the deception was plain to him after a week or two. Colonel Ashbee might have gone off in a towering fury and called the two young sluts to account. But he was a soldier and he knew a little of strategy and tactics. Time would give him the victory, he was sure of that. Monnelia was his slave and could be brought to account when he chose. Susan was in his power, if he exercised it. Louise was not his at all. Yet he guessed that having tasted a little of the joys of love with another girl, she would be eager for more. Few girls, in Colonel Ashbee's knowledge, tasted lesbian pleasures without wanting to gorge themselves, at least until fear or self-disgust broke them of it. In the case of Louise, he thought that she would never find a white girl who would love her as expertly as Monnelia had done. And then the colonel's chance would come.
In the days that followed it seemed that he was content to condemn Monnelia to fretting and frustration, her desires unappeased until, in another week or so, they were mocked by the crapulous enthusiasms of Captain Prince. But in his mind, the colonel turned over a more important problem. He thought of the conduct of Susan, his young mistress. It seemed to him that she had been indulged too far. Had it been possible, he would have dethroned her from her proud and sullen eminence. It would have pleased him to make her taste the life of a slave-girl for a year or two. Such a thing was, of course, quite impossible as matters stood. But Colonel Ashbee thought that to impose slavery upon "Lady Susan" might not be always out of the question. The colonel was a great man for biding his time. Perhaps he had only to wait - and not for very long.
CHAPTER THREE
As the elegant season flourished in late April and early May, the wives and daughters of Dorchester and Berkeley counties filled the assembly rooms and drawing rooms of Society Street and King Street. The pretty nymphs or graceful mistresses of the plantations strolled under languid parasols by the promenade rails of the Battery and gazed on the glittering ocean.
The long heat-hazed avenue of Meeting Street became a procession of olive or maroon carriages rolling into town from the great lowland estates between the Cooper and Santee rivers. Even the fine gardens of Drayton Hall and the grand houses with their formal parks on the road south to Savannah were deserted by the time that the warm spring became a steamy summer. The ladies of the grand plantation houses were of one mind in the matter. It was scarcely possible to draw breath in such swampy heat. However warm the summer might be in Charleston or Savannah, the lightest breeze from the southern ocean was preferable to the sweltering weeks in the low-lying plantation country.
In the South Carolina state capital of Columbia, Senate and Legislature went into summer recess. Every evening, the trains that entered the lamplit Charleston railroad depot brought family and fashion from Richmond and Washington, Raleigh and Florence. Sometimes a portentous senator returning for the summer brought news of scandal in high places. The steamers homeward-bound with their ballast of cobbles from Europe brought tittle-tattle from Paris and court-news from London. The gossip was listened to and smiled over. Then, for several months, Charleston town gave itself up to pleasure. The events of the outer world seemed like a mere rumour brought by travellers across the ocean or on the Atlantic Coast Railroad.
Charleston grew from gorgeous to gaudy. The buds burst and turned to flower. On the lawns of White Point Gardens, before the fine mansions of the South Battery, the bushes flamed with azalea and camellia. Mauve wisteria draped the live oaks by the bandstand. The outlines of the sturdy trees were softened by misty veils of Spanish moss. Across the Ashley River the road ran south through a rising mist of heat to Savannah, the carriageway raised above the standing water of the rice plantations to either side. Red-headed sorrel grew wild in the fields among the yellow cabbage heads gone to seed. Here and there, young slave-girls in headscarves against the fierce sun were still planting a late crop on the fertile swampy ground.
For those who had escaped to the languid pleasures of the fine houses, it was the time for desire and dalliance, flirtation and seduction. On the high promenade of the East Battery, young officers from the forts in the wide harbour bowed low to the gauze and muslin beauty of young ladies with whom they were acquainted. At night the music of a mandolin carried across the water from the high-priced whore-houses in Elliot Street, dividing the fashionable neighbourhood from the commerce of the docks.
In the well-paved avenues of Charleston, a line of carriages drew up outside the elegant houses of Society Street or Tradd Street, bringing the ladies of leisure to morning assemblies, dressed in silks with the frail beauty of butterflies. Afternoon was the time for calling and leaving cards.
Evening was devoted to formal assemblies and dinners. Parties of the children from the summer mansions were to be seen in family carriages with black nannies, setting off for the sports of Myrtle Beach and Raccoon Key. Others were content with the nearer shores of Folly Beach or Sullivan's Island. There on the long deserted shore of summer and soothed by the lazy murmur of the ocean tide they lived in an idyll of sunlight to be remembered the rest of their lives.
Even beside the wavelets of Charleston Harbour, the heat brought perspiration to the most graceful female limbs. At night, in response to this, every window along the fine piazzas of the Battery' was open to catch the breeze. From time to time, the wind sprang up, rattling the palmetto blades. It gathered over the southern ocean, driving in and chopping the waves in the wide bay of the harbour. Under such force the wavelets rocked and spat, splashing up over the promenade rail of the High Battery and wetting the raised walk. Children rushed forward, daring the spray, and ran back at the last moment. Young women cried out in surprise as the water soaked the sleeve of a new dress or the velvet of a bonnet.
Then the laughter and adventure of the day turned, at sunset, to the more private and voluptuous enjoyments of the night. After the changing of clothes and the pinning of hair, the perfuming of skin and the touch of rouge, the world of children became that of adult pleasure and passion. Nymphs and tomboys of fourteen, who had raced and shouted, romped and screamed, during the day, now sat up to table, shoulder blades bare and beautiful in the lamplight, demure and sophisticated as duchesses. Such was the effect of the warm velvety darkness of the southern night upon the passions of men and women, even on little girls.
Through the warm starlight from the lamp-lit windows came the running notes of a Chopin waltz or a Schumann study. There was talk and laughter, soft as the chatter of birds, while the beauties of Savannah or Richmond were received in Charleston society. Borne on the warm breeze through the open windows of upstairs drawing rooms, the scent of magnolia cups and oleanders lay as thick in the air as the essence of Parisian perfume. A steamer slipped out on the night tide, bound for Key West or Havana, Lisbon or Hamburg, its engines like a heartbeat across the bay. In return, the rhythm of the dance carried over the hushed water where the lights of the East Battery twinkled and melted in the gentle movement of the flood tide.
But to men like Colonel Ashbee, the season was not solely a time for idleness. Behind the grand houses and along the two rivers ran the commercial streets of Charleston. His crops of rice were enough to keep the West Point Mill on the Ashley River at full production. The prosperity of Chelsea Landing and each cargo carried on the barges of its river wharf, depended as much upon negotiation and bargaining in the factors' offices of Charleston docks as upon the rows of young women who bent their backs under the overseer's command in the swampy plantation of the estate itself. Along East Bay Road stood Walker, Evans, and Cogswell, printers of bills and notes necessary to trade. Nearby rose the factors' offices, by which the crops of Chelsea plantation were shipped to Europe and the northern cities. Without these premises, the grandeur of the house on the South Battery would have been nothing but moth and ruin.
Most important of all just then, to Colonel Ashbee, were the premises of Chalmers Street, which led into East Bay Street and the docks. It was a cobbled thoroughfare with several fine houses. Through their archways, one glimpsed inner courtyards or two-storey masked piazzas round private lawns. A man whose business was in the law or the professions would find it convenient to live here all the year around. A man of commerce might spend a good part of his life in Chalmers Street alone.
Chalmers Street contained the bank and the insurance office without which Chelsea's trade was impossible. It boasted the old colonial tavern where much business was done between friends. Close by stood the brown arched entrance of the slave market with the long room above which served as the private whipping house. The two negress-skinned beauties in their teens, Shawn and Felicia, had been bought on that auction block. Both were "Chelsea Girls," as his fancy-girls on the plantation at Chelsea Landing were called by his acquaintances.
On one occasion, Shawn had displeased him sufficiently to pay a return visit to Chalmers Street. This time it was to an adjoining door which led to the long room above the market, where she was bent over the trestle and her Caribbean beauty laid bare. Those who liked to visit the house and watch the chastisements were much taken with Shawn's long leggy beauty, the elegant bun of her black hair and the slant of her dark eyes. The jumper had used his training whip across the bare brown cheeks of Shawn's nineteen-year-old bottom, while this audience of idle apprentices and slatternly housewives crowded at the door to watch. The founding fathers of the city had intended such displays as a moral example. They became an entertainment for the idle instead. The fifty welts of the whip across the West Indian coffee-tan cheeks of Shawn's bottom had better have been inflicted in private. Even Shawn's screams had excited the lookers-on.
After that, Colonel Ashbee was rarely a man who chose to punish his girls in this way if he could avoid it. In most cases, such a public display reflected little credit on the girl's master. So he profited by the experience of having Shawn whipped and only in exceptional circumstances resorted to such measures again. If there was discord in his house, he preferred to be judge - and if necessary executioner - himself. As a rule, he left the sentence to be inflicted by Batiste, the overseer, a man who never shirked such a chance for intimacy with a pretty girl's body.
At four o'clock, after the day's business, it was agreeable to return to the fine house on the South Battery. The colonel rang for Hargreaves and ordered a cool glass. He took this into the garden at the rear with its fig-vine growing on the walls, its sheltered walks and lawns with white magnolia blossoms and crepe myrtle. After a while, on one particular afternoon, he gave a little more thought to the trick that had been played upon him when he was Colonel Johnson's host. Colonel Ashbee was not a man to sit down and plot vengeance. He knew that his chance to have justice done upon the culprits would come. A military man, above all, he had learnt the maxim that victory is won by fighting a battle in the right place and at the right time. That time would come. For the moment, he had other matters to occupy him.
Late at night, that same day when we observe him sitting with his glass in the afternoon shade of the crepe myrtle, Colonel Ashbee was alone in his study. It was an hour when the house was quiet and the guests had gone to bed. He chose the easy leather chair with a glass of malt and a good cigar. The room was elegantly lit by a fine water lamp, whose flame was greatly magnified by a water filled dome, illuminating the room with a white radiance. The device was simpler and more effective than a row of gas lamps. The colonel's grandfather had been the inventor of this particular model.
Colonel Ashbee had not forgotten his intention of enjoying retribution on the saucy young soubrette Louise. She would give him the opportunity, no doubt of that. Louise at seventeen was still very much the impressionable schoolgirl. She had tasted the joys of masturbation on the dark-skinned maiden's fingers and would never sleep easily until she had feasted a little more on such delights. Because he knew his own house and its arrangements better than she did, he could even anticipate how she would come to grief. He smiled and imagined how sorry for herself Louise would feel when justice had been done.
The colonel spent his days and nights with this thought lingering agreeably in the recesses of his mind. For the rest, he had not yet completed his conquest of Miss Webb by making her submit to passions of the more perverse kind. Meantime, if pleasures of that sort appealed to him, he might choose the dark equatorial beauty of Felicia, the paler Jamaican tan of Shawn, or the Eurasian wickedness of Helen Wong. However unwelcome they might find his middle-aged enthusiasm for such novelties, these girls had no choice but to undress and present themselves to him. As for Monnelia, that was another matter.
He watched this negress-skinned beauty as she served his guests on the piazza overlooking the sea. The elegant verandah was now resplendent with decorative plants in Quimper vases and two long antique benches which the colonel had brought from Brazil in his youth and which had the dignified carving of a cathedral choir. The first-floor drawing-room within was filled with divans and Persian rugs, as well as fine dishes of Moorish copper. The white marble figure of a shivering girl, drawing back naked and smiling from testing the water with her toe, took pride of place against the dark richness of the woven drapery. The colonel had bought that marble nymph in Paris from a vast shadowy atelier near the Rue Bonaparte. Across the landing under its fine glass dome was the ante-chamber with hangings of velvet brocade and several fine portraits of the colonel's family. There were gothic chests and Indian vases brought from Bombay and Lisbon to the docks of Charleston. The gem of the house was the so-called "Ladies Room," little used at that time. It was more accurately a music-room with an Erard piano, gilt-ornamented furniture and brightly flowered silks. Two faded Gobelin tapestries in shades of grey covered the walls with shepherds and woodlands.
To walk through the house was to know something of the extent of Colonel Ashbee's wealth and influence. This was but a part of his inheritance. Colonel Ashbee might lose more money than most men make in a lifetime. And still he would have been richer than most of them ever dreamt of being. Whatever else such girls as swarthy Monnelia or lynx-eyed Helen might have thought, it was better to be the slave of such a patrician. Better by far than to be at the whim of a mean and anxious tyrant, such as the lesser plantation owners often proved to be.
Another week passed and still he held his peace. All the same, he was sure that Louise would now be fretting and whimpering even harder for the pleasures she had enjoyed in Monnelia's barbarian embrace, a night of passionate girl-loving more exquisite than anything a man would bother to give to a young slut like Miss Neville. Her own master would merely command her to lie on her back, open her legs, and then would ride her in the most perfunctory manner. Small wonder that she had responded so ecstatically to the careful and rousing seduction by which Monnelia had ensnared her. Then, for a day or so, the colonel put such thoughts from his mind. It was an evening or two later, when he was once again alone in his study late at night, that he heard a sound coming from a most unusual part of the house.
Like many of the great Charleston houses, Colonel Ashbee's residence in White Point Gardens had a secret staircase. It was not truly secret at all, for everyone in the house knew where it was. But there was a concealed door between two of the pillars in the oak-lined reception room on the ground floor, that appeared like ordinary panelling. When pressed on its beading, a section of the inset wood could be slid aside. It revealed a cramped and steep winding staircase that came out on the landing above. Now that there was no danger of Charleston being overrun by redcoats or savage Indian tribes, the little stairs were never used, except when displayed to visitors as a curiosity. They remained merely a talking point, a conversation piece. But Colonel Ashbee had not spent so many seasons in the mansion without knowing the sound of that panel sliding to one side. He was sure that he heard it now.
No one in the house had any cause to use the little staircase. The colonel smiled and had no doubt who the intruder might be. His domestic arrangements were to have two or three of his fancy-girls in separate little rooms just under the tiles. He might visit them there or summon them to his own room. It was far more convenient to have them there than to fetch them at this hour of night from the brick-built slave quarters in the spacious garden at the rear of the house. Moreover he did not intend that Shawn or Felicia, Monnelia or Helen Wong, should spoil themselves by allowing their loins to be entered and ridden by some strapping lover of their own skin colour.
He rang the bell for Hargreaves, who always stayed up to attend his master on these occasions.
"The fancy-girl, Monnelia," said the colonel, "I should like her to wait on me in my room tonight. Have the goodness to take her there. And be good enough to lock the door of her room and leave the key on the outside."
Hargreaves bowed his head and withdrew. He went up to the attic rooms and tapped at the door in which the young native-skinned beauty slept. In the moment before it was opened to him, he heard something of a whispering, a flurry of linen, and the quick soft patter of bare female feet. Then Monnelia appeared in her convenient night attire, the brief little pants of tight white silk and the low-cut top in white cotton. Hargreaves almost smiled at her, in her glamour-girl costume, as he passed on the colonel's command. To be summoned to her master's bed at just this moment caused consternation in the native girl's wide brown eyes. And so it might, indeed, Hargreaves thought. No one but a simpleton could believe that Monnelia was alone in her room.
There was, of course, no sign of her companion. Whoever had been with her was now concealed in a closet, behind a curtain, or even outside on the leads of the flat roof. The valet knew perfectly well that Monnelia's visitor was probably the little whore of a servant-girl called Louise. She had slipped out of Colonel Johnson's gate without her employer's knowledge, driven by the tickle of lust in her loins that the dark-skinned beauty had inspired. The two young women might fiddle with one another to their hearts' content so far as he was concerned. But they must pay for it by submitting to the male when required to do so. Hargreaves the valet envied the man who exacted penance from saucy young Louise.
He walked behind the graceful dark-skinned slave-girl, along the corridor and down the stairs to the handsome corinthian-pillared landing with its grand mahogany-railed staircase, off which opened Colonel Ashbee's bedroom and marble bathing suite. But before he did so, Hargreaves took a key from his pocket and locked the door of the bedroom attic from the outside, leaving the key there as he had been instructed. Whoever it might be, the visitor was trapped now until that door was unlocked again. A sardonic smile played on his lips as he followed behind Monnelia. She moved demurely as a debutante with the short-ribboned tresses of her upward-brushed dark hair.
Hargreaves stood behind her on the landing, admiring a rear view of Monnelia's lithe and elegant movements as she walked. He watched the controlled squirming of her hips and buttocks, the lithe sinuous glide of her feet and thighs. The sleek ebony-skinned ovals of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks called out for a stinging smack from his hand with every seductive step she took. Hargreaves greatly regretted that he could not treat her so. He promised himself that if the opportunity should be given him, Monnelia would undergo a punishment-lesson of a kind that would humble her to her proper status.
He allowed himself one light smack on the cool African-tan velvet of Monnelia's bottom. His hand lingered there, feeling the sleek arse-cheek of the native girl as she walked, then smacked her again, harder. Monnelia caught her breath like a little girl suddenly alarmed. She tightened herself and walked more primly and self-consciously towards the colonel's bedroom. Hargreaves laughed.
"You randy young nigger-bitch, Monnelia! I'm looking forward to the day the overseer takes your knickers off and gives you what you deserve with a stable-whip across that swarthy young backside of yours. You'd look prettier with those brown eyes brimming over and that arrogant young face sorry for itself!"
He opened the door of the colonel's bedroom and watched the negress-skinned beauty walk in. Then he closed it and locked it to make sure that she stayed there.
Colonel Ashbee had no need to hurry himself. Monnelia had no alternative but to wait until he was ready for her. If she was tempted to fret or storm, the sight of the stable-lash on the bedside table would soon cool her indignation. The colonel poured himself another glass of matured malt whisky and lit a cheroot. He opened a copy of the Enquirer and read a little of what the markets had done yesterday and what the favoured horses at the Washington racetrack were expected to do tomorrow. He picked up the ledger in which the profits and business of the estate were listed. There was nothing out of the ordinary in the statements and figures.
All the same, it was after midnight by the time that the colonel called Hargreaves and dismissed him for the night. Then the master of the house went softly up to the attic rooms and found the key still in Monnelia's lock. As he stood there, he thought he heard a questioning little sigh of feminine self-gratification from the bedroom. He let himself in, and locked the door behind him.
CHAPTER FOUR
Colonel Ashbee stood upon the threshold of the attic room, whose usual occupant would later be showing her ebony-sleek hips and taut young loins over the colonel's own bed and sighing for his consolation like a she-cat in heat. It was not to be supposed that the negress-skinned beauty truly felt such longing for him. But that was beside the point. However much Monnelia might resent her master, she was required to come pleading like a pet kitten when he summoned her. Colonel Ashbee thought there was almost more excitement for the girl's master in such commanded passion on Monnelia's part than if she had felt it spontaneously. His possession of her in such matters was absolute. He smiled at the thought and now gave his attention to the true object of Monnelia's youthful desires.
He could see by the starlight from the window that the attic bed of the Belle Sauvage contained someone who had no business to be there. The figure in the bed appeared to be sleeping lightly. Colonel Ashbee drew off his pants and jacket, then his shirt. He crossed the floor and stood looking down at the charming sleeper. On the pillow he could easily see that it was Louise's round and bold young face with her crop of brown hair slicked back tight in the manner she thought most sexy. Very gently he slid into bed behind her softly adolescent shape. She lay on her side with her back to him. Even his movements and the shifting of the mattress under his weight were not enough to wake her. By the starlight through the window, he made a discreet survey of his impudent young bedwarmer.
Louise had used every effort to make herself look more alluring to Monnelia. With her pert nose and firm chin, there was such cheekiness in the adolescent wonder of her face. Louise could look as bold as any brothel slut. Yet one also caught a little-girl apprehension in her expression from time to time. Just seventeen years old, there was still a puppy softness to her figure that would have been more proper in a girl of fourteen or fifteen. The boldness of her face and the self-conscious uncertainty when she was reprimanded made her as easily scolded as a girl of ten or twelve. He looked more closely at her and saw that she had darkened her lashes properly so that her blue eyes should have that larger and more saucy look to them. Her crop of dark brown hair was smoothly swept back and trimmed at her nape so that her devilishly pretty ears were left to view.
She was in her underwear of sheer black stockings to mid-thigh, with bodice and knickers to match. The lace hem of Louise Neville's black silk panties just covered her hips, leaving the soft pallor of her thighs above her stocking-tops suggestively bare.
She stirred a little, waking slowly. She had not the least doubt at first that it was Monnelia who had returned and slipped into bed behind her. The colonel eased her soft pale thighs apart. Approaching from behind, he then laid his baton between them. Louise closed her legs and he was warmly held by those soft inner surfaces of her thighs above the tops of her sleek black stockings. Louise held and squeezed him gently like this, no doubt assuming that the warm firmness was no more than some lesbian toy laid by her girl friend between her legs.
The colonel began to fondle her through the tightness of the thin black silk of the panties between her legs. Louise started to tense and slacken her legs rhythmically, joining in the fun. In her excitement and breathlessness, her lips parted and her eyes closed. He played with her like this until he felt her first slippery dewdrops of arousal beginning to moisten the lips of her most intimate feminine flesh. The impudent young servant-maid was content for the moment to clasp his free hand and lie curled back against him. At last, when Louise had wet the silk with her excitement so that it became a little uncomfortable, she raised her hips and began to push the slinky black panties down from her waist. He let her work her pants half-way down her pearly thighs. Then he altered the angle of his manhood and entered her loins from the rear with a resolve that made Louise cry out a little. She did not need to turn in his arms now to know that this was not Monnelia. But impaled as she was, it was out of the question for her to turn round at all.
"You little cheat, Louise," said the colonel, smiling in the darkness, "Lie still and take what's coming to you. You were eager enough when you thought it was your beautiful negress fondling you. Now you shall pay a forfeit of a different kind. You'll find out now how we treat little housebreakers of your sort who force their way into other people's homes. But first you shall have a little consolation in the ordinary way."
It was plain to see that Louise was dismayed at having been caught like this and, perhaps, fearful of the consequences. At the same time, her cry of wonder when he penetrated her so deeply suggested that it was admiration rather than protest which made her exclaim as she did. Impaled on Colonel Ashbee's manhood, there was little that Louise could do but ride the race to the finish. Nor did Colonel Ashbee mind this. Louise, at seventeen years old, was velvety slippery with excitement in her warm thighs. Better still, she fitted the colonel's erection excitingly tight with the pressure of a glove that is just a size too small.
He was mounted as if on a pillion behind the perspiring girl while she laboured in the sweltering attic darkness to accomplish the release of her own longing as much as his. How gratefully she raised her hips a little and spread her thighs wider still, pressing down yet harder on the stiffness which lay embedded in the warm sheath that was now so moist with excitement between her legs.
Without the colonel having to order it, they began to ride together in a common stroke. Louise arched her hips and threw her head back. Her head twisted to and fro, as she panted and whimpered for the moment of true fulfillment that had been so long delayed since her night with Monnelia on the pleasure yacht.
Louise had that delightful elasticity which one finds in eager girls of her age. She was no prude and the virgin obstacles had been cleared away by boys of her own age or by regular exercise on her own finger or that of a girl friend. Yet there was none of that slackness which sometimes spoils an eager young woman who has surrendered herself to too much practice in the art of pleasure. Colonel Ashbee did not ask if Louise made love to herself when she was separated from other girls or boys, fearing that the question would make her tense and self-conscious, thus spoiling their ride together. Yet to feel the extreme reaction and flinching as her clitoris was touched, confirmed that it had been brought to extreme sensitivity by her own sly fingers. If she had no other partner in bed, the colonel was sure that Louise Neville had masturbated to a climax on many a night of her teenage life, as she lay in bed before sleep. He approved of this, though he would also have reprimanded her for it with a sense of sardonic prudery, had she been his servant-girl or a pupil under his authority.
It was Louise who first gave the sign of approaching triumph. Her head twisted from side to side on the pillow, threshing slowly as if she were shaking it in an emphatic denial. Then she twisted to look back over her shoulder and took the colonel's kisses on her lips while his hands firmed her soft adolescent breasts and teased the stiffened rose-tinted nipples. Louise drew one knee up and pressed her hips back hard as if to open herself yet more fully. She caught her breath sharply and worried her lower lip with her teeth. Her long-lashed saucer-eyes closed in a dream of bliss. They fluttered open briefly and wonderingly. Then they closed once more, the dark lashes lying on her impertinent young face.
With his hands on her flanks, Colonel Ashbee guided the seventeen-year-old girl through the gallop, riding her vigorously and driving her on, deep enough to touch the very nerve of her womb. Soon he provoked quiet cries, which were part fear and part ecstatic abandon. At last she began a series of short rising whimpers, for all the world as if some monstrous implement were being thrust up inside her and yet she was enjoying it. This breathless aria was the prelude to her climax. A final convulsion and shuddering held her in spasm. Then she let out a long shivering sigh of contented gratitude and lay exhausted, with her head pillowed on her arms. Finally, as if in tribute to her lover's outpouring, she reached down to examine the state she was in, her fingertips finding herself wet from her own excitement and her lover's arousal of her.
Colonel Ashbee had restrained himself for the moment from releasing his tribute. It was not a matter of prudishness. Rather, he knew better than to swell the belly of a neighbour's parlour-maid with an unwanted burden. To apologise to Colonel Johnson for making his seventeen-year-old servant-wench drop a cub would be absurd and yet also a little demeaning. So he withdrew from the girl's easy and grateful loins. As he did so, he heard a little sound of dismay from Louise. She knew that her admirer had not yet finished and perhaps she guessed what was to happen next. He patted the soft pale cheek-flesh of Louise Neville's bottom to prepare her.
Colonel Ashbee was in no hurry, however. He could make such pleasures last all night. He got up, lit the lamp and surveyed her as she lay with her back to him. Not tail enough to be a real beauty, her fair-skinned figure still boasted a certain slight puppy-fat plumpness. The way her dark hair was trimmed and cut short still accentuated the bold sauciness of her features. Colonel Ashbee placed the triple mirror where he would be able to observe her face as he lay behind her. He commanded Louise to look into it and give him the rounded lips and wide eyes of a saucy young wanton. But there was now a tense and apprehensive look in her expression again as her middle-aged lover fondled Louise Neville's seventeen-year-old bottom in a way that conveyed its own meaning. It cost her an effort now to act the part of the bold and saucy soubrette.
Louise was still wearing her sheer black stockings to mid-thighs and the short black knickers of thin silk with a lace hem. In her apprehension at what he might intend, she quickly pulled her panties up again. But the colonel made her lie over on her young belly just a little more, throwing her arse into great prominence as he handled the softness of her rear cheeks through the thin filmy sheen of her black knickers. To have Louise in his absolute possession, half schoolgirl and half debutante, was a heady experience. Colonel Ashbee had reached that exhilarating moment when he knew that he was going to do it to her soft-cheeked young backside and that nothing short of an earthquake would stop him.
From his pocket he took two ornamental bangles. She offered no resistance as he slipped one on each wrist. perhaps she did not see the thin steel chain joining them. In a moment more, he had clipped this to the metal frame on the far corner of the bed.
"I suppose you can guess what must happen now, Louise," he said gently, "You'll accept it more easily - and perhaps enjoy it more readily - if you know that you have no choice in the matter."
She was still looking back at him, lips parted a little. Her blue eyes were rounded partly in astonishment at the atrocity of what he was going to do to her - and partly in mischief at being his partner in such a crime. Yet her tense expression suggested a certain panic at his choice of pleasure. Colonel Ashbee smiled to himself. He was delighted to have this chance to tail Louise and he intended to relish it to the utmost. He made her wait for it while he slipped into the next room and returned with a flask of French perfume. Seventeen-year-old Louise with her round-eyed and dark-lashed prettiness looked over her shoulder but still offered no protest as he turned her over slightly on her side, a little more arse-upwards. The adolescent puppy-fat softness of Louise Neville's bottom-cheeks swelled fuller, stretching the translucent black silk of her frilled knickers splittingly tight at the seat. The soft young beauty gasped at the sudden feel of the wetness as he tipped a flood of the richly scented perfume over the seat of her knickers, soaking them until the tight black silk shone like polished leather. There was such astonishment as she turned round-faced and wide-eyed to him with her fringed crop of short dark hair.
Colonel Ashbee smiled at her in such a way that Louise could see he was enjoying her startled looks. He teased her with his amusement.
"You're going to feel a lover in your young bottom, Louise. I'm sure you'll want to smell fragrant for such a tribute."
She panted out a protest at last, the blue saucer-eyes filled with doubt. Though she must have guessed he might threaten her rear virginity, there was a certain menace in the colonel's tone when the sentence of bottom-ravishing was pronounced. But a military man was not to be denied and, with his lips touching her ear, he assured her of the fate awaiting her young backside.
"Now your young bottom, Louise Neville! Have you never wondered what this would be like? You'll know the answer in a few more minutes."
Presently he made her swell her young bottom out a little more fully towards him. The lamplight showed that the seat of the black silk knickers was still soaked, clinging smooth and skintight. The wet gloss gave a slightly heavier and fatter look to the cheeks of Louise Neville's bottom, which made her appear extremely seductive in such a posture.
"You'll lie like that until I'm ready for you, Louise. Since you chose to take a slave-girl's place tonight, you can hardly object if I use you as a slave-girl."
He took a trouser belt, ran his hand down her sleek and warm black-stockinged legs, then used the belt to strap her ankles firmly together. When she tried to squirm and twist, he landed a wet and fat-sounding smack on Louise Neville's bottom-cheek in the tight black silk.
"You young scoundrel, Louise! Lie still!" he said, still teasing her a little with mock indignation.
It would not be daylight for several more hours. Colonel Ashbee leisurely prepared Louise Neville's bottom for what was going to be done to it. First he drew the wet pants down to her knees. Then he walked round and made her have a good look at the object she was soon going to feel behind her. She turned her impudent round face, lashes of the wide eyes fluttering, and pleaded for her remaining maidenhood.
But with this saucer-eyed seventeen-year-old girl bare-bottomed, he was in no mood to be delayed further. The soft cheeks of Louise's backside shone wet and tense in pale nudity. He took the little jar from the table and creamed Louise Neville's rear tightness. She squirmed a little, not quite resisting but putting on a pretty self-pitying look as if she hoped to be spared what he had in mind. The colonel guessed that the young coquette was only doing this to excite him more. He lubricated her slowly and vaselined her more amply than was strictly necessary. But he enjoyed the feel of his finger doing it to her rear tightness and also hoped to rouse a certain sensitivity in that part of Louise's young anatomy.
Whether or not she felt an unhealthy excitement from this, Louise stopped squirming. He put the jar away and positioned her carefully, making the impudent young soubrette turn over a little so that she was half lying on her side and half on her face. He took the pillow and packed it under her loins and belly so that she would have something to support her. Then he adjusted the angle of the mirror in which her saucer-eyed apprehension was reflected.
"You've got a pretty face as well as a pretty bottom, Louise. I want to enjoy them both. It excites a man to be able to see your face while he exercises your behind."
He looked in the glass at the image of the bold young face with its wide-set cheekbones and rounded chin, the blue eyes seeming all the larger for their long darkened lashes that fluttered so seductively. The fringe of Louise's short crop of dark hair was a little disordered but this only added to her look of apprehensive prettiness. Colonel Ashbee eased himself down behind her until the head of his erection touched the slight adolescent plumpness of Louise Neville's bottom-cheek.
"Now you must give yourself, Louise," he said quietly, "I'm sure your feminine instincts will tell you what to do."
But though he had made her lie so that she arched her adolescent behind towards him, Louise was tense and awkward in her apprehension.
"You'll need to show yourself more willing than this, Louise, unless I must hand you to the overseer to be flogged for entering this house as a common thief."
After that, there was no more argument. The insolent young creature leant forward a little more from the waist so that the cheeks of her bottom swelled fuller and parted a little wider. The colonel kissed her ear.
"Have you made up your mind to it now, Louise? You'll feel a little uneasy when you yield the first time but after a few moments I think you'll sense some excitement." The rounded head pressed for admission but Louise, inexpert in this, could not seem to give herself. She pleaded that her tight little postern gate was unable to accommodate such a visitor, who was not only long but thick and heavy-headed. Colonel Ashbee coaxed her gently.
He held her firmly, with his hands on the sleek pallor of her hip-flanks, and pressed hard until he felt Louise Neville's behind yield to the hammerhead of his passion. He pressed in slowly and firmly to the hilt. Then he paused, held by her with exquisite tightness, and allowed her to get used to the feel of her bottom being so fully occupied. Little by little, Louise seemed to relax, as if she found it not so bad after all. Then she tensed again, as he pulled her hips back hard towards him and began to move in and out.
Colonel Ashbee could see her face reflected in the mirror as he ravished her bottom with care not to press her too far at once. The girl's pert round face with its fringed crop and wide long-lashed eyes still had a look of alarm. Yet mingled indefinably with this was her secret fascination and her naturally lewd response at having something of a sexual nature done to her. It was that which betrayed Louise's character.
Though her pale cheeks still had a puppish adolescent plumpness, Louise's behind gripped his stiffness. Colonel Ashbee did not object to that. The more he felt that he was stretching her, the grander his passion and desire seemed to grow. The soft young sourbrette knew by feminine instinct that she risked greater disaster by struggling while impaled than by submitting to her admirer's perverse enjoyment of her in this way. The colonel felt her push back a little and spread her bottom wider to take him more easily.
"You must learn to accept such loving from your older admirers, Louise," he murmured to her gently, as his hairy loins slapped lightly and rhythmically on her pretty rump, "Most men would like to try you this way if they had the chance. That tight little entrance is perfectly shaped for a man's pleasure as well as for your own ease."
He drew back until only the bulbous head was still held in her bottom and kept her like this for a few moments while he allowed his passion to simmer down, so that he might start again and not flood her too quickly. While he made her wait like this, Louise gave a little movement from time to time, as if goading him to begin once more. Was it a morbid excitement that she had begun to feel, the colonel wondered, or merely that she wished to make the warm urgent male gristle give her a good syringing quickly and then have the ordeal at an end?
At last Colonel Ashbee could deny himself no longer. With Louise lying forward from the waist and thrusting her rump back towards him, he held her like his mount with his hands on the pale sleek flanks of her nude hips and rode her in an implacable rhythm. The sight of Louise Neville's anus stretched round his phallic muzzle added to the colonel's zeal. He warned her a moment beforehand that she was about to feel the first salvo of his warm passion in her young bottom. There was a brief delay while he rode hard and vigorously. Then came the first random squirt, which caused Louise to tense her buttocks in apprehension. Another brief pause as he rode. Then the volley began, shooting in lusty irregular bursts into the girl's behind, until Colonel Ashbee had exhausted the last reserves of his passion.
Though it might be thought that he was now the transgressor, it was Louise who tucked her chin down and avoided his glance in the mirror after what he had done to her. He felt her move to assist him as he drew his manhood from her. Then he stood up and arranged his clothing once more. He pulled up Louise Neville's knickers, the thin black silk tight over the cheeks of her bottom. He drew them right up, so that the translucent seat shaped her rear cheeks with erotic suggestion. But he did not unfasten her wrists from the bedframe, nor did he pull the sheet over her. The cheeky little minx remained on display, bottom-upwards, to any one who came through the door.
Before Louise realized what was happening, the colonel had slipped out and closed the door after him. This time he did not lock it, for there was no danger of Louise escaping. He went down to his room where Monnelia was waiting and locked the door behind him as he came in. Then he dropped the key into the pocket of his nightshirt.
Monnelia appeared in a state of furtive unease, though she must have hoped that her girl friend Louise had found a way down from the attic room. Colonel Ashbee was, of course, in no state to attend to the negress-skinned beauty as she deserved. He slept soundly with Monnelia awake and fretful by his side. In the early summer morning, the sun rose in a flush of saffron and apricot above the turquoise of the ocean, lighting the steeples and colonnades of Charleston. The white housekeeper, Hannah, went the rounds of the servants' rooms. Ashbee was awake when the door of Monnelia's room above was opened. The maid gave an exclamation and her footsteps retreated. There was a pause. Then she returned, past the colonel's door, in low conversation with Batiste, the overseer who kept law and order in the colonel's household, and Hargreaves, the colonel's personal servant. Something was said about an intruder and perhaps even a thief.
Colonel Ashbee smiled to himself. He did not get up, preferring to leave justice to those who were expert in such matters. He was aware that Monnelia had tiptoed into the tiled wash-closet and was hiding there as if in fear of what might follow. But to the colonel's satisfaction, she could not avoid hearing what happened in the room above. It intrigued him to speculate as to whether his three loyal servants would report the intruder to him or whether the sight of Louise Neville, bottom-upwards in tight black knickers, would seduce them into inflicting summary justice. After all, if the girl were reported to him, then it might be Colonel Johnson or his overseer who inflicted chastisement upon her, depriving Batiste of the pleasure.
Hannah the maid, Batiste the overseer, and Hargreaves the valet entered the room where Louise lay across the bed with her wrists still held to the frame by the light steel bracelets and their linkchain. Hargreaves smiled at the sight the seventeen-year-old girl presented. The short lace panties of thin black silk were still bottom-tight on Louise Neville's rear cheeks. Hargreaves knew as well as anyone what had happened but, like the others, he chose to treat this as a case of a young female thief who had broken into the colonel's house.
Louise had little to say for herself. She turned such round bold-faced wide-eyed prettiness upon them with her slicked-back crop of dark hair and her startled lashes fluttering. There were murmured entreaties from her and smiles from the two men and the housekeeper. They knew as well as she that Louise might be punished twice if her master Colonel Johnson discovered her absence from his mansion that night. So when they called her a little housebreaker and thief, Louise made no attempt to argue. Tingling with apprehension as she no doubt was, she had no choice but to take her punishment.
Batiste stepped forward. He unfastened her wrists. Though he gave his orders quietly, they were just audible to Colonel Ashbee in the room below. Batiste made the girl stand facing the foot of the bed, bending tightly over the baseboard, her forehead touching the counterpane, her arms pulled out before her at full stretch and her wrists tethered to the frame at the head of the bed. He walked round and surveyed the tight black sheen of Louise Neville's knickers, tight as drumskin on her buttocks which were more fatly swelling in this bending pose. He noticed here and there on the seat of her knickers and the backs of her black silk stockings the dried and whitish blemish of a man's lust. Batiste knew the girl's natural randiness well enough and was delighted to have this chance of rewarding her for the impudence she had often shown to respectable folk.
He took the waistband of her knickers and stripped them down to her ankles leaving Louise to tense and squirm a little in apprehension. Then he crossed to the cupboard. It contained a slim and supple bamboo that was quite three feet long. There was a dry rattle of the cane as Batiste picked it up. He cut the air with a trial switch and Louise tightened her plump pallid buttocks with instinctive fright.
"You cheeky young bitch, Louise Neville," he said quietly, "Let's see how you like five dozen strokes across your bare backside for trespassing on other folks' property.
That's what they give the black girls in the whipping-house in Chalmers Street. So that's what you get now."
Colonel Ashbee could just hear the words from above him. The voices of the two men and the woman kept up a litany of instructions as they made Louise position herself to offer a full-bottomed adolescent target for the overseer's cane.
"Don't tense the cheeks of your bottom, Louise Neville... Bend tighter... Swell out your backside fuller, Louise Neville... Right over the bedrail until we can see your rear cheeks stretched apart, Louise Neville... Now open your mouth properly for the cotton wad... Legs tight together while Mr. Hargreaves fastens the strap just above your knees... A strap round your waist to hold you down... Now the cane across the cheeks of your bare bottom, Louise Neville..."
With such a pretty and insolent teaser, there was no doubt that it excited the men to muffle Louise Neville before they caned her. But it was also a matter of prudence. Louise was bound to scream a good deal and would be heard throughout the house. There was such a woeful appeal in the face she turned to them, her cotton handkerchief wadded to quieten her and the strap between her teeth. But the men hardly noticed that. Their eyes were intently studying the soft swelling pallor of Louise Neville's bottom-cheeks, presented as the girl bent so tightly over the rail.
Then they spared a moment for the impudent prettiness of her softly rounded face with those wide taunting eyes, that pert nose and firm chin. Everything about her seemed provoking, even the plain short cut of her dark hair had an insolent look to it. Had the two men felt inclined to be lenient with her, the woman who was present would have been pitiless after a single look at the wicked rounding of Louise's dark-lashed blue eyes.
Batiste bent the cane to test its suppleness. He raised it high behind his shoulder. Then he brought it flashing down across the plump bare cheeks of Louise Neville's bottom with a smack sharp enough to make the walls ring. With a whip-like impact that made the girl's rear-cheek flesh jump and quiver, he thrashed Louise as if she were a condemned felon.
In the room below, Colonel Ashbee summoned Monnelia back to bed. He put her face-down over the pillows and admired the elegant African-tan ovals of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks, which the seat of her white silk panties left mostly bare. While the overseer's cane rang out across plump adolescent bottom-flesh and Louise Neville screamed into her gag, Colonel Ashbee began to manualise her swarthy girl friend skillfully between the legs.
The overseer touched his cane low across the fatter swell of Louise Neville's backside. With savage accuracy he caught her there, low on her bottom-cheeks, just above her thighs, where she would feel it most keenly. He aimed the next stroke cruelly low as well, and the one after that. Despite her dismay, Colonel Ashbee felt Monnelia moisten the twist of silk between her thighs as Louise had done a few hours before. There was a pause in the sounds of punishment from the attic room, a pungent suggestion of sal volatile as Louise was fortified to take the rest of her discipline. The rhythmic whip! whip! whip! of the supple bamboo was accompanied by desperate tiny sounds from the bedsprings as the strapped girl tensed and pulled, the cane still printing a smarting willow-pattern of naked agony across the bare cheeks of Louise Neville's seventeen-year-old backside.
With one hand playing between Monnelia's thighs, the colonel allowed his other fingers to stroke the cool ebony cheek swell of her African-princess bottom. As he fondled her dusky beauty, it amused him to see Monnelia tom between pleasure at being handled and consternation at the sounds of Louise Neville's thrashing in the room above. But the whipping rhythm of the bamboo continued hard and rapid. It was soon mingled with sharp reprimands, ordering Louise to bend tighter or keep her bottom still. Hannah the housekeeper was the most demanding in this.
The men might have been more easily softened by the sight of the girl's distress than an older woman would ever be.
At last it ended. Colonel Ashbee straddled his dusky slave-girl and entered her loins as the dawn over Charleston grew to full morning. But if Monnelia thought that he forgave her by such passionate use, she was mistaken. It was a farewell to her for the time being. After what he had discovered about Monnelia and Louise, the colonel felt it would teach her a lesson to be made the bed-slave of the old and dissolute Captain Prince.
From that decision there followed the most intriguing consequences.
CHAPTER FIVE
Among the fine male slaves of Chelsea Landing and the house on the South Battery, there were a few who envied Captain Prince his enjoyment of Monnelia upon his arrival as Colonel Ashbee's summer guest. Others turned covetous eyes upon the colonel's young white-skinned mistress, "Lady Susan." It could not be denied that she repaid study. Sometimes in the warm afternoons she rode alone on horseback, though with a mounted slave in attendance of whom she thought so little that the fellow did not exist for her. Her favourite gallop was across the flat of James Island to the ocean at Folly Beach. Below the tall browned reeds that fringed the shoreline, the broad sand was firm and crisp, as if millions of shells had been crushed by the ocean's rollers to give the yellow surface a hint of lilac and pink.
Caesar, the slave chosen on these occasions was a fine black Hercules who could have mounted Susan Webb as she deserved. She knew it and he knew it. Caesar very much wanted to do it to her - and Sue was well aware of that too. But the least attempt at forcing her would have meant the gelder's knife or the hangman's noose. That being the case, the haughty young bitch took great pleasure in making the poor fellow see just what it was that he could never have.
She avoided his admiring gaze, always holding her fairskinned and firm-featured young face a little aslant. Like a sulky young teacher her mouth was pressed in prim disapproval and her blue eyes narrowed a little. Though she had enough variety of styles and fashions for other occasions, she invariably chose to take horse exercise astride. For this, she wore the smooth tight denim of riding-jeans that shaped her lower figure almost as plainly as if she had sat naked on her mount. Because the riding-jeans allowed her to straddle the horse they were infinitely more suggestive than the most daring side-saddle skirt. The tight tan boots that sheathed her lower legs added to the piquancy of this costume.
Even among those men who did not know her name but merely saw her pass every day, this young woman became a topic of conversation and admiration. Susan was a little above average height and her figure had a proud young maturity which she showed off to advantage. Her medium-brown hair was almost straight and quite thick. She wore it plain, shaped to her head, and parted it in a rather careless manner on her forehead. Like a modem girl, she had it trimmed quite short so that it just lay over her collar at the back. Those who observed her closely saw that there was a hardness in Susan Webb's potentially pretty face. This was a defect of character rather than a physical blemish. She was a good-looking young woman in other respects. Her features were trim and neatly moulded. Yet her mouth was rather primly tight, her chin rather shallow and her blue eyes often narrowed.
It was the male sex, perhaps, which caused this hardness in her. By the age of twenty-five, Sue had had one or two lovers who first made use of her and then jilted her. Too often since then her natural inclinations impelled her to signal her willingness to a man, only for Sue to draw back at his approach, as if she could not trust herself or him. In the company of her own sex, her face appeared more relaxed, her blue eyes seemed wider and deeper in colour. Perversely, she seemed to make herself look all the prettier on these feminine occasions, her light brown hair more carefully combed to either side from its parting on her forehead. Though her lower face might seem a little too demure in the primness of the mouth and the pertness of her chin, there appeared a hint of pretty freckling about her nose. She laughed playfully and almost skittishly in the company of other girls, despite her wariness of men.
Her figure at twenty-five or twenty-six was certainly well-kept, having a rather spartan erotic maturity. The tight jeans and close-fitting boots that she wore for riding shaped the firm proud cheeks of Sue Webb's bottom, which was one of her most attractive features for any man who chanced to be walking behind her. The outline of the stretched-cotton briefs she wore underearth the denim was well-delineated by the tightness of her jeans-seat. To complete her outdoor riding-costume, she would sometimes wear a short hip-length jacket of shiny dark-blue waterproof. But it was not her appearance alone that challenged her male admirers so much as the mixture of erotic passion and sexual resentment that seemed to contend in her when her eyes met those of a man.
Susan spoke like an educated girl, perhaps a young governess, having a rather prissy cultivated voice and a cool manner. Even those men whom she might be expected to speak to or be friendly with, she rebuffed or looked straight through. Yet the tight-fitting riding jeans - so revealing of her hips, bottom, and thighs - were worn for a purpose. In her growing sexual bitterness, she found a pleasure by taunting men with her beauty, then dismissing their advances. If she walked through the streets to the livery stables, it was quite common for a man who had never seen her before to follow her, entranced by Sue's long branching thighs, firmly mature young hips, and the proud swell of her young backside in the straining denim. She seemed to ignore the very existence of such devoted admirers and yet one could not doubt that she was secretly thrilled by their lewd and intrusive walking after her. Her own excitement certainly grew upon the knowledge that they too were to be tantalised by what neither they - nor any man but the master to whom she grudgingly submitted - would ever have.
At home, the colonel's visitors would sometimes see her more sedately costumed in a dark dress with a flower pattern. But Sue's proud young figure was more appealing to mankind in her tight riding-pants and close-fitting tan knee-boots with high heels. The riding jeans were taut enough to cause creases behind the knees and across the backs of her upper thighs.
Such was the modem Venus whom the strapping negro slaves were to attend on her afternoon rides. The mere presence of their long and stout tools near her was suggestive and - to tell the truth - it was never out of Susan's mind. While disdaining such fine black bucks, it excited her to have the effect of stiffening them hopelessly in their own tight riding-breeches.
No less than the stableboys, Caesar licked his lips at the sight of her striding to her mount. Susan's thighs, as they branched upwards and outwards a little from her knees in the tight denim, were not fat or even plump. But they had that slight erotic robustness which a girl of her sort may acquire in her middle twenties. For the fine-built slave who walked behind her, the same was true of the self-assured swell of Sue Webb's bottom-cheeks. Poor Caesar could scarcely keep his hands off her arse.
There was great injustice in this, for the taunting was deliberate. Susan had not left her bedroom without first checking her rear view in the mirror as well as her front. She knew perfectly well that her backside swelled as fully and firmly in the tight denim as if she had been naked. When she looked over her shoulder into the glass, Sue must also have seen that the hem of the stretched-cotton briefs showed clearly through the tightness of the jeans-denim. It made a double arch as it emerged between the rear of her legs, curving high and tight across the cheeks of Susan Webb's arse. It was as if she wanted the world to know the style of knickers that she wore, how briefly cut they were at the seat, and that the greater part of each bottom-cheek was bare under the thin denim of the riding jeans.
Despite all this, there was a convenient hypocrisy whereby she was assumed to be a maiden pure, sans peur et sans reproche. If poor Caesar, walking dutifully behind her, felt his tool get stiff and excited by the view she offered him, he was a lewd and filthy animal, who deserved to be gelded by the horse-doctor's knife with as little compunction as any poor yearling in the colonel's stables. And if he should so far forget himself as to stroke or fondle her, let alone slip his hand inside Sue Webb's knickers and fumble or ravish her, nothing less than a solemn march to the gallows would do, with this own coffin open and prepared beside the tree.
To understand this was to understand how the world of Charleston felt about this wilful young woman. There was a feeling abroad that, were "Lady Susan" to get her comeuppance, few ordinary folk would regret it. For such folk, there was then only a short step to hoping that she would get it. And when that notion took root in Colonel Ashbee's mind, he ceased to think of her as a mistress and began to consider her as a moral delinquent whose downfall was extremely desirable. It would be unthinkable, for example, that the colonel's mistress should be handed to Batiste the overseer for correction, or that she should be made the riding-block for the loins of the negro slaves. But were she to fall from her present situation of privilege, then the new circumstances would alter her case completely.
Caesar knelt and cupped his hands for her to mount. The young woman shook her cropped fair hair in an impatient little gesture and lifted her sleekly-booted calf. The slave was well taught in these matters, knowing just when to rise a little. She curved forward over the saddle to swing her other elegant leg astride it. For a moment, her hips swelled out and Susan Webb's tightly-denim'd bottom-cheeks and parted thighs strained and surged before his face. The humid and intimate perfume of her loins and backside in the sultry day seemed just ripe enough to tease his nostrils. Caesar dreamt of what he would do to those areas of her anatomy if ever she were within his power, barbaric pleasures that would cause Susan to cry out with the intensity of her pleasure and anguish.
He showed none of this in his face, as she settled her beautiful hips and thighs astride the polished leather of the saddle. Her hips were wider now as the saddle spread her thighs and her rear cheeks were fuller. The slave walked over to his own horse and mounted with the agility of a born rider. Then the two of them moved off at a walk from the stables, the mistress in front and the slave following at a distance of twelve or fifteen feet.
It was not the custom for Susan to speak to the slaves who attended her. She rode sedately and in silence across the flat coastal sedge among the whispering of the tall reeds that had been dried and browned in the sun of May. At length, with Caesar following her, she came to the bridle path which ran down to the wide shell-crusted beach of firm pale sand. The strong light of the summer day glittered and flashed like a silver burning-mirror, pinpoints of fierce brilliance dancing far out across the southern ocean. Closer at hand the surf broke like distant gunfire on the tide line, throwing a veil of droplets that were warm on the face from the sun's heat.
Upon this beach, the handsome bay horses and the elegant equestriennes rode during the summer afternoons of the Charleston season. The great sweep of sand seemed to stretch from the Savannah River in the south to Cape Romain in the north. Its wide empty brilliance and the harshness of the light made it easy to imagine that this was some deserted and tropic shore of the South Seas. Here, if anywhere, Caesar might have stripped and ravished his young mistress, then he must have strangled Susan Webb and buried her body in the hope that it would never be found.
But his good-nature never permitted such thoughts to cross his mind. He would have taken her in every entrance that her body offered him. But he would do no worse than that. And because he would do no worse, he must suffer the penalty that a crueller rebel slave might have escaped. He rode on in his usual impassive way, so that not a trace of the thoughts which preoccupied him was reflected in his face.
"Lady Susan" was "juicing herself," as the slave women called it when they talked of her. Caesar had been watching it most of the way from the stables behind the South Battery. He was wise enough in the ways of white, as well as black women, to detect those furtive movements which distinguished masturbation from innocent horse riding. This young bitch had a certain way of easing her hips to and fro in a languid rhythm on the saddle rubbing her spread feminine flesh on the polished leather. There were lines of tension in her thighs that showed how hard and excitedly she had begun to press her legs against the flanks and saddle. Though she continued to hold the reins in her hands, it was clear that she sometimes lowered her right hand to her loins, touching, pressing, rubbing herself a little, as if she thought that what she was doing must be concealed from the slave riding behind her..
Perhaps, after all, she did not care what a slave saw or what he thought. It was no more to her than the seeing or thinking of a bird or the horse itself. Caesar watched her and saw how she leant forward a little more - and then a little more again - as she rubbed the spread and heated lips of her sex to moisture in the thin jeans-denim. As she did this, he was presented with Sue Webb's bottom in its most suggestive posture, the cheeks swelling back towards him and her thighs wide and straddling. The young bitch was certainly "juicing herself" now, even if she had not been doing so before.
Those who supposed she would blush with shame at the thought of what Caesar saw made a profound mistake. The truth was that much of Susan Webb's excitement came from doing it in front of this powerful slave with his strapping tool stiffening in his pants. She chose to taunt him by performing blatantly in front of him and by mocking him with the pleasures of her body that he must never share.
Presently, she ordered him to wait for her by one of the bridle ways that ran down to the beach. But she allowed her horse to walk on only a few paces more. Having reined it in, she lay forward along its neck, as if coaxing and patting it. At the same time, the muscles of her thighs began to tense and relax rhythmically in the smooth denim of the riding jeans. While Caesar spied on her, she tightened and eased again on the flanks of the horse between her legs, keeping her hips well splayed on the saddle.
Though she did not once glance back over her shoulder, nor acknowledge his presence, Sue Webb presented herself to the fine black slave in the posture of a female animal in heat, begging to be mounted. She now began to ease her hips to-and-fro along the polished saddle in a movement that was quite unambiguous. Poor Caesar, condemned to be a mere spectator of her self-love, could only slip his hand in his breeches and ease his discomfort in the one way left to him. The proud self-assured swell of Sue Webb's bottom-cheeks arched out towards him as she rubbed herself up and down the polished saddle between her legs. It was on these rear cheeks that Caesar's eyes rested as he sought manual relief. That was, no doubt, Susan's triumph. No one who saw her could doubt that she was enjoying a double pleasure. First she was tantalising and rousing the intimate feminine flesh-folds between her legs; second, her excitement was increased by tormenting poor Caesar, showing him views of her thighs and backside, her masturbation and release, that would give him many a sleepless night in the months ahead.
She lay still like this for a moment while the slave kept his eyes on the firm spread of her thighs and the taut cheeks of her bottom. Susan shook her hair into place and glanced back very quickly and briefly, as if to see for certain that she had driven the poor fellow to ease himself. Then she began to move again, languid and taunting in the strong light of Folly Beach, careless of who else might spy upon her. But the sea broke gently in a distant glitter of ebb tide and the fierce glare of the sands in either direction was empty just then so far as the eye could see.
It was not surprising that those matrons of Charleston who heard of her numerous lovers suggested that Susan Webb stood in need of a sound spanking to bring her to her senses or a taste of the horsewhip. It was an opinion that united these ladies of fashion and their slave-women alike. If Sue Webb were ever to come to grief, she could hope for no pity or intervention by her own sex.
She was quiet again, lying forward astride the saddle, hips raised an inch or two from the leather and her firm young backside rounded and spread by her posture. Caesar could see the tips of her fingers, slipped back under her legs. She was feeling and fondling herself there through the tight fit of the thin denim. Once or twice she paused to shake into place the close cut of collar-length hair which had fallen about her face a little. Then her fingers moved once more, stroking, fondling, squeezing, at last drawn away and thrust down into the riding jeans so that she might play Cupid's jig with her fingers on her bare and slippery-wet flesh.
As she approached the climax of her labours, the heat of the afternoon turned her self-indulgence into a sweltering toil. Caesar smiled as he saw how the perspiration marked the back of her white blouse, sticking wet to the graceful contours of her shoulders and waist. Even the stretched cotton of Sue Webb's knickers was wet with her sweated sexual labour and clinging like a washcloth to her bottom-cheeks and loins. She was driving herself hard now and the streaks of perspiration shone upon her face as well.
Caesar licked his lips and watched her, astonished to see how little she tried to conceal as she abandoned herself to the irresistible tides of desire and release. He could hear this proud young creature gasping and panting in her ecstasy with as much vulgar eagerness as the humblest field girl or whore from the Elliott Street cat house. He moved a little, easing his horse round for a fuller view of her. Susan lay forward on her mount's neck and, had there been anyone else to observe, it might have seemed that she was whispering and encouraging the animal. Only in the strange taunting complicity with her attendant slave did she mock him by her actions.
As if in retaliation for this, Caesar had moved to ensure that she must watch his own observation of her. The two of them played their strange voyeuristic game on the deserted stretch of Folly Beach in the afternoon sun. Perhaps Sue was just waking to the knowledge that she needed to be ridden by a man of Caesar's size and colour. The desire was the more potent for having been refused admittance to her thoughts.
It was already too late to acknowledge such half-formed urges. The young woman caught her breath suddenly. Her fingers moved vigorously under the thin denim. She caught her breath a second time and then again. Her hips jigging on the saddle as if she rode a race and her teeth biting her lower lips, she emitted a half-stifled sawing cry from her throat and then went forward again with a little whimper of fulfillment.
She lay like that for several minutes, her head turned away so that the slave might not see her face. Then without a word she sat up and urged the horse slowly forward, riding ahead of Caesar and never once turning to see if he was behind her.
In this strange manner they rode back to the South Battery but not to the stable-block behind the house. Susan stopped her horse by the piazza and prepared to dismount. As was his duty, Caesar got down and stepped forward, offering his cupped hands for her boot. As she swung one leg over and stepped down, her back to him, he looked up longingly at the opening of her thighs and the firm Amazonian bottom-swell of Sue Webb in the tight riding jeans. As she descended he moulded a kiss that touched the air not half an inch from the damp tight denim molding the soft folds of sexual flesh between her thighs.
That was the end of their encounter, at least for the moment. Yet Caesar dreamt of having Susan as his whiteskinned slave far more often than she thought of him as being in bondage to herself. Nor was Caesar alone in this. Night after night, in their beds, the young slave-boys pumped up and spilt their warm passion at the thought of having Sue Webb obedient and waiting before them.
That first night, after the return from Folly Beach, Caesar stood in the open doorway of the brick-built slave-quarters behind the mansions of the South Battery and watched the windows of the elegant house. Presently his "stargazing" was rewarded. There was a light behind the curtain of the room in which "Lady Susan" slept alone. After a few more minutes the light went out and there was a sudden illumination on the fine landing with its Brazilian mahogany banister and finely curving staircase.
He watched until that too disappeared to be replaced by a glow behind the curtains of the attic in which Monnelia slept. Caesar kept his vigil for half an hour, an hour, then two whole hours. At the end of that time the light was still there behind Monnelia's curtains. And so it remained until it paled in the first opal flush of day across the ocean. Once or twice, briefly enough, there was an extension of the light to the little wash-closet by the room, but the light in the attic remained. Caesar smiled to himself, amused to discover how badly Lady Susan had wanted what she was getting now.
But it was not all amusement. Elsewhere there were others, strong in the opinion that Colonel Ashbee's young mistress had got too big for her tight tan riding boots. The time had come to take her down a peg or two. There was nothing to be done about it yet but the time would come. So long as Colonel Ashbee protected her, she would be beyond their reach. But more knowledgeable spies in Charleston detected that the colonel was growing weary and vindictive at the proud young creature's pretentious airs and graces.
CHAPTER SIX
The weather became warmer and the summer season grew busier. When the calling and the leaving of cards by the ladies was at an end, entertainments of one sort and another were arranged. The grander houses of the East and South batteries issued invitations to summer balls, to be attended by the governor and his lady, a senator or two and the select names of Charleston's first hundred.
On such evenings, from the promenades of White Point Garden or the broad walk, the ordinary folk of Charleston would see the piazzas of the houses decorated with potted palms and trailing foliage, elegant lamps and black slaves in tight lame. Snatches of the waltz and quadrille filled the humid darkness. Beauty in silk and elegance in satin peeped and flirted a fan by the balustrade with the frail grace of moth and dragonfly. Colonel Ashbee received many solicitations to such functions and, indeed, attended a few. For the most part, he pursued his own business and pleasure. His wealth was such that even to have one's invitation declined by him was a greater honour than having it accepted by a lesser man.
With friends like Colonel Johnson or old Captain Prince, he passed agreeable afternoons at the Washington racefield near the Ashley River. Or else, when the morning's business was done, there were rides far out of Charleston to Middleton Place or Drayton Hall. The colonel spent a pleasant hour in deep shade, being rowed through brackish water, where a forest of Carolina cypress grew out of the shallow lakes in a strange dream of jungle beauty. Sometimes he rode east to the fine tidewater country of Boone Hall, the splendid avenues of oaks and the rich perfumes of magnolia. But he was usually home again by the time that the sun went down in a haze of gold over Charleston, the steeples and fine palmetto trees seeming to rise directly from the blue quiescent sea. Though he enjoyed his afternoon excursions, the colonel was never sorry to return to his own table and his own pleasures. Hargreaves had placed the wine in its silver cooler and chosen the most delectable tan-skinned slave-girl to serve it to her master.
On a few of his afternoon excursions to the gardens of magnolia and shady parks, Colonel Ashbee rode in company with his young mistress, Lady Susan. No less than the slave-boys who watched her mount, he was affected by the sight of this proud twenty-five-year-old beauty. Her well cut profile, shallower chin, and the thick brown hair close cut and clustering to her collar gave her a perverse and defiant look, as she narrowed her blue eyes against the strong light. Colonel Ashbee watched her mount, the firm mature young figure in blouse and tight riding jeans, the tan boots suggestively encasing her to the knees. There was a hint of Amazonian energy in the shape of her thighs as she straddled her mount, while the firm full cheeks of Sue Webb's bottom in the tightened jeans moved suggestively on the saddle as the groom walked the horse forward.
Had she been less arrogant or less self-assured the disdainful young woman would have taken more note of the decline in these shared excursions. Sue had been "ditched" before by her male lovers but this was not quite the same case. Colonel Ashbee might remove her from the position she had enjoyed and yet still continue to hold her absolutely under his command. Such was the measure of his power in the land, greater even than the wealth of his estates.
The great events of the Charleston season were arranged by the ladies of most influence. It was announced after a week or two that Mrs. Wallace proposed to get up a volunteer theatrical performance at the Charleston Theater, near the Mills House on Meeting Street. The entertainment was to consist of scenes from As You Like It and Twelfth Night. It was not expected that the society ladies themselves would take part in the entertainment. But they would provide others who might do so, their pupils and protegees. All this meant little to Colonel Ashbee. He had a good literary education, but he had received it like a gentleman in Latin and Greek.
All the same, he liked to keep abreast of such matters. Next night, when dinner and conversation were over, he took from his bookshelf in the study a finely-bound volume of the comedies of William Shakespeare and read through the charming romances of the forest of Arden and the land of Illyria.
Colonel Ashbee smiled at the strange tale of a young woman, Rosalind, who disguised herself as a boy to follow the man she loved. Not only had she disguised herself but took the name Ganymede, the youth who was abducted and forcibly sodomised by Zeus. A curious fantasy for such a lass! Did she choose to play the boy with girls and men alike? He read further in the plays and found Viola with whom, when dressed as a boy, women fell in love. The colonel was amused at this and wondered whether the love of one girl for another was not something that excited these respectable ladies of Charleston more than they realised.
Among slave-girls it was a different matter. These intense female affairs were common. The girls' experience of a master or an overseer was too often of the whip or rough use by his manhood. They turned to the softer and gentler caresses of their own sex, with whom they might indulge repeatedly and never fear a swollen belly. For a white girl or an older woman who wished to taste the excitement of naked pleasure with her own sex, the system of female slavery was a paradise. Very few of the menfolk minded. Very few of them knew or even guessed. The colonel had strong indications that his own young mistress, Susan Webb, had tastes of that kind. Had her feelings been towards another man, he would have been angered. But what she chose to do with Helen Wong, or Shawn, or Monnelia, did not touch him in the least. Infidelity of that sort did not count.
He had never supposed that Mrs. Wallace's entertainment would involve him in any way. So the colonel was rather surprised when her carriage was announced a day or two later. She had come to ask a favour with her plump knowing smiles and much heaving of a matronly bosom.
"I hope there would be no objection, dear Colonel Ashbee, to one of your girls taking part in our little entertainment at the theatre next month."
Amply cushioned, she smirked at him from her corner of the Hepplewhite sofa.
"By no means, ma'am," the colonel said, puzzled a little. "No objection whatever, if I may serve you at all. But you would surely not find a place for any girl of mine in your play?"
Mrs. Wallace wagged her lorgnette at him.
"There is one," she said enthusiastically, "One of the domestic slaves, I believe. She would be the very thing Helen Wong. Petite and decidedly pretty in her way."
The colonel was dumbfounded.
"You don't mean, ma'am, that your Shakespeare is to be acted by slaves? And even if it is, the girl you suggest would be hopeless. She would remember not a single speech."
Mrs. Wallace's throat and bosom shimmered in a rich chuckle.
"We want her for ornament, sir. No more. It is our intention to have a dozen such girls to act as torcheres or blackamoors, standing either side of the stage and holding lamps as if moulded in wax. Your Helen would be perfect for that."
The colonel recovered his wits at last. Of course a lighter-skinned girl with her pale saffron tan would be in demand as an ornament.
"If it will assist you, ma'am, I shall be honoured to oblige."
That, he supposed, would be the beginning and end of his involvement in the "amateur dramatics." Little did he know what else was to follow from his decision.
The ladies went ahead with their plans. Most important of all, they must choose the girl who would play boy-and-girl as Rosalind-Viola in the scenes from the two comedies. Mrs. Wallace soon found her. There was a girl of nineteen who worked as assistant in a shop selling bric-a-brac, not far from the theatre. Colonel Ashbee shrugged and could make nothing of it all.
It was his valet, Hargreaves, who was perhaps even more intrigued than Colonel Ashbee by the prospect of a girl who wished to play Ganymede with men and to act the boy with another girl. He undertook his investigation while Mrs. Wallace found a painter for the scenery and arranged times for rehearsals. The ladies who gathered round their duenna formed sewing circles and began to make the costumes. A week or two passed and Hargreaves heard from Colonel Ashbee that the production was well under way. At last the valet himself decided to take a walk and satisfy his curiosity over Miss Ganymede, alias Tania.
The afternoon was warm and Hargreaves was dressed in a fawn-colored summer suit with matching hat, as befitted a gentleman's gentleman. He came to the corner of King Street and walked on to the shop where the mysterious Ganymede worked. There was, he heard, to be a dress-rehearsal that afternoon, so he hoped to find her waiting.
He walked past the shop window and caught his first sight of her. She was alone in the shop, standing behind the counter, leaning on her elbows and reading the newspaper, spread on the surface before her. Hargreaves noted a soft prettiness of face and figure. She appeared to be at the end of her teens, her thick brown hair curled and cut short at her collar, worn forward a little so that it clustered over her forehead. When she looked up from the paper and glanced in his direction, there was a pert prettiness about her lightly olive-skinned face, a tendency to dimples. Her nose was neat and straight, her chin well tucked-in. The cheekbones seemed high under her light blue-green eyes, making them appear deeper set and more shadowed.
He could see from the window that Tania had a softly appealing figure, though she was perhaps no more than medium height. He imagined soft cuddly breasts under her woollen top and quite a broad young seat. With his usual circumspection, Hargreaves walked round to the side window, so that he was able to look at her a little from the rear. The girl continued to lean forward over the shop counter with her chin in her hands, reading the paper. To Hargreaves' amusement, the young tart had already changed for her performance on the stage as a girl dressed up in boy's clothes. But they were the boys' clothes of the time of Good Queen Bess, three centuries before. She wore a dark green tunic belted at the waist, flaring out to end halfway down her hips. Below that, she wore a pair of pale green tights, like a ballet girl.
But she was no ballet girl as she leant over the shop counter, chin in hand, and read the paper. Moreover, her posture pulled the tunic well up showing the pale green tights drawn taut over her buxom and rather tomboyish hips and buttocks. Hargreaves drew breath sharply and studied the view that the girl offered, for she could have had no idea of the way she showed herself to anyone spying through the side window of the shop. The fullness of her rear cheeks was clearly separated by her pose with a well defined cleavage between them. She stood like a tart, slack-hipped, one cheek of her rump higher than the other.
Still not realising the view that she offered, this female Ganymede hollowed the back of her waist downward, causing the swell of her behind to be thrust out further in the most exaggerated and full-cheeked manner. It was this, Hargreaves thought, that caused her rear cheeks to be so seductively separated.
A day or two later, following another afternoon rehearsal, he walked that way again. A small dark-haired girl with a pretty and vivacious face was serving in the shop. Tania Nicoll, the Ganymede in her tunic and tights, was lying on the rear counter. She lay propped on her elbow, for all the world like a harem odalisque. She had turned on to her hip, crossing one leg over the other at the knee, so that the voluptuous swell of her young hips was exaggerated by the pose. By turning on her side like this, her backside in skin-tight cotton was offered to passers-by in all its suggestive cheeky fullness.
Hargreaves, who had his camera with him, contrived to take several photographs of her in this pose through the window for the amusement of Colonel Ashbee, When the shop had closed, he watched her clearing up. Moving a pile of prints, she bent over and presented to the window the seat of the theatrical tights, shaped by a pair of rather tomboyish and ungainly bottom-cheeks. Hargreaves could not resist taking a photograph of this suggestive study as well. Passing that way in the early evening, he had noticed that she was sometimes called for after work by a young man of her own age who no doubt drove her home.
He had no idea of her family or who she might be. Determined to discover more about her, Hargreaves bided his time and then entered the shop to buy some trifle or other. His dealings with the girl convinced him that she thought a good deal too much of herself and needed to be taught a lesson in manners. She spoke with a semi-educated twang. It was clear that she was stand-offish or indifferent in serving her customers. Hargreaves persisted with her and found that a little coaxing brought out a slyly evasive smile.
He went in a day or two later to buy string and sealing wax. While awaiting her attention, he heard one or the other girls call her Tania. He studied her again as he cooled his heels. Tania had quite a small or delicate face and features when seen from the front, her eyes a very light green and the whites remarkably prominent. It seemed, after all, that she felt a sense of responsibility for her job and that she became quite eager to please her customers when pressed. Hargreaves noticed that she wore a gold ring with a stone, possibly an engagement ring. He noted that her skin seemed paler, apart from the light olive tan of her face, and that her mouth was quite brightly painted. She wore rings for display on three fingers of her right hand. Her curly hair was quite a light brown with a central partings.
Hargreaves had developed something of an enthusiasm for Tania the female Ganymede, though he did not for one moment imagine that he would be in a position to use her as he wished. In the case of Louise Neville, he had shared his private photographs of the young tart with Colonel Ashbee. He thought it only right to satisfy the colonel's curiosity now by showing him the photographs he had taken of Tania. The two men laughed at her appearance and agreed that she was too much the buxom and curly-headed tomboy of nineteen ever to appear on the stage as a great beauty in the classical robes of Helen of Troy or the sombre luxury and ornamental mourning of Judith. Her role would be that of smoking a perfumed cigarette among intimate gatherings of gentlemen-friends or keeping her admirers company in the billiard room.
Colonel Ashbee himself gave very little thought to the matter for the time being. It did not directly concern him and he had more immediate obligations. He was now expecting the arrival of old Captain Prince in town the next day and was preparing for it. This elderly captain had a humorous mask of a face, as if it had been cut from an orange, even when he was not in a good humour at all. Much of his life was passed in Boston and he looked forward to his visits to the South. During them, he could give rein to certain passions that would have been indiscreet in the bedrooms of New England. The captain particularly relished the pleasures afforded by young slave-girls. Such things were impossible at home and therefore to be indulged at every opportunity when on vacation.
This, in turn, suited Colonel Ashbee's scheme. He had been waiting for an opportunity to teach Monnelia her place, after the fiasco on the yacht. He had dealt admirably with Louise Neville and now it was the African Venus who must learn a lesson. No doubt his black beauty thought she had got clean away with her part in the deception. The colonel said nothing. He would permit events to take their course and allow Monnelia to discover for herself that she was paying the price for her trickery.
The first evening, after his long voyage ended in Charleston Harbour, Captain Prince could do little more than drink a half-bottle with his host and talk of generalities. Colonel Ashbee mentioned Monnelia's name and gave some hints of her lithe glamour-girl shape. He spoke of her as a young bitch who needed to be put to hard use by a man of maturity and experience. Indeed, he talked of her as he might have done of a vintage that had come to maturity and needed drinking up.
Old Captain Prince smiled and nodded, understanding what it was that the colonel had in mind. But that night he could not have kept his eyes open for the most beautiful slave-girl in the world. It was the next day when Colonel Ashbee said to his guest, "Hargreaves wishes to have a maidservant assigned to look after your room. I propose that he shall put Monnelia at your command. She thinks a little highly of herself but she is a good-looker and knows better than to answer back."
Captain Prince smiled and rocked back a little in his chair, shaded on the flowery piazza from the strength of the morning sun.
"I am obliged to you, sir. I believe I shall know how to value such a treasure."
"Indeed," said Colonel Ashbee, "I believe you will, sir. Treat her as your own. Faites comme chez-vous."
This last invitation had acquired a private meaning between the two men over the years and they both smiled again. Captain Prince was invaluable to the colonel in assuring him an ample share of the wholesale rice market in Boston. In return, the colonel never grudged his business partner any pleasure that his southern hospitality could provide. Soon they would drive out to Chelsea Landing and next day they would return to the house on the South Battery. There would be an elegant dinner and fine wine to celebrate the occasion. After that, the captain would retire early to his bedroom where his black slave-girl waited upon him.
The consequences of this might easily be imagined. To be sure, Captain Prince retired early to bed each night and rose late after breakfast every morning. It was not to be wondered at under the circumstances. After all, it was his vacation. He had earned it as surely as he had earned Colonel Ashbee's commercial gratitude.
But Captain Prince had exhausted his youth and strength in voluptuous enjoyment. Now, as an elderly gentleman, he was unable to do full justice to the African-velvet beauty of Monnelia. For a long time he was content to make her walk up and down before him, as he reclined in the comfort of the basketwork bedroom chair. For this she wore the white shoes with tall heels, her short cotton bodice and her tight brief panties of white silk. Captain Prince needed the leisure to admire the calm beauty of this tribal maiden's face, the natural uprightness of her figure and the lithe easy movements of her legs and hips. In the white silk of her fancy underwear, the dark gloss of the girl's body was still more suggestively luminous. At the front the tight white panties came down in a sharp v-shape to cover her warm loins. At the rear they were cut quite high and brief, so that they left bare the lower and softer swell of Monnelia's African-tan bottom-cheeks.
Captain Prince watched the elegant movements of her bare dusky legs, the controlled writhing of her hips as she walked, the slight rounding and contorting of Monnelia's buttocks which she carried high and firm in the agility of her youth. Though his virility was on the wane, he resolved to do whatever he could to her by way of pleasure. In order to determine what this should be, he made Monnelia lie on her back over the bed with her knees hugged to her breasts so that he might inspect the underside of her squat. Next he made her stand up and bend over to touch her toes in front of his chair so that he could admire her rear view. It was evident that this more vulgar view of her, the satin-ebony ovals of Monnelia's backside swelling out at him, excited this jaded old libertine the more strongly.
At last he resolved to begin, unbuttoning himself and reclining in the basket-chair. He had placed it so that it was at the correct angle to the triple mirror on the far side of the room for him to watch the girl in the glass. Then he began his night's diversions.
First he made the swarthy young beauty kneel before his chair. Captain Prince knew very well that slave-girls of Monnelia's warm-skinned kind are taught early to suck their masters when commanded and they are given to understand that refusal is not permitted. He ordered her to slip off her bodice and panties. She was to present herself naked to perform this homage to him, except for the shoes with their high-heels.
With her eyes lowered she knelt before him, sitting on her heels and holding the grey-haired member cautiously with one hand as she lowered her lightly parted lips. But he was not satisfied with that. He quietly reminded Monnelia that she must not sit on her heels while she sucked but raise her hips, as if on all fours. He had adjusted the dressing-mirror so that he could watch her. So Monnelia must lift her hips and keep her lithe jungle-dark arse-cheeks turned to the long glass. Her elderly admirer would excite himself by musing upon the reflected image. And so he did. But the touch of her tongue playing upon him and the sight of Monnelia mouthing and arching her bottom out at the same time was still not enough to stimulate him to do his duty properly. Only after half an hour did the sight and the sensation combine to cause a twitching and a slight suggestion of stiffening resolve.
He kept her busy in this manner for half-an-hour more, by which time he was more than ever in the mood to do something to her himself. He told her to stand up, turn her back to his chair and bend over again tightly. A little awkwardly in her white shoes with their tall heels, Monnelia obeyed him. The captain smiled at the sight she offered. He slipped a hand between her legs from the rear and she shivered with mingled excitement and revulsion at his intimate caressing of her. Then he began to fondle the African-velvet sheen of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks, ending with a sharp smack on each of them, hard enough to make the girl catch her breath.
Though Captain Prince might be despised by the girl as a used up old libertine who could not have his way with her, the truth was that Monnelia had more to fear from him than from some lusty young spark who could mount astride and ride her at full pelt. The captain's frustration would lead to more perverse and gross forms of submission inflicted upon this tribal beauty. He might do it in part as a substitute and in part to avenge himself upon the girl. But from the first moment when she shivered as he touched her between her legs, it appeared that Monnelia knew by instinct the danger of being under the orders of such a man.
Presently he required her to lie on the bed, naked as she was except for the white shoes with the tall heels. She was to lie on her side with her back to him, for he could see the front aspect of her reflected in the mirror easily enough. The captain then shed his own clothes and put on his cotton nightgown with its tasseled cap. Slipping down on the bed behind her, he stretched out adoringly as she lay on her side. Captain Prince, free from the restrictions of Boston society for a month, trembled a little with excitement at the extreme lewdness of what he was going to do.
Lying behind her and a little further down in the bed, he instructed the graceful young negress to begin by arching her dark satiny-tan backside out until she felt it touch his features, so that she was almost sitting on his face. He assured her that this gesture, which others might find impudent, would not offend him in the least, even though the elegant ebony ovals of her smooth buttocks parted and she revealed her rear valley to him. He kissed and tickled her most sensitive body-jewels. Despite her distaste for such arousal of the swarthy sheen of her smooth flesh, the tribal beauty squirmed and gasped over the bed with a grace of movement and a litheness of figure that a ballet girl would have envied.
For an hour or two, Monnelia's arse-cheeks and the posterior opening of her thighs were the object of the captain's browsing, kissing and tongue-tickling. He admired her so closely that Monnelia constantly felt his breath upon her bottom and the rear of her thighs. He kissed her legs and between them, as well as between her dusky rear-cheeks. After such little excursions, his lips and eyes always returned to the negroid-cheeked sleekness of Monnelia's backside. Small wonder that after a night with the elderly gentleman Monnelia surrendered gratefully to a release of her desire by the fingers of another young woman, either the impudent maidservant, Louise Neville, or the proud white mistress, Susan Webb. Captain Prince seemed to ignore his slave-girl's feminine longing totally. It was as if he could not believe that she possessed such urges and needs.
It was doubtful whether any master revolted her as greatly as this old gentleman with his lubricity. The dusky equatorial beauty with her ribboned tresses would much have preferred a possessor who demanded of her the fierce and vigorous passion to which she knew how to respond. The captain was content to turn her on her belly so that he might kiss Monnelia's bottom while she drew from him in her mouth the feeble tribute of his passion. Or else he would content himself by laying it limply between her hind cheeks or the rear parting of her thighs and working it there for an hour or more, which was the time it took the captain's man-of-war to get up steam. Too irresolute to penetrate to the inner sanctum, Captain Prince drew himself up at last and released the thin volleys of his tribute in warm runs upon the sleek dark swell of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks and the backs of her thighs.
And so she must lie over the sheets in this state beside him until morning. In the light of the candelabra, the gilded mirrors of the room reflected the sleek and satiny jungle tan of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks, their elegant ovals splashed and dribbled by the thin passion of the superannuated captain. Fretting and resentful, the blackamoor Venus waited sleepless beside her master with her warm native passions unfulfilled. But she was not always as fortunate as that.
Sometimes the captain himself was not satisfied to leave Monnelia in this state without further testing her. He would cross to the cupboard and take from it a punishment-cane, choosing among the long and whippy bamboos kept there for his use. Though each bamboo had been fashioned as a punishment-cane, he made no pretence of punishing Monnelia. Instead he assured her that this was a bedroom chastisement, which he inflicted entirely for his own pleasure and that he greatly enjoyed doing it to her. His warrior-maiden was not one to scream easily but the captain intended, as he promised her, to bamboo her very hard indeed. It was prudent that she should not be overheard and for that reason he had been given a room as soundproof as any gaoler's vault.
He adjusted the leather wrist-cuffs and waist-strap to prevent resistance and secure her face-down on the bed with the pillows under her loins to raise and swell out the ebony sheen of Monnelia's graceful backside. Being a military man and therefore strong in his sword arm from practising slaughter, he wielded the bamboo with cruel panache and a sure eye. He spent a good while measuring the cane this way and that across the satiny African-tan of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks. She tensed those bare elegant ovals and, long before the caning began, he had her squirming with a fearful apprehension.
Sometimes, before beginning, he seemed to grow amorous again. He would lay down the cane on the bed for a moment and stoop over her. The long willowy grace of Monnelia's negress thighs received his kisses. Moistening his lips expectantly with his tongue he browsed on the rear of her thighs. Then his kisses touched the delectable nubile cheeks, the smooth coffee-dark swell of Monnelia's bottom. He kissed Monnelia's bottom long and intimately, the same African-tan girl-bottom that he was about to cane so pitilessly. Monnelia tensed and squirmed a little under his attentions. Her wide brown eyes betrayed her fear at the pain of the whipping she was going to get and yet they also conveyed her timidity at displeasing the man who now commanded her.
Captain Prince's amorousness had its reasons. Monnelia's fearful anticipation made her bottom and thighs, the areas to be bamboo'd, of great interest to him. He breathed deeply the body-warmed air from Monnelia's backside, as if savouring the perfume of her fright in it. His lips touched the tribal-dark smoothness of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks seeking a finer silken excitement in their feel, inspired by the same fright. His breathing and browsing upon Monnelia's arse sometimes delayed the ordeal of the nineteen-year-old negress for half an hour. But it never saved her from it.
Then, with the veins standing out dangerously on his forehead, he thrashed the sleek ebony beauty of Monnelia's backside and the rear of her thighs at their tops. Each night that he did so, he made it like a prison whipping, though he still did it purely for his own pleasure. The smarting willow-pattern of the bamboo weals across her lithe and dusky rear cheeks and the cuts here and there seemed like a vengeance upon her for his own inability.
He allowed no respite during the caning and, with such a man, the girl's own actions intensified her ordeal. Much of the time her face and the upward brushed warrior-maiden coiffure were twisted to him. The calm dignity of her African beauty was transformed to a wide-mouthed and wild-eyed frenzy. Because she was free from the waist down, the long athletic grace of her thighs squirmed as if making love. What Captain Prince called the nigger-girl cheeks of Monnelia's bottom rounded and writhed as if in an erotic dance. A less demented master would have strapped her down properly when she deserved punishment. But Captain Prince liked to see the sinuous native writhings of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks, as if she was riding on an invisible lover beneath her and therefore randy for chastisement. Only once did she kick out at Captain Prince in her desperation. He opened a drawer, took out a short tailed leather whip and skinned Monnelia's bare bottom to reward such misconduct.
At no time did he show his swarthy young jungle Venus the least pity. During the course of one night he caned the graceful negress-skinned cheeks of Monnelia's bare bottom four times and broke several bamboos with the force of the strokes across the dusky beauty of her African rump.
The elderly captain spent one or two nights a week with the girl. Though he only caned Monnelia's ebony-tan backside and thighs every two or three weeks, he was severe on the nights when it happened. He would thrash her bruisingly with the bamboo before going to sleep and sometimes wake her again to be thrashed during the night.
When he did not cane her, he left her to lie beside him like this until the morning with her young desires unappeased. Only once did he order Monnelia to make love to herself in front of him, at which she froze, unable to obey. It was not shame alone but her revulsion at Captain Prince that disabled her.
This refusal, far from sending him into a rage, caused Captain Prince to smile. He was a thin and vindictive prude, for all his lewdness with the girl. It was perhaps his greatest desire to see her flogged or in some way punished for the natural and sensuous grace of her movements. Small wonder that those who knew him elsewhere, spoke of Captain Prince as a moralist who had never known what it was to entertain a voluptuous thought. He was regarded as the sternest and most upright figure of authority by his family and his neighbours alike.
There was a certain truth in this. Though he enjoyed his weeks of indulgence with such slave-girls as Monnelia, he never seemed to develop a normal man's affection or desire for them. Perhaps it was the feebleness of his manhood that affected him. Perhaps it was a self-disgust at his tonguing and licking of their intimate parts, a revulsion for which he punished them.
Whatever the answer to the riddle, he now regarded Monnelia as an ebony-skinned young whore who richly deserved the worst fate that could be devised for her. It was not for Captain Prince to devise it. The girl was not his property but merely a creature made available for his pleasure on vacation, as Colonel Ashbee could have provided a horse from his stable or a servant to carry his portmanteau.
But Captain Prince had no intention of returning from Charleston without leaving Monnelia something to remember him by. Something that would cause her to wince and draw breath every time she tried to sit down for the next week or two. That was to be his retribution upon her. And it would not cost him a cent. He had only to write a note to his friend Ashbee, while the colonel was absent at Chelsea Landing for a few days, complaining of Monnelia's conduct. How the native beauty would wish she could wear some other skin than her own for a few weeks after that!
CHAPTER SEVEN
It was no hardship for Colonel Ashbee to return on matters of business to Chelsea Landing every few weeks. To be sure, he relished the amusements and friendships of the Charleston season. Yet in the flat salt marshes and plantations of the tidewater counties, where the wide level horizons were often treeless and fierce in the heat, he might live a life that was impossible in the closer society of the city. On the plantation he was absolute master of tawny-skinned beauties in their early teens like the slave-nymphs Jenny and Jackie or even a pale and lithe young white-skinned nymph like Joanne Day, a daughter of the servant-class. Joanne's submission to him was easily explained. There were several fair-skinned girls near the plantation who were his wards rather than his slaves.
For a few days in May, Colonel Ashbee had been to Savannah to fulfil one or two business obligations at the Cotton Exchange, that fine old building with its orange-coloured stone on the cobbled waterfront. Next day at dawn, he set out to drive back to Chelsea Landing on a perfect late spring morning. Here and there the long veils of Spanish moss grew so thick on the overarching mulberry trees and aspens of the woodland that the sunlight barely penetrated the forest canopy above the road. A light miasma rose in the humid day from the low-lying fields of Georgia to either side of the highway.
The colonel passed the first night far beyond the Savannah River and set out again at dawn to complete his journey to Chelsea Landing.
At last his olive-green pilentum turned from the road between a pair of stone gate-pillars, each surmounted by a carved griffin. To one side through the brushwood and wild roses lay an ornamental lake that was the focal point of his formal gardens. The still brown waters were surrounded by magnolia and massed thickets of rhododendron in purple bloom. Ahead of him the long driveway that led to the fine house of Chelsea plantation was overarched by the branches of live oaks growing in that damp peaty soil. Colonel Ashbee was known as a benevolent master of slaves. He had housed them better than most. The brick-built quarters of the field-slaves stood a little to one side of the driveway under the shade of the spreading branches. Further off, at a higher level, his estate boasted fields of maize and sugarcane. Where the ground sloped away beyond the house to the wide open land, the half-flooded plantation by the river and the wharf had been given over to rice paddies fifty years before.
The private gardens of the plantation house at Chelsea Landing were surrounded by a high wall of mellow brick, for all the world like an English manor house. Within this boundary, the lawns were shaded by pecan and lightleaved hickory. There was pampas grass and the fragile grace of bamboo, the flower beds set with glowing fuscia and the creamy cups of tall magnolia.
From the garden the visitor caught a first glimpse of the slope that led down to the marshy expanse of the rice plantation and the wharf on the banks of the broad sluggish river. From this wharf, the produce of Chelsea Landing was taken downstream through the open salt marshes to the Cooper River and the docks at Charleston.
The house itself was Colonel Ashbee's pride. It had been raised in the same rose-coloured brick as many of Carolina's most handsome buildings a century before. To either side of the windows with their French colonial shutters, the creeper grew almost to the eaves of the upper floor. The plain brick classicism of the Chelsea plantation house was embellished by a fine grecian portico in white painted wood, whose columns rose clear from the front steps to the pediment, giving an Athenian dignity and size to Colonel Ashbee's residence.
As the carriage wheels ground the sandy gravel before the house, his valet appeared at the top of the steps and two black dogs ran barking to greet their master. The colonel jumped down from his perch and left Caesar to unload the baggage before trundling the pilentum away to the coach house to be washed down and polished after its dusty journey. He acknowledged Hargreaves' greeting and went up the main steps of the house. The interior vestibule was cool and light, the circular floor paved in segments of black and white marble. Like the finest houses of Europe, in Piccadilly or the Boulevard St. Germain, this vestibule was open to the glass cupola of the roof, a handsome staircase running round its panelled walls in an upward spiral.
Colonel Ashbee laid his carriage whip and gloves on the marble surface of the petticoat-table and turned aside to his private library. In the scent of waxed furniture and leather bindings, he picked up the letters that were waiting for him on the table. There were not many. One was from Captain Prince. It was a little more solemn than the captain's ribald accounts of life and fashion were wont to be. He hinted strongly that "the young nigger-bitch Monnelia" was taking advantage of her master's absence and his good nature. She was not giving satisfaction nor ever would, unless she were taught a lesson. Captain Prince left no doubt of that in his friend's mind.
Colonel Ashbee took the letter with him and walked through to the open loggia beyond his library. Here, under the shade of the brick arcading, he looked out across the land of tidal swamps where the myriad insect-life buzzed and glittered in the heat of noon. He looked again at the letter. Captain Prince assured him that the trouble threatening his domestic peace did not stop with Monnelia. Its cause lay deeper and closer to the colonel's own affairs. Without quite saying so, the captain let it be known that Lady Susan had shed her knickers in the sheets of the African-coloured slave-girl.
The colonel was not a man to be bowled over by such domestic scandal. It was far too common. Lady Susan thought a good deal of herself and must have imagined that she could easily defy her protector and all his power. But, if that were so, his haughty young mistress must find out for herself that pride ever goes before a fall. The pallor of her skin would not save her from retribution.
Whether or not Monnelia had encouraged Susan's attentions was neither here nor there. The dusky slave-maiden had a duty to please the man whom she was ordered to serve. She had failed to please old Captain Prince. It did not concern the colonel whether Monnelia had allowed herself to be spoilt by the fingers and tongue of her pale-skinned mistress. She had disgraced herself and her master by her conduct towards his guest. For that, Colonel Ashbee swore to himself, she must answer.
He did nothing immediately, thinking the matter over until dinner that evening. Afterwards, he returned to his study and wrote his instructions to be carried to Charleston next day. Miss Susan was to return to Chelsea Landing the following week and act as his consort there. Her master and protector wished it. He wrote also to Batiste, his trusted overseer. Batiste was to remain in Charleston and await his orders from the colonel.
In the meantime, Colonel Ashbee was not without certain comforts of his own. He had invited another guest from Charleston for his week of business at Chelsea Landing. While he was in Savannah, a second carriage had left the house on the South Battery with a more valuable cargo than any that ever went downstream from his wharf to the West Point Rice Mill on the Ashley River. Miss Jane Truman was a pert little blonde, her hair cut straight and almost as short as a boy's with an endearing little fringe. She was nineteen years old and had been discovered by the colonel in a certain house in Elliott Street near the Planters Hotel. It was true that the pert little face could look rather sulky and grudging at times, for Miss Jane also had a very high opinion of her own worth and rarely felt that she was valued as she should be. But such moods and sulks could be kept easily diverted by the wealth and pleasures at Chelsea Landing.
Moreover, for all her occasional frowns and moodiness, Jane's agility in bed and the eagerness of her lightly sun-bronzed limbs made her a "catch." For several weeks the colonel had been turning over in his mind the possibility of demoting "Lady Susan" and enthroning "Lady Jane" in her place. The news that Sue Webb was stripping down her knickers and giving herself to lesbian passion in a slave-girl's bed made him think all the more of this. He detected no longing for other girls in the way that pert young Jane made love with him. He thought she had probably been lesbianised at some point by the other girls in the Elliott Street house but, once in bed with a man, Jane had eyes only for the male sex.
Colonel Ashbee said nothing to this trim little blonde of the measures he proposed to take with regard to Susan and Monnelia. That first night at dinner, where she sat in a white silk gown, her firm little bottom upholstered on the velvet of the padded Hepplewhite chair, he watched her carefully. The colonel liked the voluptuous appeal of her silken blond hair shining in the lamplight, the sensual touch of the black velvet bow on the bare sun-kissed gloss of her slim shoulder. Jane at nineteen was six or seven years younger than his proud Lady Susan. Freshness and youth were on her side. Though she was a proper woman, her bare shoulder blades and neck showed an elfin grace. She pouted a little at him from time to time, over the iced wine and candied fruit, as if reproaching him for going to Charleston and leaving her so long without comfort and warmth between her thighs. Colonel Ashbee's blood raced in his veins and he could hardly wait to get her into the silken boudoir that had been prepared.
He took her to bed less than an hour after dinner was finished. The lithe little white-skinned servant-girl of fourteen, Joanne Day, was there to act as ladies' maid for the unlacing of corsets and brushing of hair. But Colonel Ashbee dismissed her with an impatient smack on the firm fledgling womanhood of Joanne Day's bottom-cheek. His hand lingered and fondled her agile young backside under her skirt and then administered a second cheek-smack on Joanne Day's young bottom. All this betrayed the mood he was in. He would attend young Jane with his own eager and undressing hands.
He watched his pretty little filly step charmingly out of the folds of her fallen skirt. The little wriggler, as he thought of her, was wearing a black silk corselet that left her shoulders and upper back bare, ending at the front in a brief triangle between her legs. The tight black seat was cut high and tight so that the trim round cheeks of Jane Truman's bottom were mostly bare and all the paler by contrast with the black silk stretched taut upon them. Her firm little legs were sheathed to mid-thigh in translucent black silk stockings, drawn sleek and flawless by the suspender straps running down from the hem of the brief corselet.
The colonel summoned her with a smile as he reclined in the pink basket-chair and made her sit on his knee. After he had kissed her and tasted the freshness of her mouth, he made her turn a little on her side so that he could slip his hand under the elastic hem and into the seat of her corselet. There was such firm satiny trimness to the cheeks of Jane Truman's bottom, such humid and suggestive warmth between them as his finger teased her there. And when he explored a little further, the pert young blonde eased her thighs open so that her admirer might coax the soft and lightly-furred flesh between them.
Colonel Ashbee, though missing the pleasures of the Charleston season, enjoyed himself quite as much as those who attended the lamplit receptions and supper parties in the fine houses that looked upon the moonlight glitter of the Atlantic Ocean. He undid the black corselet and made Jane come back to the bed wearing only her sheer black stockings. He put her over the bed this way and that, the nineteen-year-old blonde with her short crop and fringe using all her agility to comply with the postures that he chose for her.
Jane on her back with her knees hugged up to her pert little breasts, presented the underside of her squat to the colonel's caressing fingers. She yielded eagerly and copiously in response to his milking of her most intimate and heated flesh-folds. Turned over, so that the pert pale rounds of Jane Truman's nimble young backside were displayed, she opened herself to his exploring fingers in that way as well. It mattered very little what Jane liked or did not like. She was ambitious to have a protector as powerful as Colonel Ashbee. Until she had accomplished that, there was nothing she would deny him and no act so menial that she would refuse to perform it for him. Had he ordered her to present her pretty buttocks bare for the stable-whip, Jane would have done so writhing and sighing and longing to make her ordeal more enjoyable for him. Jane Truman was the living proof of how little scruple such a girl has when she aims at a greater prize than the immediate pleasure or anguish of her lover's commands.
By the next morning, the colonel had ridden her twice between her thighs with great exhilaration, while Jane shook the blond fringe on her forehead, gnawed her lip, and cried out her love of what he was doing to her. At the conclusion of the first ride, she took the stiffness in her mouth to suck and consume the tribute. On the second occasion, for safety's sake, the colonel spent his passion deliriously in the tight depths of Jane Truman's backside. She was seductively and trimly shaped in that area which added much to his delight as he contemplated what he was doing to her. Whatever her true feelings may have been, Jane certainly groaned and shivered with ecstasy as he spent his passion in the grip of her hot young bottom. Yet when obliged to submit to this a year or so later at the hands of the overseer, who was then to chastise her, Jane squealed and squirmed in vain refusal as if it had been the most abominable thing in the world. When the colonel heard of this he smiled and knew, as he knew now, that there was nothing such a young woman would shrink from if she hoped to gain advantage by it.
The colonel gave orders to his valet Hargreaves for the arrangements to be made in the next few days. Jane was to be escorted back to Charleston and Lady Susan was to be brought and kept a prisoner at Chelsea Landing for the next few weeks. The word "prisoner" was not, of course, spoken. It was all to be done in the most decorous manner, but on no account was the wilful young bitch to be allowed her liberty until the command was given.
A week later Susan stepped down from the carriage in the gravelled forecourt of Chelsea Landing. She was not yet followed by her swarthy lesbian slave-girl, Monnelia. An hour later, Batiste arrived from Charleston, galloping in from the old ferry across the Cooper River. The colonel granted him an audience at once and explained what he had in mind.
That evening Colonel Ashbee spoke to his proud fairskinned concubine alone. He informed Miss Webb that Monnelia had displeased her elderly admirer, Captain Prince. For that reason she would be brought back to Chelsea Landing in a few days' time so that Batiste might break her of such discourtesy and make her properly responsive to the attentions of those who chose to honour her. Before that happened, however, Monnelia must offer satisfaction at Charleston for her ill manners toward Captain Prince, of which the captain had complained in writing. While he spoke, Colonel Ashbee could see Susan flinch as if he had struck her a blow. The thought of her dusky lady-love at the mercy of the overseer's lust and the captain's retribution was more than poor Susan could endure.
Pretending not to notice her dismay, he informed the proud young creature that Hannah and his plantation manager Mr. Deakin would be in command of the house during his own absence in Charleston. It would be only for a few days. During that time, Miss Webb was to arrange everything according to their instructions. Colonel Ashbee did not say that he would avenge himself on Sue Webb for any report of unwillingness on her part, but he let her understand that it would be so.
When this rather one-sided discussion was over, Colonel Ashbee and his overseer, Batiste, prepared for the ride back to Charleston, where Captain Prince still waited eagerly to see justice done. While the colonel was away, it was understood that no carriage or horse was ever to be put at the disposal of his sullen young mistress. There were doors that must remain locked and a guard that must be kept.
It was all to be done with great discretion. When the moment came, the refusal of Susan's requests was always to be conveyed to her in the politest tone. But until the colonel ordered otherwise, she was to be as securely a prisoner in the rose-coloured brick plantation house as if she had been locked up in the penitentiary itself. By day, it would have been impossible for her to move beyond the high garden wall of the house without several pairs of eyes observing her progress. At dark, the tall gates of the garden were locked by Mr. Deakin, who also slipped the colonel's guard-dogs from their collars and allowed them to run loose until next morning. These savage beasts alone were enough to keep intruders outside the house and unwilling young women of Susan's kind securely within its walls.
So it was that Colonel Ashbee returned to the house on the South Battery after an absence from Charleston that had lasted almost a fortnight. He was greeted with smiles and enthusiasm by high society, which missed invitations to his own dinners almost as much as it missed being able to boast of the colonel's presence at its own. There was a good deal of conviviality. After dinner, on the very first night, a closed carriage spun through the twilight to bring the discreetly-veiled figure of the colonel's randy little wriggler from her lodging in Elliott Street. Despite the reputation which clung to that narrow thoroughfare between the elegant East Battery and the docks, its modest houses were of incalculable value to the romantic arrangements of the Charleston gentry.
That night, Colonel Ashbee kept his playful little blonde busy and naked until the first lightening of the sky in the east turned the dark waves of the ocean to a misty grey. Only then did Jane fall asleep, fulfilled and exhausted, not waking again until the steeples of Charleston began chiming the hour of noon.
That evening, the colonel and his pert young blonde entertained Captain Prince and Mrs. Wallace at dinner. It was a most dignified occasion, during which they were waited upon by the two Chelsea girl slaves, Shawn and Felicia. When the meal was over, the ladies withdrew and the gentlemen remained with their armagnac and cigars. Though the colonel was a little uneasy at public display, Captain Prince hinted strongly that the best impression might be made on Monnelia's character if her punishment was publicly inflicted by the "jumper," as he was called, in the long room above the Chalmers Street slave market.
In the end, the colonel felt that he could not hold out against the captain's enthusiasm. His visitor was a man of influence in New England and had served Colonel Ashbee well as his commercial adviser and representative there. Moreover, it was Captain Prince who had suffered offence from the nineteen-year-old slave-girl's refusal to please him as she ought. A sense of obligation and chivalry therefore overcame the colonel's previous aversion to an afternoon of high drama in the Chalmers Street whipping house.
An appointment was made with the proprietor of this establishment - the so-called "jumper" - for three days hence in the afternoon. Monnelia was informed at once that she would be whipped there over the public trestle, so that those who wished might come in and watch at the rear door of the room. She was left in no doubt that the punishment would be inflicted on her bare bottom and that something like the short-tailed pony-lash would be used. All this was explained to her in advance so that she might have a few days of nerve-tingling apprehension with flutters of panic in her young belly and, at night, the sleek ebony cheek-flesh of Monnelia's bottom would crawl and tingle with horror at the dread of what lay in store.
Three days later, after lunch, a pair of closed carriages left the South Battery and drew up on the cobbles of Chalmers Street outside the market building. Very discreetly, the occupant of one was handed down and hustled quickly up the stairs to the long room. Colonel Ashbee and Captain Prince followed from the other carriage. At one end of the room was a heavy waist-high trestle whose top was padded by brown leather. A few yards behind this, two chairs had been placed for Colonel Ashbee and his guest. Further back, the room was divided half way by a boarded waist-high counter, from which the idlers and the curious were permitted to watch. The door was not yet opened to them, however, when the colonel and the captain took their places. The jumper and his three burly assistants were ready to begin.
Captain Prince approved the way in which the jumper tried to curb the disdain of this graceful nineteen-year-old negress. He felt a satisfaction in seeing her supple figure, the self-possessed beauty of a tribal princess in her face, the primitive warrior-girl appearance of her upward brushed hair and its ribboned coiffure at her nape. Her brief-cut panties and bodice made Monnelia conscious of showing off her beautiful legs and hips, and her seductive dark-tanned bum-cheeks.
When she was called forward to receive her sentence from Colonel Ashbee, Captain Prince watched her approach. In the demure rhythm of her haunches there was a natural elegance. Her long and graceful legs, bare and swarthy, moved with practised delicacy in the high-heeled white shoes. She came towards them, long thighs brushing together with maidenly restraint and her eyes downcast to avoid meeting the gaze of the master who would determine her punishment.
The colonel kept her standing there and waiting to hear the worst for much longer then Monnelia could endure without a shudder and a catch in her breath, despite the sultriness of the afternoon in that place.
"Now, Monnelia," he said at last, "for the true kisses that you spumed from an admirer, you shall receive fifty kisses from the pony-lash upon the bare cheeks of your bottom. The effect of such naked agony upon that dusky young arse of yours will do more to improve your manners than any words of mine. Go and place yourself over the trestle in the position your chastiser commands."
When she turned to walk away, Captain Prince licked his lips at this view of the proud young negress-skinned swell of Monnelia's arse-cheeks and the supple curves of her bare thighs. Where the white cotton of her tight briefs emerged between the rear of her legs, its seat was cut to arch up high and tight so that the dark oval smoothness of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks was suggestively half naked. A natural beauty of shape and movement made Monnelia's backside worth studying. Its cheeks were sleek and ebony as her other skin surfaces. Like Colonel Johnson, admiring her elegant and youthfully trim hind curves, the captain thought that the dusky gloss of this rear cheek-skin suggested Monnelia wet-bottomed from sitting in coffee-coloured sludge.
They watched her approach the sinister trestle with controlled steps. She must have know that the white shoes with their tall heels made her hips more mobile as she walked and made her seem to flaunt her blackamoor bottom at her chastisers. Seeing the whip lying ready on the table, Monnelia was fearful of making matters worse by such voluptuous roundings of her backside as she walked. Yet the glamorous white high-heeled shoes made the supple-figured warrior-maiden seem to flirt her hips and arse at the very men who were going to give her a whip-lashing.
The satin-smooth and jungle-brown cheeks of Monnelia's behind swelled out temptingly as the jumper's assistants bent her forward over the padded trestle. They strapped her down in this lasciviously inviting pose. The swell of her hips as she bent over also strained the thin white cotton of her knicker seat into the slave-girl's rear cleavage, so that her warm-toned buttocks were quite bare and lasciviously offered. She was obliged to hear the laughter of the idlers in the public area behind her and the suggestions of what they would tike to see done to her.
The jumper's assistants had Monnelia bending over tightly along the trestle, its leather-padded top supporting her from her pubic bush to her throat. Her dusky bare arms were pulled down at full stretch either side and strapped to the supports by leather wrist-cuffs.
The jumper himself took the waist of her briefs, and drew them down her legs and made her step out of them. He used intimate fingers to free them where they caught under her legs or in her rear cleavage. Then he took a length of stout cord, tightening a loop round her bare brown waist and the padded trestle-top to hold her down. The remaining length he drew tight down her lower belly, straining it back under her legs and up deep and taut between Monnelia's swarthy buttocks to knot it firmly again in the rear of her waist. Bound tight over the trestle like this, all surging or twisting of her hips and backside was prevented. By tying her up in this intimate manner, he ensured that the double-cheeked ebony swell of Monnelia's arse-target remained properly presented for the whip. Yet it was almost more suggestive than complete nudity. As she bent over, the stout cord was just visible, straight and tight between the African-tan gloss of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks. Indeed, its thickness kept her cheeks apart a little and in that way actually exposed her to more searching discipline.
The jumper's assistant knelt down and pinioned the slave-girl's ankles together to the upright of the trestle. He also strapped the dark willowy grace of Monnelia's thighs together, very firmly to the trestle, just above her knees. There was a last precaution. It was not possible to see clearly from behind the precise manner of quietening her. However, in the long afternoon of discipline that followed, Monnelia's wild shrillness never rose above a trapped and energetic mewing.
With a figure that the Three Graces might envy, Monnelia, bending over tightly with her legs strapped together at the ankles and round her lower thighs, displayed the most delectable rear-cheek target to the jumper. Other men whose disciplinary zeal had known only the pale buttocks of reformatory girls would envy him the chance to whip the satiny African tan of Monnelia's elegant bottom-cheeks.
For almost half an hour, the jumper heightened her ordeal by delaying the punishment ordered by Colonel Ashbee and insisting on the native beauty presenting the velvety dark cheeks of her backside fully to his satisfaction. He was not easily satisfied. First he spat in his hand for luck, then murmured a command. Not seeing it obeyed, he aimed a ringing cheek-smack on Monnelia's bottom and then another. The onlookers smiled, seeing from her tensing and pressing of her thighs how much it stung her. He smacked the swarthy flanks of her hips side to side. He smacked her legs hard from her hips to her knees. She would have twisted her face round but it was the duty of an assistant to prevent this by standing astride at the far end of the trestle and holding Monnelia's head between his legs. Moistening his palm repeatedly, the jumper gave Monnelia a really well-smacked bottom to begin with, the echoes of the spanking ringing hard and sharp, until the cheeks of this warrior-maiden's backside shone wet from it.
"I shan't hurry with you, Monnelia," he said at last, a little breathlessly, "with a good-looking black girl like you, I prefer that it should last all afternoon."
He was as good as his word. Presently he picked up the whip with its stout handle and its thin tail of woven leather that dangled about eighteen inches. He cracked it sharply in the air and the onlookers saw Monnelia's buttocks and thighs flinch at the report. Then he trailed the cold menace of the leather lightly over the swelling dusky ovals of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks and round her thighs. The murmuring among the spectators at the back of the room fell silent in expectation.
The thin leather snake caught the light as it came whistling down and landed with a pistol-crack sharpness across the sleek ebony swell of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks. Her legs went tense with the anguish so that the muscles appeared in contour. From the public area of the room there was a sharp intake of breath in admiration and excitement of what he had done to the shapely young negress. The whip had marked Monnelia's buttocks with a fine curlicue and a red-hot kiss of leather. He caught her again, the whip curling so that it just touched one cheek where it began to curve in towards the other. A wild mewing was heard and the knee of one shapely negress-skinned leg tried to jam into the back of the other as if to contain the torment.
"That's just practice," he said quietly, leaning over the native girl, "Just so you know what it feels like before we start counting up to fifty."
This caused a certain amusement from the loafers and loungers. Then the murmurs died away again. Tight-lipped and keen-eyed, the jumper stooped a little and looked closely at the native-tan ovals of Monnelia's bottom, as if to see where she would feel it worst. With the suggestive length of cord drawn tight and deep in her arse-valley she could not clench her rear cheeks together, which made it possible to catch her a little more intimately than would otherwise have happened.
The stable-whip printed the first of its fifty kisses, leaving another searing loop of fire across Monnelia's young backside. These loops and curlicues remained, printed in raised weals across her satiny dark bottom-cheeks. The whipping began in earnest. Though only her buttocks and the rear of her thighs made up the target, Monnelia was flogged like a hardened criminal. The man who held her head between his legs had restoratives at hand. If her endurance failed her, there need not be a long interval before she was enabled to take what punishment remained.
When the fifty had been given, the jumper turned to Colonel Ashbee to ask if he was now satisfied with the state of his recalcitrant slave-girl. No doubt he was. However, etiquette required that he should pass the question on t� old Captain Prince. The captain walked forward and looked at the swarthy whip-tapestried cheeks of Monnelia's behind. He went and sat down again.
"I should like to see her receive a further measure," he said to the jumper, "the amount to be at your discretion."
There was no mistaking the excitement among the other onlookers at the torment to which he had condemned Monnelia. When her blackamoor-skinned bottom was under his orders, he would explore and pursue the possibilities it offered for punishing her until the afternoon waned and dusk turned into night. Even under Captain Prince's commands, the sun was low when at last Monnelia was unfastened and carried out, still naked below the waist. She was dumped into the colonel's baggage-cart by those who carried her. There she sprawled, face-down and bare-bottomed over an old straw-mattress, eyes brimming over as she lamented her condition. In this sorry state, the grooms drove her back for several days' isolation in the attic room on the South Battery.
Monnelia might have fared worse, had not the jumper been afterwards engaged to thrash a pretentious young black bitch, Mandy, eighteen years old, who had answered back to her master. The bare and fattened negress cheeks of Mandy Drummond's bottom were flogged at sunset with a cart-whip. It was an engagement for which the jumper was well paid and which he was obliged to honour. The spectators pressed at the counter and watched enthralled. Her shrillness was not muffled, so that Mandy Drummond's screams added an edge of drama for the voyeurs. Even Colonel Ashbee and his guest idled there to see the black slave-girl taught a lesson in manners. Then they went home, well contented with all that had happened in Chalmers Street during the past few hours. In the company of Captain Prince, the colonel ordered that two bottles of his best claret should be opened and aired to accompany their dinner.
CHAPTER EIGHT
In whatever way Colonel Ashbee chose to requite his young equestrienne mistress, Susan's fate would take a very different form to Monnelia's. It would never do for the proud and pale-skinned beauty to be hauled over the trestle in the whipping house. Even those who wished to see her reprimanded could not tolerate such a scandal. There were occasions when the jumper paid his visits to the plantation houses and dealt with offenders as they deserved. But this too seemed out of the question in the present case. Tongues would wag and the tranquil surface of the Charleston season must ripple and break with the breath of scandal. Better that Sue Webb should go scot-free than that polite society should suffer so rude a shock.
Colonel Ashbee was nothing if not discreet. A week or two after Monnelia's punishment in Chalmers Street, the warrior-maiden was herself taken to Chelsea Landing under the escort of Batiste. The marks of the whipping had vanished from the coffee-tan cheeks of Monnelia's backside, if not from her imagination. Her arrival at the plantation house woke a new interest in her pale-skinned lesbian lover. Though Susan was under constant observation, no objection was made by Hannah or Batiste if Sue wished Monnelia to spend the night in her room or, indeed, in her bed.
Judgment and sentence had been decreed by Colonel Ashbee, far off in Charleston. The truth was that he had already completed the transfer of his affection from Miss Webb to her younger rival Miss Truman. That being so, Batiste might have his amusement with proud Susan.
Strange though it might seem, Sue's fear was that Batiste intended to use his whip on Monnelia again at the colonel's orders. As soon as she could, Susan arranged that Monnelia should act as her personal maid. At night, while Sue kept guard in her spacious silk-upholstered bedroom, Monnelia lay on a couch in a small room leading off it. Some thought that the dusky Venus more usually lay naked in the wide bed with Susan herself but that was not openly talked of. It was a means of standing between Monnelia and what Batiste might do to her.
One day the carriage from Charleston brought several packages and messages from Colonel Ashbee concerning the management of the plantation. Batiste read his instructions, which confirmed what he had already supposed. Susan no longer had any claim upon the colonel's passion. So far as he was concerned, she was at the disposal of any man who fancied her.
Batiste did nothing for two days. The thought of what he intended was so exciting that he could scarcely bring himself to end the pleasure of such anticipation. On the evening in question, the young woman indicated that she would like a ride cross the parkland of Chelsea Landing in the warm dusk after dinner. This was permitted, Mr. Deakin the manager and two of his trusted slaves accompanying her. When they returned, Susan retired at once to her bedroom in whose servant closet Monnelia lay.
She had just stretched out on her bed in the lamplight, still wearing her singlet and the tight denim fit of her riding jeans in which she had ridden out across the park after dinner. The door to Monnelia's room was closed but, of course, Susan had not turned the key in the lock.
She had slipped a hand inside the waist of the tight denim and was touching herself through the tight cotton of her briefs when there was a sound that made her draw that hand away at once. The door from the passageway was being opened and someone was coming into her room. As the lamplight fell on the doorway, she saw that the man was Batiste, dressed only in his shirt and pants. In his hand he carried the stout-handled stable-whip with its eighteen-inch tail of woven leather. He saw Susan move and his teeth showed white in the oil-light as he smiled at her and said softly, "Monnelia's nigger-tan bottom-cheeks are to be whipskinned tonight. By the colonel's orders. If you choose to come out to the stable-block and listen to her while she's having it, you may. If the screams of a young black-arsed whore are too much for you, I should advise you to stay here while she gets it."
The dismay of it appeared like a slow dawn in Susan's sulky young face. A lithe and beautiful black beauty was to be taken abruptly from her bed, slapped and roughly handled, her body first to be enjoyed by a brutal overseer, then to be flogged.
Susan's own feminine revulsion at overhearing such things moved her now. Perhaps she could more easily endure them herself than imagine the body of the tribal maiden she loved undergoing them. But most of all, she must have thought, Batiste would prefer his pleasure with her and would treat her gently, as he never would a negress-skinned beauty like Monnelia. It was plain that he was going to enjoy inflicting such penalties on Monnelia. If Sue could exhaust his passion first, surely the dusky beauty in the little room would be spared. With a self-possessed young woman of the white race, he would be deferential and even grateful.
It was a confused whirligig of all these thoughts that made Susan reach out and take his hand as if detaining him. The overseer smiled in the dimly-lit room, telling himself that it was a long time since Susan had known anything but female fingers between her legs. Perhaps it was the simple hunger for a man that made her protest as she did. Batiste allowed her to draw him to the bed. He sat down upon it.
"Please!" Susan's voice was soft and promising now, "Please don't torture Monnelia! Not tonight!"
Batiste smiled again. In the lamplit room he studied Sue's prim mouth and narrowed eyes, the collar length of light-waved hair shaped close to her head and parted on her forehead. He considered the outline of her body in singlet and tight-fitting riding jeans. He stroked the young woman's face gently.
"Be sensible, Miss Susan! There are some needs not to be denied to a man. I want some sport with her first."

So that she would not misunderstand him, he took her hand and led it to the front of his pants so that she felt his erection hard and taut with excitement at what he would do to the African-satin swell of Monnelia's bottom. To his surprise and delight, Susan unbuttoned and released the stiffness. She began to circle it with her hand and excite him.
"Let it be me, then," she said quietly "Instead of Monnelia!"
Batiste was so diverted by the thought of Susan sacrificing herself to save the slave girl that he found the prospect quite irresistible. He went across to the door that led to Monnelia's room and turned the key in the lock to prevent interruptions. Then he lit the main boudoir lamp and flooded the room with a soft radiance. It was a modem bedroom, as modem in its way as the young woman who lay on the bed cover. There were pale Chinese vases, cabarets in dark green lacquer and rugs of an Afghan key-design. The bed-head and footboard were of buttoned satin in crimson. The quilted satin of the cover matched the gentler pink of the curtains. Dressing mirrors reflected the scene on the bed itself. A few weeks earlier those mirrors had shown the pert little blonde, Jane Truman, sighing and squirming with naked passion in Colonel Ashbee's vigorous embrace.
Batiste lay down side by side with Susan and took her in his arms. The impatient young woman responded with lips and tongue to his kisses, her breath coming in sighs of longing, her thighs and hips squirming as she cuddled up hard against him. Presently Batiste drew away from her and slipped off this pants. He showed her his bold-headed manhood and smiled down at her teasingly.
"Are you ready to pay such a forfeit to save your lady-love?" he asked, still seeming to mock her.
"Yes!" It was an uncertain reply, having the timidity of a little girl rather than the eagerness of a mature young woman. Batiste took her with strong hands and turned her over on her belly. Sue tensed a little, uncertain of what he intended but not quite daring to resist him. He wedged two of the pillows under her loins to raise and broaden the proud rear-cheek swell which the seat of her tight riding jeans presented.
Batiste studied this view intently, the double-cheeked denim swell was drumskin tight over the proud, pale moons of Susan Webb's bottom and the dark cleavage between them. He whispered in her ear what he was going to do to her. The promiscuous young woman's buttocks tightened together in alarm and her protest came in the petulant wail of a little girl.
"No!"
"Don't be foolish, Susan! Anyone could have you in the usual way! I daresay too many already have. You mustn't expect to get off as lightly as that when you've seduced me away from Monnelia!"
It was evident that Susan could neither struggle nor even complain loudly without waking Monnelia. Indeed, if she refused Batiste now, he would possess himself of Monnelia after all and then whip her. As he reminded Susan, she must not only submit but do so in a manner that would be exciting enough to detain him.
So Susan lay on her belly over the pillows, her shock of lightly-waved fair hair turned aside on the cover, the prim pale features of her beauty reflected in the mirrored table.
Despite herself, she raised her hips a little as Batiste took the waistband of her riding jeans and the briefs she wore inside them. He undid her while she continued to push her hips up from the bed, enabling him to strip her. Susan Webb's pale bottom-flesh swelled free a little as the constraint of the body-warmed pants was drawn clear.
When she was naked below the singlet-hem at her waist, Batiste knelt over her so that his erection touched her lips while he bowed his head over Susan's hips.
"Take me in your mouth, Sue. Use your tongue well for a few minutes while I prepare you."
The hardness which Batiste touched to her lips as he spoke was long and copper-toned. When Susan hesitated to obey, he needed only to remind her that Monnelia would be compelled to perform whatever act was now refused him here and would have the sleek African-satin of her bare bottom-cheeks skinned afterwards. So the pleasure which Susan had consistently refused to her male lovers was now performed without further demur for a man she despised. Batiste fondled the cool smooth cheeks of the young woman's firm mature bottom. He parted them and admired the tight inward dimple of Susan's behind. Where the proud pallor of her rear cheeks curved in together, the satiny whiteness of the skin assumed a tint of yellowed ivory.
Batiste prepared her by taking a glass marble and dipping it in a jar of perfumed unguent on the dressing-table. Coating it well with the grease, he pressed the little glass ball firmly into Sue's behind until the tight rear dimple yielded and then closed over the intruder. For a few minutes Batiste allowed her to lie, tense and shifting, while he kissed and fondled her between her legs, stroking the warm light-haired folds through the back of her thighs. Then he told Susan to return the marble to his hand.
Shocked by such a demand, she could not - or would not - at first. Batiste took the two silk cords from the curtain and bound her wrists separately to the two posts at the head of the bed. Then he drew his thin leather belt from his pants and lashed it viciously several times across the proud pallor of Susan Webb's bottom-cheeks. She cried out, twisting away on the bed, but there was submission in her shrillness. Lowering her forehead to the bed to hide her face, she lay on her belly over the pillows and yielded the marble as he put his hand to her rear cheeks. Several more times he coasted it with perfumed unguent and inserted it until Sue was well and deeply oiled. He explained to her gently that for all her other experience in the beds of her lovers, the taking of her final virginity would be an ordeal even when the way was well prepared. Without that preparation she would suffer a good deal.
Though he spoke quietly, there was no mistaking the amusement in the smile that hovered on his lips.
He sat on the edge of the bed as she lay there and took the smooth leather whip-handle with its rounded end that was no thicker than his thumb. The young woman began to squirm a little but Batiste held her firmly round the waist with one arm, looking down at the moon-pale cheeks of Susan's bottom until she lay still again. Then he pressed the rounded end firmly until Susan yielded under the increasing pressure with a muted cry of alarm. He exercised her in this simple manner for five or ten minutes. At the same time he kissed her lips and eyelids, her ears and neck, his other hand manipulating her between her legs until she shuddered with a first release.
At length he arranged her a little more carefully on her belly over the pillows, stroking Susan's proud pale buttocks as if to calm her while he drew the leather butt clear. She turned to him over her shoulder. Under the slight disorder of the light brown tresses about her face the narrowed blue eyes no longer pleaded to be spared this ordeal. Instead, the spoilt and petulant face of this educated young woman begged only that he would be gentle with her. Batiste replied, as if to the plea of a little girl.
"You have much to learn in these matters, Sue. Suppose there should come a point, as there will, where passion overrules all a man's promises? It is better to make no promises in the first place."
However, he used the leather shape of the butt again for a little longer until he saw the first sign of Sue Webb's backside moving in a furtive rhythm by contraction and slackening of her buttocks. He knew at last that she was responding to the stimulation. Sensitive as she was in such a place despite her objections, the first sensations of a morbid arousal had begun to plague her. It was the only antidote that nature had provided against the ordeal of ravishing.
"You feel the stirring at last, Susan? Relax and give yourself up to this. Forget the bogy-tales of old women and medical charlatans. It is certainly true that you may become addicted to these doubtful pleasures - as they term them - if they are regularly imposed on you. But that will make you more acceptable to your lovers! You still pretend reluctance? How foolish! The speed of the pulse in your throat is sufficient betrayal of your excitement."
Kneeling astride her, Batiste touched the head of his ramrod between her rear cheeks. There was a moment of narrowness and difficulty, a single muted cry. Then he felt Susan yield and he was gripped by an elastic tightness, into which he firmly sheathed the entire length of his manhood. Giving her a moment to get used to his presence, he moved in a firm but gentle rhythm, pausing from time to time while still in place, so that he might prolong his enjoyment. At last it was Susan who stirred again first, now the initiator of her own continued submission to this freak of the man's passion for her.
In the mirror, Batiste was able to admire the reflected face of the pale-skinned young beauty who lay under him and endured that form of ravishing which marked her bondage. It was apt, he thought, that her light brown tresses had been cut and shaped in a manner rather unfeminine and almost boyish. Now she was being used like an overgrown page or stable-lad. The firm pale features of a middle-class beauty were still there, the clear blue eyes still held their steady gaze. Yet he had only to move a little harder and deeper to bring dismay to the proud young face under its parted tresses. Now that he was getting closer to his triumph, Batiste moved deeper and harder all the time.
As the man's gristle filled Sue Webb's bottom, his hands slipped under her, holding her breasts and firming them as he rode. In his passion he bit her shoulders and neck. Possessed by such desire for her, it seemed to him that his balls had grown full and heavy as a ripe melon with their quantity of passion.
He urged Susan to wad her mouth with the corner of the pillow and bite hard upon the padded cotton to stifle her cries. Then he rode hard, releasing a first throb of lust deep in Sue Webb's backside. He smacked the young woman's long firm thighs and raked the flanks of her hips with his fingers. His vent began to pump jet after jet of warm passion into the depths of Susan Webb's bottom. It was a delirious sense of ecstasy and power, for this young fair-skinned slave was so impaled that she was powerless to evade anything he wished to do.
"Quieten your wildness with the pillow, Sue, if you must!" he gasped, "Do you feel the love filling you? This is how negro slave-girls have to be reminded of their master's absolute possession of them! It will do you good to have been treated like one."
His words ended in a gasping and spending of breath. Yet as Susan stirred and began the cautious movements to expel the limp serpent from her backside, her lightly squeezing contractions caused it to begin hardening again almost at once. Sue gave a cry of dismay as she felt its stiffness restored and her behind still securely impaled. Batiste smiled at her in the mirror, and the movements of perverse passion began again, slowly and almost teasingly.
Afterwards they feel asleep together on the bed. Yet Batiste stirred later in the darkness, stroking Susan's pale buttocks to wake her, for he had need of her again in that way. The possession of Sue Webb was like a madness in his brain. He had paid his tribute to her bottom twice that night and unburdened himself three times in its depths.
Nor was this all. With her wrists secured to the bedposts and Sue's pale-cheeked bottom presented so fully over the pillows, there was a final instruction of Colonel Ashbee's to be obeyed. Batiste dressed himself leisurely in the light of the early morning. From one pocket he took a wadded handkerchief and a short strap. There was a brief and breathless encounter before Susan's indignation was reduced to trapped mewing. Batiste took up the short-tailed stable-whip and ran the slim lash through his fingers. There was no need any longer to pretend that he was the amorous seducer of this pearly-skinned beauty who lay naked on her belly from the singlet hem at her waist to her heels.
The first smack of the snakeskin lash-tail rang out across the proud pallor of Sue Webb's bottom-cheeks with a report like a ringmaster's whip. Her muted frenzy required no pretence or exaggeration. Batiste paused before continuing, letting Susan taste to the full the naked smart of the whip across her bare backside.
"You chose to receive Monnelia's pleasure on her behalf, Susan," he said quietly, "It is only right that you should now receive the penalty as well. Lie still!"
The firm maturity of her bare branching thighs, as well as the cheeks of Susan's behind, were presented for the justice of the lash. Batiste whipped her with the energy and vindictiveness that he employed upon errant slaves. Sue's pearly-smooth hind cheeks writhed and contorted, her fine young thighs squirmed and pressed, for all the world as if she might be riding uppermost on the shaft of some invisible lover beneath her. The sadistic whip! smack! whip! of the tailed leather sang out in a measured and pitiless rhythm across the swelling pallor of Sue Webb's backside and the rear of her thighs.
Batiste embroidered Sue's bottom and legs with plum-coloured loops and curls of the whip, each imprint raised and tender. Far from persuading him that she had learnt her lesson, the sight of such markings on Susan Webb's arse and legs put cruelly ingenious ideas into his mind. Writhing in her bare-bottomed anguish, the girl must have thought that the first part of the whipping was a torture that could never be exceeded. After allowing her a brief and squirming pause, Batiste continued. It was only then that she discovered the full extent of the ingenious punishment which he was prepared to inflict with his whip upon her bottom and legs. There was no place of safety on the cheeks of Susan Webb's bottom nor between them. Nowhere on the backs on her thighs was unkissed by the searing leather. As it printed its passionate design across her mature rear cheeks, Sue floundered and surged and wallowed on her belly over the pillows on the bed, like a water-nymph buffeted while swimming in strong currents.
When Batiste at last laid down the implement, the young woman turned a muted and mournful face to him. There was reproach in the brimming and narrowed blue eyes for the torture he had inflicted upon her. But of the self-assured pride and defiance there was no sign at all. While his hand examined her, parting Susan's rear cheeks to see that the leather had kissed her between, handling her flame-striped thighs, she flinched a little at being touched where she was so tender, but yielded in all ways to his inspection.
He allowed half an hour to pass. Then as the first pale morning light outshone the lamps, a prying eye might have seen Lady Susan withdrawing to the privacy of the bathroom. The tight riding jeans now seemed more than she could endure with ease. She wore them for decency's sake but it was visible that there was no outline of her knickers underneath them. She walked slowly and with a little difficulty, her head lowered as if measuring every step. Her legs seemed to tremble a little, as if they might give way. Whether they shook from excess of love-making or chastisement was a question that only Susan could have answered.
Batiste did not immediately follow. Those who listened hard would heard the click of the key unlocking the adjoining compartment where Monnelia lay. There was a murmur of voices, Batiste's assured and commanding, the black slave-girl's questioning and uncertain. The overseer's hand sharp on the swarthy ovals of Monnelia's African-skinned bottom-cheeks. Tightness and resistance between those elegant swellings met by insistence and pressure. A high quick cry and the rhythm of springs. Submission from Monnelia and passion from Batiste. A final gasping out and a rear cheek-smack for Monnelia as her reward. Presently the key in the lock again as the overseer took his departure from the scene of his nocturnal triumphs.
It would have been possible for an unobservant guest to remain at Chelsea Landing during these weeks of high summer and to notice nothing in the least that was out of the ordinary. That same afternoon, as if he had not released his passion in her rear tightness at dawn, Batiste carried out his master's instructions. There was high drama in the stables, Monnelia bare-bottomed over the trestle, and Batiste whip in hand. The sleek ebony ovals of Monnelia's backside were embroidered more brightly by the end of the afternoon than even those of her white mistress had been. And with that the story of their mutual infatuation might have seemed at an end.
Those who knew no better or who underestimated the power of a local ruler like Colonel Ashbee would have imagined all sorts of scandal and trouble as a result of Batiste's indiscretions. Had they bothered to read the columns of the Enquirer a few weeks later they would have understood why this was not so. There was a small announcement in the column reporting recent marriages. Upon Colonel Ashbee's plantation, the colonel himself acting as magistrate, the wedding had taken place of Overseer Batiste of Chelsea County and Miss Webb of Elliott Street, Charleston.
There was never a more victorious bridegroom nor a more reluctant bride, but the columns of the press omitted that qualification. Colonel Ashbee had had his fill of the pretentious young woman and Batiste was only too eager to avail himself of Lady Susan's charms. The honeymoon was no less than a week during which Batiste trained his new bride in her duties as a ringmaster trains a performing filly. Among the colonel's acquaintances there were a few who guessed the truth of the story and smiled to themselves at Sue's fate. It was not their business to interfere, however, and the celebration of a marriage put the proud young equestrienne under proper supervision and command.
Miss Truman was installed as the reigning belle of Chelsea Landing and the South Battery. How long she would retain such influence over the colonel, it was difficult to say. For the moment, the pert little blonde might act as his maitresse en titre and be flattered even by those who secretly regarded Jane Truman as a little tart who would get her just desserts before the year was out. By such thoughts these respectable people comforted themselves for seeing a young scrubber like this nineteen-year-old blonde preferred before themselves or their daughters.
So it was with a certain well-concealed rancour that the Charleston season moved into high summer. Colonel Ashbee smiled upon the wedding of Batiste and Susan, honouring the occasion by his presence and presenting the groom with a fine slim riding-switch of French design. The overseer's apartment stood on the ridge above the plantation fields of Chelsea Landing. When the happy couple retired there after the ceremony, it was more than a week before Susan was seen again. In truth, it was almost a week before she was fit to leave the bedroom after the demands that Batiste made upon her during the first night of their honeymoon.
The colonel could afford to give away Susan to his overseer for the young woman had cost him nothing and, in any case, she had been supplanted by his pert little blonde. The fate of Monnelia was quite a different matter. A man cannot give away - least of all to his overseer - a black slave-girl for whom the world knows he has paid a high price at auction. Yet Monnelia had been lesbianised to such an extent by the young white mistress that Colonel Ashbee thought her beyond correction. She would always be toying with herself, spoiling herself for proper pleasure with her owner. After the ecstasy she had known in Susan's embrace and under the caresses of the young white woman's skilled fingers, the black beauty would always be casting covetous eyes on her own sex. Coffee-tan West Indian slave-girls like Shawn or their darker sisters like Felicia would be easy prey. To have these two Chelsea Girls spoilt for him was more than the colonel could endure.
But there was an even worse case which he put to himself with the forensic power of Demonsthenes or Cicero. It was not impossible that his demure tribal maiden might insinuate herself into the affections of his new mistress, the pert little blonde. An hour of cunning masturbation by Monnelia's fingers would be quite enough for such a warm-blooded little wriggler as Jane. The colonel had avoided scandal in the case of Susan. But if it became known that another young woman of the white race preferred bedroom pleasures with a black slave-girl to those offered by the master of Chelsea Landing, then there might be scandal indeed. Colonel Ashbee's reputation with womankind as a whole would be in mortal peril.
It was this thought which weighed heavily upon him in the first sweltering weeks of July. He waited until his friend Captain Prince had boarded the packet for Boston once more. Then, before the month was half over, late at night in the calm of his study on the South Battery, the colonel made his decision.
Colonel Ashbee was not one of those tyrants who would give confidential instructions to Batiste for Monnelia to hang naked from the stable beam, dancing in a noose, and for the guilty evidence to be afterwards tumbled in the swamp as food for predators. There were such masters, to be sure, but he was not one of them. Yet her time at Chelsea Landing and the South Battery was at an end.
A month after the wedding of Miss Webb and Batiste, Monnelia's fate was decided. It happened on a warm evening after dinner when a good many gentlemen from the lowlands of South Carolina gathered in formal dress at the Chalmers Street market. It was almost a private occasion, an auction to which only genuine and confidential bidders were admitted. Mr. Roberts, the auctioneer, took his place upon a dais in the upper room. Commonly used as a place of public chastisement for errant slave-girls, it made an agreeable venue for the private sale.
The light shone brightly on dais and auditorium alike, the white shirt-fronts and jewelled stud-buttons, the gold links and silk coats of the bidders. In the whole of that summer, it was the only auction of fancy-girls to take place in Charleston. The belle of the evening was Monnelia, put up for sale by "a gentleman of the first rank."
It is easy to imagine what brightening of their eyes and licking of lips there was when this dark-skinned gem of young womanhood was brought forward. The auctioneer beckoned her and Monnelia moved with demure reluctance into the light. On such an occasion, when the purchasers must see what it was they bid for, she was naked apart from the white tall-heeled shoes, which ensured the exaggerated squirming of her hips and thighs, the fuller rounding of Monnelia's swarthy bottom-cheeks as she walked.
This equatorial beauty approached her destiny with the same demure and controlled walk, her lovely young face lowered as if to watch her feet and the ribboned tresses of her hair bound back. Mr. Roberts, the auctioneer, stood her well forward, raised her chin upon his hand and made her show the beauty of her dark-skinned face fully to her admirers. Her spruce young breasts and flat belly called his attention next. Then it was the long elegant line of her young thighs and calves.
Turning her, he made her bend so that the African-satin cheeks of Monnelia's bottom swelled more suggestively. He was frank as to her amorous pedigree, admitting that she was no longer a maid between her legs and that even Monnelia's backside was not quite virgin. Yet he assured his audience that such use had woken her passions thoroughly and that the man who mastered her now would have reason to thank those who had trained her so well. He added that Monnelia's bare arse had had the whip and that she had learnt several very painful lessons in this manner. Yet it was visible that she had not been marked indelibly and that Monnelia's bottom bore no little brand of the circular marking-disc between its cheeks as yet. The purchaser might commission the jumper to print that mark at some future time, if he chose.
The bidding began and soon developed into a duel between a Charleston merchant and a Savannah trader. At $800 dollars, victory went to the trader, the owner of a fine house near Oglethorpe Square. All who witnessed the contest were satisfied by its outcome. That such a master was the best for this Belle Sauvage was universally agreed. There was some amusement at the final glimpse of the tribal Venus. She was required to remain bending while her new master and the jumper talked earnestly of the design of a little disc for breeding his ownership. The positioning was to be intimate upon the negress sleekness of Monnelia's bottom-skin. So placed, it would be concealed while she stood upright but displayed when she bent over tightly.
As was proper, Colonel Ashbee's name was not mentioned. Nor was that of the lucky purchaser. When the graceful dark-skinned beauty was displayed, the auctioneer remarked several times that the young slave-girl was the property of a gentleman who had trained her as was necessary for the pleasure of those who might command her. It was a matter of honour that this claim should be believed and that it should prove true. The bargain was thus sealed on both sides.
Both the colonel and his successor were present two weeks later when the jumper placed the coin-sized disc in fierce heat. A low stool was necessary to support his Belle Sauvage, secured on all fours over it. The swarthy gloss of Monnelia's bottom was thus presented full and spread-cheeked to the room. Though the prints were hardly discernible now, it seemed that she had been early taught a lesson by her new master. The swarthy-cheeked swell of Monnelia's backside had been soundly thrashed with a cane, probably on the night of the purchase.
Her former master was a connoisseur of rare and curious occasions. He now made a final close inspection of that posterior view. No less than Captain Prince he was intrigued to sniff for an air of panic round Monnelia's blackamoor arse. He must test with his lips the African-gloss of her rear cheeks for the electric tension of fright that gave allure to the ebony-tan satin of Monnelia's bottom-skin. Though this was his last sight of her, Monnelia's bottom occupied all his attention as the part to be embellished.
Her masters past and present took their places. The harsh panting of bellows brightened the disc and Monnelia's backside echoed the menace of the sound with panic of her own. While the jumper used a red-hot disc, slowly and lovingly, the colonel breathed the air of Monnelia's wildness, as if it had been a fine bouquet. When the disc was pressed to their skin, the jungle-tan sleekness of Monnelia's bottom-cheeks assumed that very tension of ecstasy or torment which was so exquisite to the lips or to caressing fingers. Colonel Ashbee turned to his successor, remarking that the curving in of two cheeks offered the possibility of the first print of ownership being reflected upon the other side. The Savannah trader nodded to the jumper, whose assistant fortified the dusky beauty with sal volatile.
The colonel returned to a household that was a little depleted but a good deal more tranquil with the departure of the two young women who had tricked him that first night on the yacht. Now he had his young blonde, Jane, for elevated pleasures and his Eurasian beauty Helen Wong when he chose to command as master. The first half of the Charleston season had been more tumultuous than was usual in his life. Colonel Ashbee believed that he might now settle to a calmer existence.
In this hope, alas, he was soon to be deceived.
CHAPTER NINE
The manner of Monnelia's disappearance from Charleston was known only to a few gentlemen of like mind who smiled to themselves at the delightful images of the dusky Belle Sauvage in the Chalmers Street sale-room. Others might had raised a hullaballoo over such severity towards the equatorial beauty. Colonel Ashbee's associates were not of that type and were privately delighted to hear the measures which Monnelia's new master had taken with the girl.
Preoccupied with rewarding Monnelia, Louise Neville, and Susan Webb as they deserved, Colonel Ashbee had given no thought to preparation for the great theatrical event of that Charleston summer. He would attend the performance, of course. His obligations to society required it. After dinner on the first evening of the Shakespeare scenes, the colonel took Mrs. Wallace upon his arm and handed her into his newly-purchased bloodstone-maroon pilentum for the Charleston Theater. They drove through the warm lamplit streets, the promenaders strolling under the trees and inhaling the ocean breeze, towards the long avenue of Meeting Street.
The area about the Charleston Theater was thronged with the gowns and jewels of society ladies. Colonel Ashbee escorted Mrs. Wallace, who was now his hostess as he had just been her host at dinner. They went up to the governor's box on the first level. In the ordinary way, the colonel had little time for attending such entertainments, nor were the plays much to his taste. But in the case of Shakespeare, he was bound to make an exception. Moreover he had read the two romantic comedies from which the entertainment was to be taken. Certain scenes, involving Tania as the girl-acting-a-boy, promised to be diverting to a man of the colonel's tastes.
Before the curtain went up, the girls who acted as torcheres took their place either side of the stage. They were, indeed, like beautiful ornamental lamps. Helen Wong was dressed neck to feet in a gold lame that seemed to fit her like a skin. The pale saffron yellow mask of her Eurasian face was touched by rouge, the brows darkened and the slight ellipse of the eyes hardly moving. With the collar length of her thick dark hair she offered the prettiest devil-mask of oriental suggestion to the spectators. The gold fleshing showed that her breasts were pert, her waist narrow, her thighs demurely trim and Helen Wong's bottom-cheeks as prim and elegant as those of a mannequin.
The girl was a rarity, even among fancy-slaves, and a good deal of covetous glancing fell upon her from men and women alike. This pleased Colonel Ashbee, who knew that there would be many private comments on his good taste in acquiring such a sexy-looking little bitch as Helen Wong. But the interest of the evening was soon upon the main part of the stage.
The first hour offered the spectators the romance of the Forest of Arden, in which Tania played a girl who dressed as Ganymede for her lover's sake. Ashbee smiled to himself in the twilight of the theatrical box. Tania Nicoll, with her cropped brown hair, girly high-boned prettiness, and tomboyish figure in tights, was well-chosen for the part. It was diverting to see the shepherdess Phoebe, played by Sally Brown, a pretty schoolgirl of fourteen, fall in love with Tania as Ganymede. Every paterfamilias and matron of Charleston chortled at the humour of it. Colonel Ashbee once again smiled to himself in the reflected stagelight. He thought the laughter of the Charleston bourgeoisie concealed a nervous sense of what truly lay beneath such confessions of love by one girl for another.
After the cool drinks and ices at the end of the first performance, that truth became more blatant still in the scenes from Twelfth Night. Tania was again to play the part of the heroine, disguised as the boy Cesario. The true woman Olivia who fell in love with this transformation was a hard and passionate young creature of twenty-four, Miss Clarke. She spoke with a confident prissy voice, like a teacher. Yet there was a naturally disdainful look in her hazel eyes and a contemptuous line in her mouth. Her light brown hair was worn loose and cut short of her shoulders, which somehow matched her sullen mouth, wide-set cheekbones, and firm fair-skinned profile.
Colonel Ashbee wondered whether he alone was experienced enough in such matters to detect the tone of Miss Clarke's voice. It was not a passion for Tania simulated to give life to a play on the stage. She breathed a longing and a demand to be nude in bed with the other girl, to get her own elegant leg over her and to rub or jig them both to a climax. Miss Clarke would seduce a girl with as little compunction or mercy as Casanova or the Comte de Sade. As he watched and listened to the prim young bitch, Ashbee could easily imagine Miss Clarke masturbating Tania Nicoll and responding ecstatically as the other girl did the same to her.
Not for one moment did Ashbee doubt that the theatrical excuse had nourished a hothouse of intense all-girl passion. How many tickling fingers had dabbled in moist palms as these actresses held hands under stage pretexts? What furtive glances and coaxings had there been as the girls undid their clothes in a shared dressing-room before putting on their costumes? When had kisses necessary to the performance led to open mouthed and tongue twining explorations between Tania and her Olivia? How many shared female orgasms had been accomplished with the aid of a broken-down sofa and a crumpled cotton handkerchief?
Colonel Ashbee was a man of the world and cared nothing for what such girls did to one another. Had they been under his roof, he would have held a different opinion. They might still share a bed and a night of masturbation if they wished, so long as it did not spoil them for the duties they owed him. If they exceeded that, even in the case of the prissy and self-opinionated actress who impersonated Olivia, he would have taken down her knickers, strapped her over a trestle and skinned the trim cheeks of Miss Clarke's bottom with his stable-lash. Moreover, he would have left her over the trestle to have her bum-cheeks smeared with salt fat by the overseer, ensuring that she smarted dreadfully for the next few hours.
But it was surely nothing to him what they did, so long as neither girl belonged to his harem. He hoped that Miss Clarke might try the patience of Judge Lynch too far by her manners and that his honour's representatives might put her over a fence-rail and flog her for it. But that was just an idle whim.
The performance ended and the colonel applauded as loudly as the rest, though his own thoughts had diverted him quite as much as anything on the stage. With Mrs. Wallace, he went behind the scenes to congratulate the company. Perhaps, to other eyes, there was nothing out of the ordinary. It was the colonel who glimpsed through a half-open door Miss Clarke passionately mouthing the lips of Debbie, a negro slave-girl, her fingers in the black girl's hair as if to draw her closer and kiss her harder.
Even that meant nothing to the colonel. The dark-skinned bitch was not his, nor did he know her. Let the man who owned her administer a horse-switch to Miss Clarke.
But the colonel was not to be free of such entanglements quite so easily. In the shadows stood the graceful figure of Helen Wong, the pretty devil-mask of her face inspired by the excitement of the play that had just ended. No one touched or caressed her. No one kissed her. Yet before she knew Colonel Ashbee was watching her, Helen cast on Tania-Ganymede glances full of loving admiration. She saw the colonel and looked away quickly, leaving him to wonder. Was this merely admiration? Or was the demure oriental maiden returning looks of adoration in exchange for something that had already happened between her and the white girl with the cropped curls and the tomboyish figure?
The idea was so preposterous that Colonel Ashbee did not entertain it for long. Even if the Charleston Theater's dressing-rooms became a masturbation parlour for young lesbians during the rest of the week, it did not much concern him. When the week was over, the romance of Helen Wong and Tania Nicoll would be at an end. Helen would be under strict discipline in the house on the South Battery. She might fret and yearn for Tania's caresses and kisses between her legs, she might even pine to trill her own cute little tongue in Tania's feminine slit. Such longings would only make her more randy on the nights when Colonel Ashbee himself summoned her to his bed.
As he drove to supper with Mrs. Wallace in Society Street it occurred to him that he might put Helen Wong's lesbian education to good use. He would not command her alone to his bed. She might be accompanied by Shawn or Felicia. If two such girls were going to make love together, the colonel promised himself that they should do so in front of him as a preliminary entertainment to his night of enjoyment with one of them.
When the supper was over, he drove home in excellent spirits and drank half a bottle of hock. This time he retired to the room of his young mistress. He woke her, raised the sheets, and drew down the knickers that Jane wore under her short summer nightdress. Then he turned her on her back, guided her knees apart and bent her legs up so that her feet hung charmingly suspended in the air. He guessed that Jane had been playing with herself a little as she lay in the bed that night, for she was more than ready when he introduced the manly tool between her legs. He commanded her implacably which brought the young woman as much pleasure as the colonel himself received during the restless night that followed in her bed.
With that the matter might have ended. Next day and the day after, the colonel did not so much as think of the lesbian amours that Mrs. Wallace's amateur dramatics had brought to light. Colonel Ashbee was no prude in these questions. His only stipulation was that where two girls of his household indulged such freaks, then they must not hide them. Indeed, as a young man he had several times arranged a little performance for his guests upon the magnificent dinner-table in Paris or Rio that had been cleared of its silver and porcelain. A pair of his maidservants would enter naked and clamber on to the polished surface. The two pretty creatures would begin with bashfulness and lowered eyes. But once the caresses of their naked passion caught hold of them, they gave themselves to one another with such cries and squirming that they seemed to forget the presence of those who watched them with close interest.
The performances at the Charleston Theater were to be repeated every night for the rest of the week. Colonel Ashbee made no further inquiries in the matter. It was nothing to him if Helen Wong was lesbianised every night on the green room table as soon as the acting was over. All the same, he promised himself that when the pretty little Eurasian she-devil was brought back to the South Battery after the final night, he would command her to attend him in his bedroom.
From time to time, during the remainder of the week, the colonel imagined how Helen would be brought back squirming and whimpering with frustration in her state of unsatisfied desire. And in that state she would find him waiting for her. Colonel Ashbee was only human. By the time that the appointed evening came, he was very much looking forward to the pleasures he proposed for himself that night.
In this frame of mind, he dined alone with Hargreaves attending him. Moreover, he refrained from eating or drinking to excess, knowing by experience that a man never performs as well or enjoys himself so much with a woman if he mingles lust and gluttony. He found a salmon mousse followed by roast fowl and water-ice quite sufficient when washed down by a light German hock and a glass of malt. According to his calculation, the pretty half-caste girl would have finished her evening and been well-caressed by female fingers before eleven o'clock. As the hour approached, he sat in his leather reading-chair and listened for the returning carriage.
By eleven o'clock he had heard nothing. As his boule clock chimed the half-hour, there was still no sound of carriage wheels along the South Battery. The colonel frowned and rang for his man. Hargreaves undertook to make inquiries at once. Before he could do so, there was a commotion outside and Batiste the overseer appeared.
"The Chinesey bitch, sir," he said breathlessly, "There's word from Mrs. Wallace at the Theater. She's eloped."
"Eloped?" As the colonel repeated the word, it sounded grotesque in his ears, "How the devil can she have eloped? Eloped whither, may I ask? Eloped with whom?"
"With Miss Tania, sir, the young person that played Ganymede in the play-acting. They must have gone out by the side door towards Meeting Street as soon as the play was over. No one missed them for an hour at least. So far as anybody knows they went straight for the depot and the night-train to Florence, Miss Tania in her boy's costume and that little whore Helen Wong as a slave-maid."
"The depot?" Colonel Ashbee was dumbfounded by the notion. "How could they get to the depot dressed like that?" The whole escapade sounded so preposterous to him that he was inclined to think a joke had been played upon him rather than that Helen had been stolen in earnest.
There was another knock at the outer door. Hargreaves now came back with a scrap of paper in his hand, followed by Mrs. Wallace, her face pink with fluster and self-consciousness. She warbled an incoherent lament and apology for what had happened. The colonel took the sheet of paper, which was in Tania's own writing. In it, the young thief proclaimed herself an opponent of the slave-system and a convert to the underground organization that rescued those in bondage, particularly when they were of her own sex. Every moment, it seemed to Colonel Ashbee, matters got worse. The impudent young slut Tania Nicoll had brazenly announced herself an emancipationist of all other women as well as of those who were slaves by law.
The colonel's dismay was replaced by anger at the hypocrisy of the young tart. Had it not been for the presence of Mrs. Wallace, he would have said outright that Tania's interest in freeing slave-girls was nothing more than a longing to get her hand inside Helen Wong's knickers - and for that matter to masturbate Helen Wong until the randy little piece swooned with the pleasure of it. The colonel had come across some of this before. He was wary of ladies who lured girls away from the evil machinations of the male sex only that they might enjoy them in their own beds.
Despite his ardent determination to see justice done, Colonel Ashbee was the first to say that it was all "a pretty kettle of fish." To lose a devilishly pretty twenty-year-old like Helen was bad enough. He had paid a good price for her and would lose a few hundred dollars if he did not retrieve her now, even though she had had good use and been well-ridden by him. But he thought of something far worse. When a man is cunningly robbed in such a way by a mere girl of Tania's sort, his reputation must immediately be diminished in the eyes of his neighbours. For the second time that summer, the colonel sensed the first smiles in the darkness outside, threatening to make him the laughing-stock of the Charleston season.
By thunder, it should not be! He brought one fist softly into the palm of the other hand. He would have Tania and Helen back under his roof. And once they were there, even though one of them wore white skin, he would make them curse the day they were ever brought into the world. His head throbbed dangerously, as if a seizure lay in wait for him. He calmed himself with an effort and considered how best to counter that evening's outrage.
"The railroad times," he said to Hargreaves, "Fetch them for me. And send word to Chelsea. See that the groom lays out a dozen of the finest whips in the old harness-room."
He felt a little better for having determined upon the vengeance that was his right. The valet turned and went out of the room to fetch the railroad hours from the colonel's study. He returned and handed the company guide to his master. Colonel Ashbee turned the pages.
"What time did the performance end?" he said sternly to Mrs. Wallace.
"Why, colonel, dear," she quavered, her chin-folds flapping, "It was a few minutes before ten o'clock, I believe."
Colonel Ashbee closed the book.
"The last train from the depot left at ten minutes after ten. If they had the wings of Pegasus, they would have been too late to catch it. Unless the train itself was late. But they could not have known that it would be late when Miss Tania wrote her note. No, ma'am! You may be assured that this impudent scrap of paper is thrown at us in the hope we may be blinded as to the truth. Be damned if it ain't, ma'am! May I be damned if it ain't! Where's Hargreaves again?"
Mrs. Wallace wrung her hands a little.
"Who knows what they may have done?"
"The world knows what has been done, ma'am!" said the colonel sharply, "What this slatternly creature Tania has done is to steal my property. She shall pay dearly for that."
"But how, if she is beyond our reach and going further all the time towards the north?"
He shook his head and looked at the poor foolish woman as she stood before him. Then he shook the scrap of paper at her.
"This don't answer, ma'am. I am much deceived if either of the little sluts is on that train. I daresay Miss Tania would have us believe that it was their means of escape, so that we might waste our time chasing it across three states. But she would not be such a fool as to lead us on the correct route. There was not time to catch it. Had they done so, she would not have left this note."
"Where then, colonel, dear?"
The gallant officer turned about and looked from the window. He glowered into the darkness.
"Unless this confounds all logic, ma'am, the pair of them are still in Charleston. They would not get far enough on horse or foot before the hunt was up. There is no other train until tomorrow."
"But they could not go home, either of them," Miss Wallace protested, "it would be the first place searched."
"Nor they could," said Colonel Ashbee severely, "But that don't signify much."
"Then what is to be done, colonel, dear? What else can be done to put right such a dreadful mishap without a public scandal?"
He thought for a moment. Presently he turned to Hargreaves, who had just returned from despatching a groom to Chelsea Landing on the matter of the stable-whips in the old harness-room.
"The shipping register for this week, if you please, Mr. Hargreaves," the colonel said, "Vessels leaving Charleston and bound for the north or for Europe. That must be their way. I think Miss Helen would hardly care for the reception awaiting her in Havana or Brazil."
The valet went out and returned in a moment with the register for the month of July. The colonel took it and turned the thin pages of India-paper quietly.
"Queen of the May sailed for Liverpool this morning," he said softly. "That won't do. Axletree won't sail for New York until Monday. I don't see 'em lying low that long. What else? Dammit! Pride of Bellisle outward bound to Boston on the morning tide tomorrow! And may I be shot if it doesn't carry a dozen passengers as well as cargo."
"May one inquire the captain's name?" quavered Mrs. Wallace.
"One may, ma'am. A canting scoundrel by the name of Prosser with a rank harlot of a daughter. Ever since Judge Lynch gave a few licks of leather across Rebecca Prosser's backside for outrageous conduct, the captain has wished damnation on us all. He wouldn't raise a finger to prevent a slave-wench being stolen away to the North, not even if he knew about it."
"But the matter of our authority for boarding a ship..." squalled Mrs. Wallace.
Colonel Ashbee smiled a smile that many a man on the duelling ground might have seen in the moment before his brains were blown clean out of his head. At last he felt better.
"The matter of boarding the ship, ma'am, is one that may be safely left in my hands. By Jove, it may."
He asked no further assistance from Mrs. Wallace. The colonel slapped the shipping register down on the polished table and strode to the door. He was a man of action again, his campaign mapped clearly as he now went to rally this forces for the attack.
CHAPTER TEN
Ten minutes later, the late strollers and the courting couples in White Point Gardens might have seen the colonel stride down the steps from his handsome portico with his valet Hargreaves behind him. He did not call for his carriage to be fetched but strode on and up the steps of Lawyer Sprague, a hundred yards away. After he had been admitted there, a pause ensued. But ten minutes later, the colonel and the lawyer and the valet came out together and walked briskly in step to the house of the bailiff. Emerging in his company, they went on again, and again. At last a formidable posse stepped out towards East Bay Street and the moorings.
Though it was now midnight, there was light everywhere on the elegant schooner-lines of the Pride of Bellisle. By seven in the morning the vessel would have cast off and begun its slow threading of the tidal channel through Charleston Harbour and thus to the open sea. Once it had passed Fort Moultrie and the harbour bar, nothing in the world would prevent it from reaching Boston unmolested. And once in Boston, Colonel Ashbee's slave-girl would have been stolen from him for ever.
But as he strode across the cobbles to the quayside, the colonel knew too well that the stealing of such a girl with her hint of Chinese beauty was not the worst of it. A hundred canting prigs would rush into print to triumph over him and denounce him as a monster. Helen Wong, who had enjoyed every luxury from French perfume to silk knickers, would be persuaded to address public meetings and spread slanders about him. There would be tales of barbaric whippings - the marks of which the world would be too polite to demand sight of as a proof of the charges. And there would be accusations of seduction and rape - which would be encouraged because the accounts of them stiffened every emancipationist penis.
Fulminating against the hypocrisy of the emancipationists, who to the colonel's knowledge treated their own "free" mill-workers and garment-makers worse than he ever did his slave-girls, he led the way to the boarding-steps of the steamer. Captain Prosser had seen them approach and stood by the ship's rail, barring their way.
"Be off with the pack of you!" he shouted. "You have no right on this vessel. Boston is her port of registry, not this benighted city."
Colonel Ashbee did not dignify the coarse little fool with an answer. He strode up the gangway and fairly knocked the vulgar fellow off his perch. Captain Prosser screamed after him, "I'll have the law on you! Be damned if I don't!"
But Mr. Sprague was at the captain's ear.
"I am the law, captain, here to see justice done. You may howl all you like, my friend, but if it's found that you have stolen goods on this vessel, so much the worse for you."
Prosser stood back and, Colonel Ashbee noticed, there was not a murmur from the rest of the crew. They knew well that something was wrong and had no intention of being arrested as accomplices to a crime. The bailiff passed the captain with a smile.
"How's Rebecca?" he asked quietly, "Still smarting? Or needing a second helping of hot leather yet?"
The captain was about to answer with surliness of his own when he saw Colonel Ashbee hand an official sheet of paper to the bailiff. The bailiff took a tack-hammer from his capacious pocket and began to nail the document to the mast of the vessel.
"Be damned to this!" shouted Prosser, "Get off my ship."
But Lawyer Sprague was at him again, wagging a finger in reproof.
"If you knew as much law of the land as you know sea-law, my friend, you'd know that this has ceased to be your ship. Until, that is, the decks have been searched for fugitive slaves. How long that may be is a matter for you. But if you propose to sail with tomorrow's tide, then you may find it in your best interest to act civil."
Colonel Ashbee watched the capitulation of Captain Prosser. As soon as the colonel saw the name of the Pride of Bellisle in the sailing register, he knew that Tania and Helen had no need of the railroad nor any other way to accomplish their plan.
"If there's a runaway on this ship, it's news to me," said Prosser defensively. Rebecca Prosser was a tall well-made girl of seventeen with a fine open face. He had no wish to see her bare-bottomed over the court-house chastising-table again. So the captain stood back and allowed the search party to make its way below.
There were half a dozen cabins on the main deck, forward of the funnel. Four of them were occupied that evening. The bailiff led the way along the oil-lit passage with its threadbare carpet. He tapped the first three doors and received courteous, though puzzled, answers from two portly Charleston factors and a lady with her hair in papers. From the fourth there was no reply. The search party followed softly and went into the empty cabin just beyond it.
Like most ships of its kind, the Pride of Bellisle had a door communicating with the next cabin. Standing in the dark, the bailiff produced a serviceable key and turned the lock silently. The next cabin was softly lit and this emergency door in the shadows would scarcely be noticed with a dark berth behind it. The four men moved cautiously so that each was able to spy through the narrow gap at one level or another.
The mattress in the cabin was an arena of combat. Helen Wong was lying on her side, Tania kneeling over her. The oriental beauty's face was turned, the strained beauty of her high-boned prettiness, the dark brows and the shock of dark hair easily visible. Her gold lame tights were discarded. Helen Wong's knickers were a pair of skin-taut briefs in white cotton and she still wore these. Tania had also shed her tights and tunic. She was dressed in a short bodice and knickers similar to the other girl's.
As the search party watched, Tania knelt astride Helen with her head toward the Eurasian girl's feet. Helen, lying on her back, shifted her bare saffron-tan legs apart and bent her knees up. Above Helen's face, Tania's bare and robust young thighs were straddling wide, the shape of her pussy-flesh moulded by the skin-warmed web of her tight cotton knickers. As Tania lowered her face, Helen drew up her well-spread knees, offering her cotton-clad femininity to Tania in an upward squat.
Each girl looked for a moment with loving eyes on the knicker-clad intimacy that the other presented. Yet neither could quite summon up the nerve to pull down either the other girl's panties or her own. It was the pale ivory-tan Chinese she-devil who first hugged Tania's hips, drawing her down a little so that she could kiss the soft lightly-haired feminine flesh through the body-warmed cotton web. Tania bit back a trembling breath at the feel of it. Nothing as good or exciting as this had ever happened to her before. She lowered her clustering brown curls as if from bashfulness or perhaps so that she might touch her lips to the tight cotton briefs between Helen's legs. But Tania could not quite bring herself to kiss her girl friend there yet. Instead, she began to stroke Helen Wong gently through the tight cotton. Then Tania tickled the most sensitive button of feminine flesh with light and quick circles of her fingertip. Helen's slim graceful thighs moved in a light spasm of excitement and she too released a long uneven breath.
Colonel Ashbee breathed to the bailiff that he wished no interference yet. He wanted Tania Nicoll and Helen Wong to work one another up almost to the point of no return before they were interrupted. In such a state, they would be brought confused and yearning to judgment. And in such a state their punishment would have a truly shattering effect upon them, which was by far the best thing. Colonel Ashbee's rage had quite gone now and he was thoroughly looking forward to the events that lay ahead. It crossed his mind that the two delinquent girls would soon be travelling under guard with Batiste in a closed carriage to Chelsea Landing. Retribution would be safer there. Moreover, the colonel himself was the chief magistrate for the area. If the law of Judge Lynch were to be administered, there was no better man to impose it.
He did not, of course, intend that Judge Lynch's full penalty of Tania and Helen hanged from a stable beam should be carried out. Something much less than that would satisfy his honour. Yet it was to be something they would remember with a shudder whenever they were tempted to defy the customs of the country in future. With this comfortable thought, he gave himself up as a spectator to the performance on the mattress.
Tania was a soft and gentle girl by nature. She was the more voluptuous and lascivious of the pair, yet she was also the more diffident and timid. But twenty-year-old Helen had long since lost all modesty in the matter of taking her knickers down. Helen Wong had the randiness of her kind. Yet constant arousal by her own fingers since she was twelve or thirteen years old and her master's demands had dulled her a little. She was less exquisitely sensitive to kisses and caresses of her sex than a beginner like Tania.
As the four men watched through the slightly opened door, Helen turned her face without seeing them, the shock of her dark hair brushing the mattress, the pleasure-mask of high dark brows, high-boned cheeks and the oriental hint of her eyes shown to them. She reached up and drew down the waistband of Tania Nicoll's panties, laying bare the full muddy pallor of Tania's hips and bottom-cheeks, the light haired love-nest between the tom-boyish weight of her thighs. Tania cried out faintly as the Eurasian girl's tongue slipped into her. At the same time, Helen was pushing down her own knickers and spreading herself for Tania.
It was an unequal battle. Helen Wong was daring and shameless. Tania remained timid and inexperienced, despite her determination to free Helen from her master's clutches. Helen Wong flicked and tickled expertly with her tongue. The slant eyed beauty was almost expressionless, as if to torture another girl by such ecstasy were second nature to her. Tania let out muffled cries and whimpers, driven mad by Helen's loving. She kissed here and there at random on the slim saffron-tan thighs, on Helen Wong's bum-cheeks, and almost everywhere but in the right place.
Despite the severity with which the men intended to treat this pair of beauties, it was impossible not to smile at the comedy of experience and innocence being acted out on the mattress. Tania at length composed herself sufficiently to nuzzle her lips high up on the inner smoothness of Helen Wong's thighs, tasting the mineral splashed satin of the tan-skinned girl's body. At the same time, Tania's fingers settled down to a gentle stroking of Helen's love-nest in its sleek dark hair.
Colonel Ashbee gave a signal to Lawyer Sprague. There followed one of those touching scenes, performed so often when guilty couples are caught in the act. From the men there was quiet satisfaction, followed by stem commands. From the two girls there was astonishment, shame, reproach of the men for their hard-hearted interruption of feminine intimacy, and at last a fearful realization of what lay in store.
Captain Prosser watched all this in dismay. He swore that he had not the least notion of anything amiss when the two girls had boarded the Pride of Bellisle. The accommodation had been reserved in advance and the arrangements appeared to be in order. The captain was now playing quite a different tune from his previous defiance. Thoroughly alarmed by the consequences to himself and his ship if criminal charges were brought, he now insisted that he had been as much deceived and abused by Tania and her "slave-girl" as anyone else had been. He offered to support Colonel Ashbee's complaint by written evidence and sworn oaths, if only he might then be permitted to sail for Boston next day and not lose his profit on the voyage.
The colonel assented to this. Before Lawyer Sprague, the most damning testimony of theft and conspiracy was sworn against Tania Nicoll. She herself could not conceal, in her replies and her evidence, the crime of which she had been guilty. To Colonel Ashbee, retribution began to taste sweet indeed. With the documents and his own witnesses, the colonel decreed that the party should set off without delay for Chelsea Landing, where the justice of Judge Lynch might be inflicted. Helen Wong was his to punish as he pleased. Should there be any complaint on Tania's behalf, her own evidence would convict her.
All possible speed was ordered. Next day the two prisoners and their escort set off for Chelsea Landing. That night, after dinner, a table was drawn out in the brick shed of the estate office to serve as the judicial bench while the case was heard. Colonel Ashbee was not only the offended party but the magistrate of the district. He therefore chose only to act as judge in this case, for no record of it would ever be published. He allowed others to present the account of harm done him.
Helen had no alternative but to accept her master's judgment. In Tania's case, the colonel summoned her before the judgment table. He gave her a choice between accepting his judgment as landowner and magnate or being committed to a higher court. In the latter case, she would be held in prison until her trial and then charged, on her own admission, with slave-stealing. For this she would go to prison. The time might be as short as five years or as long as ten. It was not surprising that Tania's eyes widened with fright and that she begged to be judged by Colonel Ashbee himself.
It was then quite ten o'clock on a sweltering tidewater night. Outside in the brick-walled garden of the plantation house the perfume of the overblown flowers cloyed the air and there was the thunder smell of an electric storm that had not quite broken. The two girls stood before the colonel fearfully in the bare-walled estate office. Tania had no clothes but her Ganymede costume of short tunic and tights. Her Eurasian girl friend was in a plain white shift. One of the overseer's men took this and lifted it clean off the startled beauty. Helen Wong was not quite naked underneath. She wore a little halter that just concealed her pert young breasts, and a diminutive white cache-sex. This scarcely covered her pubic bush at the front with a string round her hips and a tight seat that only half clothed the smooth Chinese tan of Helen Wong's bottom-cheeks.
The guilt of both culprits was announced. Colonel Ashbee considered their fate. He dealt with twenty-year-old Helen first. His eyes gazed at the shock of lightly-curled dark hair that was cut just short of her bare tan shoulders. He studied the pert little chin, the high-boned cheeks, the cute little Asian nose, the tall arch of dark brows, and the suggestion of a slant in her half-caste eyes. Pretty Helen Wong had a dainty figure of pale saffron tan, her waist narrow, her belly flat, and the contours of her spine and ribs nicely suggested. Colonel Ashbee wished to consider all this too before announcing his decision. The tan skin of this devilish little charmer gave a truly seductive look to her slim and gracefully-shaped thighs. She would feel it terribly if the whip caught her across them. The colonel ordered the overseer's assistants to turn her round. The trim pretty cheeks of Helen Wong's bottom had a slight yellowed ivory tan that mingled the beauty of China and the pearly skin of an English girl. Helen stood with her head bowed and her back to her master. From time to time she tensed her smooth little buttocks self-consciously and apprehensively.
Colonel Ashbee turned to his overseer, Batiste.
"Helen Wong is to be taken, as she is, to the washhouse beyond the stables. She must be well beyond earshot of the house. She is to be fastened over the trestle-table and her knickers taken down. You will not use a heavy implement. Whipcord or a short training-lash will do. Fifty strokes across Helen Wong's bottom. Some of the cuts, of course, will fall on her thighs. That is only to be expected. When that happens, you will repeat them across Helen Wong's arse. If her conduct remains unsatisfactory, I shall ask that the beam and the noose be prepared in the old barn."
Pretty Helen gave a gasp and a cry of dismay but they bundled her away without further ado. Tania was brought forward. The colonel looked at Batiste again.
"Tania Nicoll is to be taken to the old harness-room in the stable block. You will secure her bending over the table there and take down her tights. Then you will go and deal with Helen first. After that, you will use the pony-switch and inflict fifty strokes across the bare cheeks of Tania Nicoll's bottom. Afterwards you will draw the curtain across and leave her there for the night, fastened down so that she may consider the lesson she has been given. For the next six months she will work under your command or under that of Hannah the housekeeper. She will be made to labour as a slave-girl and, if necessary, she will be chastised as a slave. At the end of six months we shall consider her case again."
There was a pause.
"As a slave, sir?" Batiste inquired, for all the world as if he thought he might have misunderstood.
"To be sure," the colonel said with a little impatience. "She cannot be a slave by law. Yet she has consented to receive my judgment. Therefore, she shall work as a slave for six months and be treated in all respects like one."
Batiste smiled.
"In all respects, sir?"
"To be sure," the colonel repeated, frowning a little this time, "In all respects. That is plain enough, is it not?"
Batiste agreed readily that it was. With that, Colonel Ashbee had completed his instructions. He now commanded that his room should be prepared for the night and that his favourite Chelsea Girl, Shawn, should wait upon him there. Dismayed by the sentence passed upon her, Tania Nicoll could scarcely believe what she had heard. But there was not a man in the room who was not delighted at the punishment to be given her and the fun that might be had with her. Only the colonel could have saved her. Though she tried a wild appeal with her widening deep-set eyes, he did not so much as look in her direction before he made his way from the room.
The overseer came across and slipped a strap round Tania's wrists, pinning them together in front of her so that there would not be undue resistance. He slid his hand round and fondled the soft tomboyish cheeks of Tania Nicoll's bottom in her thin tights.
"If Helen Wong should dance in air under the old beam," he said quietly, "Be sure you shall watch her kick and twist for half an hour. Whether pretty Helen does or not depends on your conduct now. Be on your best behavior unless you mean to get your little half-caste girl friend into more trouble."
Making her stand still for it, he slipped his hand inside the seat of her tights and fiddled with the swelling pallor of Tania Nicoll's bottom-cheeks a moment longer. By then Hargreaves the valet and Batiste's two assistants had returned from fastening Helen Wong over the wash-room trestle. The night was dark and almost starless, the clock striking half-past ten, when the four men set out with Tania. They led her through the walled ornamental gardens towards the old harness-room in the brick stable-block that lay to one side of the plantation house at Chelsea Landing.
CHAPTER ELEVEN
Hargreaves followed Batiste and the girl through the dark gardens to the outline of the stable-block. The perfume of oleanders was strong and sweet in the faint starlight. Here and there across the dim sky above the flat plantation country a bat swooped and dived towards the river and the far horizon. The nineteen-year-old girl and the four men walked, with Tania at the centre, across the gravelled yard to the main stable door under the white turret with its gold-figured clock.
Batiste opened the door and stood back.
"In here," he said to Tania sharply.
Though she walked slowly and reluctantly with her crop of light brown curls lowered as if to hide her face, she offered no resistance and made no protest. Resistance and protest would prove useless. In the long history of Chelsea Landing there was not a single girl who had escaped a whipping once Colonel Ashbee pronounced the sentence. There had often been strugglings and cries, bitings, kickings and scratchings. But in the end, the measured crack of the lash across bare female bottom-cheeks and the wildness of screams forced out by the torment had followed as surely as rain from storm clouds.
Perhaps Tania now submitted because she realised that misconduct would add severely to the punishment of Helen Wong as well as making things worse for herself. She had certainly been made to understand that the young Eurasian beauty was in great peril for her evasion. Colonel Ashbee had let Tania know that the noose was withdrawn from pretty Helen Wong's throat but the least provocation by Tania herself might replace it there.
They walked down the corridor to the old and disused harness-room at the end, which was kept for punishments of this sort to be inflicted out of sight and hearing of the fine plantation house. Hargreaves smiled to himself and thought that the girl was obedient now because she had no idea of the torment that the whip would inflict on her bare legs and rear cheeks. Tania had scarcely been spanked as a little girl, let alone birched. Of course she was frightened now that she knew she was going to be pony-whipped by Batiste, the colonel's overseer. The visible quickening of her heart and pulse when she was told this was proof of her fearful apprehension. But Tania had never felt the whip. She did not yet comprehend that her bare buttocks and legs would undergo a degree of anguish that she would afterwards know as torture. After her first experience she would need to be marched to the whipping stool by three or four grooms and strapped down over it.
At the end of the corridor, they opened the door and led Tania into the room. Hargreaves had arranged that he should have at least an hour alone with the girl before the overseer returned to inflict the punishment upon her. The room was well-furnished for its present purpose. A scrubbed pine table, six feet square, was at its centre, immediately under the light. An old and stained feather mattress, discarded from the bedrooms, almost covered the wooden surface. Upon the mattress was an old-fashioned sofa-bolster in maroon velvet, the size of a barrel, dusty and patched.
Hargreaves conferred briefly with the other men as they entered the room. As if by arrangement, they went out and left him with the culprit. Batiste had taken his pleasure in the tightness of Sue Webb's bottom. This time it was Hargreaves' turn to enjoy the spoils before the penalty was inflicted. When the other men had gone, he locked the door, and put the key in his pocket. Tania turned and stood before him, the rather tousled crop of light brown curls lowered, as if she could not bear to let him see her face.
He undid his belt.
"Lie over the bolster, Tania," he said, "Lie face-down over it."
Though she obeyed him, the nineteen-year-old girl did so slowly and with evident reluctance in her customary indolent manner. It was as if Tania thought that by delaying for long enough she would escape what he had in mind. She got up awkwardly on to the table, one knee on it first before drawing herself forward. The stuffed velvet gave and sank down a little under the pressure of her belly as she lowered herself. With the bulk of it under her, she was half lying and half kneeling over the stout bolster.
On the far side of the room was a triple dressing-mirror, discarded long ago from the bedrooms of the plantation-house for the brown blemishes where the silvering had worn away. Hargreaves walked across and adjusted it slightly, so that he would be able to see Tania's face reflected while he stood behind her. Then he came back again.
"Look into the mirror, Tania."
She raised her head so that the cropped curls of this feminine Ganymede just brushed over her collar at the back. The mirror showed him her sly young face, its soft and almost dimpling look, its pretty high-boned cheeks and the deep set blue-green eyes, charmingly timid under the curls that clustered on her forehead. The pleated Ganymede tunic that she wore over her tights was belted at the waist and flared out below that to end half way down her hips. Hargreaves took the hem of it at the back, drew it right up and tucked it into the belt at her waist. Nineteen-year-old Tania half turned her head to look back at him.
"Face the mirror properly, Tania," he said quietly.
She obeyed him, tense and apprehensive. He looked down at the view she presented in her pale green tights, now that the tunic hem was tucked above her waist. Tania's young thighs had a firm and even a rather sturdy look. They were full but not too heavy for his taste, just right for the tomboy part she had acted in the play. The cheeks of Tania Nicoll's bottom also had that slight heaviness which suggested an overgrown tomboy. He had studied this rear aspect of her while she bent over the shop counter, leaning on her elbows and reading the newspaper. From the rear parting at the top of her legs two suggestive creases in the tights ran under the curve of each of her buttocks. Hargreaves smiled and guessed that Batiste would enjoy whipping the softly fattened cheeks of Tania Nicoll's arse for her. He leant forward over the girl as she lay across the velvet bolster.
"Undo yourself at the front of your waist, Tania."
She bowed her short crop of clustering light-brown curls again, tucking her chin down, as if to look at what she was doing with her tights. Her hands moved under her belly, out of sight, and she fiddled there for a moment. At last she drew them clear and lay forward properly again. She was as quiet now as an obedient little girl presenting herself for a teacher's inspection.
Hargreaves took the tights at either side of her waist and exerted a little downward pressure. Without being ordered to, Tania lifted her hips clear of the bolster, so that he could strip her. Whether her boy friend had ever undressed her, the valet could not say. But Tania knew instinctively how to hold herself to make it easier.
"That's a good girl, Tania," he said, giving her a teasing smile in the mirror, "Batiste will want to find you without your tights on. You'll learn your lesson more quickly if you feel the leather whip across your bare bottom. Do you understand that?"
"Yes!" The admission came from her as a breathless gasp of apprehension.
The tights fitted as close as a second skin. While she kept her hips raised, he worked the elastic waistband slowly down her flanks, Tania's pallid hip-flesh swelling a little fuller as it was freed from the pressure of the elasticised cotton. With her own hands, she pushed the tights down at the front so that he should not touch her there, though he just tickled Tania's soft little love-nest as he freed the material between her legs, where it was caught rather tightly. At the rear, he laid bare the softly fattened double cheek-swell of Tania Nicoll's bottom. He smiled to himself.
Tania Nicoll's bottom! It was this full-cheeked rear view that she had presented so sluttishly over the shop counter while he spied upon her through the side window. He watched her now, lying forward again over the bolster, as if she thought that he had uncovered all that would be necessary for the punishment. The rear-cheek prospect that she offered him certainly made the valet eager but he had not quite finished yet.
"Your tights must come right off, Tania," he said. Still obedient, she turned a little on one side and then on the other as he worked the tights down her thighs, leg by leg. At last he drew them clear and dropped them on the floor. He undid her tunic-belt and refastened it a few inches above her waist, tucking the tunic in, so that Tania was completely bare well above her hips. He took a well-stuffed cushion from one of the chairs.
"An extra cushion under your loins, Tania, so that your bottom swells out properly."
Again she pushed her hips up and helped him place the cushion with one hand. The pallid and slightly fattened cheeks of Tania Nicoll's backside now gave her the look of a strapping young wench sprawling arse-upwards in the most suggestive posture.
"Your knees apart, Tania," he murmured, "just as if you were standing astride a little."
She shifted her bare feet slightly as she lay over the velvet bolster. Then settled down once more. The soft brown hair of the love-nest between her legs and the sensitive folds of flesh were displayed in a manner that made her lower her face again. Hargreaves perched himself by her on the edge of the mattressed table. There was the faintest sheen of perspiration on her inner thighs and a hint of it on her hips and buttocks. The night was warm and sticky, even without the exertion she had just undergone.
Having admired her rear view so greatly in the shop, he could not resist examining her at kissing-distance, the parted tomboyish thighs and the mineral scent of her femininity, the rear cheeks which he kissed teasingly, the warmth he could feel from her backside and hips at such distance, the tell-tale musty and humid girl-smell of Tania Nicoll's bottom-crack. He sniffed her out, inhaling all her feminine warmth, startling her by a lewder bottom-kiss where the firm damp skin curved in towards Tania's rear tightness.
"You'll be punished in an hour from now, Tania," he said, smiling in the glass at the consternation his kisses and nosing had just caused her, "They're doing it to your little friend Helen Wong at the moment, so you must wait your turn. But we're not barbarians, Tania. You've been brought here to feel the whip - and so you shall. But for the next hour, you'll feel a gentler kind of attention. I'm sure you can guess what it will be. There's no reason that you shouldn't enjoy yourself. You're not insensitive between your legs, I think. And even your bottom, Tania. Does that alarm you? Perhaps after you've tried it you'll decide secretly that it wasn't so bad after all. Now, lie still, Tania. Remember that you must obey and give pleasure now, unless you want things to be much worse for you and your little girl friend. You didn't have time to love her properly, did you? I'm sure you need someone's attention to make up for that..."
She shivered and tensed her thighs with apprehension or excitement as he fondled her secret playthings.
"You fat-bottomed young wench, Tania!" he said sharply, "Lie still! Lie properly over the bolster. Legs nicely apart. That's much better."
The gentleness was accompanied by insistence. Hargreaves would tolerate no disobedience. With a certain timidity Tania edged her knees apart, a little less than before but enough for his purpose. He took the warm soft-haired flesh in his fingers and manualised her teasingly. She flinched at another unexpected touch in so intimate and sensitive a place. Hargreaves' lips brushed her ear.
"Just relax, Tania. If you thought it was Helen's fingers doing it to you, you'd love it. Absurd to pretend that you don't get a nice feeling when someone else takes her place!"
And she did relax a little, though still holding herself more tensely than normal. Hargreaves aroused her in a peremptory and impatient manner, a light squeezing and stroking, tickling of the little sentinel that made Tania squirm, more stroking and a lover's gently rhythmic pressure. He felt Tania's excitement begin to gather in the soft brown fleece that veiled her femininity. She gasped and her knees gave a little as if her legs might not support her.
As he approached her with his weapon in fine condition, Tania was more than ready. Helen Wong had begun the work and Hargreaves' fingers had improved upon it. As he lodged himself from the rear, he was received and engulfed almost at once. The sly young fellow who was Tania's boy friend had enjoyed this too, Hargreaves felt sure of it. But the valet was older and more experienced. He knew just how to ride and pause, to press harder and then more gently, to tease and command. Tania gasped and shuddered under his rhythm, legs quivering and hips squirming against him for dear life.
Despite the ordeal she must face presently, she was wallowing voluptuously in a warm sea-surge of pleasure. The table creaked rhythmically under them as Tania sprawled murmuring and bottom-upwards over the worn velvet bolster. The valet felt an unmistakable quickening of her leg movements and heard the first hard sounds in her throat. He pressed on until Tania let out that sequence of rising utterances that had but one meaning. She lay at last limp and fulfilled, while only Hargreaves had yet to find a place for the safe release of his passion.
His lips touched her ear.
"Now your bottom, Tania. Let me just try you with my finger. Ah, yes, I think you've been a good girl, haven't you? I don't think you've ever used that tight little dimple for anything but what nature intended! When you bent over on the stage in your tomboy tights, I can promise you a lot of men there would have been happy to make you act like a boy, Tania, rather than not enjoy you at all!"
He got up and went across to the basin for the soft tallow soap. Spitting on it, he watched Tania tighten her pale buttock-flesh desperately. In the mirror, the rather sly deep-set of her light blue eyes was a mask of disbelief. He laughed and smacked the full soft swell of one of Tania Nicoll's bottom-cheeks, hard and sharp.
"If I hand you over to a black-skinned taskmaster instead, Tania, you'll find it much worse. Would you rather Caesar or one of the strapping bucks was ordered to do it to you this way? A man with a weapon like a stallion? Slaves of his sort dream of a chance to get even with pale-skinned girls like you. I promise you that you wouldn't last long when a man of his size entered your behind. He'd burst you in the very depths of your soft young backside, Tania. And he'd enjoy it. No one here would stop him. Batiste's men would give up their wages to watch Caesar put you to the sword like that. You wouldn't be the first girl that succumbed under the assaults of such a weapon." As he talked, the expression on her soft sly face under the brown curls clustering on her forehead told him that her uncertainty was over. Hargreaves exaggerated a little. But he did not doubt that the coarse and hardened assistants to Batiste would enjoy watching this nineteen-year-old girl as Caesar wrought havoc in Tania Nicoll's bottom. His promise was enough to subdue her.
The smooth pale mounds of Tania's buttocks were unclenched and pliable as he pressed them apart and smeared the tight little bud with the tallow soap. He knelt astride and presented the hammerhead.
"Do what you must, Tania," he said quietly.
Tania lay right forward over the velvet bolster and arched her backside out fuller and a little fatter. She tucked her chin down and hid her face.
"Look into the mirror, Tania," Hargreaves chided her gently but she shook her crop of brown curls and would not. The swell-head of his resolve pressed her hard. Try as she might, Tania could not bring herself to do what she must. Hargreaves' mouth tightened. He brought a hard side-smack on one cheek of Tania Nicoll's bottom and then a backhand cheek-smack on the other side. Twice, Tania gave a quick muffled cry. She shifted her knees as wide apart as possible, drawing them forward a little and jutting her hips back to make her submission easier. Then she uttered a sound that was alarm as well as unease when the head of the intruder stretched and widened the way of its entry. He held her like that for a moment, quite still, looking down to see between her pale and swelling buttocks Tania Nicoll's arse perilously distended round the first inch of his erection. Then, with Tania gently lubricated by the wet soap, he pressed in until the full length was engulfed in her.
At nineteen years old, Tania was exquisitely tight on him. He was content for a moment just to lie there and feel her gripping him. His lips touched her ear.
"Lie still, Tania, I want you to get used to the feel of it in your bottom. There's more than half an hour before Batiste comes back. Time for a long session. Are you relaxing a little, Tania? Getting used to it? You wanted to be a boy with Helen, didn't you? This is the price that a boyish girl pays for it. I'm sure you wouldn't want to have a baby just now, Tania, and we'll make sure you have no need to worry about that. You won't have to panic, Tania, when you feel the tribute coming in your behind. I'm sure you'll get rid of it very prettily later on tonight."
He steadied, drew out a little and then pushed in. Tania gasped and tightened once or twice at the depth of the intrusion in her tripes but he began with a slow firm rhythm, not too hard at first. He heard her catch her breath in a suggestion of tears but when he made her turn her face she was dry-eyed, though still apprehensive. Little by little, he felt Tania relax. Then, unmistakably, her hips moved gently, as if responding to his own rhythm. Hargreaves smiled to himself. He guessed that Tania was desperate to have the ravishing over and the intruder expelled. She was urging him on in order to precipitate his climax and bring her penance to an end.
But Tania could not avoid making it seem as if she had begun to enjoy such attention to her bottom and that it was making her feel randy in a perverse and morbid arousal. She had not intended this, merely to bring the valet's pleasure to a conclusion. Tania would have been dismayed to realise that her conduct made her appear eager to play Ganymede with men in this fashion. And by joining in the rhythm, she did not save herself after all. Far from ending matters quickly, her apparent eagerness after so much refusal and resistance roused an excitement in her lover that might take two gallops to exhaust.
"I think you find more fun in doing it properly, Tania," Hargreaves said, teasing her with a smile, "But you must abandon yourself to the phallus a little more eagerly. Let me feel you do so. I'm sure you don't want to make things worse for your Chinese girl friend."
His threat had the desired affect. He felt an increase of energy in Tania Nicoll's bottom-movements and hip-jigging. From time to time he stilled her and lay quietly engulfed in her backside, wanting to prolong the enjoyment for the full half-hour. Then he gave a sharp smack on the pallor of her bare hip-flank.
"Now some more hard riding for you, Tania," he said gently, when he was ready again.
Hargreaves delayed his crisis until the last five minutes of the half-hour. He guided Tania's hands under her loins and urged her to play with herself at the same time. She shook her cropped curls and swore it was impossible. All the same, as Hargreaves rode her, he sensed the furtive movements of her fingers under her loins.
"You shall feel it now, Tania," he gasped at last, "Lie still..."
Without any more restraint, he began to ride Tania's behind vigorously. The table creaked rhythmically with the power of his thrusts and Tania cried out once or twice in panic. The first warm slippery pulse burst from him in the depths of her entrails. He rode a moment more, feeling the storm gather and then pumped squirt after squirt of slippery balm deep into Tania Nicoll's bottom. He lay there still held by her tightness.
"Did you enjoy that, Tania?" he murmured, "That was your first time, I think. I promise you, it won't be your last."
She remained sprawled over the bolster. Her face was buried in her folded arms and only her cropped curls were visible. It was not an attempt to hide tears, Hargreaves could see that. Tania was concealing the confusion of emotions that were now reflected in the soft dimpling of her high-boned prettiness.
By the time he had withdrawn, sponged and buttoned himself, there were footsteps outside. Tania still lay as he had left her, bottom-upwards over the bolster. Hargreaves unlocked the door, admitting Batiste and two assistants. The men exchanged smiles and a few murmured words. The overseer went to the tall cupboard and took out a finely-woven leather switch. It was a little more than three feet long, tapering from a thumb-thick handle to a pencil-tip fineness with a leather bobble the size of a pea.
His assistants went to the table and drew the girl to her feet. They rolled aside the bolster and the mattress so that the scrubbed pine was now revealed. Without a word to the girl, they pulled Tania forward so that as she stood against its rim she was bent tightly forward over the table. Her wrists were strapped to two inset iron rings at the far corners, so that her arms were wide apart. One of the men took a broad leather strap and fastened her down round the waist to a ring on the underledge of the table at the near end.
Batiste wanted to have Tania's pale bare legs free to dance and twist. He also wanted the bending girl to keep her legs apart a little and show herself properly. So he was content with strapping her down by the wrists and waist alone. But he attached two coarse ropes to the table rings, about eight inches apart and drew them back taut between the girl's legs to fasten to the wall. The coarse ropes pressed against the soft pallor of Tania's inner thighs, about two or three inches from their tops. Though Tania's bare tomboyish legs were free to dance or kick, the ropes ensured that she kept them nicely astride during her punishment.
Even now, Tania offered no resistance. Indeed, she pleaded for her girl friend rather than herself.
"It was my fault!" she insisted, "I took her away! I made her go!"
The group of men stared, intrigued, at the sight of this nineteen-year-old girl bending in such a posture. It was the overseer himself who ran his hands across the smoothly swelling cheeks of Tania Nicoll's backside. By showing quite a big-cheeked bottom in this posture, she invited far worse retribution. While he fondled her, she twisted her crop of brown curls and tried to look round, as if watching him do it. Her hips and the pallid globes of Tania Nicoll's bottom were now properly bare and she was tensing her young thighs self-consciously against the coarse ropes, as if longing to conceal herself.
"Stand properly astride, miss!" said Batiste sharply. Tania hesitated a moment. Most reluctantly, she edged her feet further apart and offered a charming glimpse of a sweet tendril of hair between the rear of her thighs.
"That's nice," Batiste said, giving the love-lock a quick little tickle before she could close her legs hard against the coarse ropes in alarm. "Legs properly astride, Tania Nicoll! Properly!"
He tightened the strap at her waist a little more, so that the small of her back hollowed deeply and her behind was made to swell fuller. Tania was most unwilling to present her backside so blatantly but the manner in which they fastened her gave her no choice. She showed another pretty glimpse of femininity between the rear of her buxom straddling thighs. In addition, Tania Nicoll's arse was so full-cheeked and broadened by her posture that it took only a slight separating pressure on its globes by the overseer's hands to make her show her complete rear view. There was no mistaking the tension in her hips and buttocks as she tried to tighten against such exposure. But the overseer held her and smiled.
There was laughter from the other men at this. The girl twisted her cropped brown curls and looked over her shoulder with dismay and disbelief that any man could want to do such a thing to her. A slight goose-pimpled fright appeared on the fattish pallor of Tania Nicoll's bottom-cheeks.
Batiste studied her behind for a moment longer. With her knickers down she looked to him rather an ungainly hobbledehoy. Tania Nicoll's bottom was just a shade too heavy-cheeked to be elegant and her thighs had that slight extra weight which suggests indolence and self-indulgence to a disciplinarian.
The overseer tested the slim three-foot leather switch. He cut the air sharply with it several times, causing nineteen-year-old Tania to twist her crop of pretty curls and look round in dismay. The rather deep set eyes above her high cheek-bones were almost blank with disbelief. Hargreaves gave her a knowing smile and showed her how the flexible switch could be bent almost in a half circle.
"Now you're going to feel it across the cheeks of your bare arse, Tania Nicoll," he said.
He touched it lightly across her broadened backside and she flinched instinctively from the cold menace of the leather.
"Your bottom quite still, Tania Nicoll!" he said sharply.
He put her through a torment of apprehension, tapping her lightly this way and that with the slim whip, as if he could not quite make up his mind how to begin the punishment. He drew it mockingly across the tensing bottom-flesh of Tania's fattened double-cheek target.
"Fifty strokes, Tania Nicoll," he said quietly.
"No!" It was more of a gasp then a cry but the men laughed at the fright in her voice.
"Was it worth it, Tania?" one of them asked, "Was it? Did you have enough fun in bed with your little Chinesey bitch Helen Wong to keep you randy during a prison whipping?"
By their words and smiles, they showed how little mercy Tania could hope for from them. The overseer and his assistants had long since ceased to be shocked at the wild shrillness of the culprits whom they chastised. They had heard a rising crescendo of shrieks from white girls like Joanne Day and Louise Neville, as well as from pretty slaves like Helen Wong or Monnelia. For these men, Tania Nicoll's screams added an edge of excitement to the whipping she was getting.
The slightly muddied pallor of Tania Nicoll's bottom-flesh jumped and quivered under the impact of the supple leather switch. The overseer's whip caught her twice, low across the full double-cheeked target of her bare backside... Twice across the backs of her thighs... Aslant the fattish swell of Tania's buttocks... A vicious cut across the light flesh crease dividing buttocks and thighs... The overseer's assistants drawing breath in admiration... Tania Nicoll screaming, twisting her collar-length cluster of brown curls and turning a mask of frenzy... The whip aslant her backside... Across the fullest swell of her buttocks... High across the backs of Tania's buxom thighs... Her thighs again... Tania's bottom... bottom... bottom... thighs... Tania Nicoll's bottom... bottom... bottom... Tania's soprano frenzy redoubled... the leather switch smacking across her soft bottom-cheeks again... Tania's arse-flesh jumping under the impacts... across her thighs... her thighs again... Tania Nicoll's bottom... bottom... bottom... the stable-whip high across the backs of her indolent thighs... her thighs again... Tania Nicoll's bottom... bottom... bottom... thighs... Tania Nicoll's bottom... Tania Nicoll's bottom... Tania Nicoll's bottom...
Batiste made no attempt to limit the whipping to the allotted number of strokes. When he had finished, the wooden table continued to creak. Tania could not control the writhing of her legs and backside for some time, so intense and lingering was the anguish printed on her soft nudity by the whip. Colonel Ashbee's instructions were that Miss Nicoll was to be left fastened over the table for the rest of the night to meditate upon her crime. As a matter of decorum, a thick velvet curtain made of black funeral drape was to be drawn across the room's dividing rail. Those who entered the room would see her only from the waist down. Tania might know that someone was there but would have no idea who it was. Colonel Ashbee thought this concealment more dignified.
Batiste, Hargreaves and the two assistants withdrew, leaving Tania to her own self-pitying reflections.
Sleep did not come easily to the colonel's valet that night. Hargreaves was still in the mood for Tania Nicoll. The overseer had done all that was ordered but Hargreaves could not rest. In his pocket was the key to the old harness-room. It would admit him and he could secure himself against interruptions. With the black velvet funeral curtain drawn, Tania would not know the identity of the man who entered. Hargreaves could not resist walking back to the stable-block and letting himself in.
The thick velvet curtain that divided the room remained drawn across. As Tania bent forward over the table, held at full stretch by her wrist-cuffs and waist-strap, the thick fall of the curtain hung to conceal the table and the upper half of the girl. Against the funereal black, Tania Nicoll's bottom, hips and legs were revealed, where the black velvet hem was raised and bound with a silk cord round her waist. There was no danger that she would be identified by anyone standing on Hargreaves' side of the curtain and who saw only this view of her. But, by the same token, Tania could not see who it was that stood there.
Hargreaves knew that this was the last time she would ever be at his disposal, and he regretted that. But he was in a most unusual situation. He could do as he liked with her legs and backside, her loins and belly, without Tania knowing who it was. Tania's bottom already showed some finely-raised imprints of the riding-switch, so that even if he chose to thrash her, it would probably not be remarked by those who inspected her later. Far from pitying the girl, Tania's present state put some wicked ideas into his head.
Though she uttered a dismayed protest, he tightened the waist-strap, pressing down the small of her back harder and causing the cheeks of Tania Nicoll's bottom to swell fuller and be drawn hard apart by this posture. By using the short lash, he could now aim some crack-shots whose searching anguish Tania would never forget. In order that she should know what was about to happen, he drew the cool tailed leather lightly across the swelling cheeks of her backside and then cracked it sharply in the air. He saw Tania's buttocks tighten with instinctive panic. To begin with he aimed half a dozen across her soft-swelling rear globes. The black snake of leather cracked and clung in a curl round the tomboyish double-cheek swell of Tania Nicoll's bottom. Hargreaves did not hide from himself that he was greatly enjoying the chance to discipline Tania in this way without needing to avoid excessive severity. Even the girl herself could not see who was chastising her and the fattened double swell of Tania Nicoll's arse was perfectly presented to him. There was no reason in Hargreaves' mind why he should not take her to the extreme limits of such discipline.
The sinuous lash caught a liquid gleam of light as it snaked down and printed an agonising kiss across her bottom-cheeks with a crack that made the air sing again. He heard a wild frenzy. Tania would feel the effects of this intimate kiss by the lash for quite a few days to come. His finger touched her there, on the smooth pallor where her rear halves curved in together and Tania flinched at the mere feel of it.
The valet now had the Ganymede lover of other girls, just where he wanted her. His hand dealt an impatient smack on Tania Nicoll's bottom as if to make her keep still for her punishment. Then six more carefully-aimed crack-shots searched her fattened young backside intimately. He watched the restricted rounding and surging of Tania's behind and heard the urgent shrillness. He pinioned her with another strap round her thighs to draw her legs more firmly against the table. Then Hargreaves repeated his careful aim. He heard the pistol-sharp reports of the crack-shots, counting in his mind to five and six, then to eleven and twelve. Nor could he resist the view between Tania's rear cheeks even then. The walls echoed back the count of the sharp reports eighteen times. After that even the listless air of Tania's legs and backside told a story of drooping head and arms inert.
But Hargreaves had known such little dramas before in his dealings with a cheeky youngster like Joanne Day. He slipped his hand between the rear of Tania's thighs and manualised her gently to restore her spirits. Slowly and still half-dreaming her hips moved, responding to his manualising without full consciousness of it. Tania Nicoll's bottom in its cheek-fattened posture almost began to perform a rhythm of pleasure. Then, as she came to full self-awareness, her hips and thighs tensed. But Hargreaves had brought her to a point from which Tania had no wish to go back. Permitting no refusal, he continued to caress her until he felt that irregular excited movement of her own loins. Then as if to punish her wayward greed for such pleasure, he drew his hand away and left her suspended just short of her goal. It was only for a minute. When he returned his hand, Tania responded to his fondling with such hunger. She came as gratefully for her chastiser as she would have done for any of the girls or the boy friend with whom she had fallen in love.
In the hour that followed, no gaoler or public hangman would have been more daring in his dealings with Tania's backside and thighs. Hargreaves began his strange and paradoxical discipline at midnight and hardly completed it before the first light of summer dawn.
CHAPTER TWELVE
From such days and nights of high drama, the season moved to its close. After the great heats of July and August, the long and mellow autumn of the southern ocean began. Colonel Ashbee was more often to be found at Chelsea Plantation, spending two weeks there for every one that he enjoyed on the South Battery. The humid and thundery days of Tania's chastisement appeared as the decline of summer. In the time that followed, she was kept well away from her Eurasian girl friend, who was now given into the charge of Hannah the housekeeper. To prevent an attempt at escape, Helen was confined to her room with no clothes but the little breast-halter and the tight little cache-sex of white cotton for decency.
There were several peepholes into the room and they were used a good deal by Batiste and his assistants. Hannah made no objection for surely these men had a right to see their own handiwork. With her pretty hint of Chinese devilishness and her shock of dark hair, Helen Wong now looked delightfully penitent. It was exciting for Batiste and his men to see her in this state. When she turned her back, her pretty ivory-tan bum-cheeks were almost bare in such brief panties. The thin plum-coloured weals left by the training-lash still smarted most tenderly across the trim demure cheeks of Helen Wong's bottom. The sight of this excited her chastisers to stiffness and made them regret they could not spend the night alone with her now.
For a week or two longer, Tania the girl-stealer was also under confinement in one of the locked rooms of the upper floor at Chelsea Landing. Her theatrical tights and briefs were confiscated so that she remained naked from the waist down but for her brief underpants. When one of the colonel's male servants entered, she might wind a sheet or a towel round her as a makeshift petticoat. At the end of the time in which she was kept under lock and key, the colonel visited her. For his appearance she was more decently costumed again in her short tunic and tights.
The Colonel sat down in the basket-chair and beckoned her to stand before him.
"Come here, Tania Nicoll. Let me see you close up. Now, did the whip across your bare bottom teach you a lesson?"
Tania, standing before him with head bowed, nodded her cropped curls in a vigorous affirmative.
"Do you now understand the theft of which you were guilty?"
Another affirmative nod of the light brown curls.
"I think I should like Batiste to whip you again, Tania. Can you think of any reason why you do not deserve it?"
Now she looked up, deep-set blue eyes staring at him and lips parted in dismay. In her panic, Tania seemed to lose the power of reply.
"Very well," Colonel Ashbee said, "I shall not order it for the time being. During the next six months, you will pay for your theft by working here. Believe me, Tania, you will not be the first fair-skinned girl who has behaved as you did and made amends in this fashion. You shall be worked and punished as a slave until you can satisfy me that you deserve anything better. You will work here, at Chelsea Landing, under the orders of the overseer or the housekeeper, just as if your skin was ebony black. And if you offend, you will be treated like a native girl. Do you understand?"
"Yes!"
The breathless exclamation was part consternation and part relief that she was not to be thrashed again now after all.
"And when I summon you, for whatever reason by day or night, you will please me by obeying whatever command I may give you. Do you also understand that?"
"Yes." This time Tania's voice trembled on the edge of uncertainty.
The colonel flexed his riding-switch in his hands. Tania watched the supple leather wand in fascinated horror. For the next six months it was to be the image that ruled her life.
"Turn around," the colonel said, as peremptorily as if addressing a slave-girl, "Bend over and touch your toes. Excellent. I believe that when your months of hard labour are over, I may find other suitable employment for you."
He detained her like this for several minutes in the grotesque and yet suggestive posture of bending over before him. What his thoughts about her may have been, Tania was not permitted to guess. He drew the bobble at the tip of his switch lightly down the central seam of the tights between the cheeks of Tania Nicoll's bottom and down the rear of her thighs.
"Excellent," he said, presently, "I think I can promise you that you will be kept very busy indeed during your time with us, Tania. Before you leave, you will know more about the system here and a good deal more about yourself. You will experience certain things because you have lost the right to refuse them. And you may even find secret pleasures where you least expect to. But whether you find them or not does not concern me. You are here for my amusement now and not your own."
The colonel fell silent again. Beyond the upper window the sky above the low-lying plantation fields by the river and the wharf had changed to a colour of hot pearl. The morning was still humid and the sudden breeze that rattled the trees along the drive was warm and heavy with moisture. A few heavy and scattered drops spattered against the glass panes. Then just as suddenly the wind fell away. The summer noon was dank and still under a stifling grey.
Colonel Ashbee stroked Tania's rear cheeks, presented to him in this grotesque but suggestive manner as she bent over.
"Go behind the screen," he said softly, "Take off your tights. Keep your cotton briefs on for the moment. Then go and put yourself over the bed. Tomorrow will be soon enough for you to start six months under the overseer. This afternoon, I have my own intentions towards you."
Tania straightened up, walking slowly and fretfully towards the pink silk panels of the gilt screen. She stepped behind it and emerged in a short blouse and the tight elastic fit of white cotton briefs. The colonel watched her as she crossed to the bed, the slight fatness of Tania Nicoll's nineteen-year-old bottom-cheeks moving suggestively in the tight cotton web. She put a knee on the bed and then lay down on her belly across it. Her master saw that she had learnt what was expected of her and the manner in which her captors liked to see her positioned. Colonel Ashbee stood up, laid the polished-leather switch on the marble dressing-table where Tania could see it, and walked across to look at her.
Over the flat land towards Clarendon County in the north, thunder rolled distantly. From time to time there was an indistinct and fleeting brightness in the sky that might have been lightning. The thunder rolled again and the breeze rippled the broad sluggish river against the wharf piles. The bed over which Tania lay creaked again under a double weight. In the strengthening breeze the rain began to fall in a steady downpour, increasing to a torrent as the clouds darkened. The gravelled paths of the ornamental gardens at Chelsea Landing streamed with the sudden flood and the plantation below stretched away puddled and pitted by the drops like a broad lake.
The colonel made a rather brusque survey with his hands of the girl's loins and the gently fattened cheeks of Tania Nicoll's bottom in the stretched-cotton briefs. The shutters rattled in their fastenings with the strengthening wind. Somewhere, near Cuba or Jamaica, a summer hurricane had been gathering strength, running across the Gulf of Mexico to the lands of the Louisiana delta. The tidewater country was on the mere fringe of it. By tomorrow the storm might have passed.
Through the long summer afternoon the rain fell and the air grew a little cooler. In the hour before dinner, the first gloom of dusk mingled indistinguishably with the thick storm-light of the low clouds. It was then that Colonel Ashbee left the girl's bedroom and rang for Hargreaves to lay out his evening clothes.
A chink in the wooden panelling revealed the girl alone to the eye of the fortunate voyeur. The cotton briefs of Tania's knickers lay discarded and she wore only the waist-length cotton vest in which the colonel had left her. Colonel Ashbee had not whipped her that afternoon, though he thought it merely a pleasure postponed. But as she remained lying in deep thought on her belly over the bed, the bare and pallidly voluptuous cheeks of Tania Nicoll's bottom showed the lusty and glowing spank-prints of her master's hand.
She pillowed her head sideways on her arms, the cropped light-brown curls clustering on her forehead and the deep-set eyes above the high-boned cheeks lost in contemplation. With one hand, she felt herself between the legs as if to see how he had left her there. Presently she got up and stood with her back to the long dressing-mirror, twisting at her waist to look back at the rear view of her legs and hips in the glass. She bent forward a little and, still looking back, pulled one cheek of her bottom aside with her hand. The dark little vortex of Tania Nicoll's arsehole was clearly seen and it was this which occupied her attention. Nineteen-year-old Tania gazed at this part of her anatomy which had never before been much in her thoughts. There was an unease in her eyes, as if she feared to see damage done to it by her master's passionate afternoon with her. Also in her sly blue eyes and her high-boned prettiness there was the frank curiosity of a nineteen-year-old girl who tried to view that tight little rear vent with the thoughts of her lovers.
Taking the hand mirror from the dressing-table, she lay down on her belly across the bed again. Once more she twisted at her waist to look over her shoulder and down her back at what the ivory-backed hand-mirror showed. The free hand drew one rear cheek aside. For fifteen or twenty minutes, Tania Nicoll's arsehole was the subject of its owner's troubled contemplation. At last she laid the mirror down, slipped a hand under her loins and began to manualise herself dreamily. Her eyes closed in a private vision and her lips parted as she breathed more deeply. There were shivers and sighs at the delicious feelings, and a faint moaning of the names of Helen Wong and Sue Webb, even young Tina Smith and younger Joanne Day.
So the drama of the season drew to its close. Yet there was a poignancy in the death of that last gorgeous summer. In two more years the splendours of Chelsea Landing were dimmed. Four years after that, the great house was reduced to ashes by the terrible sword of the war between the states. Colonel Ashbee was thereafter to be found on another shore of the Western hemisphere, an offshoot of old Spain. For many many years he was able to continue the slave-holding that was now anathema to the new masters of Charleston and the ruined plantations. He never relinquished his control of such beauties as Shawn, Felicia, and Helen. And you may be sure that Tania was not permitted to serve out her sentence in six months.
Batiste made the best of his proud young bride Susan. As for the colonel's pert little blonde, Jane Truman, she was cast off even before his departure for other climes. Colonel Johnson likewise took possession of Louise Neville, Tina Smith and other pale-skinned charmers before leaving for the hospitable lands of Spanish conquest. Judge Lynch had his way with Miss Clarke before the season was over. Much against her will she was taken by Colonel Johnson and Captain Prince with their overseers on a sea-trip. The captain's last purchase before sailing was a finely woven pony-lash. When the yacht returned several days later, Cat Clarke was no longer on board. It was observed also that a stout canvas sack and some iron ballast appeared to have been lost overboard. As for Captain Prince's new lash, its workmanship might have been questioned. It had begun to fray within a week of purchase. Yet the captain made no complaint and, indeed, sent his compliments to the whipmaker.
It was time for the parting of the ways. Most of the actors in the drama made their way south. But old Captain Prince returned to Boston where he intended in his dotage to relish the exquisite pleasures of hypocrisy, now that the passions of the bed were quite beyond his strength. So he was known afterwards as a figure of the strictest virtue and great moral severity. The most respectable Bostonians always felt that they might not be quite good enough for the captain. On his desk he had a photograph of a young woman - a hard and passionate young creature. She had a confident prissy air about her. There was a naturally disdainful look in her hazel eyes and a contemptuous line in her mouth. Her light brown hair was worn loose and cut short of her shoulders, a bold style which somehow matched her sullen mouth, wide-set cheekbones, and firm fairskinned profile.
It was a curious portrait, of which he spoke seldom. After his time, the photo was taken from its frame and several more were found underneath, the souvenirs of a certain private cruise. One showed the same young woman with eyes frantic and mouth wide. There was a nude study of the cheeks of Cat Clarke's bottom imprinted many dozen times with the weave of the lash, and Cat Clarke's bottom a second time, menaced by ferocious impalement.
Even then it was thought that such severity must somehow be a tribute to the captain's upright morals. His morality had always been unimpeachable. It was through his influence that the servant Hargreaves found several years' employment in a reformatory institute where girls in their teens were brought to respectability by proper and wholesome correction.
In the months and years that followed these adventures, the turn of events obliged Hargreaves to quit the city of Charleston and seek his fortune elsewhere. He crossed the ocean and came back to the land of his birth, which he had left under the threat of scandal many years before. After many more years he was once again reduced to taking the post of under-master in a Sussex reform school where girls of the most delinquent kind were held. His experience of seeing how such slaves as Monnelia or Helen and such camp-followers of slave beauty as Louise and Tania were dealt with stood him in good stead.
In Sussex he also held the office of beadle so that he might augment his modest salary by imposing public order upon the unruly. He was valued for this and especially for clearing the streets of little sluts and tarts who were then committed to the institution to be trained in better conduct. His triumphs were discreet but numerous, though he would never boast of such things. It was he, for example, who rid the fashionable promenade of Eastbourne of the foul tongues and vulgar example of Jane Fenton and Sally Fenton, sisters of fifteen and fourteen, the most impudent little scrubbers that the slums of Lambeth ever produced.
Yet his very diligence seemed to be his downfall. A discreet veil was drawn across the manner of Sally Fenton's detention and the demise that soon overtook her during it. A middle-aged dignitary, disproportionately large for this young imp had such a passion for Sally that he could not be denied. Her protests muted and her struggles restrained, he turned her naked on her belly over the cushions of his divan. Studying her, he was seduced by her cherub curled fair hair, the narrow waist, the fine pattern of vertebrae under the sun-dusted gold of her slim young back, the gossamer flanks and lithe hips, the trim-cheeked youth of Sally Fenton's bottom.
He was too prodigious. But he continued the eager and vigorous lover, kissing her slim bare back, whispering amorous taunts in her ear, chiding impudent young Sally playfully with rear cheek-smacks.
Extreme measures were prudent in the case of both sisters and the names of Sally and Jane Fenton were seldom spoken after that, except by one or two trusted worthies with a knowing smile. But malicious talk led to the sudden departure of such public servants from the institution. For Hargreaves, it seemed advisable that he should retire abroad once more. Having a little money, he went to Paris and found lodgings in Batignolles. The good people of that district took him to their hearts and he occupied his leisure by writing down a little of his adversities and adventures. In this it is to be hoped that he offered a sufficient apology for a way of life that has been extinct at Charleston and Chelsea Landing for half a century past. Yet he hopes that somewhere the strange system still survives whereby a man may possess himself of Monnelia, the Belle Sauvage, and even such a pretty imp as Sally Fenton.
 
AFTERWORD: "A Modern Confession"
How can the memoir of Jeremiah Hargreaves prompt a modem confession from a modem reader? I am that reader and the confession is mine. I first picked up an old copy of Belle Sauvage several years ago after an adventure that belonged almost to the days of Colonel Ashbee and Chelsea Landing. Because I write anonymously, I can tell you the truth of it. The world of Belle Sauvage must seem as remote from us as that of the Sultanate or the Holy Roman Empire. And yet its customs survive in colourful and barbaric corners of the world where a man of influence may keep a beautiful girl as his slave or, indeed, be master of an entire harem. That man will not be a sultan or a plantation owner. He may be a military ruler, a chief of police, the mogul of goldmines or oil-fields. There are ports or sprawling cities in the tropics, white towers and minarets close by steep alleyways and dark cafes, where strange commerce survives. There is often a faded air of imperial France or Spain in such a lost metropolis, a gimcrack Champs Elysees laid out by some colonial engineer. My experience suggests that the urge of a man to possess a beautiful slave is as old as the hills and will be suppressed only when those hills themselves are levelled in the dust.
I thought Hargreaves' memoir would be merely a romance of the past. Yet I read it with a shock because it reflects a romance of my own life here and now. You will see that there is nothing improbable or out of the way in my story. Nor was there in the fate of Monnelia, Susan or Tania in their own time. The power of a chief of police in a corrupt and decaying ex-colonial port is no less than that of a plantation master a century ago.
My adventure began in a city of the more civilised kind. It ended in a place I shall not name, an old imperial outpost similar to those refuges that men like Colonel Ashbee found ago after the overthrow of the Confederacy. I did not become the possessor of a harem, I assure you, nor even of a single slave-girl. Yet what follows is the story of my Odalisque, as I call her.
I had always thought of Miss Jolly as my Odalisque, though it would be hard to say precisely which blood ran predominantly in her veins. Was it perhaps a mixture of southern French and a dash of Greek or Egyptian? Could there be a little heat of Celtic temper and even a look of a shop-girl Cleopatra? The truth is that Miss Jolly was an appealing warm-skinned mixture of all these things. She was the type of warm-blooded little wriggler produced by the mingling population of any port or dockland.
I first saw her on a late afternoon in the autumn of '65 - I see from my diary that it was 30 October - just when it was getting dark. She was then employed in setting out an autumn collection in the window of a shop that sold the latest modes. She displayed them to the passing world with the aid of another girl who was much fairer skinned and darker haired. I suppose the one who caught my attention was not more than about sixteen at the time. I knew her then - and still do - as Miss Jolly. I cannot tell if it was her name from birth. A randy little wriggler of her sort working close to such stylish and beautiful fashions soon fancies that she has an entitlement to a stage-title. But as Miss Jolly she always appeared.
I saw her first entirely by accident. On that October Saturday, late in the afternoon, I was strolling through the city in a cream linen suit and with a dress cane. I paused to admire a display of elegant silks and paisley behind the plate glass, not seeing at first that the girl and her companion were working there within a few feet of me. Then I looked up and noticed her.
If I am to describe her to you, you must begin by imagining a girl who is not more than average height with a neat trim figure that promises hot-blooded and knowing lasciviousness. Her satiny skin had the rich gold or tawny shade that one associates with Greece, or Egypt, or Provence, even a hint of the faintest duskiness of India or the Caribbean. The truth may be that she combined a little of each in her blood as a girl sometimes does when born from the promiscuous copulations of a dockland city.
Her face consisted of a long sloping brow, a sharp young nose, a prim mouth and a demurely receding chin. She looked like a slave-maiden of the Nile or a sun-kissed Grecian girl. Her dark hair when I first saw her was in an elegant coiffure. It was back-combed in the '60s style and worn in a shape like a bee-hive on the top of her head, so that one was able to enjoy the delicate whorls of her ears with their little pearl ear-studs at the lobes and the slim elegance of Miss Jolly's golden-skinned neck. By the time my adventure with her took place several years later, the young tart had adopted the plainer and more proletairian style of a short crop of upward-brushed curls, hardly touching her collar at the back and just coming over her brow at the front.
Each time that I passed her in the street during those years, I paused and watched her inquiringly. I think she was self-conscious at being closely inspected for she would walk with a bustling little swagger, her chin tucked down primly and the tight-lidded ellipse of her eyes lowered to avoid the smiling gaze of a fancier who admired her in this manner. Miss Jolly's swagger was her habitual gait, caused I think by her legs being not quite as long as her figure warranted and by the erotic energy of her hips and backside.
She had the dark almond eyes of Eurasia, giving her the look of a cunning and eager little she-cat, on heat for the male. But this was misleading, for she would turn a cold and prim disdain on some of those who stopped to watch her at her work.
What interested me most was the way in which she dressed to make the best of her charms. The eyelashes were carefully darkened and the rather heavy lids painted with a little white cosmetic, for Miss Jolly made-up quite flagrantly even at eighteen or nineteen. She wore a thin woollen singlet fitting close on her slim straight back and her narrow waist, showing her breasts to be as trim and firm as the rest of her. Best of all, for such a girl, she disdained long skirts, whose trailing hems would cause havoc among the carefully laid out display. Instead she had clad the lower part of her figure in snug-fitting pants of blue jean.
By now, you may imagine, I was more interested in the girl than in the display to which she was attending. It was past five o'clock on that October afternoon. She and her companion had finished their work and were engaged in brushing the felt carpet on which it stood. This was done by each girl in turn sitting on her heels and working the little handbrush hard in tight circles to raise the nap. From time to time, as they laboured with such energy, it was necessary to stretch forward and go on all fours.
How ordinary this will seem to anyone who has not watched Miss Jolly at her toils and had not become totally infatuated with her! Let me explain.
I stood there and watched as she sat on her heels with her face bowed to her work, scouring the felt with hard little circling motions. I smiled at the way she jutted her haunches back and naturally I stood where I might get the best view. Presently, in order to reach further, she went on all fours and offered a sight that almost took my breath away.
Sometimes there is randiness in the very shape of a girl's body, however prim its owner may think herself, and so it was with her. As I stood behind her I saw that Miss Jolly's slim thighs branched quite widely upwards from the knees. Her hips were lithe and neat enough but I must add that Miss Jolly's bottom-cheeks are the most perfectly rounded I have ever seen. They are not large or fat but deliciously and smoothly rounded. The sharper upward and outward branching of her legs also caused her buttocks to be deeply and suggestively parted in her present posture. Miss Jolly's bottom-crack is more widely and deeply revealed in this innocent posture than I have ever seen in a girl of her age.
The slope of her warm-skinned brow and sharp young nose was lowered in concentration and in the energy of her work. But the perfectly rounded globes of Miss Jolly's bottom in the tight and smooth denim of her pants would surely have held any man's gaze. I had no intention whatever of entering upon a great romance with the girl. A randy young piece of Miss Jolly's kind will do for an hour's amusement but she is not of the type to whom one vows a lifelong attachment. Yet it was pleasant and amusing to see the way she tucked the small of her back downwards and provoked the onlooker by a fuller and more lewdly opened spread of her bum-cheeks.
I will only say that she glanced up and saw how I was standing over her, not six feet away beyond the glass, and that I was taking a survey of the rear view she presented. I believe she also saw the stirring of my manhood under the tight pants of my cream suiting. It was the bold movement of tightly-clad and stiffening penis that caught Miss Jolly's attention at once. If you would know her, you must understand that all her primness and evasion, her demure and enigmatic manner is a mere bluff. Back-street beauties of her kind are well-versed in the shape and functions of the penis by thirteen or fourteen. Turning to the dark-haired girl who was with her, Miss Jolly bared her teeth in some devilish private giggling.
All this might have been nothing. What could possibly come of it? But I watched them finish their work, kneeling and brushing in turn. Miss Jolly did so first and then her softer companion with pale skin and dark hair took over. At last they stood together, heads close in murmured conversation, glancing at me uncertainly from time to time. They seemed to agree upon a plan of some kind. With her back to me, Miss Jolly bent over with her hands on her knees, looking round to see if I would admire this view of her backside with as much enthusiasm. Indeed I did. At the same time, I made out the lips of the fairskinned and dark-haired girl, who said quickly, "He's watching you again." Then they seemed to call an older woman, a manageress of some kind, to witness that they had an admirer.
Now this incident was in itself so trivial that I should not have dreamt of preserving it, had it not been for the sequel. I suppose Miss Jolly was sixteen or seventeen when I first watched her brushing the display carpet behind the glass. Over the next year or two I saw her in passing, employed in a grander establishment. Occasionally I idled there and studied her, feeling a desire to possess her which had no very rational basis. As a rule I observed her when she was not looking and when the camera might record a picture or two! The lynx-eyed beauty of her face with its sharp young nose and dark gold tan might have been that of a prude. She was dismissive and even disdainful. Miss Jolly knew beyond question that I privately admired her. When I passed her in the street, however, as she went to buy a meat-pie at lunchtime or on some other errand she would still deliberately lower her gaze and stare at the pavement until she had hurried by me. Sometimes I would see her walking with one of the other girls, Miss Jolly moving with a tight lascivious little swagger that is her natural movement.
How did I sense that beneath this, Miss Jolly was a randy little wriggler? I think it was only her figure and the way she presented it. One had but to watch, as I did, the manner in which the girl went forward on all fours to brush. Under the tight seat of denim pants, the cheeks of Miss Jolly's bottom were trim and yet sensuously rounded. The manner in which they separated so deeply, like the way her thighs were always a little apart, gave the young working-class houri a look of lewd invitation - of which, I think, she was entirely innocent. Of many snapshots taken impromptu, some will be inartistic and some will succeed. I look at one as I write. The randy young piece is working on all fours behind the glass with her rear to the street. The patchpocket jeans show the label "Ritzy" in silver thread on the rear of the waist. The jeans are drawn skin tight on the perfectly rounded young cheeks of her young bottom in this posture and on her trimly seductive thighs. Beautifully rounded, her buttocks are also deeply separated in this pose and the stout central seam of the jeans-seat pulled hard between them. While she worked like this, setting out the perfumes and powders, I cannot imagine there was a man who passed and did not want to do many things to her as she knelt there on all fours.
Another lucky photograph shows me Miss Jolly waiting in the lamplight for the bus near Frederick Street, wearing a smart black winter coat that allowed one to glimpse her trimly rounded calves and ankles and carrying a neat white valise. At that time she still wore her dark hair most elegantly piled on top of her head in a bee-hive shape. Standing back from the lamplight, I could not resist discovering where she might live. It was a simple matter to wait until she had boarded and then follow discreetly. We rumbled over the river bridge and into the meaner streets with their rows of little houses. I saw plaques on the left naming York Street and then Grosvenor Street as she got up to alight. She walked down opposite this, a long road past cramped houses and little shops. Then she turned into a doorway beside a betting office as I observed her from the shadows.
Was it curiosity or fascination that she inspired? I could not tell you. Because it was spread out over some time, my interest was less intense than it sounds. For the most part I observed and noted. I heard her one day ask the time of another girl working with her, who replied teasingly in the same lilting tone, "Do you want to go home, Car'?" How little I knew of her, it seemed. At first she might have been Miss Jolly or Miss Jones for all I knew. It was only seeing a piece of paper with her name on it that had enlightened me. I had not often heard her voice, which was rather high and fluting, the words a little accented and drawn out, so that she seemed to say "Y-a-as," for "Yes," and "No-o-o," for "No."
Precise dates elude me during those few years, though I spent a few pleasant moments at each opportunity of watching her kneeling or bending, admiring the tight-lidded and lynx-eyed enigma of her young face, as well as her randy thighs and delectable bottom. Somewhere she abandoned her elegant coiffure that she had at seventeen or eighteen. Now Miss Jolly assumed that shorter and rounded bellshaped cut of sleek dark hair which was cut just above her collar. Later still she progressed to a shorter crop of lightly curled brown hair, brushed up in the utilitarian manner of a working-girl. I followed the progress of her looks and the development of her figure with great intensity. I could picture at will her face with its high and rather pointed cheekbones narrowing to a neat chin. In winter her warm skin-tone was apt to yellow a little, restored to seductive gold by her May holiday.
It is often more difficult to possess oneself of a little scrubber like Miss Jolly than of a more elegant beauty of better class. Had it been possible to do so, I think I should not have hesitated. But the feelings she inspired were of passion rather than affection. I felt no vindictiveness towards her but I would not have saved her from any ordeal of the sexual kind, for she seemed a perfect object of such tyranny.
Suppose she had been abducted to some country where the trade of torment is inflicted in the vaults of the governor's palace. Picture Miss Jolly strapped naked and bottom-upwards over the trestle, the whips and implements of the torturer prepared. Had I been given the choice of releasing her or being permitted a peephole to watch her night-long ordeal, I would have chosen the peephole without hesitation. It was not a matter of heartlessness. My obsession with her tight-lidded almond-eyed beauty and her goldenskinned figure was so great that it did not even shrink from seeing a night for Miss Jolly in the torture-chamber. Obsession is more than affection. To be sure I wanted to see the trim young odalisque randy and energetic in passion, mewing and swooning with ecstasy. But I also wanted to see Miss Jolly screaming, the tight-lidded almond eyes brimming over, from the leather whip or the glowing implement. A man's obsession with such a girl is a matter of extremes. Have no fear, I did not see Miss Jolly tortured at that time. I mention the paradox only to explain what follows.
It was some time later when I was to sail on business to the Southern hemisphere aboard the steamer Alcazar. At that time certain "backward" cultures still showed themselves robust in defending the institution of slavery. Girls whose ancestry was as much Italian or Spanish were still slaves by accidents of birth or abduction. A girl of Miss Jolly's appearance would be deemed a slave in those places if her master claimed her. What he did with her on a private estate or a grand house was a matter in which the authorities did not interfere.
I had not thought of all this before I set out on the voyage. My intention was to enjoy the amenities of a fine vessel, the luxury and elegance that accompanied her journeys. The oak-panelled saloon, the white linen and silver upon the tables, would have done credit to many a stately mansion of the Tidewater country or the Delta in the old days. I had taken one of the first-class cabins on the upper deck, for I was proposing to make an important purchase of a concession in the sugar trade.
The girl was far from my thoughts as, in the thicker light of evening, the liner weighed anchor and slipped out down the tidal channel from the city docks towards the open sea. It was that time of year when the blossom had fallen and the long summer had begun. I was cooling myself in the first draughts of the ocean when I noticed a man who was a stranger to me.
He was standing by the ship's rail with a golden-skinned girl of somewhat oriental beauty. I can only say that Mr. Aziz, as he liked to be known, seemed the last man on earth to attract a young and fiery creature. He was middle-aged and rather gross, perspiring somewhat in his pale linen suit. The girl stood rather strangely beside him. She wore a coat loose upon her shoulders, her arms not in its sleeves. Presently she moved, her hands being clasped at her loins, and the coat slipped from her. It fell to the deck, from which her companion hastily picked it up and looked about him. There was an awkwardness in her posture and lack of movement, a stiffness and constraint. I enjoyed a pleasant fantasy that her hands or wrists were somehow tied, perhaps strapped, together. Then, as she turned her face frill towards me, I saw the flash of feline temper in her almond eyes. I knew at once the long slope of brow and sharp young nose, the weaker mouth and chin. She was Miss Jolly.
If I had been less attracted by the girl, I might have been apprehensive. What was to stop Miss Jolly pointing me out and complaining of me as the man who used to "pester" or ogle her? Nothing at all. I do not say that much would have come from her complaint but it might, at the least, have been embarrassing. As it was I felt only eagerness and excitement at the thought that I was going to be in such proximity to Miss Jolly and that I should learn so much about her. For many hours of the voyage she would be in the next cabin to me. What might I not hear and even see, if I kept up a constant surveillance? You see the extent of my obsession with one who was no more than a shopgirl from the back streets!
I would deceive you if I pretended that I was outraged at the thought of her in captivity abroad. Miss Jolly was a randy young bitch and, though I might long to have her under my own sexual dominion, the next best thing was to know that there was a man who would take her to the Orient and sell her into sexual bondage there. All this was the stuff of dream and fantasy. Yet, if you had seen Miss Jolly walking with the tight lascivious little swagger of her hips, or sitting on her heels in the shop-window and jutting out her arse at the passers-by, or staring with the knowing enigmatic look of her tight-lidded almond eyes, you would understand how easily she inspired such dreams.
So please do not mistake me for Sir Galahad to the rescue. Mr. Aziz was the owner of the girl. Miss Jolly the young window-dresser, shop-girl, counter-jumper, was his to dispose of as he wished. He had nothing to fear from me. Nor indeed would the master of the ship interfere in his affairs. In the list of passengers, next to Mr. Aziz's name, there appeared that of "Miss C. Jolly."
All the same, I could not help noticing that Mr. Aziz was not at dinner that evening in the panelled saloon. He seldom appeared in the public rooms of the ship, nor did the stalwart duenna. As for Miss Jolly herself, she might as well not have existed for all that the other passengers saw of her. On every night but one, Mr. Aziz chose to dine alone in his cabin, attended by Miss Jolly, the lynx-eyed young odalisque.
The cabins on the upper deck, above the wash of the prow and forward of the smoke from the funnel, were arranged in a row. Outside was the deck-walk with the rail beyond it. It was only when I returned after dinner that I realised what Mr. Aziz's domestic arrangements were. It was possible, you see, for a family to hire two or three cabins in a row. Private doors communicated between them. But there were bolts either side of these doors so that each cabin might be used in complete privacy when strangers travelled in them. Such a door could be opened only by the consent of the parties on both sides. If I listened hard, it was just possible to hear Miss Jolly in the washroom but our acquaintance was limited to that!
Mr. Aziz had taken two cabins. That immediately next to mine was occupied by Miss Jolly herself and the redoubtable duenna who kept watch over such a randy young piece. Mr. Aziz occupied the further stateroom. In my fantasy, he or his duenna possessed the key which would permit Miss Jolly a stroll on the deck. Such permission was rarely given and never when she might try to escape them or call out to anyone. I indulged myself in these fantasies about the girl, whom I rarely saw during the voyage. I could not know that I was on the verge of a far more dramatic reality. After so many years of watching and spying on her, I thought of nothing but Miss Jolly. Matters continued much like this until the sweltering morning of our arrival off Port Xantra.
Such was the situation when we reached our next landfall. I had no intention of remaining at Port Xantra, a hot and fly-infested city. It had been built in pastiche of Marseille or Algiers but with more of the tropics than of France about it. The Alcazar docked in the inner harbour where the cobbled quays stank of hot oil and fish-meal. Our stay was as short as possible and we were to sail again next day for Reinamare. As usual, several quarantine and customs officials came on board, the sweat drenching their light grey uniforms even before the sun was at its height. They were polite and even deferential to me. But Mr. Aziz was soon in trouble and, to this day, I cannot tell you precisely what became of him. The door between our two cabins was left open, for it is the custom that passengers go ashore here to the Hotel Terminus in the Grand Boulevard du Sud while the ship is thoroughly cleaned and disinfected.
Having seen my luggage on to the tender, I went back to the empty cabin and found the communicating doors open. Of Mr. Aziz and his duenna there was no sign in the adjoining suite. Miss Jolly, in her white singlet and jeans faced two swarthy gendarmes of the Port Xantra civil guard. One had three bars on his blue epaulette and the other only two. The girl was standing with her back to the porthole, watching the two men blankly from the tight-lidded slant of her almond eyes.
"Your companions are detained for being in possession of contraband," the senior officer said in his accented English, "You also know something of this, I think?"
I cannot tell you whether it was true that Aziz and his woman had attempted to smuggle contraband into Port Xantra or whether these officers had so arranged matters as to have Miss Jolly as their suspect. She shook her head. The one who had asked the question nodded to his assistant. This younger man squeezed past him in the hot cabin, seized Miss Jolly's arm and twisted it up behind her back. This forced her to bend over with her back to them, the thin and faded denim of the "Ritzy" jeans stretched tight on her buttocks and legs. The younger man worked his way round and clamped her head between his knees to keep her bending.
"Is this your first time at Port Xantra?"
"Ya-a-a-s!" wailed Miss Jolly, indistinctly and with her head still trapped. I stood there, astonished and intrigued by the sight through the doorway. Neither officer of the civil guard seemed to notice my presence.
"I do not believe you." said the captain to the bending girl, "The passport of your friend Mr. Aziz is false. You know that?"
"No-o-o-o!"
"Do you have prohibited goods concealed? Hashish, perhaps? Diamonds?"
"No-o-o!"
"We shall see." The captain who stood behind her undid the press-studs at the waist of her jeans. He drew them down, laying bare the paler coppery smoothness of Miss Jolly's bottom and thighs. Then he made her stand astride with a light kick at her feet.
"I do not believe you. Feet apart. Spread yourself for me. I must search and then we shall see what is to be found."
His fingers were rough between her legs. I am sure now of what I suspected then. His accusations were deliberately fabricated in order to search her in this way. He rummaged the girl's loins and backside in a rough and prolonged manner to goad her into retaliation. If he could make her resist him, he had a pretext and witnesses for doing as he pleased with her.
So he stroked and fiddled, caressed and pinched, fondled her intimately and contemptuously until even Miss Jolly could bear it no more. She knew that he was not searching her at all but enjoying himself at her expense. Whether it was that he hurt her sharply or whether the tears that scalded her were anger and humiliation, I cannot tell you. But as he was doing it, Miss Jolly kicked back at him wildly. She did him little damage but the man - Captain Shavez, as his companion now called him - smiled to himself and wiped his fingers on a sheet of tissue.
"If you smuggle a little hashish, we make an agreement with you. An afternoon on the mattress in the cell and then we let you go. But you attack an officer of the civil guard. For that you will go to prison. Pull up your jeans and dress yourself. You will come with us."
I still stood beyond the open door, an accidental witness of this little drama. Captain Shavez turned and saw me there.
"You," he said, in the tone of a man who exercises power over people of all ranks, "You are a witness of the attack. You will also come with us."
I might have sworn that I saw nothing. But looking at Captain Shavez, I thought my best hope of being on the Alcazar when she sailed next day was to do as he said. I felt unease at what might happen to me but a growing excitement to see what would be done to Miss Jolly. Captain Shavez reassured me.
"It is only for a written statement of evidence. You will be back here before the ship sails. For the girl it is different. She will be in a cell of the civil guard until the investigation and report are completed."
I had little choice. We went down the gangway and across the waterfront railroad tracks of the port. Beyond the tall dock gates there were bars with tin signs advertising whisky and driftwood stalls selling strips of lottery tickets. There were thin dogs and naked children. A seagull hovered in the hot sky with the patience of a vulture. The Boulevard du Sud with its palms and cafes was cracked and unpainted, stretching inland to the scrub-dotted hillside where the city ended among isolated shacks painted pink and white. In half an hour my routine voyage had become a drama of menace and uncertainty - but the prospect of Miss Jolly's punishment also caused me a little excitement. Miss Jolly was now at the mercy of a barbaric law. That law in Port Xantra was Captain Shavez, as in Charleston it had once been Colonel Ashbee.
Off the decayed avenue that the French engineers had built lay a street of bars and stores, the bare concrete strip of a gasoline station. Here, in a green-shuttered house and with the shield of the civil guard over its door stood the headquarters of law and justice in Port Xantra. The two officers led the girl up the sour smelling stairs of pitted marble to the landing at the top. All the doors were double and grandly carved. Once it had been the residence of a French or Spanish merchant, or perhaps a German consul. Since the revolution, such people had left Port Xantra. The city lived nowadays for politics and police interrogations. We entered a suite at the first level. With its barrel-vaulted ceiling and window pillars, Captain Shavez's office was like an opera-house foyer. A room opened off it, a stifling little cell with a prison bed and a chair, a barred window overlooking the yard.
I waited in the office while the two men marched Miss Jolly into this sweatbox with its steel door.
"Lie down," said the captain sharply, "On the mattress. Give me your hands."
There was the click of a thin steel cuff round one of Miss Jolly's slim wrists and then a metallic bump as the other cuff was locked round the steel frame of the bunk, "You'll wait here for a few hours," Shavez said to her, "A few hours while the papers for your detention are signed. After that the charges will be brought against you. And you will not forget that I have a personal score to settle with you. When I come back, I shall bring a whip with me. I shall use it to avenge myself and also to begin your interrogation. In the case of a girl of your sort, it is best to begin with a whipping before the questions are asked. You will answer more readily. And after the cheeks of your bottom have been skinned, you will learn to do as you are told. So we shall begin with that at seven o'clock. Have you never wondered what it would be like to be tortured? At seven o'clock this evening, you will know what it is like."
Miss Jolly seemed so stunned or terrified by their promises that she could do no more than gasp and squirm. Presently Captain Shavez came out into the spacious office with its balcony windows and Venetian blinds.
"You must stay here also," he said, "I regret that but it is necessary. When I return there will be a statement for you to sign. After that, I will have you driven to the Hotel Terminus."
"And the girl?"
He shrugged.
"Her case will be investigated. She will be with us a few months while that is done. Perhaps many months. After that, it is a matter for her judges. Tonight she will be whipped. In your country you would not do such things. Here it is different. It is a method we use to discourage her resistance."
The other man came out of the cell, pulling the door to after him.
"You can make yourself comfortable," Shavez said to me, "But we must lock you in until we return."
They went out together and I heard the key in the double-lock. It was out of the question for me to leave in any case. I should be looked for everywhere in Port Xantra, without a hope of boarding the Alcazar undetected.
The heat of noon seemed to have stunned the fetid littoral city into silence. The footsteps of a single passer-by sounded in the street below. I looked from the window across the tin roofs of the shacks and the long avenue of cracked stucco that had tried to ape the elegance of metropolitan France. Heat shimmered from the tarmac and the polished rails on which the rusty wagons stood idle by the Gare Maritime. Beyond the city limits there was nothing but a reddish coastal plain with dark scrub and the sharp limestone escarpments of the inland mountains seen through a smoke-blue haze.
Because I write as a stranger to those who read these pages, I need hide nothing of my thoughts or acts in the next few hours. I imagined the girl lying handcuffed to the bunk on the sweat-stained mattress in the steel and concrete oven of the little cell. The thought that Miss Jolly was going to be whipped by Captain Shavez before the investigation began excited me. He believed that the randy little piece was less likely to lie or prevaricate if she had tasted the lash first. I did not suppose that I should ever have any more to do with her. But my heart beat a little faster with excitement at the hope that he might whip her while I was still there to watch her getting it. That excitement will tell you all that you need to know about my romantic feelings for Miss Jolly.
I went across to the steel door, thinking that there must be some chink or peephole which enabled the prisoner to be observed. I put a hand on the mat steel and, to my surprise, felt it move. Captain Shavez's assistant had pulled it to, but not hard enough for the lock to engage fully. I could, of course, have pushed it shut. But I did not. It even crossed my mind that it had been left like this deliberately, so that I could divert myself with Miss Jolly in the hours while she waited to be whipped. I cannot describe the intensity of the thrill I felt at this thought.
Very slowly, I pushed the door open and stood there.
To avoid lying on the stained mattress, she had wriggled far enough to kneel on the cement floor. Her wrist was still cuffed to the far side of the metal frame. The best she could do was to kneel over the bunk with hips raised.
I could not help smiling at the irony of it. With the jeans skin-tight on her slim branching thighs and deliciously round young bottom-cheeks, Miss Jolly appeared just as I had admired her when she was brushing or arranging the display of goods. As she turned the deep gold of her face and looked back at me now over her shoulder, the tight-lidded almond eyes, the sharp young nose and tall brow, showed her recognition of me as the man who had so often watched and admired her.
I stood over her, speaking to her familiarly as Annie, Lizzie, Viv, and the other girls used to do.
"Are you feeling scared, Car'? I'm sure you must be. They mean to torture you with the whip. You may just as well have a good time for the next few hours, rather than squirm and fret. Shall we try to take your mind off what's going to happen to you, Car'?"
She made no objection, though she could hardly bring herself to accept eagerly the passion of a voyeur! As she knelt over the bunk, I undid her at the waist and worked her jeans down to her knees.
I helped her back on to the mattress, one of her wrists still being cuffed to the metal frame of the bunk. I had no key to unlock it and in any case it suited my purpose to have her fastened like this. Miss Jolly was lying on the bed, naked but for her short white singlet and coquettish little pair of black shoes with high heels. She lay on her belly and the slim coppery tan of her thighs was parted a little as if to admit the rousing and caressing fingers. I pulled the hem of her singlet higher yet, so that her trimly rounded golden-tanned hips were properly bare. She was curved forward from the waist and the smoothly swelling rounds of Miss Jolly's bottom had a paler coppery tan compared with the darker brown of her trim-waisted back.
Standing over her, slipping my fingers through the rear of her thighs, I began to manualise her gently. I stroked and tickled, squeezed a little and teased out the folds of sensitive flesh until I felt her shiver with grateful excitement. The young tart was looking back over her shoulder again as I roused her, her firm golden-tanned thighs squeezing and squirming on my fingers.
I lay over her and roused her like this for half an hour or more, while she lay with her head turned aside on the mattress, her mouth open breathlessly and the tight-lidded slant of her almond eyes almost sightless with desire. Soon she was moist enough to assure me that I had taken her mind off the torment awaiting her. I made her turn on her back and kissed the sandy gold of her firm flat belly. Then I guided her knees wide apart and took my place.
Miss Jolly's legs clung to me, her heels on the small of my back, as I rode her loins in this manner. She was like a drowning Venus who clutches the swimmer that rescues her. In the fierce heat of the little cell we were both sweltering as we toiled to the climax and release of passion. At the same time she fastened her little teeth in my flesh with the extravagance of her lust and tried to score me with the nails of her free hand. I possessed the narrow passage of her loins, while she thrust her hips and belly up to receive it deeper, all the strength of her trim young figure pressing against me. I continued, restraining my own compromising tribute. She gave a short cry and then another, as if seizing upon a relief that almost escaped her. Her thighs tensed in a spasmodic rhythm and she relaxed gratefully.
Then I coaxed her to turn over on her belly. I made her twist her short crop of dark upward-brushed curls on the pillow, however, so that I should be able to enjoy watching the long slope of her profile and the randiness of her tight-lidded almond eyes while I was busy behind her. I think she liked to be made to keep her face to her master in this way. Miss Jolly is one of those girls who are more excited the more extreme the demands made upon them by their lovers.
The beautifully-rounded cheeks of this shopgirl's bottom were satiny to the touch and a pale copper tan by contrast with the brown of her waist. It was delicious to fondle them while that warm rear cleavage was stretched open so lasciviously. Farting the coppery satin of her cheeks, I gazed at Miss Jolly's forbidden little vortex. I think she may have been a virgin in that part but she showed no fear nor shrinking. There was a scrap of hard white soap in the little basin. I spat upon it, worked it to a slippery perfumed pulp and used it to ease her tight postern gate. There was uncertainty in her slant eyes but neither resistance nor refusal. The natural randiness of Miss Jolly is hard to exaggerate and she was as keen to try this experiment as I. So the intruder touched the tight rear button and there was a moment's ordeal for her. At last I felt her give and was at once held in an exquisite tightness.
To feel the tightness of her was a delirious thrill. She took it eagerly and responded with her natural lewdness. She thrust to impale herself more vigorously and deeply without the least apparent fear of what the consequences might be. I have known girls of all kinds whose eagerness is an object-lesson in self-indulgence. But I have never known one to equal Miss Jolly as she was in her attempts to put the fear of the whip from her mind. I tailed this almond-eyed little wriggler thoroughly, and determined to express my passion as deeply as possible.
I employed her in this way until just before Captain Shavez had promised to return. In the final minutes, Miss Jolly's fright at being whipped presently gained the upper hand. She began to shift a little with uncontrollable panic and her breathlessness betrayed fretful little sounds. I enjoyed her then more than ever. Through the barred window, which gave us a view of the yard as we lay there, Captain Shavez appeared at the far gate, a whip in his hand. I rode Miss Jolly's backside harder, excited at what was going to happen to her now. I whispered in her ear, drawing her attention to the return of Shavez with the whip. By this time my hand underneath her could feel the flutter of panic in her warm-skinned young belly and the cheeks of Miss Jolly's bottom must have been itching with a fearful anticipation. There was no purpose in pretence for a man's release brings the truth with it. I confessed softly in her ear all my thoughts as I had watched her at her work in the last year or two. I called her a randy young piece and a hot little wriggler. I promised that far from trying to save her, I should greatly enjoy watching Shavez whip her. And I assured her that I hoped her place of detention would be one with soundproof vaults where strapping down and muffling was the prelude to whips and more severe discipline.
Then I let out my quick and liquid pulse of passion in the depths of Miss Jolly's backside, which caused a cry of dismay as she felt it and a tensing of her sweat-lathered buttocks that came too late. Hastily I withdrew from her. I worked her jeans up again, zipped them up, and fastened them at the waist. Then I smiled at her knowingly as I went out, pulling the door closed after me. I heard the lock engage and knew that I had an alibi if it were required. Captain Shavez found me sitting quietly, the cell door locked beyond any power of mine to open it.
He said little before he and his assistant went into the cell, leaving the door open an inch. There was muttered conversation and orders given to the girl. Miss Jolly's voice was raised in lilting protest. I could tell that she was kneeling on the floor again and that Shavez sat on the bunk.
"Like that," Shavez said, "Is it the first time you have knelt before a lover? I cannot believe it is the first time you have seen such a thing as this! Your lips, if you please. You will show your gratefulness for the lesson I am about to teach you."
For ten minutes there was a silence, except for an occasional creaking of the bunk and a gasp from Captain Shavez. Several times, from Miss Jolly, there was a sharp involuntary sound in her throat. After one of these there was a pause.
"Begin again now," Shavez said presently, "Your tongue a little more."
It was about ten minutes later when a harsh gasp escaped him and his breath came unevenly.
"Swallow," he said breathlessly, "It will not be the last time you have to do so."
Then he spoke to his assistant.
"She knows what to do. Someone must have taught her when she was still a little girl!"
He came out into the office, his face a little flushed. From within the cell, the sequence of sounds was repeated.
The scene of the whipping was one that might have been witnessed in a hundred such cells of the world's police-states. Miss Jolly was held kneeling over the bunk, her backside on display in the skin-tight jeans. Captain Shavez, the short lash of the whip dangling from his hand, stood over her. A number of people had come into his outer office. Soon the door of the cell and the area immediately inside it was crowded by onlookers from elsewhere in the building.
The typewriters in the other rooms had stopped. As well as the civil guard lieutenants, the pretty dark-skinned office girls had pressed eagerly to the open doorway to watch what was happening. Captain Shavez undid the waist of the Ritzy jeans again and tugged them down, the bare coppery tan of Miss Jolly's bottom-cheeks swelling a little fuller as the restriction of the pants was eased down. The guards and the office girls edged forward a little more for a better look. Shavez worked the jeans right down to the ankles of the kneeling shopgirl. He strapped the slim golden-skinned thighs together just above Miss Jolly's knees.
The perfectly-rounded pale gold cheeks of her young bottom shifted and tensed uncontrollably. She uttered a soft questioning little cry of fright and dismay. The bunk creaked a little under the nude pressure of her strapped but restive hips. There was a dry squeak of leather as she strained against her straps in vain. You may be sure her head was twisted round with its rather short crop of slight upward-brushed curls, the slim bare neck and the pearl studs in her neat ears. Indeed, the profile of the long sloping brow and sharp young nose was admirably shown. The watching civil guards licked their lips eagerly and there was excitement in the eyes of the pretty girls.
Captain Shavez drew the snakeskin lash lightly across Miss Jolly's copper-toned backside and one heard the smoothing of the young window-dresser's bare belly on the mattress as she tried to squirm in her fright. He raised the whip suddenly, high behind his shoulder, then waited while the clock in the office ticked away ten long seconds. At last the sleek ripple of black leather caught the light as the curling whip lashed down. It landed across the bare light gold cheeks of Carol Jolly's bottom with a vicious smack that made the stone walls sing. Her gasp rose to a wild cry as the pain swelled to its climax. He timed the next stroke to catch her across her backside just as the agony of the first reached its crescendo. Before she could contain the second, he whipped her hard a third time. And then Miss Jolly screamed. There was a shiver of excitement among the men and girls at the doorway.
For half an hour, the satin-smooth orient-gold cheeks of Miss Jolly's bottom jumped and quivered under the sharp impacts of the whip that curled and clung to her nude rear curves. Desperately she tried to tense her bare rear cheeks, to jam her knees into the bunk as if that pressure helped her to contain the agony. Urgently, she twisted this way and that. But the effect was merely to receive an agonising taste of the whip across the bare flanks of her hips or across the backs of her slim gold thighs. She was far removed now from the quizzical and giggling odalisque working in the window of a fashion display. The prim young mouth was open in a wild cry and the tight-lidded almond eyes were brimming over. As the hot twilight gathered across the dusty streets and shacks of Port Xantra, the copper-toned cheeks of Carol Jolly's bottom danced to the tempo of the whip, while she heard the bare walls ring with her screams and tasted her own tears on her lips.
Captain Shavez was unsmiling, though his assistant grinned at the girl each time that she looked frantically in his direction. The captain prolonged the torture of the young window-dresser's bottom and thighs with his lash, making it impersonal and pitiless as a prison whipping. Here and there on the swollen plum-coloured weals a darker droplet rose and trickled down. Then, stroke after stroke, the delectable cheeks of Miss Jolly's arse were thrashed - and thrashed - and thrashed.
Seeing Miss Jolly at her work for several years had conditioned my thoughts about her, for which her own natural randiness was perhaps to blame. But now I would not have saved her from the whip, even had it been in my power. When she had been really well thrashed by Captain Shavez with his short snakeskin lash, I felt only a slight disappointment that her ordeal could not be prolonged.
When it was over, he left her to writhe and weep on the sweat-stained mattress. The onlookers went back to their offices and the door was closed. Captain Shavez sat across the desk from me and asked a series of formal questions. Then he produced a document. Upon it were the accusations against the girl and her accomplices. I must sign those to which I was a witness. Had I witnessed an assault upon Shavez by Miss Jolly? I signed it in the affirmative. Then followed a series of others, asking me whether I could confirm that I had overheard her talk of contraband and false passports with Aziz. To agree that I had would be to hand Miss Jolly over to Shavez for a month or two of investigation, followed by judgment and sentence.
I paused as I read them through, knowing that I lacked any such evidence, apart from the assault. But I was haunted by that image of her on that first October evening, brushing up the nap of the carpet with such suggestive thrustings of her bottom at sixteen or seventeen years old. I thought of the snapshot as she worked on all fours among perfumes and silks, skin-tight jeans offering the spread cheeks of Miss Jolly's arse to the world. With a slight stiffening of manhood, I took the pen and confirmed every accusation against her. Captain Shavez smiled in anticipation of the months of interrogation that lay ahead with Miss Jolly as his prisoner. Then he arranged for me to be driven to the Hotel Terminus, where I should be just in time for dinner.
It was not until we had sailed from Port Xantra that I read the memoirs of Jeremiah Hargreaves, which I had brought with me to ease the tedium of the voyage. It was an edition that contained a little additional material. Whatever remorse I might have felt over the fate of Miss Jolly was put in perspective. This edition of the memoirs had been published some years after the first and it contained an additional note of Hargreaves' that completed his revelation.
His frankness is complete. He admits that he was the prodigious middle-aged sodomiser who sounded the backside cheekiness of Sally Fenton to such perilous depth and burst her in her innermost being. He adds that he pondered the image of her over the divan for some time beforehand. The disparity between them was such that he knew what the consequence must be for her. He is bold enough to add that he wished it to be so and took his decision without demur. Sally Fenton, her lumpish elder sister Jane, came to the same inevitable and sombre conclusion under his guardianship.
Hargreaves adds that he also accompanied the gentlemen who took Cat Clarke upon a certain pleasure cruise. Nothing was spared Cat Clarke with her casual brown tresses, the resentful hazel eyes and the hard little face of a young man-hater. For two days and nights, she was visited by every man on board, some from the bow and some from the stem. After that, there could be no question of a return voyage.
If so much of his narrative is to be believed - for these instances have no other witness - then he was a man of singular directness. Neither Miss Fenton nor Miss Clarke were an adornment to their societies in his view. The strength of his observation is such that he assures us he determined on Sally Fenton's demise the moment he set eyes upon the scantily-clad and foul-mouthed urchin with her sister on that Sussex beach. His last glimpse of Cat Clarke was also one he pondered and smiled over. But though he recorded the career and even the demise of many a heroine during those years, there was one whom he chronicled with more intimacy and enthusiasm than the rest. She was such a girl as every man should permit himself to be obsessed with once in his life, as had been the case in my own. She was the most enigmatic and most alluring of them all to him. The story of his final Charleston season was, before anything else, the story of his Belle Sauvage.
The End
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