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An erotic Victorian tale from Alex Hannibal!

Jackson is from lowly stock, working as a clerk for a man who is tough, but fair. His employer also happens to have a daughter of exceptional beauty, so when he’s asked to accompany the pair to their summer home for a fortnight, he isn’t about to refuse.

What he quickly discovers is that there is a plan afoot he didn’t expect. And it involves the beautiful Eliza, who is beyond compare for somebody of his lower status.

As the events take shape, Jackson not only has to get approval from Eliza’s busty Aunt Lucinda, but after a chance encounter with her servant Hannah, he receives a visit to his bedchamber that proves you can never know what to expect from higher society.

This tale of Victorian titillation will keep your pages burning with lantern oil well into the night! It contains bawdy references and smutty encounters throughout. Only those 18 plus please.


CHAPTER ONE

A lovely wafting smell greeted me as I entered the tall, curved doorway that had become like my second home. Paper and books, plus a generous amount of mouse droppings. It was a far cry from the fishy smell coming from my daily walk to the office where I’d begun my burgeoning career. I’d come to love the smell because it reminded me of the success I’d had so far.

It was just me so early in the morning. I much preferred getting to the office before my employer arrived. Having a few quiet moments was valuable, and it also allowed me to set things right at the beginning of the day. Comforting, to be sure.

My ledger opened with a loud creak of the spine, almost as if a musical piece was beginning. It was a familiar refrain, one that I’d come to enjoy. Recording things inside the massive pages was just as enjoyable. At least most days. The fact I had employment and my employer treated me well was also welcome.

Many of my old mates from school were working in factories, so I didn’t see them anymore except at the occasional time at the pub when I was there. We were in two different worlds. Instead of heading to the mines or factories after finishing school, I managed to gain an apprenticeship as a bookkeeper. It was pure luck, but I’d thrown myself into the work and learning the nuances, and after a few months felt like I was competent.

All it took was a decent set of clothing that I kept meticulously clean and a positive attitude. I also considered myself lucky, so I was focused on providing the best employee I could provide.

The firm was well appointed, with lovely open space and decent desks. Rats that were common around the city didn’t seem to infiltrate, but there was an old tomcat around just in case. Mice came and went. It hadn’t gotten cold yet, but there was a stove that would eventually provide heat. I was very lucky to even have employment, and with a man like Mister Parsons leading the firm, it felt like I had a secure place to make my living and learn my trade.

He left me alone most of the time, occasionally coming up front to drop more ledgers on my desk and tell me what to do with them. Although as the weeks passed, I was gaining the ability to think about what he might want ahead of time. Every suggestion I had typically got rebuffed, but at least he would listen to me.

Most of the time, it was simply the two of us unless things got exceptionally busy, so we had developed what I considered a good working relationship.

On the eve of the looming weekend, he walked through the door with a broad smile. “Good morning, Jackson. Brilliant day today, isn’t it?”

“It is, sir.” The day was a pretty typical beginning of summer with sunshine beating down. “Might you have any additional work for me today, or would you prefer I continue with my current agenda?”

He waved at the desk. “You have been doing quite a bit, Jackson. And can I say, I appreciate your dedication to all of it. You’re a rare find these days, judging from what my colleagues suggest.”

Compliments were rare from him, but coming from such an established man, it felt like a wonderful glow inside me to receive it. “Whatever you need, sir. I’m happy to be able to take advantage of your knowledge.”

He sniffed. “And my generous salary, I’m sure.” A wink followed. He definitely wasn’t miserly, but generous was a bit of a stretch as a description. “As it happens, my daughter will arrive this morning. Please make sure when she arrives you show her back to my office.”

“Of course, sir.” I nodded. Mr. Parson’s daughter was definitely a welcome guest. Eliza was an absolutely fetching young woman who was given to lots of casual banter I didn’t expect from a lot of the ladies of her station. That being the upper class.

In my brief interactions with her, I could have easily thought about asking her for a drink at the local pub, but of course that would be completely out of line for an employee of her father. Plus, my status, of course.

There was a very clear class delineation between employer and employee. Even though Mister Parsons felt much like a mentor to me, he was still quick to make sure I kept my station with him if I ever overstepped my boundaries. And I was sure that courting his daughter would be overstepping those boundaries significantly.

Busying myself with my work, I was humming as I entered items into the ledger in front of me, making sure all the bills were accounted for. Occasionally a client would come in and drop something off, and that was put on the pile to be registered later. The sun was high in the sky as the bell rang, and my heart skipped a beat as Eliza Parsons walked through the door.

She was absolutely striking. Lovely features, painted with red cheeks and outlined bright blue gaze that drew the eye. Her lips were red and full as well. Her hair was always up, as was the style for most women, but it exposed her elegant neck. I wasn’t ashamed to admit to myself on more than one occasion I’d pictured my lips caressing it.

“Good morning, Jackson. It is good to see you again.” Her smile was brilliant and instantly made me nervous. My employer’s daughter was definitely not somebody I should be engaging with; it would be inappropriate. “I hope you have been well.”

“Very well, thank you, Ms. Parsons.” I nodded.

“Oh, please, Jackson. Call me Eliza. After all, you’re almost like one of the family now.” She smiled again. “We have a small family, after all.”

It made me feel odd to be referred to in such a manner, but I knew I should agree. “I appreciate that. Eliza.” She smoothed down her dress, and it had the effect of pulling the fabric over her lovely breasts. I averted my eyes quickly.

“I’m here to meet my father. Is he with anyone at the moment?”

“JACKSON!” I heard from the back in a loud shout.

She giggled. “Well, that answers my question. Sounds like he’s in a wonderful state of affairs this morning.”

I flushed a bit as she walked towards his office and dropped her voice to a whisper as she got close. “I’ll see if I can calm him down for you.” Watching her walk towards his office, her dress swayed as it clung to her hips, and I had a hard time tearing my eyes away. “Daddy? It’s me.” She called as she entered his office.

That seemed to quell the storm of shouting, at least temporarily. I was able to put my head down and continue my ledger work.

Eliza’s head emerged after a little while. “Jackson? Can you come in here, please? My father would like to speak with you.”

“Of course.” I tensed up slightly at the idea of entering Mister Parson’s office. Usually he left me alone, but when it was time to be rebuked, he certainly didn’t trifle.

His office was big and wide, with a desk that was wholly intimidating in size, along with a small stove for the winters to keep it warm. A large bookshelf dominated one side of the space, and I had always been jealous of the volumes inside. He always managed to make himself look bigger with the massive desk, which had the result of intimidating me.

“Sir? How can I be of assistance?” I asked, standing to the side of the desk. His fingers were steepled on his desk, and he glanced quickly at Eliza with a narrow frown. What could this be about?

He finally harrumphed. “Jackson, I require you to work with me this summer.”

I nodded, not surprised. “Thank you, sir. And of course. I’m happy to continue working here.”

A hand waved in the air as he sat back. “That’s not what I mean. As you may or may not know, Eliza and I are returning to the country estate this summer for a couple of months. And you will accompany us to work with me there. Our carriage leaves in the morning and I expect you to be on it.”

I was startled. There had been no discussion of such a thing, and while my ability to leave and join my employer at his estate was possible, I hadn’t expected it. “Sir? You mean I am to come with you? To Ravencroft?”

He laughed. “Yes, of course. It is a requirement of your employment, and we have a need for your organization skills there as well. Is there something pressing you need to remain in the city for?” He glanced at Eliza. “A girlfriend?”

I glanced at his lovely daughter, and she briefly smiled at me. If it meant that she would be there, then the idea of being at the estate might not be so bad. And, according to his words, there would be opulent food, servants, and possibly even some enjoyable activities.

“No girlfriend, sir. This invitation is just slightly unexpected. I will have to let my landlady know, but I’d be happy to go.”

“Eliza, what do you think?” Mister Parsons asked. “Do you think we can find a place for Jackson here at Ravencroft?”

“Undoubtedly.” She curtsied. “I would be more than happy to acclimate you to the mansion once you arrive.”

“Splendid!” my boss clapped his hands. “As I said, Jackson, the carriage leaves in the morning. Pack your things for at least a fortnight. If things extend longer, we can send someone for more things.”

Looking at Eliza, she smiled again but cast her eyes down on the floor suddenly. There seemed to be a bit of an agenda behind what was taking place, but I wasn’t about to say no to my employer. That was a fast way to arrive without a position, and even though it was a low level one, my job was important to me. I’d never heard of a person in my position being asked to join anyone at their estate, but then again, I wasn’t part of that type of society.

Returning to my work, I dove into the stack of notes handed to me and managed to resolve most of the numbers before the day finally came to a close. Eliza had taken her leave a while back, but the thought of her lingered in my mind as I walked the narrow streets towards my small apartment.

The smell of the city was something I hadn’t gotten used to. A brief flash of scent that wrinkled my nose from somebody who’d relieved themselves on the street. A loud bellow came from the door of the pub I walked past. It was raucous and smelly, and annoyingly loud. Perhaps the country would be a welcome change.

Walking up the narrow staircase to the door of my flat, it almost came off the hinges as I opened it. With my meager salary, there was no way to afford anything better. Even the small room seemed to be smaller tonight, thinking about the idea of a grand country estate that I could walk around and enjoy.

Perhaps my room there would be bigger, and there would also be servants to prepare meals. Having a small wood stove only to heat things wasn’t ideal, but I’d managed thus far with what I could afford. Once a fortnight I’d splurge on a meal at the local pub and a couple of pints, and then save leftovers for the following days.

It wasn’t even as if I had a lot of possessions to pack. All my clothes fit in a small satchel, and when I woke up the following morning, I didn’t feel bad at all about leaving the place. That’s when I realized I hadn’t even been told how long I’d be away for, but my rent was paid up so unless I was gone for a month, it wasn’t going to be a bother.

Knocking on my landlady’s door, I informed her that I would be leaving for a little while. That tied up that issue, and putting all of my meager possessions together only took a short time. Carrying my bag, I headed towards the office down the street, the air cool and the sounds of the city just beginning to come alive.

Vendors in the market were calling out their wares, and there was already a healthy bustle to the place. That was the only portion of city life I was going to miss. No, whatever was going to happen at Ravencroft would be welcome, and if it meant being able to establish myself with Mister Parsons, it would be worth it.

And of course, there was Eliza as well. The young woman was quite fetching, and she’d be in residence at the country home as well. Perhaps there would be a chance to get to know her better as well.

Walking up to the office, there was a carriage already waiting outside with a couple of horses hitched to it. Whoever had arrived had gotten there quite early. I nodded to the driver. “Are you heading to Ravencroft?”

He nodded in the grim way that carriage drivers often did, without any words. They didn’t often say much of anything. I passed him my bag, and he tied it to the top, then I opened the door. There were no words as the man drove the horses to start.

I supposed perhaps we weren’t waiting for Mister Parsons, but instead the carriage wound through the narrow streets and arrived out front of a large mansion. I’d never seen the Parsons home, but once the carriage stopped, the front door opened and a servant walked out carrying a bag with a bigger trunk behind him. We’d been expected.

Mr. Parsons and his daughter trooped out as I emerged. “Daddy, calm down. We will arrive when we need to.” Eliza clucked at him.

As usual, her dress was breathtaking, as was she. I had no idea how women managed to make themselves look so lovely first thing in the morning, but it meant she must have been up with the dawn to get her hair styled just perfectly so that it flowed over her shoulders. They approached me, and Mister Parsons harrumphed as only he could. “Jackson. You’re ready?”

“I am, sir.” I nodded. “May I help you with your things?”

“Of course, Jackson. Such a gentleman.” Eliza passed me her bag with a smile, and even though I felt the heft as soon as it touched my hand, I quickly lifted it on top of the carriage. Mister Parson’s case was heavier and required a bit more strength, but I managed. She took my offered hand to help her into the carriage. “Thank you, sir.”

“I’m hardly a sir, my lady.” I smiled. Mr. Parsons stepped into the vehicle, taking up the seat next to his daughter with a loud harrumph.

“Let’s go!” he called. I barely had time to sit down before the carriage lurched into motion and almost fell across the seat behind me. Eliza tittered as she watched me recover. I blushed bright red. Not exactly a way to look as if I were worthy of her time. Mister Parsons simply harrumphed and looked out the window.

The journey had begun, and I had no idea what to expect from it. Although spending time in a country mansion with the likes of Eliza was quite welcome. As the carriage trundled out of the city, I was excited about what the next few weeks might entail.


CHAPTER TWO

The vista was absolutely breathtaking. And even though Eliza being so close was quite a distraction, I watched the gates trundle by and then a massive open area leading up to the massive mansion that the Parsons made their summer home. A couple of servants were about the grounds, but their heads were down as the carriage moved past.

“Home, sweet home.” Eliza murmured. Being so close to her had made the ride quite enjoyable, especially when the carriage lurched and we were pressed closer together. We pulled up in front of the massive home and the carriage stopped.

The driver helped Eliza out, then Mister Parsons and finally me. I marveled at the size of just the front entrance, and that there were already a couple of servants waiting for us.

One was a stunning beauty, and that was stating quite a bit, with the fact I’d been so close to Eliza for the past hours. She was mulatto in nature, darker skin with curly dark hair, but absolutely breathtaking lips and eyes. She approached Eliza, and the two women seemed to be quite close with one another, even though it was clearly a servant and employer situation.

“Hannah!” she squealed. “It’s so good to be back!” The young, dark skinned woman smiled and accepted a very enthusiastic hug from her employer. I was somewhat jealous. Eliza would be an excellent hugger, I was sure.

She pointed at me. “Please help Jackson here find his quarters and with his things. This is his first time here.”

“Yes, milady.” The young woman bowed slightly and then turned to me. “You are Mister Jackson, sir?”

“Just Jackson. And yes. Hannah, is it?” I wasn’t even sure about the proper decorum. Should I shake her hand? Technically, we both worked for the family, but I was a guest. Sort of.

Truthfully, I wasn’t even sure what I was doing there yet. Taking hold of my smaller case while I grabbed the larger one, she led me into the massive house, following Eliza and Mister Parsons.

It was definitely the biggest house I’d ever been inside. Big rooms extended out to either side of the main hall, with an enormous staircase leading to a second floor. Everything was made of lovely stone, but with carpets all along the pathways, and lovely decorations that would provide light. Extending through the back of the home, I could see a massive kitchen where other staff members hustled back and forth.

“Please follow me upstairs, sir,” Hannah said.

“Hannah? Please put Jackson close to my room.” Eliza called from behind us. Her father sniffed off in the distance, and it made my ears perk up. Being close to Eliza wasn’t a problem, but I was still mystified as to the purpose of my being there if her father didn’t approve of something. I’d assumed I was there to work. “The one across the hall from mine.”

“As you wish, milady.” Hannah said, and I followed her up the large staircase. On the second floor, another large long hallway extended through the house. A massive bedroom sat at the front, which was obviously Mr. and Mrs. Parson’s. Down the hallway, Hannah paused in front of a door and quietly opened it. “In here, sir. The guest quarters.”

The massive room was easily bigger than my entire apartment. In fact, at least fifty percent larger. A big, comfortable looking bed dominated, but the other pieces of furniture were just as opulent. Towels and a washbasin lay on the dresser, and a wardrobe was already open. “I hope this will work for you, sir.”

“It will work excellently. And please, as I said, just call me Jackson.” I offered again. Hannah’s dark eyes almost sparkled as she nodded. She was truly a beauty as well, young and fair, and even though her dark features were exotic, she and Eliza together were a pair of stunning women.

“Of course. Jackson it is.” She smiled, and it made my heart skip a beat. Truly, she was a beauty. Perhaps with someone of her station, a romance might be possible. Although it seemed as if Eliza was being quite friendly as well. Being invited to the mansion had some sort of ulterior motive, I simply had to discern what it was.

I busied myself putting away my clothes and looked out the window. The grounds were magnificent, stretching beyond even where I could see. There were lots of servants tending to them.

“Will this suit you, Jackson?” I heard Eliza’s voice from behind me and startled. “My room is right across the hall.”

She’d changed into another dress that looked even better. It was a lighter one that represented summer, but had the added effect of being thinner and showing off her lovely frame. The swell of her ample breasts and her hips was even more prominent.

“It is lovely, my lady. And it is nice to know you are so close by.”

“I was hoping you would say that. Care to take a walk around the grounds with me? I would like you to see them.” Her smile looked quite genuine, and spending more time with the lovely Eliza was something I was hoping for. “I feel like you are a very interesting man.”

Even though I was excited about the idea, I knew I had to make sure I stayed in my station. I was her father’s clerk, not her equal. “I am hardly interesting. But I would enjoy accompanying you and seeing the grounds.”

As we walked down the stairs, Eliza sighed when we passed pictures of her father and a woman. I knew that Mister Parsons had become a widower many years before, and the pictures were likely with her mother. Still, it wasn’t appropriate to ask questions.

We walked down the hallway through a pair of swinging doors, past a large dining room and a massive study with bookshelves covering the walls. The kitchen was bustling with people, and Eliza led me through, nodding at the staff while we exited through a back door into the massive garden I’d seen from my window. Hedges and furrows made up most of it, with a gravel path that led towards a forested area.

“This is spectacular.” I told her. She nodded and led me along the path towards the forest.

“Growing up here was enjoyable, although my nannies usually weren’t very good at climbing trees.” She said. “I spent a lot of time in these woods. Especially after my mother took ill and father started working all the time.”

It was melancholy, and I sensed that she must have been lonely. “I’m sorry about your mother. I’m sure she was a wonderful woman. It’s unfortunate you don’t have her in your life.”

Eliza nodded. “She was. And my father is a good man. He’s just occupied a lot. He’s provided everything I’ve ever needed. And is still trying to provide for me.”

I didn’t even know what that was like, having no family of my own. “He’s a great man to work for.”

“Oh, I know.” She laughed, a tone that echoed in the space and made me smile. “He definitely chooses his workers carefully in many regards. I think you fit the bill perfectly. In many ways.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

“Have you ever attended a place like this before? High society? We have a way of doing things that might be unusual.” Eliza asked, and her hand crept into mine as we walked. It felt comfortable, and her skin warmed my palm. I felt a flush inside my chest as soon as she touched me. And a flush somewhere else as well.

Imagining her hand in other places, rubbing me slowly, was getting me aroused in ways I didn’t expect. Just a simple amount of contact, and I was already having thoughts that I needed to drive out of my head.

“I haven’t. It is truly spectacular.”

“Well, you can get used to it. I think if Daddy has his way, you’ll be visiting often.”

It was another odd comment, and that required investigation. That was twice now she’d referred to me being there either on purpose and for a length of time.

“I’m sorry, my lady, but I don’t know what you mean by that?”

She just smiled and shook her head, still holding my hand. “No bother, Jackson. Let’s just enjoy the outdoors for a bit.”

As we went about the grounds, we discussed everything. Even things like politics and values for children, which was refreshing. Having such discourse with a woman as beautiful as Eliza, especially while holding her hand, made me elated inside. I was, of course, attracted to her, but that a low level clerk could ever entertain thoughts of becoming a partner to an influential society maiden was ludicrous.

When we arrived back at the mansion, she paused. “I have to say, Jackson. I’m very pleased that my father invited you here. I hope things continue.”

“I’m happy to be here, my lady.”

“Please call me Eliza.”

My cheeks bloomed. It was hard to think of addressing her that way. “Of course. Eliza.”

Leaning towards me, her lips brushed my cheek, and I could smell her lovely hair. It surprised me how much she made me giddy with delight. “Until dinner, then.”

Watching her walk away, I was almost shaking. Had Eliza Parsons just kissed my cheek? And what would her father think if he knew how close we were becoming?

Thoughts raced through my mind, but I saw we were getting close to the dinner hour, so quickly hastened to my room to change into something more appropriate. Putting on my best jacket and pants, I made sure my hair was done properly. The encounter with Eliza that afternoon made the dinner feel like it was more important to make an impression on Mister Parsons.

Walking downstairs, I heard voices coming from one of the massive rooms. Entering it, I took a deep breath. Mister Parsons was there along with an older woman, who was quite striking. “Excuse me, sir. Am I to join you?”

“Ah, Jackson! Yes, please join us. This is my sister-in-law, Lucinda. She takes care of the place while we are in the city and lives here through the year.” Mister Parsons said. I bowed quickly to the lovely woman, and she returned my courtesy.

“Jackson. I have heard wonderful things about you. My brother-in-law speaks very highly of you.”

Probably better to be humble, as I had discovered. “I am simply a hard worker, my lady.”

“Drink, Jackson?” Mister Parsons offered me a tumbler filled with brown liquid. I assumed it wasn’t beer, and as soon as I took a sip, that was confirmed. It was absolutely smooth and delicious, and even though I felt how powerful it was right away, it calmed me down somewhat.

As if on cue, Eliza swept into the room, and she looked even lovelier than before, as if that was possible. “Hello Daddy. Lucinda.” She kissed both of them on the cheek and then turned to me. “Jackson.” Stepping forward, she hugged me and then kissed my cheek as well.

I was taken aback, because it was the type of thing an intimate partner would do, not a casual acquaintance. And as soon as I smelled her again, without the stimulation of her lovely breasts pressed against my chest, my heart rate rose significantly.

There was a clear reaction inside me, and she stood beside me, taking hold of my glass. “May I?” Keeping eye contact, she took a sip from my glass, and I watched as her delicate lips, framed with lipstick, coated the edge of the glass and her tongue licked the edge.

It was mesmerizing. So much so that when she handed the glass back to me, I almost dropped it. The two older patrons looked on, and Lucinda looked amused while Mister Parsons looked like he was about to break his own glass.

My nerves had gotten the better of me, and I was shaking. “Let’s head to the dinner table. The meal will be served promptly.” Lucinda said. I took another heavier sip from my glass, enjoying the fact that the alcohol was calming my nerves. We entered the large dining room, with a table set as if there was about to be a holiday feast. Candles were burning, and a swinging door led toward the kitchen, where everything smelled incredible.

“Jackson, you shall sit beside me.” Eliza said, pointing to a chair. I made sure to pull hers out first, and she curtsied to me before she sat with a smile. Lucinda and Mister Parsons definitely noticed, because he did the same to his table partner after a moment, and she gratefully winked at me.

Soup was served first, and it was absolutely delicious. Fragrant and thick, the flavor danced across my tongue, and I’d rarely tasted anything like it before. There was a moment when I had to resist lifting my bowl and draining it with my hands.

I was trying quite hard to be as refined as the others, and they were all taking small portions, so I did the same. After all, if I were going to make a place for myself in this higher society household, I was going to have to be vigilant about my behavior.

The second course arrived, and it was a lovely salad with some sort of exotic fruit and a dressing that was sweet. “This salad came from our very own garden.” Lucinda indicated.

“It’s delightful.” I added as I forked a couple of leaves into my mouth. But quickly I almost choked when I felt a hand touch my leg under the table. It was Eliza.

Her hand on my thigh almost made me gasp out loud. I suppose I managed not to be startled enough to let Mister Parsons or Lucinda see what was taking place under the table. Attempting to keep my composure, I felt fingers travel up and down my leg as Eliza kept her other arm on the table and continued to eat.

The conversation kept going, traveling from local government to household chores and even talking about Eliza’s possible job prospects. But I could barely concentrate beyond the occasional nod and continuing to cut my meat as Eliza’s hand explored.

My staff had become more like iron than wood, with a generous tent in my pants because of the way she was exploring, but lingering away from what I truly wanted her to touch. Her hand would just graze briefly around my straining bulge without actually touching it.

I kept an eye on Mr. Parsons and Lucinda, and neither seemed the wiser that the lady was virtually fondling my genitalia, even though I was almost sweating.

Even Eliza managed to comment on the conversation, but when her hand finally firmly rested on my bulging member, I couldn’t stifle a squeak of surprise. No lady had ever been so forward, and in the company of her father and aunt. It was entirely improper, but Eliza did not seem to care.

“Is everything all right with your meal, Jackson?” Mister Parsons asked. Lucinda cocked an eyebrow at me as well, and I swallowed quickly as Eliza’s hand continued to tease my fully hard staff with small massaging circles. I could feel my head leaking desire and causing a wet spot on my pants.

“Absolutely, sir!” I said, taking a forkful and quickly shoving it into my mouth. “Delicious.”

He looked at me again, but went on with the conversation. Finally, Eliza took her hand away and reduced the tension in my body. I let out a deep breath, and when I glanced over at her, she giggled with mirth, obviously quite pleased with herself.

Whatever teasing she had in mind, it had worked. I was tense between my legs for the rest of the meal, and every time her hand brushed against my leg again, I almost yelped. I could only pray that the obvious wet she’d elicited would be gone by the end of the meal when I had to stand up.

The rest of the meal was fantastic, and once we were done, Eliza left the table, motioning for me to follow her. Glancing at Mister Parsons and Lucinda while also making sure I wasn’t obviously erect, I quickly got up and bowed to both of them. Lucinda smiled a bit, as if she knew I was heading out to follow Eliza.

She was standing in the big library near a roaring fire, and the light illuminated her body exquisitely. It almost provided a glow that made her dress transparent, which didn’t help my loins recover from the earlier massage. I approached her tentatively. “My lady, you wanted me to follow you?”

“I did.” With a smile, she stepped towards me as I approached, and suddenly her body was pressed against mine, with her lips turned up and parted. My body responded immediately, and I could feel her pressing against my erection. “And I feel like you want to get close to me, Jackson.”

When her hips moved from side to side, I almost let out a whimper. It was similar to what she’d done earlier with her hand, but now her gorgeous breasts were right in front of me as well, and the urge to kiss her was so strong I could barely resist. “I can feel how much you desire me.”

“Eliza…I…” she lifted a finger to my lips as if to quiet me, but when it pressed against my lips, I had to let it enter, and she gave off a low sigh as I shuddered when her finger was available for me to suck on.

It was intensely erotic, and only lasted for a moment, but it was enough to make my knees weak. We heard footsteps approaching, and she quickly stepped back.

Eliza giggled and briskly walked out of the room towards the stairs, and as soon as she did, the other two adults walked in from the other direction. I spun myself to face the fireplace, so they didn’t witness my pants straining to enclose my erection.

“Jackson, would you like a nightcap?” Mister Parsons asked. “Lucinda and I usually have a draught in the library after dinner, and you’re already here.”

Eliza had vanished, and I was sorely tempted to follow her. But it was already quite late, and I was feeling tired. Sighing inside, I knew it was probably the best way to endear myself to the older patrons of the house, so I nodded quickly. “Of course, sir.”

I took a strong draw of my glass, feeling the alcohol calm my nerves again. But it was impossible to concentrate on the conversation. The game Eliza had played earlier was foremost in my mind. What had she been doing to me, teasing me in such a way?

Of course, I wasn’t minding the attention from such a beautiful woman. Her father being my employer was still a minor concern, but that could be navigated carefully. He poured me another drink, and I quickly settled in for more conversation, with Eliza’s hand and lips firmly on my mind.

It made other things quite firm as well. With no clear way to resolve it. 


CHAPTER THREE

Retiring late to my bedchamber, Eliza was still on my mind as I prepared for bed. Her hand on my thigh had been quite welcome, and massaging me had elicited a rapid response towards my groin. I just didn’t expect it or know what it meant. Taking a chance in front of her father and aunt was risky, but perhaps that was what she wanted.

Either way, I was thrilled about the prospect of romance between the two of us. My station didn’t exactly lend itself towards any romance between us, but with what had happened over dinner, I was excited to think about her touching me. In fact, my cock surged just imagining her hand in places under my clothes.

The temptation to pleasure myself was strong, and she made a wonderful fantasy. I had just finished changing for bed when there was a sudden, loud knock at my door. Who could that possibly be? Had somebody decided to have a late night visit? “Come in?” I asked tentatively.

As I suspected, it was Eliza, opening the door with a smile. She stepped in, wearing nothing more than a thin nightgown, but holding a bottle in her hand. “Good evening, Jackson. I found this leftover wine, and I thought you might want to partake with me.”

Alarm bells went off slightly in my head. There was no way I could be caught with her in my bedroom at night by Mister Parsons. But Eliza didn’t seem to be bothered by the idea I was barely clothed either and walked in, taking a swig from the bottle. Standing closer to me, she offered me the wine. “Have some.”

When she was closer I could see the lovely sparkle in her eyes and the way her perfectly round breasts pushed against the thin fabric she wore. It was impossible not to notice two points jutting out, which had to be her bare nipples. Trying to calm my nerves, I accepted the bottle and took a small drink, handing it back. “Thank you, Eliza. Is everything okay?”

“Oh, everything is more than okay.” She sighed. “I really enjoyed getting to know you better today. Come and sit with me on the bed.”

When she sat down on the bed, it made me even more nervous. The door was shut, but that wouldn’t stop anyone from knocking if they chose to. Even the creak of the bed as she sat down felt like guilt. Her nightdress rode up a bit and exposed her gorgeous legs. She looked at my nervous stance and laughed. “What, are you fearful of me? You have nothing to fear, Jackson.”

“I am not afraid, my lady. Just wanted to make sure I respect you.”

She laughed loudly. “So proper, Jackson. Well done! I think you haven’t deduced the nature of my father inviting you here as of yet.” Her hand patted the bed beside her, and she took another drink.

“The nature of it?” I sat down next to her and accepted the bottle again. Her arm brushed against mine, and my arm broke out in goosebumps from the contact. I could smell some sort of lovely lavender scent from her skin. The straps of her nightgown were thin, exposing her shoulders and a generous swell of her bosom.

“Oh, Jackson. You must be aware as to what my father has planned.” She said. “He is hoping to get you to seduce me. And then we can become betrothed and marry.” Another drink of the bottle. “I don’t think he expected that I would be the one seducing you.”

I could see she was somewhat inebriated, but the shift she was wearing left little to the imagination, and because of the liquor I’d consumed earlier my head was still spinning a bit. My loins tightened a bit as she moved even closer to me and offered me the half full bottle. “Here. Enjoy. It’s all going to be ours. Every bit of this place is all ours. And that’s for me to enjoy once my father has passed. And of course, for my husband to enjoy as well.”

Her hand fell on my thigh and instantly my manhood responded. No woman, especially one as desirable as her, had ever touched me there. I had a difficult time even thinking about what I should do in response. Touch her back? Kiss her?

If she was in my room in the barest of garments, one would assume she desired something to occur. But I had no experience with any woman beyond one drunken night at the pub kissing a very large older woman who had taken a liking to me. Even when she offered to suck my cock, I had refused, because my virtue was strong.

But if Eliza offered the same, it would be readily accepted. Her lips were like ripe cherries, red and plump. Thinking about them touching any part of my body, like her hand had done earlier, had my cock growing rapidly. That’s when I realized I only had a nightdress on, and it was quickly becoming tented between my legs.

She hadn’t noticed yet. I quickly grabbed the bottle and took a long draw from it, feeling the liquor burn down my throat. A flush instantly overtook me, but that definitely didn’t diminish things where her hand was placed. “That’s the spirit.” Eliza took her own gulp and gasped as she put the bottle down. “So delicious. And now that we’ve dispensed with the formalities…”

Suddenly she lunged, and her wine flavored mouth was on mine. Taken completely aback, I felt her lustily suck at my bottom lip and then her tongue probe into my mouth. Allowing it inside, she erotically swirled hers against mine, and suddenly we were groping at each other with a passion I didn’t know was possible.

It was beyond my expectations, to be assured. When we broke away, I was breathless and my cock had sprung to its’ full measure.

“I’m glad you’re a good kisser. Father has found so many suitors for me, and many of them were terrible kissers.” She looked down between my legs, even though I tried to hide my obvious arousal. “Ah. Jackson. It looks like at least you’re not gay, like a couple of the others. And from what I can see, you’re quite nicely endowed.”

It was the most forward any woman had ever been around me. And again, I was left bereft of any words to say regarding her revelation about my cock size. “Uh…I thank you, milady. But is this appropriate? I mean, if your father were to find out we were…being intimate?”

“Oh, you silly man.” She laughed. “He wants us to be intimate. And now that I can see what’s underneath your nightshirt.” Her hand slid into my lap, and when she touched my erect penis, I gasped. “I am very interested in fulfilling his request. Tell me, are you a virgin?”

My face bloomed red. “I am not, my lady. Although, I have quite little experience with women as beautiful as yourself.”

My blooming face spoke volumes, and she quickly clapped her hands. “Oh, that’s a delight! Of course, if you are willing to allow me the pleasure of educating your carnal knowledge further. But before you say anything...”

Her hands went to her nightgown, and before I could even stammer out anything, it was over her head and tossed aside. Suddenly, the most glorious naked woman I’d ever seen was sitting there beside me. Her breasts were like perfect little peaches, capped with pink nipples that were hard and pebbled. A flat stomach tapered down towards a mound of soft hair that encircled her sex, and her lovely crossed legs only enhanced the figure she carried. “I assume you approve of my figure?”

“Your body is exquisite.” I managed to say, with a mouth that felt entirely full of cotton. “You are a true goddess.”

“Silly man. But I appreciate your words.” She stood up, her naked body like a vision in the candlelight, and pointed to me. “Now, I am naked, and you must be as well. I want to see that endowment that feels so impressive.”

Nervously, I wanted to obey her command, especially because as soon as I stood up, my nightshirt had something poking ahead from it. Eliza’s eyes looked into mine and then down between my legs. “Show me, Jackson.” Her naked body was enough to spur me on, and I turned around, lifting the shirt over my head.

When I turned, my throbbing erection was jutting out, almost pointing straight up. Eliza’s eyes widened, and she giggled. “Oh. My. The likes of that penis, I haven’t seen before.”

I took that as a slight and quickly flushed with embarrassment. “My apologies, my lady. We do not have to continue if you prefer not to.”

She looked startled. “Oh, Jackson. I apologize. I did not mean it as an insult. I meant that your endowment is impressive. Very. It’s…very large.”

As I stood there like a show pony, she beckoned me closer. Once I was within reach, she reached out, and her fingers slipped around my shaft. The fact that she was touching my bare penis made me lurch and gasp at the same time. Eliza laughed again. “Oh, my. You really are new to this, aren’t you?”

“Very.” I said it through slightly gritted teeth, because the sensation of just her hand touching me was arousing me beyond imagining. I had touched myself occasionally when I required release, but her hand was soft, warm and as she stroked my cock, far better than my hand ever could have been.

“I am enraptured by your penis,” Eliza sighed. “It is magnificent.” When she suddenly bent forward and licked my head, I gasped again. It sent a bolt of pleasure straight through my body. Unexpected, to be sure, and when she circled her lips around my throbbing head and used her tongue, I felt a rush as if I was about to erupt with ejaculation, even though it had only been moments she was touching me.

As if she could sense my impending explosion, Eliza kissed me one more time and then sighed. “Is there anything you would like to explore? I mean, you would like to enjoy me properly, correct?”

Was everything a potential option? Seeing her naked had spurred all sorts of ideas, especially if she was willing to indulge me and what I desired. “Perhaps…you could lie back on the bed?”

“Of course.” She climbed onto the mattress and slipped her gorgeous naked body back onto the thick surface, and as soon as her legs bent and spread, I saw my first bare cleft that drew my eyes like I was hypnotized.

I’d also never seen a woman entirely naked before. My limited experience with ladies had been quickies after the pub, and the most recent one was in an alley where the woman didn’t even take her dress off. I couldn’t even remember her name.

There was no way of knowing where to begin. Eliza cupped her perfect looking breasts and sighed. “You’re really taking your time. Please, tell me what you would like, my lord.”

When her eyes rested on the erection that jutted out in front of me, she smiled and slipped a hand between her legs, showing me that her opening was thoroughly moistened. “You look so big, my Lord. I can hardly wait for you to claim me.”

But her lithe body flipped over towards me. “First things, though. I would like to thoroughly explore your lovely cock.”

Easing her head to the edge of the bed, my penis was in perfect line with her lovely mouth, and her lips eased over the head of my engorged thickness again, and this time she sucked harder. A groan escaped my lips, and that only spurred her on, making her slide her lips further down my length.

A petite hand circled around my shaft, squeezing it and slowly sliding up and down. When she moaned low in her throat, I felt the lovely ripple of vibration straight up my entire length, and down into my core. My balls flexed, wanting to release their prodigious amount of stored heat within moments.

No woman had ever touched me so intimately, as if she knew exactly how to suck and kiss me in order to draw out the most intense sensations possible. And I never suspected that any woman had such a skilled mouth in such a setting outside of a house of ill repute.

“Eliza…how is this even possible?” I moaned. “Your mouth is…”

“Delightful?” she giggled, licking slowly up my length. “So is your manhood, sir.” I’d never imagined any woman could do such things with her mouth, and I could only imagine what might follow. Before long, I was straining to keep myself intact and not release a fountain of my seed into her red lips.

But her sucking didn’t stop, and my ardor increased to the point where I was unable to stop the inevitable climax she seemed to want to wring out of me. Trying to pull away from her sucking lips, she grabbed my posterior with both hands, forcing me even deeper.

“Ah…oh…OOOOOHHHHHHHH!” I finally could not control my body, and as my cock erupted inside her lips, my hips flexed and my legs became trembling and weak. Her mouth did not relinquish the seal around my shaft, and I watched as her throat flexed, swallowing the entire amount of my seed.

My cock was still jutting up as she slid her mouth off me, having not relinquished any of its’ turgid mass even after she’d sucked the life out of it. Her mouth descended upon it again, sucking it gently, and the sensitive tip made me hiss.

Eliza giggled. “You taste magnificent, Jackson. I’ve never tasted anyone so sweet.”

How did one reply to a compliment about that? I decided to keep my mouth shut, and Eliza followed up her words by pulling me onto the bed with her. I allowed myself to slide onto my back on the soft surface, and she slid on top of me, her mouth seeking mine and kissing me with lusty abandon.

I could feel my cock poking between her legs, and there was a heat there, along with a hairy bush that caressed me, telling me she desired much more than had already taken place.

“Are you ready, Jackson? I want you inside me.” She moaned into my ear.

“Yes, Eliza.” I moaned in reply. “So ready.” It was as if I couldn’t even breathe. With her hips straddling mine, my cock nestled between her legs and I felt heat there on my shaft, along with some sort of slick wetness that rapidly coated me. At least until she adjusted herself and with a loud moan, her pussy slipped all the way down my cock.

It was like entering silk, a lovely wet glove clutching at my entire length. I gasped with her and gripped her hips as she moved, adjusting her body instinctively to get me all the way inside her hot tunnel that made my head swim.

She smiled down at me. “Mmm…you’re so big, Jackson. So lovely.” I let my hands move to her behind and squeezed it, still unable to believe that Eliza Parsons was making love to me. Her breasts hung down, and she offered one to my lips.

Kissing it felt soft and lovely, and her teat slipped into my mouth as she moved up and down my shaft with ease, giving off little sighs of pleasure. For my part, I was quite happy that I was staying hard yet not explode with need, likely thanks to the fact she’d happily drained my seed moments before.

“Mmm…yes…ah…Jackson!” she gasped, her muscular tunnel clutching at me like a silken glove. Her lovely breasts were bouncing along with the rest of her, the enthusiasm of her on top of me a vision of pure lusty delight. My cock was yearning to fill her tunnel with my seed, as I’d heard about so many times from my friends. But then, she might be with child.

Although when I considered it, that was entirely what her father wanted. So possibly it was fine. Gripping her hips, I thrust harder up into her as she gave out one final squeal of what sounded like release.

“JACKSOOOOON!” her cry was loud enough that it startled me, and the gush of wetness from her coated my shaft, but it tightened around my length and almost made my eyes roll back in my head.

Her movement didn’t pause, and she began to ride me like a woman possessed, gasping into my ear. “Please…yes…fuck me…fuck me…Jackson…I can feel all of you…”

The way she was rapidly flying up and down my cock along with the tight seal that was placed around me was too much to prevent another swelling deep inside me. My cock flexed, and I knew that quite soon I was going to erupt, and this time inside her.

“Eliza…I’m going to…” I gasped, and she sealed her mouth over mine, kissing me while scarcely pausing fucking me. There was no way to control what was going to happen, and I knew that I could not prevent myself flooding her womb.

My cock let go, a thick spurt of cum jettisoning into her cunt, and when it did, she opened her eyes even wider and smiled down at me without words as if she knew it was happening. I supposed she could probably feel it, because the force of it made my entire body sing with intense release, just like when she’d finished me with her mouth.

I was gasping for breath, and when her body finally quieted on top of me, she gave out a long sigh and lifted her body. Her lovely hips left my cock, and it was coated with shiny wet, which included some of my essence as well. “How lovely that was,” she sighed, sliding next to me. “Much better than previous lovers I’ve had, I must say.”

Previous lovers? How many suitors did she have? While she was sitting on top of me naked, there was no need to know. Kissing me again gently, she slid off me, and I could see my white glistening at her hairy opening.

“My lady, what if I put a child inside you?” I had to ask. “Is there any chance of that? I mean, we are not married.”

“I think there is an excellent chance, Jackson.” She slid fingers between her legs, and I marveled at the fact she pulled them out and then licked my seed off them. A pulse went straight into my cock watching her enjoy my essence. “But I have taken precautions, so I ask you not to worry.”

Sliding off the bed, I watched her gorgeous breasts sway as she quickly gathered her clothing. “Once we are betrothed, I will be able to spend nights in your bed. And I do hope you have some fortitude, because I do not anticipate we will do much sleeping.” The smile on her face was genuine.

Watching her redress was an exercise in restraint, because her lovely posterior kept bending over and her breasts swayed as she moved. It made me wonder what it would be like to lie with her in bed and wake up together with the ability to enjoy her whenever I pleased. My cock responded to my thoughts quite quickly.

But before I could act on it, she quickly leaned onto the bed and kissed me once more, then was out the door. Only the wine bottle showed me she’d been anything but an apparition. And of course, the scent of her all over my body. I didn’t even want to wash it off, because it was quite comforting.

The room was suddenly silent, and so was the rest of the house. I felt the residue of her on my body, and my cock definitely craved another encounter.

My employer’s daughter had just seduced me, quite easily. And now there were the ramifications to deal with. Mister Parsons wanted it to happen, and it definitely did. But how would he react tomorrow, knowing that his daughter had been seduced by a lowly clerk?

I might find myself on a quick carriage ride back to the city without a job. Or walking. All I could hope was that Eliza and I could keep a secret for a short while until I figured it out.


CHAPTER FOUR

Stirring awake to the sounds of the surrounding house, I was quickly reminded of what had happened the night before when I felt sore muscles in places I didn’t expect.

Remembering what had happened, and how lovely Eliza looked naked on top of me with her glorious breasts swaying, made my nether regions stir quickly. But then another emotion arrived.

Guilt.

I’d slept with my employer’s daughter, and even though she’d stated that it was actually planned that way, I had no idea how Mister Parsons was going to behave if he found out I’d sullied his daughter’s reputation.

From the sound of what she’d said, Eliza had experience with other men and her father was actively trying to marry her off, but I didn’t know if I’d be a welcome suitor. After all, I was simply a clerk. Not exactly one of the members of high society.

There was also a bit of guilt about my performance. Was it adequate? Was it warranted? Eliza had given every indication that she was more than satisfied, but I was wholly inexperienced and didn’t know if I was an excellent lover or not. I could definitely still feel all the lovely sensations of making love to her, but I had no idea what to expect as I dressed and made my way downstairs for breakfast.

Eliza was nowhere to be found, but her aunt Lucinda was sitting at the table with a plate of fruit in front of her. “Good morning, Jackson.”

“Good morning, my lady.” I nodded. “I see we are the only early risers.”

She smiled. “Did you have adequate sleep?” Her eyes sparkled a bit, and that made me slightly wary. “The beds here are quite hardy.”

My face bloomed red. Had she heard what happened with Eliza? There was no way I could respond with anything proper. “I found it quite comfortable, thank you.”

“I’m sure you did.” She replied, taking a sip from her teacup. A plate was brought to me as well, and just as I was about to take my first bite, Eliza walked into the dining room. I stood up quickly in greeting.

“My lady.” I didn’t honestly know what to say to her, but when I saw her smile and she kissed me on the cheek, I let myself relax a bit. What had happened the previous night was something we both had to keep hidden, or at least that was what I surmised. Perhaps I would discuss it with her father later.

“How was your sleep, Eliza?” Lucinda asked. “I saw you leave with a bottle of wine last night. Has your head received it well?”

“Oh, Aunt Lucinda,” Eliza sighed. “You know I love my wine.”

Lucinda turned to me. “And what about you, Jackson. Do you like wine?”

“I rarely partake in it, my lady.” I replied. But her tone told me that she either knew what Eliza and I had done the previous night or strongly suspected it. I was determined not to slip up and reveal our tryst. “My head is fine this morning.”

“Hmm,” Lucinda pursed her lips. “I assume you’re speaking of both heads.”

I almost spat out my fruit. Lucinda barely blinked, taking another sip of her teacup, and Eliza didn’t seem to notice what she’d stated. We enjoyed our breakfast in relative silence until Lucinda finally stood up. “I shall leave you. I hope you two have an enjoyable morning.”

“Thank you, Auntie.” Eliza said. As soon as the older woman was gone, she slid closer to me. “And good morning to you, Jackson. Did you sleep quite well?” Her hand grabbed one of mine and squeezed it. “I know I certainly did.”

The urge to kiss her was strong, but just in case one of the servants walked in, I decided to remain demure. “I certainly did as well, my lady. And may I say, you look particularly fetching this morning.”

“An outfit I chose just for your eyes.” Those same eyes sparkled with a smile that warmed my heart. “I must say, being so close to you last night was quite thrilling.” Her voice dropped. “My cleft is still trembling.”

“It was thrilling for me as well.” Her hand squeezed mine again. “And I do hope that we can have another coupling at some point.”

The sound of footsteps approaching made her let go of my hand, and quickly Mister Parsons stalked into the dining room. “Good morning, you two.”

“Good morning, Father,” Eliza dutifully kissed him on the cheek.

“Good morning, sir.” I stood as well.

“Jackson, you don’t need to call me sir when you are here. You may call me William.”

“Sir, that simply does not feel proper. How about Mister Parsons?”

He nodded and took a bite of the plate placed in front of him. “After breakfast, we should meet, Jackson. Discuss the matters of the day. There is work to be done.”

“Of course, sir. I mean, Mister Parsons.”

Eliza quickly stood up. “Jackson, I will see you soon, I hope.” She leaned over and quickly kissed me on the cheek. I glanced over at Mister Parsons and he either didn’t notice, or wasn’t letting on that he did. The kiss brought a warm flush to my body, and it was impossible not to remember how incredible she looked without her clothes on.

I didn’t want to sit alone with my employer, especially after having a lovely night with his daughter, so I quickly wolfed down my food and left the room. Meeting with him made me slightly nervous, but it wasn’t as if he knew anything about what happened, and our morning meetings were standard fare at the office. Maybe nothing would be new at the country home.

Except, of course, for Eliza.

When he summoned me to his office, it was just as opulent as the rest of the home. A massive desk dominated the space, covered with papers. The ledger on a lectern off to the side had a chair in front of it, so I assumed that was going to be my place for the day. “Is this where you would like me, Mister Parsons?”

He waved at the chair in front of the desk. “Please, sit. I just wanted to speak with you about something important before we began any work today.” When I hesitated, he looked amused. “Jackson, please don’t worry. I’m not upset with you.”

“Thank you, sir.” I sat down quickly, virtually shaking. There was only one reason he could refer to being upset after the events of the night previous. Although perhaps he was simply going to talk to me about my work. Of course, that was definitely the case.

“So, I have been told that Eliza was in your room last night.” He steepled his fingers. “And spent quite an amount of time there. Let me ask you, did the two of you enjoy getting to know one another? Intimately?”

My body froze. “Uh, sir. I must say, I don’t know what you speak of.” I tried to deny it . But remembering how noisy we had both been, there was very little chance nobody had overheard what we had been doing. The ardor I’d created between us was now going to be my downfall.

“Jackson, don’t lie to me.” He steepled his hands. “My ears are everywhere in this home. My daughter and you lay together last night, correct?”

My heart sank. “I…sir, I…Mister Jackson…I do not know…”

“I certainly don’t have to tell you that my daughter’s virtue is something very important to me.” He interrupted me, clearing his throat. “And now that the servants clearly overheard what was happening in your room last night, I’m assuming you will ask my daughter for her hand in marriage?”

My blood ran cold. We’d been heard, or at least Eliza had been. And now her father was virtually demanding that I ask for her hand in marriage, as we had obviously been physically intimate. Eliza had alluded to the fact her father had possibly set up our tryst. I just didn’t expect him to be so direct about it.

“I, uh…well, I assume that I have your approval to do so?” I stammered, thinking quickly. Perhaps I could push off the idea of betrothal off for a few days somehow and figure something out. “I apologize for the fact that you had to find out about our relationship in such a way.”

He smiled. “You’re a good man, Jackson. And you’ll make a fine addition to the family, just as you’re been a fine addition to the firm. You have my blessing. Eliza’s mother would do it as well, I’m sure.” His hands clapped. “So, the betrothal is without issue.”

Betrothal? My heart leaped up into my throat. But I wasn’t about to argue with him. Did having relations with his daughter mean we were going to be married?

“I, uh…I’m pleased to hear that, sir.” I stammered.

“And now, my sister-in-law will have the delight of planning a wedding for her niece, which is ideal. It will occupy her for at least a fortnight.”

A fortnight? We were to be married that quickly? “A fortnight, sir?”

He grinned at me. “Why waste time, Jackson? The two of you are obviously smitten with one another, and if we can take care of the details quickly, it just means you’re part of the family even sooner. Just think of it, perhaps you can become a partner in the firm as well.”

I was stunned into silence. All of a sudden, just by accepting an invitation, I was entering what felt like high society, all thanks to the fact that I was single and available.

He directed me to the chair where a ledger sat, and while we began supposedly working, my head was racing faster than I could fathom. Calling Hannah into the office, I saw that she nodded quickly with whatever he told her and then smiled at me as she left.

When I finally left his office, I went back upstairs, searching for Eliza. She was in her room, and as soon as she saw me, she virtually jumped into my arms. “Oh, Jackson! How thrilling this is going to be! Hannah told me what you and Father discussed, and I can’t wait to marry you!”

It was all slightly overwhelming, and felt like I had barely contributed to the situation beyond being the man she’d slept with the night before. But quickly, those thoughts were driven out of my mind when we embraced.

Her lips found mine with intimate need, and what I’d intended to be chaste became a session where her hands roamed down my body and awoke parts of me she’d certainly enjoyed the night before. “If Daddy and I weren’t going out, we could consummate our betrothal right now.”

My head swam with the possibility. Within less than a full day I’d gotten to know her better, met her immediate family, and then been seduced. Apparently Mister Parsons was completely okay with me marrying her on short notice as well.

I broke the kiss and sat down on her chaise. “I have to say, Eliza, this is all quite…rushed.”

“Are you saying you would prefer not to marry?” she asked. Her expression was genuinely disappointed, which made me pause. After all, marrying into her family, while also having the chance to repeat what we’d done the night previous, was the dream of any young man with a humble upbringing.

“Of course not.” I took her hand. “It’s just all happening quickly. I hope that we will be able to get to know each other even more over the coming days.”

“We certainly will.” She clapped her hands. “But right now, Daddy has said we are to go to town for a new dress this afternoon. We will be having an engagement soiree.”

“Am I to accompany you?”

“No, he expressed he’d like to speak with me directly without prying ears. Things about the family and all that.” Her gorgeous posterior sat down on my lap, and her lips eagerly found mine again, a lusty kiss resulting. “However, tonight, you will definitely be warming my bed again. Or I will warm yours.”

Almost delirious with the fact her lovely rump was sliding against my rapidly hardening cock, I grinned at her. “I am already looking forward to it.”

“Perhaps you and Lucinda could get to know each other.” She mentioned. “She safeguards much to do with the family, and having her blessing would be very nice.”

“I’ll see what I can do.” I nodded. Her lips met mine again, and then she stood up, quickly straightening her dress.

“We shall return later today.”

I stood up as well and bowed. It was only proper. “My lady.”

“Oh, I am your lady, Jackson.” She gave a giggle and swirled her dress, showing me the legs I couldn’t wait to lay bare again.

Well, if she was going to be gone for a while, I was going to make sure I took advantage. Lucinda could wait. After Eliza and Mister Parsons left, I headed back to my bed to enjoy a good, solid nap. The activities of the night before had taken their toll, and I was happy to be able to refresh myself by sleeping for a bit.

Sleep came easily. I was replaying the events of the previous night in my dreams, thinking about the lovely Eliza naked on top of me. A vision I sorely wanted again, and perhaps that evening it would take place again. Apparently, everyone in the household was aware of what happened between us, and it was going to result in quite a change to my career and life.

Being jarred awake from my slumber, my heart soared when another knock came at my door. Virtually running to it, I was expecting my newly betrothed wife to be in front of me. Instead, Lucinda stood there with a broad smile on her face. “Hello, Jackson.”

“Lucinda?” I asked, looking down the hallway. “What brings you to my room?”

Brushing past me, she quickly walked inside, and I shut the door. While Mister Parsons and Eliza were still out, they could come back at any moment. Being alone with another woman was entirely inappropriate.

“I hear congratulations are in order, Jackson.”

She was obviously referring to the betrothal. “I appreciate that, my lady. This has all been rather quick to happen, but Eliza also mentioned that your blessing would be welcome.”

“The rumors about what took place are rampant with the staff.” Lucinda said, her dress sweeping as she walked around the room. “And a lot of them centered around how much pleasure it sounded like Eliza was experiencing last night.” Her eyes gathered and landed on me. “Apparently, you are quite…talented.”

I was taken aback. The encounter with Eliza had been in my room, and I guess part of country living was knowing that tongues were going to wag. “I didn’t realize we were overheard. But I can assure you, there was nothing going on that was in any way amiss.”

“Oh, I know. In fact, the reason I’m here is that I have decided something. And it has to do with your particular set of skills. In the boudoir, as it were.”

Where was she going with this? “I pray madam, I have no idea what you are looking for.”

She laughed. “Oh, it’s quite straightforward, Jackson. I haven’t slept with a man since my husband took ill. And it is something I sorely miss. So, if you are to receive my blessing to marry Eliza, there is something I want you to do for me.”

“And what might that be?” I asked. My nerves were jangling, wondering if there was some type of ulterior motive at play. After what had taken place with Eliza, I was already engaged fully with a prominent member of the household.

“I require the same treatment.” Her hand went to her dress, and she unlaced it. Inch after inch of massive, creamy breasts appeared, and I was startled. “Apparently you are quite a spectacular lover.” When her top was open, two massive, pillowy breasts spilled out.

“And I would like you to fuck me. Ravage me, actually. Just like you did with Eliza. I would love to scream out with bliss as she did.”

Eliza’s breasts were much smaller in comparison, not that I had a lot of women to compare. Lucinda’s were gigantic and full, but at the same time had big nipples that almost threatened to dwarf my palms. Seeing them stirred something inside me. Lust. As her dress slowly dropped to her hips, the two globes swayed provocatively.

Just seeing such a voluptuous beauty had my member thickening quickly. “Lucinda. This is highly improper.” I managed to say in protest, even though I was hoping she would refuse to stop. “I have been betrothed to Eliza. At least, that is what is supposed to take place.”

Lucinda squeezed her big breasts and then allowed her dress to fall entirely to the floor, and her entire body was as voluptuous as what I’d already seen. Wholly different from Eliza, but seeing her pillowy breasts and big curves stirred me into complete stiffening down below.

I could imagine how soft she would feel, and how lovely it might be to touch her and feel the comfort of her fleshy mounds against my naked skin. “I will do whatever you desire, Jackson. As long as you partake in some enjoyment with me. And make me scream like you did with Eliza.”

Her body was like nothing I’d ever seen. Much bigger and rounder in every way than Eliza’s, but that made her no less attractive in my eyes. Even her bush was full and massive between her legs. In fact, I found myself wanting to knead her flesh, to kiss her lovely skin and then feel all the softness wrapped around me.

My member was rigid within moments, and she glanced down at my pants with a smile. “I see the gossip is the truth. You have size.” When her tongue darted out and licked her lips, it made me flex down below.

“It’s highly improper that I am here without clothing, and you are simply gazing at me. Why don’t you allow me the same courtesy?” She waved at me, and I finally succumbed to the lust I felt for her naked body. After all, if it ensured her blessing, who was I to deny her?

“Of course.” I said without thinking, and as soon as my shirt was unbuttoned, I lifted it off. Her eyes were drawn to my chest and then drifted lower.

“I approve. And, you young men are well known for being virile. I hope you can provide me with satisfaction.” It was as if she was demanding I fuck her. And even though that was highly improper, I couldn’t deny how it made me feel. The fact that she was telling me what to do was much easier than trying to figure it out myself. “Show me your cock, please.”

Well, that was also most certainly direct. My pants were already tented, and as I undid the tie of them and they were lowered, I felt a bit of relief as my manhood popped free, jutting at an upward angle. After all, she was right. I had a lovely, voluptuous woman in front of me naked, and she was being quite demanding. It was making me feel very powerless, but as I stood there and her eyes slid across my naked body, I wasn’t bothered by it. If anything, I was happy.

“Very impressive, young man.” She stepped forward, and as she approached, I saw her big breasts sway and her hand slowly reached to grip my erect shaft. As soon as she touched me, her fingers carefully circled and squeezed my length, and I had to let out another gasp, because the sensation hit me with intensity. “So lovely and hard. I am going to enjoy you, truly.”

Her hand slid up and down my length, and I found myself standing there as her other hand touched my naked chest and massaged the muscles. When she leaned forward, I knew I was supposed to kiss her, and her tongue easily slid between my lips as if she was claiming my mouth, not tentative at all.

It was so different from Eliza and what I’d ever experienced in the past. This woman wanted one thing. To take her sexual needs with me, and feeling that my sexual needs were going to be secondary, I resolved in my mind that I would allow her to control things. A sudden, unusual calm rolled through my body, knowing that she was in command.

She took my hand and placed it on her soft ass cheek, and I happily massaged the plump flesh. The fullness of it was rare, and she sighed as I rubbed it, the cheeks separating and showing off a lovely thick bush between her legs.

“Your hands are marvelous on my ass. I’m becoming quite aroused.” Taking hold of my hand, she slid it between her legs, and her hairy slit was slick with heat. “And your touch feels quite nice.”

Grinding her wetness on my palm, I applied some pressure, and two fingers easily slid into her. She gasped and took hold of my head, stroking my hair. “I have been far too long without the company of a man, Jackson.” Her hips rocked back and forth. “And your touch is making me quiver.”

Without even having to move, she began to lustily ride my hand, the fingers slick and wet with her juices in an instant. “Ooh…ah…yes…please, put your fingers deeper. All of them, please.”

I tried to fulfill her request, but they were as deep as they could be. Would adding another finger make it better for her? A third finger easily entered her wet tunnel, then all of them, and with what seemed like practiced ease, suddenly Lucinda was happily fucking my entire hand with her hairy twat, moaning and shaking.

Her pillowy breasts shook as her moans and cries increased in volume while I frigged her pussy happily and felt it releasing lovely juices all over my palm.

“You…yes…Jackson…oooohhhooooohhhhhh…!” her hips bucked with a violent surge and suddenly my hand was flooded with even more wet heat, a little squirt of juices coming out of her meaty vagina and making my eyes wide as she reached an almost violent climax.

Finally allowing me to withdraw my hand, she quickly shoved me back onto the bed. I wasn’t expecting what happened next. She bent over and virtually inhaled my penis between her lips, engulfing me whole, and then my cock felt like it vanished straight into her mouth.

My entire length was being swallowed, right to the back of her throat, and with a lusty moan from her and a gasp from me, suddenly I was transported into a bliss I could scarcely describe. Her throat accepted my head, and suddenly it felt like I was having coitus with her mouth, the ripples of lusty tightness rolling up and down my entire member.

She continued as if she never needed to take a breath, and I watched her nose flex as she sucked, a hand plunged between her legs and frigging her damp twat at the same time. My eyes rolled back into my head, unable to stifle several gasps of delight with how good the oral pleasure she was performing made me feel.

Finally, with one long, drawn out suck, she slid her mouth off me and kissed my shaft. “As much as I’m enjoying tasting you…” Lucinda stood up and stepped beside me, smiling. “I would dearly like to feel that inside my cunt. It’s yearning to be filled.”

When she bent over, she spread her legs and yanked me into position behind her voluptuous ass. The presented rump was too much to resist, and when I rubbed my slick penis against her lovely crack, it opened to reveal glistening hairy petals that incited me to plunge inside her.

“Fuck me like a stallion, Jackson!” she moaned. Her prostate form over the side of the bed, and the way her lovely arse pointed straight at me, was something I’d never witnessed before.

Stepping between her legs, her ass cheeks thickly enveloped my cock, and it nestled between them as I felt it push against her wet tunnel. Pushing forward was like silk parting, and she gave a loud gasp of release as my entire length entered her with one hard thrust.

My hands gripped her lovely posterior, the flesh spilling around my hands as her lovely gasps of pleasure continued. My cock felt like a steel rod, plunging into her wet depths with ease, and when I let my eyes devour where our bodies were joined, it looked like my shaft was slick with white pleasure.

Gasps came from low in her throat, and I watched as her hands clutched at the bed as her ass cheeks rippled with my thrusts. Without warning, she let out a bellowing cry and I felt her pussy gush a flood of wet onto my shaft, virtually dripping out of her.

“Yes…yes…Jackson, you…you are…making me writhe in ecstasy!” she moaned, arching her back. “Play with my breasts!”

Reaching around her thick frame, her massive chest filled my hands, and when I squeezed the fleshy mounds her gasp of intense need became even louder. I figured the entire mansion could hear us fucking, but at least Eliza and her father weren’t present to hear it.

Her lovely gasps kept coming while my cock plunged deep and my hands tweaked her massive nipples, and suddenly she shuddered again. “OOOHHHHH! JACKSOOOOONNNNN!”

As I kept thrusting, I felt a new type of wetness that squirted from where we were joined, clear fluid that was violent and streamed out of her uncontrolled. Her hands clenched at the sheets, and she moaned sensually as I felt her lovely fluid dripping off my cock, my hips, and even down her inner thighs in little beads of wetness.

It had surely been another orgasm, but I’d never imagined that a woman achieving climax could create such a spectacle. Little gasps came from her throat, telling me she’d clearly released her tension, but she didn’t stop moving on my length even though we were both dripping with wet heat.

Pushing back into me, her lovely slick tunnel began to get even tighter, and then she gave out another loud cry of ecstasy, her pussy squirting around my length once more. It wasn’t as intense as the first time, but still enough to make my penis wetter than ever. She was clearly having an episode of orgasmic bliss that I was quite happy to be the master of.

Sliding herself completely off my length, she surprised me by turning around and sliding sideways, her mouth consuming my dripping wet cock whole. She seemingly didn’t care that her juices were all over my groin, in fact, it seemed as if she relished the taste.

With the lovely moans she was giving, my shaft vibrated and I could feel much more pressure and intensity around my length. Her tongue traveled around, as if she was licking off the juices that her pussy had emitted down my length.

It was too much for me to bear. The sudden intensity of her mouth and the experience of her squirting had my cock throbbing, and I began to thrust into her mouth, knowing that I was close to my own eruption.

My length approached her throat, and when I touched it, the sensation of sliding inside it made me have to immediately pull out, lest I erupt with a massive load of cum that would surely choke her.

She knew how I was feeling, and pulled my length out of her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head. Looking up at me with a grin, she was full of delight. “How would you like to claim me?”

Never having had access to a chest as mighty as hers, I grabbed her shoulders and placed her in front of me, placing my throbbing dick against her cleavage.

“Ooh, yes, Jackson. Thrust that lovely cock between my breasts!” She lifted them, and moving forward, I managed to position myself to straddle so that my eager hardness could slip inside. Right away the massive pillows wrapped around me and she rubbed them up and down as I thrust. My cock head poked through the top.

The sensation was soft and lovely, different from being inside her, but no less titillating and pleasurable. I could feel my body becoming rigid and tight, and the rush I’d felt with Eliza came roaring to the forefront, causing me to start gasping and feel the contractions of my release begin.

Thick ropes of my ejaculate coursed out of me, splattering on her lovely chest and even reaching her chin. With a squeal, she kept moving her breasts up and down my cock as my white continued to flow with impressive thick spurts. Whatever Lucinda had done to me, it was enough to completely drain my soul of everything I had inside.

By the time I was finished, her breasts were coated with my seed, and thick drips slid down between them. Lucinda gave a loud groan of satisfaction. “Mmm…that was absolutely glorious, Jackson. I believe you enjoyed it as well, because I’ve never had a man coat me with his seed like that before.”

Lifting a big breast to her lips, I was treated to her tongue licking off my sticky ejaculate, and seeing her perform such a thing made my penis quiver again. It reminded me of how incredible it had felt to have her lips wrapped around my length and have her taking me entirely deep into what must have been the depths of her throat.

The erotic display made my cock stir, even though it had just been thoroughly serviced. A mature woman definitely had a way about them, that I now knew. But as I’d stated, if I was going to be loyal to Eliza, this would have to be the one time that Lucinda and I were joined in such a way.

There was guilt that rushed to the fore, quickly outweighing the sensation of bliss that Lucinda had created. “I enjoyed it thoroughly, my lady. But could I ask that please nobody is to know about this encounter? I am supposed to be betrothed to Eliza, and I feel like her father would be quite upset about our dalliance.”

“You have nothing to fear, Jackson. Nobody will ever know this has taken place. Although I must say, if there was another opportunity, I would happily take it.” She sighed, licking her lips again. “I haven’t been given pleasure like that in many years. Men my age have no idea how to please a lady.”

“You are truly beautiful, Lucinda. If it wasn’t for Eliza, I would happily be your lover.” I told her. It was truthful, and she smiled gratefully.

“Now, they will likely be returning soon. Rest assured, my blessing will be forthcoming. There is no need for anyone else to be privy to what happened.”

Stepping forward, she grasped my still hard cock and stroked the slick surface, making it wake up fully again. A sigh came from her as she kissed my chest. “Such a virile young man. Such a shame that we can’t enjoy it a bit longer.”

Finally breaking her hold, she stepped to the dress she’d briefly worn upon arriving and started to redress. I did as well, and soon there was no sign anything had taken place in the room besides rumpled bedsheets. And a telltale stain that I quickly wiped up. She nodded to me with a smile as she opened the door. “Until later, Jackson.”

Once she was gone and the door shut, I heard the sound of approaching horses and realized that we were mere moments away from Eliza and her father walking into the house as I fucked her aunt. Even though Lucinda assured me she could keep quiet, there was still an apprehension in my heart. Had I already betrayed my soon to be wife?

We weren’t married yet, and Eliza had indicated already that she was quite open to new vistas of sexual delight. I assumed that didn’t include her aunt, though.

But I was quite curious how the next few days would carry on. After Lucinda’s blessing, the wedding was going to be fully ahead of us, and that meant Eliza and I were going to enter a new phase of our betrothal.

I just had no idea what that entailed.


CHAPTER FIVE

After the events of the day, I attended that evening’s dinner with a small amount of apprehension. Mister Parsons and Eliza seemed to be in good spirits after their shopping expedition. Lucinda didn’t exhibit any odd behavior, so I relaxed slightly, hoping that our physical encounter was a one time requirement.

The next few days spun by in a blur, except that there were several things that were required for the wedding that was rapidly approaching. I didn’t know how to help, so I simply tried to keep out of the way. Mister Parsons had some light work for me, but a lot of my time was spent wondering what situation might be next in store for me.

After that initial night, Eliza had not attempted to enter my bed chamber and I was not going to take a chance of entering hers. Whenever she was with me, it was nice to simply have her chattering away about preparations, but anything amorous seemed to be out of the question. Perhaps it was so she could claim to be a virgin on our wedding night.

I missed the idea of coupling with her, but I assumed it would happen again, eventually. Instead of moping around the house, when my work was done I often took my afternoons out in the woods. Having them close by was something novel for me, and I found that being among the trees and watching birds was quite relaxing.

Being alone was fine with me. I was used to working alone, and having servants and other members of the family around at the country home had been quite a change. Not a terrible one, of course. Especially with Eliza.

Lucinda had let no illusion take place that our coupling would be revealed, or repeated. So my focus could be put entirely on her niece, and I did my best to make sure I paid her lots of attention and care. Mister Parsons and I worked most days, corresponding well, and I noted he was giving me some extra responsibilities, as if grooming me for something more within the business.

So deep in thought, I headed down a path I hadn’t taken before, hoping to see something new. As I walked, I heard the sounds of water, which excited me. Eliza told me there was a river near the property, but I had yet to see it.

Turning a corner and coming over a large deadfall, I saw the river, but then quickly realized that I wasn’t the only one who had come upon it. And the person in the river was Hannah, Eliza’s assistant. Her dress lay by the side of the water, and she was completely naked, frolicking in the water.

Her exposed body was a vision of loveliness. My eyes were drawn to the darkness of her skin, but then the curve of her small breasts and the lovely bush sitting between her legs. Her flat stomach and lovely, wet, long hair framed her gorgeous neck. It was breathtaking.

And watching her play in the water, she looked positively mirthful. I was transfixed, although not all of me was. My cock was throbbing between my legs, pulsing like a heartbeat. Perhaps it was the forbidden nature of my voyeur stance, but also the fact that she was a servant.

Obviously she enjoyed the cold, even though her nipples were hard stubs and her pubic hair was matted to her body. She dunked her head under, and when she came up her long hair was wet, and she wrung it out with her hands.

She had no idea I was there watching until I lost my balance and stumbled, placing my hand on a tree branch, which cracked loudly as it broke. Her eyes flew to me and went wide.

“What are you doing?” Her hands flew to her breasts, but the rest of her wasn’t anywhere close to being covered. “Mister Jackson!”

I instantly turned around, my face glowing bright red at being discovered watching her. There was a mild hope that my massive erection couldn’t be seen from where she was. “I’m sorry, Hannah!”

“Turn around!” she shouted, and I obeyed, actually quite relieved that she was commanding me to hide my obvious tent. I heard water splashing, and then with a loud noise of irritation, she stalked by me, apparently quite upset. “I am going to tell Miss Eliza about this!”

“Please don’t! It was purely an accident!” My heart dropped. The only way my newly gained fiancé would likely see this was an act of something malicious. It would be hard to believe I’d just happened upon her beautiful servant naked and vulnerable.

She was almost running, and as she headed quickly towards the house, her foot caught on a tree root that was jutting out. “Ouch!” I heard her cry, and she stumbled to the ground.

“Hannah? Are you hurt?” I called out, quickly running towards her. She had been trying to flee due to her embarrassment, but I had to try to help her, no matter what I may have witnessed. Reaching her quickly, I took her arm and pulled her to her feet. “Are you hurt?”

She leaned into me and sighed unexpectedly, her small body pushing against mine. The dress she wore clung to her body and draped it like a second skin. I was unable to avert my eyes for a moment, especially with the need raging inside me after what I’d witnessed earlier. Her small breasts pressed against my arm, the nipples clearly visible through the thin material.

“I’m so sorry, sir.” She looked up at me with her eyes wide, and I could clearly see how regretful she was. But in that moment, something passed between us, and I couldn’t stop myself. Leaning down, I let my lips brush against hers, and as I did, she moaned and pressed her virtually naked body against me. The kiss intensified inside us both, and as if we both realized what was happening at the same time, we both pulled away quickly.

I immediately felt guilty. Even though I was immensely attracted to Hannah, I was betrothed to another woman. The shock of her amorous kiss rippled through me and made my cock stiffen. “Let’s get you back to the house.” I said, supporting her with my arm.

Even though I could envision a moment where I simply tore her dress off and ravaged her, it was entirely improper, even if it was something she desired. We walked slowly this time, and I saw her eyes drift to my crotch, that was obviously having quite a hard time containing the fact that I was aroused beyond belief.

As we approached, she stopped me. “Jackson, I apologize. There was no fault in you happening upon me enjoying myself. I always thought the river was quite private.”

“It’s my fault, Hannah.” I told her. “I should have let you know exactly when I saw you so you could cover yourself.”

My face likely went another shade of red. But I wasn’t about to lie, that would have been far too obvious. “I cannot deny that I did, my lady. You are quite lovely. Especially…” I stumbled for a moment.

“Naked? I’m glad you think so.” She giggled. “And I will not tell Eliza about this. It can stay between us.”

I almost hugged her. My new fiancé finding out I saw her servant naked and then kissed her would have been a disaster I could scarcely fathom. “I appreciate that.”

She headed back into the house, and the thin material clinging to her wet body showed off the small but beautifully round posterior I’d admired in the river. Thinking briefly about it only made it more difficult to get my loins to quiet themselves.

Being so attracted to her physique was purely natural, but felt wrong. I’d seen her in all her naked glory, and the thoughts were unable to be dashed from my mind. More guilt crept in.

Would she reveal what happened to Eliza? I could only hope that she would stick to her word and not do so, although all the way through the remainder of the day and even dinner that night, my temperament was only nerves, almost unable to eat. Eliza even commented on it when we finished the meal. Every time I saw Hannah, she averted her eyes.

I was pacing back and forth in my chamber later that evening, trying to come up with an explanation for what had taken place. Perhaps if Eliza came to visit me that night, it was best that I explain things to her directly. Yes, that was it. I steeled my resolve, but before I could make my way to her bedchamber, there was a knock at my door.

It had to be Eliza. However, when I eagerly opened it, I was astounded to see that it was Hannah standing there. With Eliza standing behind her. My heart dropped because I instantly surmised that it was possible Eliza was upset about Hannah and I spending what could be construed as intimate time together. “Hannah? Eliza?”

“May we come in, Jackson?” Without waiting for an answer, Eliza led Hannah into my bedchamber. Both women were dressed virtually the same, and it meant both were barely clothed, as if ready for bed. “We both decided it was a good time to disturb you. I feel we need to discuss what happened earlier between the two of you.”

I didn’t know what I should say, so I decided to play dumb. “What happened earlier, Eliza?”

She giggled. “Jackson. Don’t be upset. I’m speaking of the encounter you had with Hannah earlier. The kiss?”

My heart dropped like a stone. “My lady, I…don’t know how to address this.”

Hannah was looking down at the floor, seemingly guilty. But Eliza did not seem to be upset in the slightest. “Jackson, it’s fine. In fact…it inspired me.” She replied with a smile.

That piqued my interest. “Inspired you, my lady?”

Eliza pointed at the bed. “Please, Jackson. Sit down, and I shall let you know where my thoughts lie.”

I was shaking slightly. This scenario hadn’t entered my mind, but so far, Eliza did not seem to be upset about what had taken place. Sitting down, Eliza positioned Hannah right in front of me. She looked absolutely lovely with her hair down across her shoulders and the light fabric clinging to her exquisite body. I knew how lovely it was, because I’d seen it just earlier that day in all her nubile glory.

“My mistress has asked me to attend to you,” Hannah said, lowering her eyes.

What did that mean? “Eliza? What is she speaking of?”

“She’s speaking of the lust you two have for one another, Jackson. It is quite clear.” Eliza said. But she was still smiling as she continued.

“Hannah has no carnal knowledge of men. And she desires to know what men can be like in such a manner. I suspect that she also has lust for you in her heart, but she would never admit it.” Eliza grinned. “Hence, allowing the kiss.”

My heart was racing. What was the motive behind the two women standing in front of me? Hannah’s eyes were looking everywhere in the room except for me, but I could easily see how timid she was feeling, rocking back and forth on her feet. “My lady, I am confused. What are your wishes?”

“I suspect that you have lust for her as well, Jackson,” Eliza said. “And I don’t blame you. She’s beautiful. So before we are officially married, I thought I’d like to witness you. Joined with her. Claiming her maidenhead and making her a true woman.”

My head swam. Could her request possibly be real? I looked at Hannah.

“Hannah, is this your wish?” My mind and heart were begging her to confirm what my soon to be bride was telling me, and the thought of Eliza being involved as well only made things even more illicit. “Truly, is this what you want?”

Finally, the young woman nodded. “It is, sir. I confessed my lust to my lady, and she told me she would…arrange it.”

“And I have,” Eliza said. “My only requirement is that I be allowed to witness the act.”

My head was somewhat spinning. Not only had Hannah admitted she lusted after me, as I did to her, but Eliza wanted us to consummate our relationship?

I looked at Eliza. “And you want to…witness us? In sexual congress?”

She nodded, biting her lip provocatively. “Yes, I do. Thinking about it requires me to have to satisfy my own urges so much. The idea of you pleasing her at my command is…” her hand slid between her legs. “…arousing me. Significantly.”

Looking at the two women, Eliza took Hannah’s hand, and their dual nightgowns were a dual temptation for my body, making my cock strain at my nightshirt. The tent was becoming quite obvious, and once I gave it a moment more to consider, the decision was made.

“If this is what my ladies desire.” I finally managed to say without squeaking. “Then please, come closer and we can begin.”

Hannah stepped forward at Eliza’s urging. Eliza whispered in her ear, and Hannah took hold of her dress, and as the garment slid up her body, my heart skipped a beat. She was naked on top, her lovely body suddenly exposed in the dim light to its fullest. I’d never seen anything so breathtaking. At the river, she’d been far away and now I could reach out and touch her.

Her skin was so supple and different. The breasts hung down, full and capped with big dark nipples, the likes of which I’d never witnessed before. Not that I had the chance to witness many pairs of breasts, at least until I joined the Parsons household.

But her eyes were downcast, facing the floor as I could see her body standing nervously in front of me. Being exposed like she was gave me the instinct to run to her and cover her up, lest she be embarrassed about her body being on display.

Even though it was strictly forbidden, or at least I had never considered a black woman in that way, my cock was like steel under my pants. Perhaps it was the fact she was totally vulnerable and submissive in that moment, but I’d never felt such lust for a woman, even though the past few days had been full of lusty fantasy.

But my mouth was dry, and I wanted more. “Take your bottoms off as well please.”

Her eyes met mine, almost as if she were pleading for me to have mercy on her. “I just want to see all of you. You’re absolutely beautiful.”

Glancing over at Eliza, a small smile flitted across her face, and she took a deep breath, making the two lovely mounds lift and lower. The nipples were like petite nubs, not like the ones I’d seen on Lucinda’s chest or Eliza’s. A darkened circle around each was thicker, a contrast to her skin.

Her hands took hold of the edges of her underwear, and then it was sliding down her wide hips. Right away my eyes were drawn to between her legs, where a dark bush of hair resided. I’d never seen such coarse hair between a woman’s legs before. But the thick width of her hips and the dark skin only made her even more exquisite.

It felt like it was forbidden, having her naked in front of me. And she didn’t look scared, or like I was taking advantage of her. A sigh escaped her as her magnificent dark breasts rose and fell, and finally her hands covered her sex. “I feel quite…exposed.”

“Well, you are.” I said. “But allow me to join you. If it would comfort you.”

“You look absolutely stunning, Hannah.” Eliza offered. I could see her breath coming faster and her lips were parted, taking in her naked friend with full admiration.

Unbuttoning my shirt, it was quickly removed and her eyes took in my bare chest. The contrast in our skin was even more obvious in the light of the lanterns. My pants were already straining to be removed, and when I slid them down and my member came loose, it popped into the light, harder than I’d ever felt before. Even with the other two women, there was something truly taboo about being with a woman of color, and my mouth was dry with the anticipation of being able to touch her.

“You are…quite well endowed.” She said, her eyes widening when she saw my staff. “I have never considered anything like it before.” A giggle escaped her. “Although, I must admit I have never seen a naked man before, either.”

“Jackson is a very good example of a large man.” Eliza said. “Do not expect other lovers to be as well endowed. For your first time, he will be a test of your body.”

So, she was truly a virgin. That only made my penis flex, thinking about the idea of entering this lovely black beauty and claiming her sex for myself. Her naked form was intoxicating. My body shaking, I approached her slowly, wondering if she would bolt away. Standing there as I got closer, her eyes looked up into mine. “What shall we do now?”

“I would love to see you kiss her.” Eliza said, lying back and spreading her legs. A hand drifted between them and I watched it creep under her nightclothes.

“May I kiss you?” I asked Hannah. Her lips were plump and full, and when she nodded, a rush shivered down my naked body. I’d kissed her once before, but when I met her lips with mine, they were soft and tasted like sweet nectar, knowing I didn’t have to stop what was occurring.

Her muscles tensed as I explored her lips with my own, but quickly she sighed, and I took that as an invitation to continue. Breaking the kiss, her eyes remained closed.

Now I could feel her breasts pressed against my naked chest, and my cock was pushing against her hip. As her body moved, it rippled up my shaft and made me moan. I had to taste her again. This time, when our lips met, it was less tentative, and I let my tongue press against her lips. She invited it in with her own, and as our tongues touched, another lusty sensation shot straight into my loins.

I was naked with forbidden fruit, and I couldn’t wait to taste more of it.

Letting my hands cup her small breasts, she moaned softly as my fingers skated across the hard little tips. The sensation of her meager breasts was wholly different for me, having only experienced the larger ones of my two former companions. Twin globes that felt full, but firm at the same time and nestled into my hands like two lovely peaches.

When I massaged them, the skin felt gloriously supple and she broke the kiss quickly, giving off a little gasp. “Oh…my…you are touching me like I’ve never felt before.”

I took that as a good sign. Now I could continue to explore her chest. “You may touch me as well, Hannah. Down there. If you like.”

Her eyes glanced down and then to Eliza, and there was a moment of hesitation, but then her hand moved between us and when she touched my rigid cock, we both gasped with the sensation. “It’s so…hard. So firm.” She said.

Fingers slid around my length and when she began to explore me as I was exploring her breasts, now it was my turn to moan and close my eyes, reveling in the sensation of this lovely young woman touching me so sensually.

Moving my hand down, I felt her crinkly hair under my hand, but then when it moved lower there was wetness between her legs I couldn’t believe. When my fingertips found her swollen pussy lips, she gasped and tightened her grip around my cock, starting to let her legs shake. I couldn’t believe the amount of slick that was coating her cleft as I used my hand to explore her. The hair even felt exotic and different, so much coarser than I was expecting.

Eliza was still raptly watching us explore one another, but her hand was slowly rubbing between her legs, and she’d taken one shoulder off her nightgown, exposing her much larger breast to my eyes. One hand rubbed that idly as well, playing with the nipple and teasing it between thumb and forefinger.

When I let my finger separate Hannah’s lips, it was child’s play to let it penetrate her opening, and the wetness and heat was even stronger with my exploration. She moaned and arched her back, pushing her sexy, small breasts again my chest. It felt as if she was trembling so hard she might fall. “Shall we move to the bed? So that you can lie down?”

“I am…I am nervous, sir.” She said, but there was no sign of her wanting to end our tryst. “Please, just…be gentle with me.”

“I will be nothing but gentle. You are beautiful, Hannah. And I will not hurt you.” I kissed her softly again, hoping it would reinforce my words. Turning towards the bed, I was given a view of her from behind, and her posterior was just as small and firm as her breasts.

It jiggled as she stepped towards the bed, and when she bent over, I had to let out a moan at the sight of her pussy exposed from behind. Almost as if she wanted me to claim her in that moment, wanton and ready to be fucked properly.

As she climbed onto the bed, she turned around and sat down. Walking towards her, my cock was leading the way, throbbing between my legs. She glanced at it and smiled. “Is it always so…hard?”

“Only when given the right view.” I smiled back. “Would you like to touch it again?”

“Yes, please.” Her hand circled around me again, and this time I was standing while she was seated on the bed. “I…have heard from other ladies…would you like me to put it in my mouth?”

The words gave me the shivers. “I would enjoy that immensely.”

Leaning forward, her lips kissed my head, and when my cock twitched, she giggled. “Almost as if it were alive.” The sight of her lips opening and the sensation of her dark lips sliding around my engorged cock head made me gasp again, and my entire body shuddered. Sucking gently, she released me and looked up with her innocent eyes. “Is that…does that feel good, sir?”

“Incredible.” I moaned. Her lips took me in again, and this time she managed to get part of my shaft inside, and that only made things even more intense. Now she was sucking at a third of my length. The other two women had been different, one quite aggressive and the other never even took me in, so this was entirely new for me.

“Mmm…” her throat rumbled, and the vibrations shot into my throbbing cock, the moan making me flex in her mouth. I couldn’t even imagine how glorious it would feel to erupt with her mouth wrapped around me. Already, my loins were straining with pressure from only a few moments of her sucking at me.

Kissing my shaft, her plump lips were soft and lovely. The kisses rained down as I gasped with pleasure, and then when she slid her thick lips over my cock again, it was heaven. My body could barely perceive what was happening, having this lovely dark beauty orally pleasing me.

“It’s like it’s alive.” She sighed. “And I am enjoying how good it feels.”

“As am I.” I laughed. “You have a very talented mouth.”

Those words seemed to be all she required. Opening her lips again, she virtually swallowed me whole, a long vibrating moan shuddering up and down my cock and down into my yearning grapes just below it.

This time when she stopped and kissed the tip again, she looked at me with her wide, innocent eyes. “May we? I mean, may I feel this…inside me?”

When she spoke the words as if it were a request, I almost laughed again. No man would deny himself the chance to take this lovely young woman’s virginity. “Of course. I would be honored to be your first, Hannah.”

She slid a hand between her legs. “I’m so…wet. Is that a good thing?”

“Very good.” I assured her, gently taking her hand and turning her over. When she lay back and spread her legs, the lovely mound of curly black hair framed her lips perfectly, the dewy folds glistening in the light. She was definitely more than ready to receive me.

Eliza positioned herself so that she could see. Her eyes were rapt with anticipation. I made sure to let my rigid cock rub up and down Hannah’s folds a few times to make sure I was slick and ready to penetrate her. My heart was hammering in my chest, not only at the idea that I was about to claim this young woman, but that my fiancé was watching and also playing with herself.

Entering her was like entering butter. The most intense sensation I’d ever experienced, and her tight tunnel clutched at me like a vise as her body tightened up. “Ahhhh…” she gasped. “It…it’s big…I feel it spreading me.”

“Take a breath. I can wait.” With my cock happily nestled inside her, the sensation alone was enough to fulfill my needs, even with no movement. But as I nudged slightly deeper, there was a barrier there. Her hymen, waiting to be broken and for me to claim her as the first man to enter her deepest depths. As I touched it, she moaned.

Glancing over at Eliza, her eyes told me they were yearning for more. Her hand was between her legs, spreading her folds, and as soon as I locked eyes with her, she knew what was about to occur. And there was no sign of her intervening at all. She nodded.

“I can feel you. Breathe and relax. Are you ready, Hannah?” I asked, hovering over her. She bit her lip and nodded. Leaning down, I gently kissed her again.

“Yes. I am ready.”

Lifting myself up, I pushed forward harder and felt the sensation of pressing hard against the barrier I felt, then breaking through. As soon as I did, she cried out in pain, making me stop my movement. I could feel new wetness around my cock, slightly sticky. The cry of pain forced me to pause.

“Are you…are you all right?”

“Yes…it hurts a bit.” Moving back and forth, I tried to allow her some time, and I was rewarded with wetness coating my cock, the sensation of her obvious arousal telling me there was nothing to fear. “But it’s feeling better. Please keep moving. It feels…ah…”

Her hips started to move underneath me, adding to the friction I was already feeling. Now I could sense she was relaxing under me and I could thrust harder. As I did, her legs tightened around me and a lovely gasp came. “Ooohhhh…yes…that’s…oh, myyyyyyy…”

Like silk, her pussy glided up and down my shaft, and it was unbelievable how tight she was around me. Like the most glorious glove stroking my entire length with wet heat, making my shaft throb with need.

Eliza’s hand was busy between her naked legs, fingers plunging inside her wet tunnel with ease. I was so wholly focused on what was happening underneath me with Hannah it was hard not to ignore the person watching us, but the fact we were being observed only made the entire encounter feel even more powerful.

Like I was some kind of sexual deity who could bring pleasure to any woman. My new wife was my counterpart in that, bringing me a concubine for me to enjoy and spread my seed with eager willingness.

As if confirming my thoughts, Eliza’s eyes locked onto mine. “You look so incredible, my love. Your cock is magnificent.” The pair of eyes drifted to where my member was plunging into our shared woman, and while Hannah arched her entire body into mine and kept giving out little peals of enjoyment, my body felt a surge like nothing I’d ever felt before.

“Yes, Jackson…” Eliza moaned. “I want to witness you breeding her. Make her belly full with your seed and claim her body as entirely yours. As long as we are husband and wife, pleasure will be our focus.”

I was aghast, but then suddenly calm came over my body as I continued to ravage the young woman underneath me. Permission had been given to let my seed erupt into the lovely young maid who had given me her virginity, and it was the ultimate way to claim her as entirely mine.

My cock swelled, and with it Hannah gave off another escalating squeal of delight, and I could feel her body preparing for another release of her own. Feeling her muscles clench tightly around me, I felt her reach her peak within moments, and let my body meet it at virtually the same time.

“Oh my God! Oh MMMMMEEEEEEAAAHHHH!” she squealed, and as she flexed around me, I couldn’t stop the surge that came like nothing I’d ever felt before, my cock erupting with thick streams of my ejaculate into her deep tunnel. I didn’t have a chance to pull out, and with her legs firmly wrapped around me, I would have been unable to even if I wanted to .

I gave out my own loud cry of release, and it was enough to make my head swim. I collapsed on top of her, my cock still pumping deep into her womb. She sighed as her body writhed underneath me until I was entirely spent.

“Are you…done? Spent?” her lips found mine almost desperately, kissing me with unbridled passion. As we lay there softly with one another, I began to think about what had just taken place.

I’d just filled one of the servants with my seed, and it was completely taboo to think about what might happen if I had given her a child. My life at the mansion would be thoroughly changed forever, and the scandal would follow me wherever I went. Even though the family had been more than welcoming, in more ways than I expected, putting a baby inside one of the servants probably would be frowned upon.

Eliza slid towards me, naked and yearning for touch. Her lips found mine with eager passion, a little moan coming from her. “I’ve never witnessed anything so erotic in my life.” She sighed, resting her head against mine as my cock slowly withdrew from Hannah’s tunnel.

Hannah smiled at the same time. “I never knew anything could feel so good.” She whispered, and when I looked into her eyes, I knew I wasn’t going to do anything to harm her if I could have any alternative. “I…don’t know what to do now.” Her eyes found Eliza, who was still happily touching my shoulders and massaging my bare skin, as if infatuated with something new.

“Lie with me for now. With us.” I slid my cock out of her and as I lay back on the soft bed, she curled naturally into my arms, her curly hair against my chest. Both our hearts were beating fast. She was right, the encounter had been something so far beyond what had happened so far that I wasn’t about to risk losing the connection that the two of us had just created.

Curled up with the two ladies, I finally sensed something happening between the two women, and Hannah slowly slipped out of the bed. Without a word, her nightgown went over her head, and she crept out of my chamber, opening the door quietly.

As soon as the door shut again, Eliza’s head dropped between my legs, and she immediately woke up my cock with her wet mouth, making it hard in almost an instant. Once it was firm as a staff again, she mounted me, moaning out my name and fucking me with a vigor I had yet to encounter with her.

Obviously, witnessing Hannah and I together had made her full of lust, and as my cock had just been drained thoroughly, she fucked me until I witnessed her body shudder at least three times before she clamped down and drained me for a second time. Once I was spent, she curled up again, barely having spoken a word between us.

As we drifted off to slumber, her hand played with my chest slowly. “Jackson, I feel that we are going to have quite a lot of adventures together.”

“I hope so, my lady.” I whispered back. If that night was any inkling, I could scarcely think of a more enjoyable time in my life. And I was about to be married to this gorgeous woman who seemed to be more than happy to share me with others.

The spectacle was something I’d never been able to think of, even in my deepest fantasies regarding women like Eliza. It was virtually challenging to think it was not a dream.

But if it were, I truly never wanted to awaken. Especially with her naked in my arms.


EPILOGUE

It was a beautiful day, and the grounds of the mansion had been manicured into something absolutely stunning. As I stood awaiting my bride to approach the pastor and I, my mind was reeling at the fact I was about to finally marry Eliza. Even though we’d only really gotten close a fortnight ago, I had never been happier.

And what had taken place since that night with Hannah had become much more than I could have imagined. Eliza’s penchant for watching me with another woman meant Hannah was a frequent visitor to our bed, and once she was used to our sexual activities, Eliza expanded her horizons with things like spanking and teaching her how to please me orally.

It went without saying that I had to stay silent about what I preferred, but Hannah was honestly better than Eliza at oral pleasure. That was something I kept to myself.

And Eliza proved to be absolutely insatiable. It was a rare day that we didn’t have some sort of naked encounter, and our enjoyment even took to places like the outside areas. Once while riding in the carriage, she indulged me with her mouth, and the smile on my face once we arrived at our destination had to be apparent to the driver.

Witnessing her walking towards me and the pastor, Eliza was a vision of beauty. Her hair had been placed in lovely curls and her eyes shone with bright colors, rouge on her cheeks. She’d revealed to me the night before what she was planning to wear under her wedding dress.

Mister Parsons, Lucinda, and other relatives were in attendance, all nodding and smiling as we made our vows to one another and the pastor announced us married. Kissing Eliza in front of all the gathered people made me nervous, especially when her delightful tongue touched mine as we kissed.

The ceremony finished, we retired to an opulent tent where a sumptuous meal was being served. Throughout the day I had scarcely had a chance to speak with anyone, and as Eliza introduced me to all her relatives as friend, she lingered on one of her good friends who had made the trip from the city.

“Jackson, this is my good friend Rebecca.”

“Eliza, you look so lovely.” Rebecca said. Her dress was a deep blue and lovely, as was her shining hair. “Today is truly magnificent. And Jackson, you are a very lucky man.”

“Don’t I know it, my lady. Truly lucky.”

Later on, Eliza leaned against me. “What did you think of Rebecca?”

Glancing over at her beautiful friend, the other woman raised a glass to both of us. “She seems quite nice.”

“Oh, Jackson. You definitely need to speak with her further. Perhaps…later on? In our honeymoon suite?”

Instantly my cock stirred, and the way Eliza leaned in, breathing in my ear as she guided my eyes towards her friend, told me everything I needed to know. My wedding night seemed to have been arranged to have a visitor as a present for both of us. And she was just as lovely as the other young woman who had shared our bed.

My future was looking quite bright, and not simply because of how my wedding night was looking. A new wife, a higher position of stature, and now a lovely country home that I could call my own to raise a family in.

And of course, a crowded bed to celebrate my new marriage with. Eliza kissed me once again, and as we faced the crowd for a dance under the stars, they seemed to sparkle more than I could have ever imagined.

THE END
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