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Chapter One

Charles got on his horse and headed to town.  He was through playing games with Mr. Oden.  He had borrowed money from Charles and was now refusing to pay it back.  He was headed to the magistrate’s office to file for restitution.  If he wasn’t going to pay his debt, then he was going to get a slave in exchange for it.

Once he had the signed paperwork, Charles set out for Mr. Oden’s plantation.  He knew his reputation of being mean to his slaves.  There were even rumors that once a female slave became old enough, he would take their virginity.  He was rumored to have a very nasty sexual appetite.  Charles didn’t much care for him, but he had lent him the money after a bad harvest the previous year.  Now he was going to collect.

Rebecca had been born on Mr. Oden’s plantation.  She had been alone since she was five when her parents were sold to another plantation owner.  She had missed them being around, but was raised by another slave woman whose child had died shortly after birth.

Rebecca had been warned by her that she needed to keep herself scarce lest Mr. Oden take a fancy to her and try to bed her.  She had seen some of the things he had done to some of the other female slaves, and she wanted no part of it.  She tried her best to stay out of his sight, but it didn’t always work.

On this particular day, Mr. Oden was on one of his drunken rampages.  He was on a mission, and she was trying to stay out of his line of fire.  But as much as she tried to hide from him, he found her.

“Come here you little wench,” he said to her.

Rebecca was terrified as he approached her.  She knew if she ran she would be whipped, but she didn’t want be taken by him either.  She just stood there afraid to move.

“Are you deaf?” Mr. Oden said as he walked to her and grabbed her arm.

Rebecca tried to pull back but he was too strong for her.  She had no choice but to follow him to the big house.  As he dragged her up the stairs, she began to struggle.  He just tightened his grip and continued to pull her up the stairs.  He pushed open the front door and thrust her inside.

“Take you dress off,” he commanded.

“Please master, don’t hurt me,” she begged.

“Don’t you dare speak to me!” he shouted as he raised his hand.

Rebecca cowered in the corner as he dropped his hand and pulled her up.  He pulled at her dress causing the front to tear open, revealing her well-developed breasts.  He stood there looking at her and licking his lips.

“Now those are ripe for the picking,” he said.

He reached out and grabbed one of them as she jumped back.  Angered, he reached back and slapped her across the face, causing her to drop to the floor.

“You WILL do as I say, bitch,” he told her.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.  Mr. Oden heard the sound of the knocker on his door.

“Stay here,” he told her as he walked to the door.  “Who the hell is it”?

“Open up, it’s Charles Hayden,” Charles shouted.

Mr. Oden opened the door to see Charles standing there holding a piece of paper.  Charles looked past Mr. Oden and saw Rebecca huddled in the corner, her dress ripped.  He could tell what was taking place.

“This paper says I can take any slave you have as repayment for your debt,” Charles told him as he handed Mr. Oden the papers.

“This is bullshit!” he shouted.  “You got no right coming here like this.  I told you I would pay the debt”.

“It’s too late,” Charles replied.  “You’ve drug this out far too long, and now I aim to collect”.

“Fine,” Mr. Oden replied.  “Go pick one of them and be gone”.

Charles pointed at Rebecca and said: “I’ll take her”.

Mr. Oden turned and looked at Rebecca.

“She ain’t one that you can pick from,” Mr. Oden said curtly.

“Papers say any slave,” Charles replied.  “Being the word of the law, I will take her.  Right now”.

Charles walked past Mr. Oden and lifted Rebecca to her feet.  He pulled the table cloth from the foyer table and wrapped it around the front of her dress up to cover her bare chest as he walked her from the house.

“You’re gonna regret this,” Mr. Oden said as Charles walked down the steps with Rebecca.

“I suggest you keep your tongue old man,” Charles said as he lifted Rebecca to his horse.  “You don’t want to be crossing me”.

Charles turned the horse and rode towards his own plantation.  He hated seeing this young girl being treated like that.

“Please don’t be afraid of me,” Charles told Rebecca as they rode down the road.  “I’m not like that old bastard.  You’ll enjoy being at my plantation”.

“Yes, master,” she replied.

“Don’t call me master,” he said to her.  “My name is Charles or you may call me sir”.

“Yes sir,” she replied.

She wasn’t sure what to expect as they arrived at his plantation.  She had only known her life at Mr. Oden’s plantation and assumed all plantations were the same.  But she would soon learn that not all masters are created equally.

“Bessie,” Charles called to one of his slaves as he helped Rebecca from the horse.  “Please get her something to wear and get her cleaned up.  Bring her to the house when you are finished”.

“Yes, Mr. Charles,” she replied.

Bessie was a stout and motherly type that Charles enjoyed having around.  She was always singing and smiling.  She handled most of the cooking and managed the house maids.  He would be lost without her.

Bessie got Rebecca cleaned up and gave her a dress to wear.  It didn’t fit properly, but it did cover her.

“We’ll get you some proper clothes once we get you settled in,” Bessie told her.

“What’s it like to work for master?” Rebecca asked.

“Oh child, don’t call him master,” Bessie replied.  “He don’t like that word”.

“Yesm,” Rebecca replied.

“He’s the best man I’ve ever worked for,” Bessie continued.  “Most slaves around these parts know of Mr. Charles and would give anything to be on his plantation.  He makes sure we are well taken care of.  If an overseer gets too aggressive, he will dismiss him.  He don’t take kindly to anyone harming his slaves”.

Rebecca was feeling a little better about being brought here, but she was already missing her friends at the old plantation.  She was grateful Mr. Charles had saved her from that fat old man, but wondered what she would find here.

Bessie brought Rebecca to the big house and called for Charles.  He came out of his study and approached the two of them.

“Well now,” he started, “That’s a might better.  We’ll get you some proper dresses tomorrow.  Are you hungry”?

Rebecca looked at Bessie for assurance she could speak.  Bessie nodded her approval.

“Yes sir,” She said as she dropped her gaze. 

Mr. Oden had taught his slave girls to never look him in the eyes.  It was the only way she knew how to talk to her master.

“Here now girl,” he replied.  “Don’t be looking down.  You look at me when talking to me, is that clear”?

“Yes sir.” Rebecca replied as she looked up and really saw him for the first time.

He was a dashing man, with shoulder length brown hair.  His eyes were a deep blue, and seemed to pierce her soul as she looked at him.  He had broad shoulders and stood about six feet tall.  He had a goatee and mustache that were neatly trimmed.

“Bessie, go and fetch some lunch vittles,” he said.  “Let’s make sure she gets a proper meal”.

Charles led Rebecca to the dining room and pulled a chair out for her.

“Oh, no sir,” she said.  “It ain’t proper for a slave to sit at the master’s table, no sir”.

“Come now,” he replied.  “It’s my house, and my table and I will decide who sits at it”.

Reluctantly, Rebecca sat at the table.  She had never sat at a fancy table like this before.  Her heart was racing as she sat there waiting for someone to yell at her.  But no one ever did.

“Charles dear,” Miss Haley said.  “When are you going to go to town and get my new dress”?

Rebecca watched as a thin woman walked into the dining room.  She was dainty with blonde hair and green eyes.  She wore a fancy white dress that flowed all around her feet.  Rebecca imagined that she must be what angels looked like.

“Oh, I wasn’t aware we had company,” Miss Haley said.

“This is Rebecca,” Charles replied.  “She came from Mr. Oden’s.  She will be a housemaid as soon as Bessie gets her up to speed on how the house operates”.

“Very good then,” Miss Haley replied. 

“I am Miss Haley, Rebecca,” she said as she held out her hand.  “Well take it, it ain’t gonna bite you”.

Rebecca took Miss Haley’s hand and shook it.

“Now if you need anything you be sure and let Bessie know,” she told Rebecca.  “I hope you like it here”.

Miss Haley left the room as Bessie returned with a plate of food.  Rebecca’s eyes widened at the plate full of food.  Bessie noticed her face.

“What’s the matter, child,” she said.  “Ain’t you never seen food before”?

“Not that much on one plate,” she replied.

“Well, you don’t need to worry about food here,” Bessie said.  “Mr. Charles makes sure we eat good”.

Rebecca dug into the food as if she hadn’t eaten in three days.

“Slow down girl, ain’t no one gonna take it from you,” Bessie told her.

Rebecca couldn’t help it.  She had never tasted food so good before.  She didn’t want to leave any of it.  As she finished the last of the fried chicken, Bessie stood up and grabbed her plate.

“Alright then,” she said.  “Now that we got that out of the way, let me show you around the big house”.

Bessie took her from the attic to the basement explaining how the house operated as she went.  Rebecca learned that Mr. Charles and Miss Haley could not have children.  They tended to host a lot of parties and had proper fancy clothes for the house workers to wear at these functions.

As Rebecca toured the house she was amazed at the stories Bessie told her.  How had she gotten so lucky as to wind up here?  These people seemed to good to be true, and yet here they were.  She resolved to herself that she was going to do the best job that she could.  It didn’t take her long to settle in and get comfortable.


Chapter Two

Rebecca enjoyed working in the big house.  She was dressed nice and treated very well.  Her room was one of the few that were in the big house.  Often at night she could hear Mr. Charles and Miss Haley having sex.  She would lay there and listen as she imagined a man loving her.  She would caress her breasts as she rubbed her hands between her legs, feeling her wet folds as she masturbated.

She had to cover her mouth when she came as she didn’t want anyone to hear what she was doing.  She was starting to long for a man, even though she was still a virgin.  But none of the male slaves paid her much attention.  She wasn’t sure why, but she didn’t like it.

Mr. Oden had showed up a couple of times and tried to buy her back, but Mr. Charles refused.  Mr. Oden had even threatened to kill Mr. Charles if he didn’t sell her back.  She was glad he refused, she didn’t want to go back to Mr. Oden’s plantation.

The years passed by as Rebecca grew into womanhood.  Bessie had passed away leaving Rebecca in charge of the big house.  It was now the beginning of 1861, and war had broken out with the north.  She wasn’t real sure why, but she had heard it was over slavery.  If the north won, all the slaves would be free.  She feared if the south won, she would remain a slave forever.

As the war was getting under way, Miss Haley became sick.  She had developed the typhoid fever and was bedridden.  The doctor had been out a few times, but since most of the medicine was needed for the soldiers there wasn’t any to give Miss Haley. 

Rebecca did her best to care for Miss Haley.  She would spend hours dabbing her face with a cool, damp rag to try and ease her fever.  Miss Haley would talk to her briefly when she wasn’t delirious.

“Rebecca,” Miss Haley said in her weak voice.

“Yes, ma’am,” Rebecca replied.

“Promise me you’ll look out for Charles when I go, she said.

“Now don’t go talking like that, Miss Haley,” Rebecca said.  “You’re gonna be just fine”.

“Thank you for lying to me,” Miss Haley said.  “Promise me, I need you to promise me”.

“I promise, Miss Haley,” she replied.

After her long battle, Miss Haley finally succumbed to the disease and passed away as Rebecca sat at her side with Mr. Charles, trying to comfort her.  Poor Mr. Charles was devastated.   Rebecca did her best to comfort him and make sure he had anything he needed.  Miss Haley had been a great wife to him and she knew he was going to miss her something fierce.

It had been a couple of months since Miss Haley had died, and Mr. Charles was sitting in his library staring out of the window.

“Mr. Charles,” Rebecca said.  “You ok sir”?

“I’m fine Rebecca,” he replied.  “What is it”?

“A man came by and dropped off a letter for you,” she told him.

Charles turned in his chair to face Rebecca.  This was the first time since he had owned her that he saw her as the beautiful young woman she was.  Her figure was striking as she stood there holding the letter.  Maybe it was because he had not been with a woman for so long that he was now seeing her in a different light.

Maybe it was because of the care she gave Miss Haley, or maybe it was her way of making sure he was cared for.  Either way he saw her as more than just his house maid.  He was seeing her as a woman.

“Thank you, Rebecca,” he said.

He opened the letter and began to read it.  The letter was a call for all men to join the cause and fight for the south.  He wasn’t ready to commit to a life of fighting just yet.  He felt his duty was to stay and produce food to feed the soldiers.  Going to battle would mean his farm would no longer produce food for them.

“Is it bad news, sir?” Rebecca asked him.

“No, just another letter wanting me to join the army,” he replied.

“That will be all,” he told her.

Rebecca nodded and turned to leave the room.  As she did, Charles couldn’t help but watch her walk away, wondering what it would be like to have her.  He longed for the touch of a woman, but felt guilty looking at her that way.  But try as he might, he could not get her out of his mind.

She was his slave, and she was black.  He should not be thinking of her like that.  He should not be lusting after her body.  He knew that he could not give into his urges, no matter how strong they became.  He had to keep his mind straight or risk crossing the boundaries of impropriety.

One evening Charles had decided to take a late-night walk.  As he strolled past Rebecca’s window, he saw her standing in the wash tub rinsing herself off.  He lingered as he watched the water fall across her full, round breasts as her nipples stood up from the cold water.

He noted her toned legs as she rinsed the soap from them.  As she bent over to rinse the rest of the soap off, he could see her pink flesh as her folds parted.  He became aroused at this and could not break his gaze.  She stood up and turned to get her robe, allowing Charles to see her backside.  He noted how firm and round her bottom was as she lifted her hands to drop the nightgown onto her body.

He snapped back into reality and continued his walk.  He should not have looked at her, much less felt something when he did.  It was wrong and he knew it.  He chastised himself as he made his way back to his room.  As he lay in his bed, he kept seeing Rebecca standing there in the nude.  He began to fantasize about touching her, tasting her and filling her as he made love to her.

He could feel his passion swelling as he became stiff.  He needed a release, and began to stroke himself.  He started slowly and increased the speed with which he stroked his own shaft.  He turned onto his side as he shot his cum across the floor as he reached his orgasm.  As the waves of pulsing subsided, he lay on his back and drifted off to sleep.

Rebecca had seen Mr. Charles looking at her as she bathed that night.  She didn’t try to hide anything or let on that she had seen him.  Deep inside she had a fantasy of having sex with him.  She didn’t know much about sex, but she did know how it worked and it seemed a lot of folks enjoyed it.

She had seen some of the things that the slaves did and wondered what it would be like to do them herself.  She wondered what it would be like to have a man’s member in her mouth as she had seen some of the other women do.  What did it feel like when a man penetrated her?  She knew her body and what she could do to please herself, but she longed for more.  She wanted to experience what the others did.

She had put out her light and lay there thinking about Mr. Charles.  She wondered what he looked like without all those fancy clothes.  She imagined that he had a lot of muscles and had a good-sized member.  She imagined putting it in her mouth, or having him penetrate her.  She knew it would never happen, but she couldn’t stop her fantasies.

As she started to imagine all the things he would do, she began to caress her breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers.  Her other hand sliding down her belly, her finger sliding between her folds.  She imagined it was his hand rubbing her and making her moan.  She felt her orgasm begin to build as she lifted her hips. 

As she let out a huge breath, her body was shaken by waves of her orgasm.  She tried to keep herself quiet, but thought she had let out a moan.  Once her orgasm subsided, she lay there listening for any sound that would indicate she had given herself away.  Satisfied she was safe, she drifted off to sleep.

She awoke the next morning to the sound of hoof beats as horses approached the house.  She quickly dressed herself so that she could properly greet the visitors.  She opened the door after a round of knocking.

“Good Morning,” the soldier said.  “Is Mr. Charles Hayden in”?

“Yes sir,” she replied.  “Won’t you come in?  I’ll fetch him directly”.

Rebecca went upstairs to get Charles, notifying him the soldiers were in the foyer.

“Good morning gentlemen,” Charles said as he came down the stairs.  “And what can I do for you this morning”?

“Good morning, sir,” the soldier replied.  “We are here to ask you to join the cause.  We need every able-bodied man to come and fight for our new nation”.

“I see,” Charles responded.  “So, you would rather I fight than to stay here and grow food for the army”?

“If we don’t win, then I’m afraid it won’t matter,” the soldier replied.  “I’m asking you to at least consider joining us.  We are having a meeting tonight and would like you there.”

“Well, I guess I can at least attend your meeting,” he replied.  “I don’t have any inclination to fight, but I can at least support the cause with my presence”.

“Much obliged, sir,” the soldier replied.  “We are meeting at the church at seven.  We’re counting on your support”.

Charles assured them he would be there.  They said goodbye and left the same way they had arrived.  Rebecca wanted to say something to him, but wasn’t sure it was her place.  Sensing something was bothering her, Charles asked her what was wrong.

“I don’t want you leaving to fight in this war,” she said.  “I’m afraid we will never see you again”.

“I appreciate your concern, Rebecca,” he replied.  “For now, I have no intention of fighting, so you can let yourself at ease”.

Charles was pleased Rebecca was concerned for him.  It showed how much she respected him.  Over the past few months he had counted on Rebecca to be his pillar in the house as he adjusted to life as a bachelor.  In some instances, it even appeared they were married as they carried on conversations.

Charles enjoyed talking with her.  It had taken a while to get her comfortable enough to carry a conversation with him.  After his wife had died, she seemed to take a bigger role in helping him cope with his loss.  He had developed a greater appreciation for her after that.

Charles returned from his meeting that night no more convinced of his role as he had been before attending.  He still thought that providing food for the troops was his contribution to the war.  He went in and sat down for a late dinner.  Rebecca brought him his dinner and he ate quietly, not wanting to talk about the meeting.

That evening, as Rebecca was cleaning up the table from dinner, Charles had gotten up and was walking around the end of the table.  Just as he got beside Rebecca, she turned and was now face to face with him, their lips a few inches apart.

Charles stood there taking in the sight of her beauty before she finally excused herself and stepped aside.  He had smelled her scent as she stood there, causing an arousal in him.  It was the first time they had been that close, and he almost kissed her.  He wanted to so badly as he looked upon her, but knew it would be wrong to take advantage of her.

He was afraid that if he made a move, she would not reject him for fear of him punishing her.  He didn’t want to be like Mr. Oden.  How would he know if she truly wanted him?  It was a struggle his mind had to cope with.

“I’ll have some brandy on the porch,” he told Rebecca as he left the dining room.

He needed some fresh air to clear his head.  Rebecca brought his brandy to him as he rocked in his chair.  The night air was still as she stood there looking out over the fields.

“I think we are going to have a great harvest this year,” she said to him.

“I suspect you are right,” he replied.

Charles began to feel a sort of awkwardness as she stood there beside him.  It was like they were both afraid to say something for fear it would be the wrong thing.  He wondered if she looked at him the way he looked at her.  Did she want him?  Or was it just his mind playing tricks on him with his lack of sexual participation.

He finally decided to head to bed, and bid Rebecca good night.  He put his brandy glass down on the side table and went into the house.  He walked slowly up the stairs as he thought of her.  He longed to hold a woman once again, and for one to hold him.  He missed that intimacy.  He got into bed and set about trying to go to sleep.  He lay in bed thinking of Rebecca.  He thought about her figure, her face and her sweet disposition.  He was glad he had taken her from Mr. Oden.  He just couldn’t imagine where his life would be without her.

As his thoughts drifted, he tried not to think of her in a sexual manner.  He was still struggling with thoughts of her naked body.  He knew he needed to relieve himself or he might do something he would regret later.  He waited for the house to quiet down before he set about masturbating to take away his sexual tension.


Chapter Three

Rebecca had been restless that night and had gotten up from her bed, walking down the Hallway.  She heard a noise coming from Charles’ bedroom and had crept to the door to see what it was.  He had left his door slightly ajar, so she peered in to see what was causing the noise.

As she stood there, her eyes widened as she watched Charles masturbating on his bed.   She had never seen a white man naked, let alone one masturbating.  She was transfixed on his large member as she began to imagine sucking it and having it inside her.  She looked over the rest of his body, admiring his muscular build

She became aroused as she watched the scene play out in front of her.  Her hands began to massage her breasts as she imagined his hands on her.  She lifted her nightgown and moved her hand down between her legs, and as her finger touched her clit, she let out a light moan.

Charles sat up and saw her just before she jumped back behind the door.

“Rebecca!,” he said as he pulled the covers over himself.

“Yes sir,” she replied meekly.

“Come out from behind that door,” he commanded her.

She returned to the door as she looked down at the floor, embarrassed at having been caught.

“Why were you spying on me?” he asked. 

Rebecca’s heart was racing as she searched her mind for the right answer.

“I’m sorry,” she replied at last.  “I didn’t mean to.  I heard a noise so I came to see what it was”.

“I see,” he replied.  “So, did you like what you saw”?

She stood there for a moment not knowing what to say.  If she said she didn’t, he might see through her lie and be angry.  He could move her to the fields for lying.  If she said she did, he may still be angry because she was lusting after him.  Sensing her apprehension, he asked her to come to his bedside.

“Come now, don’t be shy,” he told her.  “You’ve seen me naked so now there is no modesty”.

“Yes sir,” she replied.

He patted the mattress as an indication she should sit down.  She walked over to the bed and sat down, but kept her gaze on the floor, not wanting to upset him.  He took his hand and placed it under her chin, lifting her face.  He looked deep into her soul as she sat there, her heart racing as she looked back at his piercing blue eyes.

“You are a beautiful woman, Rebecca,” he started.  “Please don’t be afraid.  I would never do anything you didn’t want.  But I suspect you have a fancy for me”.

She sat there unsure of what to say or do.  She wanted so much to just kiss him and take away his pain, but she just couldn’t bring herself to be that bold.

“Look,” he said as he continued to look into her eyes.  “I have watched you for some time.  You know you are attractive and that men want you.  But you belong to me.  You know I have the right to do to you what I want, you also know I don’t treat my slaves like that”.

“Yes sir,” she replied.

“So, I am going to ask again.  Did you like what you saw?” he asked softly.

Summoning all of the will power she had, she finally responded in a very soft and submissive voice.

“Yes, master,” she said.

“Do you want me?” he asked.

Now Rebecca was truly unsure of herself.  Did he want her or was he just toying with her?  Of course she wanted him.  She wanted him to take her right here, right now!

“I do,” she said as she searched his eyes.

Charles leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips.  Rebecca felt a stirring in her loins as she felt the gentle warmth of his lips pressed to hers.  He moved his mouth to her neck as she tilted her head, accepting his advance.  She could feel his uneven, hot breath as his mouth neared her skin.  Goosebumps traveled the length of her body as he kissed her.

He slid her nightgown from her shoulder as he continued to arouse her with his lips and tongue.  She had never felt like this before.  She had never had a man and now here she was wanting him to take her, to use her, to please himself with her body.

He pushed her back as an indication for her to lie on the bed, her nightgown all but removed from her body.  Her senses were raging as he began to suck and lick her nipples.  Her hands running her fingers through his hair as he sent shivers down to her toes.

He continued to kiss her body as he made his way down between her legs.  Her body was on fire as she felt tingles and shivers like she had never felt before.  Sure, she had figured out how to masturbate, but she knew nothing of a man’s touch; only her own.  These new feelings were driving her crazy.  He knew where and how to touch her.

She gasped as his tongue began to slide between her folds, sliding up and down her slit.  She spread her legs as wide as she could to allow him complete access.  She sucked in her breath quickly when his tongue began to flick her clit.  His hot tongue and breath were ecstasy for her.

She felt something inside her begin to swell as she lifted her hips, pushing his tongue closer to her clit.  At last, she succumbed and her body began to shake with the waves of orgasm that came over her again and again.  She was panting as he continued to lick her.

At last, when she thought she could bear no more of his tongue, he lifted himself up and kissed her, his groin against hers.  She had never felt a man’s member before, and she longed to know what it felt like.  She lowered her hand and wrapped her hand around his shaft, feeling his heat and stiffness. He let out a slight sigh as she began to stroke it, moving her hand up and down his shaft.

She wondered what it would be like to have her mouth on his member.  She pushed him up and got on her knees, his manhood right in front of her.  She moved her mouth over the head and let it slide into her mouth.  She could feel the large veins pulsing as she slowly slid it in and out of her mouth.  She could tell he enjoyed this as he also let out a moan.

She loved the feel of him in her mouth as she made love to him with her mouth.  She sucked in as she lifted her head, causing him to moan.  The feel of his shaft as it slid across her tongue was causing her to get aroused once again. 

She stopped sucking him and lie back onto the bed, ready for him to take her.  She had heard the first time was rather painful, but she wasn’t sure if that was true or not.  Either way, she wanted to feel him inside her.  It was like a raging appetite that needed satisfied.

He positioned himself above her and started to slide his member inside her.  He stopped suddenly as he felt the tightness inside of her.  He knew exactly what that meant.

“You mean to tell me you have never done this before?” he asked her.

“No sir,” she replied.

“Well, then I guess I better warn you,” he started.  “The first time is painful, but each time after that it starts feeling better and better.  I will go slow and try to make it as easy as I can”.

“Ok,” she replied.

She was ready for this.  She held her breath as she felt him beginning to stretch her.  She could feel the pain beginning to rise as he pushed deeper into her.  All at once, the pain hit as her seal broke and his member slid deep into her.  She gulped and gasped at the mix of pain and pleasure as he started to pump her, slowly at first and then faster and deeper.

She was now panting as he neared his orgasm.  She felt his body begin to stiffen as he pushed in with one last surge.  She could feel him pulse as he spilled his cum inside of her.  The feeling of his pulses caused her to wrap her legs around him and pull him tight.  She didn’t want to let him go.

Finally, he lifted himself off her and rolled over.

“You are going to have some bleeding from that,” he told her.  “But it will stop soon”.

She left the room to attend to her bleeding.  He was right, she was bloody.  But she didn’t regret any of it.  She wanted to please him, and she had done that.  She wanted him more now than ever.  She knew he wanted her and she was going to do whatever she needed to do in order to keep him.  He was her master, and she now belonged to him, heart and soul.

Rebecca returned to his bedroom, and lay there in his arms.  She felt safe and secure with his arms wrapped around her, his strong hands caressing her arm.  She nuzzled his neck and sighed as she felt herself drifting off to sleep.  She was completely content for the first time in her life.

The next morning, she brought Charles his breakfast.  She was smiling broadly as she set his plate in front of him.  He looked up at her and smiled, lifted his arm around her waist and pulled her close.

“I enjoyed last night,” he told her.  “I hope you did as well”.

“Yes,” she replied.  “Very much so”.

She wanted to take him right there but knew it would be wrong.  She couldn’t stop thinking about him.  All through the day she reflected on the previous night, each time it caused a stirring in her that she knew he would satisfy once again.

As night drew near, she went to him in the library.  She stood beside him as he sat looking out the window, resting her hand on his shoulder.  Charles felt her hand and reached up to put his hand on hers.  He wanted her, but his mind was still fighting over the right and wrong of it.  Why did it have to be wrong?  Why wasn’t he permitted to be happy?  Color should have nothing to do with two people who wanted each other.  And yet here he sat fighting with his own mind.

Rebecca could sense something was bothering him.

“Are you ok?” she asked.

“Yeah, just thinking,” he replied.

“About what?” she asked.

“About us,” he stated.  “I want you but at the same time it is wrong.  I don’t know how I can be with you and still be happy”.

Rebecca bent down and kissed his cheek.

“I don’t care what anyone says,” she replied.  “No one should be able to tell another what is right for them.  That is up to them to decide”.

“So, this doesn’t bother you?” he asked her.

“I guess in some ways, yes,” she replied.  “But only because of the gossip that will surely flow if anyone finds out.  Not that it would bother me, but I worry how it will affect you”.

He pulled her close as he spoke: “I guess we’ll just have to see where things end up”.

He got up from his chair and held her hand as he walked to the door.  Rebecca followed him ready for his touch, his taste and his feel.  Wrong or not, she wanted him and she wasn’t about to let anything stand in her way.

Once in his room, she removed her dress and helped him from his clothes.  She knelt in front of him and began to suck on him, sliding his member in and out of her mouth.  She knew he enjoyed this and she wanted to please him.  Charles leaned back against the footboard as she sucked him, enjoying the feeling of her mouth as it slid up and down his shaft.

Charles pulled Rebecca up to him as he kissed her, his hands sliding down her back and to her ass.  She moaned as he began to caress her, her body becoming sensitive to his touch.  He lifted his hands and began to caress her nipples as he kissed her.  She was on fire and wanted him inside her.

She turned around and bent over the bed, giving him access to her folds.  He knelt down and began to run his tongue up and down her slit as he looked at her soft, pink flesh.  He could tell she was ready for him as he stood up and moved in behind her.

Rebecca gasped as he slid inside of her going deep.  It didn’t hurt this time and she began to move her hips with his thrusts, trying to get all of him inside her.  He bent forward and kissed her neck and back as he slid in and out of her, his hands caressing her now sensitive nipples.

She felt him begin to tense up, so she stood up and dropped to her knees, once gain taking him into her mouth.  She slid his member in and out of her moth as she stroked him with her hands.  She wanted to taste him, to feel his hot seed in her mouth.  At last he sighed as his cum shot into her mouth.  It was salty and thick as she swallowed as much as she could get. 

His orgasm over, he lifted Rebecca from the floor and lay her on the bed.  He moved his head between her legs and began to slowly lick all around her folds.  He kissed and licked her inner thighs as she moaned enjoying the teasing.  He finally settled in on her clit and began to lick it with intensity.

Rebecca was rubbing the ends of her nipples as Charles licked her, her body mounting with passion.  She felt her hips rise as her orgasm approached, letting out a huge breath as her body gave in to the licking.  She shuddered and grasped at the sheets as he continued to lick her.  Her entire body was so sensitive she could hardly stand his touch.

Every single brush of his hands or feeling his hot breath on her skin sent shivers down to her toes.  He stopped licking her and moved up beside her.  They lie there in each other’s arms, each one spent form their sexual encounter.

He wanted to hold her forever.  For some reason, she brought out his passion like no one else has ever done before.  Even Haley didn’t have this effect on him.  Soon enough they both drifted off to sleep.  Charles was snuggled up to her back with his arms around her making her feel safe.  She loved the feel of him and was content being in his arms.


Chapter Four

Charles came into the kitchen and walked up behind Rebecca, slipping his hands around her waist as he kissed her cheek.  It had been six weeks since their first encounter, and yet here they were playing house as if they were married.  Charles didn’t care.  He was falling for Rebecca and he was sure she was in love with him.

But today was going to be stressful.  He had decided to go to the county seat and meet with military leaders to discuss how he could help with the war.  Even though he didn’t want to fight, he knew that’s what he was going to wind up doing.

“I have to go to Jackson,” he told her.

Rebecca turned and looked at him, shocked by this.

“Why?” she asked.

“I have to meet with the military,” he replied.  “I fear the day has come where I will have no choice but to fight”.

“Please don’t go,” she begged him.  “You don’t need to fight.  You need to stay here, to stay with me”.

“I want to be with you,” he told her.  “But I also have to protect our culture.  You know I don’t like slavery, that’s why my plantation runs the way it does”.

Rebecca knew he wasn’t going to change his mind.  Once he set his sights on something he was like a bulldog and he wasn’t wavering.

“When are you leaving?” she asked him.

“Right after lunch,” he replied.  “I will be gone about three days.  I’m leaving you in charge while I am away.  You shouldn’t have any trouble”.

“What do I do if Mr. Oden shows up?” she asked.

“Shoot the bastard,” he replied.  “I’ll figure out how to deal with that after I get back”.

With lunch over, Charles saddled his horse and got ready to leave.

“So, there is nothing I can say to keep you here?” she asked.

“It will be alright,” he told her as he brushed her cheek with his hands.  “I’ll see you in a couple of days”.

Rebecca watched as he rode off heading for what she was certain was a death sentence.  She didn’t want to think about it.  She just wanted him there.

Rebecca sat waiting patiently by the window expecting her master’s arrival.  She knew tonight was going to be tough, but she was trying to stay strong.  Tonight would be her first try at begging him to stay.  She didn’t want to lose him or get lost herself.  She feared that if he didn’t return, her life would never be the same ever again.

It was 1864 and the war was all but over.  And yet, he insisted on going to fight.  Not because he favored slavery, but because he was a southerner afraid of losing his way of life; his plantation. 

Rebecca was brought back to reality as she heard the sound of hoof beats, signaling the return of Charles from Jackson.  Excited to see him, she went down the stairs to greet him at the door.  She didn’t dare go outside and greet him for fear someone would see her kissing him.

As he came in the front door, she jumped into his arms and hugged him, kissing his cheek.

“I’m so glad you’re back,” she told him.

“I wasn’t gone that long,” he replied.

He lifted her into his arms and carried her to his bedroom, ready to take her.  She removed her nightgown and stood there waiting for him, her body glistening in the moonlight from the sweat beading up from the heat of the summer night.  He looked her up and down as he removed his clothes, ready to please her.  He walked up to her and kissed her deeply as he pushed her back onto the bed.

He lie there for a moment playing with her nipples as he worked to arouse her even more.

“Charles?” she asked hesitantly.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Why do you want to leave me?” she asked him.

“I don’t want to leave you,” he replied.  “But I have to.  I have to do what I can to try and save the life we have here”.

“What kind of life?” she said.  “We can never be seen in public together, and you sure can’t marry me”.

He turned her face to his and said: “When this is over, I will marry you”.

She pulled her face back and replied “You can’t.  Other white men will hate you and you will never have their respect”.

“I don’t need their respect,” he replied.  “I do need you”.

She got up from the bed and walked to the window, hoping for a cool breeze.

“How long will you be gone?” she asked.

“Not too long, I hope,” he replied.  “I figure the war will be over soon, one way or another.  It can’t keep dragging out”.

“When will you come back to me?” she queried him.

As she stared out of the window with the breeze of the cool night air brushing across her breasts, her master came from behind and wrapped his arms around her.  He didn't need to say anything; she knew why he was there.  She could feel his breath as his lips brushed against her neck sending tingles down to her toes.  She shifted her neck giving him access to her sensitive skin.

He welcomed her submission and rewarded her by kissing her neck, moving down across her shoulder as his hands gently cupped her breasts, her nipples being squeezed and rolled between his fingers.  She could feel his member getting hard against her as she pushed her ass into him, a sign she was ready.

His hand slid down her stomach and brushed across her folds as she spread her legs, welcoming his touch.  She could feel the goosebumps forming from her nipples to her ankle.  He gently slid his strong hands up and down her slit, one finger slipping between her folds.  Her moans let him know she was his, that she was ready for him.

He began to kiss the back of her neck, his tongue sliding across her skin as she sucked in her breath.  He made his way down her back, his mouth brushing against her flesh.  He kissed her ass cheeks gently biting her, sending chills down her spine.  He continued down, kissing and licking the back of her legs as she shook from the touch to her ultra-sensitive skin.

She put her hands on the window from to brace herself as she felt her body begin to get weak from his erotic kissing and touch.  She relished his tongue on her body and wanted to experience whatever he wanted to do to her.

He reached up and inserted one finger into her causing her to gasp as his finger penetrated her.  She could feel her wetness as it ran down his fingers.  How she longed to feel the fullness of him inside her.  Her heart was racing as his gentle touch began to focus on her clit, rubbing up and down.  His speed increased as she began to tense up, her body reaching orgasm.  She convulsed as he kissed and licked her ass causing her to shake with ecstasy.  Her hands gripped the window as she struggled to stay standing as her waves of orgasm shook her body.

"Soon my pet, soon," he said as he moved back up her body and kissed her neck one last time.

She turned around and wrapped her arms around his neck as she pulled him close, feeling his hardness against her belly.  She kissed him deeply as her hand made its way down his belly, looking for her reward.  She wrapped her fingers around him and began to stroke him slowly as she kissed him.

She dropped to her knees and took him into her mouth.  She greedily sucked him, running her mouth up and down his shaft, causing him to moan.  She wanted to taste him, to have him fill her mouth.  She wanted to show him how much she cared for him.

She increased her speed as her head bobbed up and down, his shaft rigid with pleasure.  She could feel his body begin to stiffen as he approached his orgasm.  She sucked as hard as she could to help him cum.  At last, he let go and shot his cum into her mouth as she tried to suck all of it out of him.

With him going limp, she released his member and rose to once again hold him.  Not a word was spoken as they stood there in a lover’s embrace, neither one sure of what was going to happen.  All she knew was he was going to leave and she would be alone.

They lie on the bed, her head on his chest, both satisfied.  He twirled her hair as she rubbed his chest, both searching for the right thing to say.

“I love you, Rebecca,” he said at last.

This was the first time he had ever said that.  Her eyes welled up at hearing this from him.  She knew now that he had meant what he said about marrying her.

“I love you, too,” she replied.

As they lie there holding each other, the night slipped away as they fell asleep in each other’s arms.  She dreamt of what it would be like to be his wife instead of his slave.  She longed to be open and free with her master, and soon to be husband.


Chapter Five

Rebecca poured Charles his coffee as he slid her arm around her slender waist.  She looked down at him and smiled.

“I’m afraid I have to leave today,” he told her.

She froze as he told her this.  She had hoped she would have some advanced notice of his departure.  She had no idea it would be this quick.

“Please don’t leave me,” she begged him.  “I don’t want to be without you”.

“I have to go,” he replied.  “I know it’s going to be hard on you, but it will be equally as hard on me”.

Tears filled her eyes as she faced the reality that this could be the last time she would ever see him.

“Don’t cry,” he told her as he wiped the tears from her cheek.  “I’ll be back before you know it”.

She set the coffee pot down and kneeled at his side, wrapping her arms around him.  He stroked her hair as she sobbed into his lap.

“Now don’t go making a big fuss out of this,” he told her.  “I don’t want this to be any harder than it already is”.

She wiped her tears and stood up.  “Yes sir,” she stated.

“That reminds me,” he said.  “Come with me to the study, I have something for you”.

He got up from his chair and walked to the study, Rebecca following close behind.  Once inside, he opened his satchel and pulled out some papers.

“These are for you,” he told her.  “I freed you and all the other slaves last night while I was in town.  These papers are their proof that they are free.  Anyone may stay or go as they see fit.”

Rebecca couldn’t believe what she was hearing.  They were free?

“Don’t you want me no more?” she asked him.

“Of course I do,” he replied.  “But this was something I felt was important to do before I left.  I want all of you, especially you, to have the choice of whether you want to stay here or leave”.

She stood there staring at him not sure what to do or say.

“I don’t want to leave,” she told him.  “I want to stay here with you, you know that”.

“I know,” he replied.  “But with most men being gone from the plantations, I don’t want anyone taking you away from me.  With those papers, they cannot take you as a slave”.

Rebecca finally understood why he had done this.  She held the papers close and promised to give them to the other slaves.

“While I am gone,” he started, “You are in charge of the plantation.  I will make an announcement to everyone before I leave letting them know that you are acting in my stead. 

“Yes sir,” she replied.

She hugged him and kissed him deeply before leaving the room to clean up the morning's dishes.  She had to keep herself busy or she would fall apart from thinking of his leaving.

All too soon, he summoned all the slaves to the house.

“I want to thank each of you for the work you have done for me,” he started.  “I hope I have been a good and fair master to each and every one of you.  Today I will be leaving to go help fight this damned war.  But before I got, I have something I want to tell all of you.  As of this morning, each and every one of you are now free”.

They all stood there looking at each other in a daze.  Maybe they didn’t quite get what he was saying.

“You can leave or stay, it’s your decision,” he told them.  “I no longer want to own any person.  I should never have owned anyone, but hopefully, I have done right by each and every one of you.  I wish you the best in your new life”.

With that, he turned to Rebecca and told her to issue the papers.  As Charles walked back into the house, he felt as if a burden had been lifted from his shoulders.  He always knew slavery was wrong, but he participated anyway.  He felt that maybe by giving his slaves a good home, he was doing right by them.  He felt that now he could die for his way of life and be at peace with his soul.

Rebecca found Charles in his room packing his bag.  He was almost finished as she entered the room.

“I want you to take me, right here and now,” she told him.  “I want to love you as a free woman, and not as a slave.  If you must leave, then I want you to know a free woman will be waiting for your return”.

He turned to her and lifted her face to meet his.  He kissed her deeper than he had ever kissed her before.  His touch was so gentle and warm that it made her feel tingles down her spine.  She held him tight as he ran his hands down her back, caressing her ass as he slid them under her dress.

She undid his pants and began to suck him into hardness.  He moved his hips forward and back as her lips slid up and down his shaft.  When he was erect, she stood up and turned around; bending over the end of the bed and lifting her dress.  He moved in behind her and kissed her ass.  He spread her folds revealing her pink sweetness as he slowly licked her slit.

“You are my African Queen,” he told her.  “Never forget that”.

He lifted his head and penetrated her as she clung to the bed frame.  He pumped her slowly, wanting the feeling to last.  She was moaning as she savored feeling him go in and out of her.  She began to keep rhythm with his thrusts as she bounced her hips back to meet his.  She felt his familiar stiffness and knew he was ready to cum.  She pushed back harder, making him go deep inside of her, pushing him over the edge as he pulsed with his orgasm.

As he withdrew himself from her, she turned and kissed him. 

“Come back to me,” she said in a soft whisper.

He nodded and pulled his pants up, ready to begin his journey.

As he mounted his horse, he took one last look at her and the plantation.  He hated to leave, but he knew it was his duty.  He just hoped it would be over soon so he could return to his love.  He was ready to start his life over again with Rebecca at his side, a free woman; his wife.


Chapter Six

Rebecca tried to carry on as best she could.  She didn’t know a whole lot about running a plantation, but she was trying.  Most of the former slaves had decided to stay.  They felt that remaining here was a far better option that being brought back into slavery by confederates who might not recognize their papers.

The days folded into months as the war dragged on.  Rebecca was beginning to fear she would never see Charles again.  She didn’t dare go into town to see the lists of dead and missing.  She was too afraid of being taken and being put back into slavery somewhere else.  She felt safe here.

One day as she was walking the fields assessing the time for harvest, she heard the sound of hoof beats.  But this was not one horse, this was a lot of them.  She raced back to the house as a group of men approached.

“Where’s your master,” the lead soldier said.

“He’s not here right now,” she replied.

Her heart was racing as she stood there wondering what they wanted.

“Well,” he started, “We have been authorized to take any crops ready for harvest in order to feed the troops.  Not that someone like you would know anything about that”.

“I can’t say yes or no, sir,” she replied.  “You’ll have to speak to him directly”.

She was trying to pull a bluff to get them to leave.

“And just when will he be back?” he asked.

“Any time now,” she replied.  “I can tell him you called when he does return”.

“No need,” he replied.  “We’ll be back tomorrow.  He better be here”.

The group of men rode off in a cloud of dust as Rebecca let out a huge sigh.

One of the field hands came up to her and said “What are you going to do?  You know he ain’t gonna be back by tomorrow”.

“I know,” Rebecca said.  “We need to get as much of the crops hidden as we can before then.  It’s all we’ll have to feed us through the winter”.

They worked most of the night hiding what they could harvest, hoping it would be enough.  The next day the men arrived at about noon inquiring for the master.

“Where’s he at, slave?” he asked.

“He didn’t return last night,” she replied.  “Don’t know where he got to”.

“I think you’re playing games with us,” he replied.

All right, boys.  Let’s take it all.

With a loud Whoop, the men pulled a wagon into the field and began to clean out what was left of the crops.  Rebecca was begging them to leave it.  She explained it was all the food they had.

“White soldiers need this food more than you do,” the man said as he pushed her down to the ground.  “You best steer clear of me if you know what’s good for you”.

Rebecca was becoming furious with him.  Without thinking, she began to hit him on the back.  He turned and slapped her with a backhand that sent her to the ground, her cheek stinging as she tried to clear the stars that had filled her head.

“You know what I think?” he asked her as he stood over her.  “I think your master left yall.  I don’t think there is a master here anymore.  In fact, I think it is my duty as a representative of the Confederate States of America to confiscate you and press you into service for your country”.

He grabbed her and tied a rope around her hands, her kicking and screaming as he held her down.  He picked her up and threw her across his horse, and rode off.  The other slaves were cowering not wanting to have the same fate as Rebecca.  The rest of the men got the wagon and rode off leaving the fields all but bare.

Rebecca was struggling to get away, but this man had her tied but good.  How dare he!  She was a free woman and she was the head of the plantation.  He couldn’t do this to her!  She was going to set thing straight as soon as he stopped his horse.

When the horse stopped, the soldier dropped her from his saddle and unmounted.  He grabbed her by the arm and dragged her into the cabin and into a cell.

“This is what we do with slaves who hit a white man,” he told her.  “You’re gonna hang for that, and I’m gonna enjoy you before you do”.

She spit at him and called him a pig.

“I am a free woman,” she told him.  “You can’t do this to a free person”.

“And where are your papers?” he asked.

Rebecca had left them on the table by the door.  Charles had told her to never leave take them off her person.  Now she had no proof.

“My papers are at the plantation,” she replied.

“Sure they are,” he said.  “Just like your master”!

He laughed and walked out of the cabin.  How was she going to get out of this?  Where was Charles?

She sat on the cot in the cell and began to sob.  She was sure that now she would never see Charles again.  She feared that the soldier was right and she would be hanged.  She didn’t want to die, she wanted to go home.   She wanted Charles and she wanted her freedom.

Rebecca was awakened the next morning by banging on the metal bars. 

“Rise and shine,” the soldier said.

“Yep, that’s her,” she heard a familiar voice say.

It was her old master, Mr. Oden.  Why was he here she wondered as she stood up in her cell?

“Much obliged to you for finding her,” he continued.  “She ran away nearly four years ago.  Been looking for her ever since”.

“You’re a liar!” she screamed.  “Charles got me from you as repayment for a bad debt”!

“Feisty, isn’t she?” he said to the soldier.

“Good thing you found her,” the soldier replied.  “She was gonna hang for assaulting a soldier”.

“Well, I’ll take care of her attitude,” he replied.  “You can be sure of that”.

The soldier opened the cell and tied her arms, handing the rope over to Mr. Oden.

“She’s your problem now,” the soldier said as he walked out of the cabin.

Mr. Oden dragged her out of the cabin and mounted his horse.  He set off with Rebecca walking behind him.  As they left town he began talking to her.

“Yeah, I knew sooner or later I was gonna get you back,” he said at last.  “If it hadn’t been for the money I owed I would have never gotten rid of such a fine, young slave”.

“Charles is gonna kill you for this,” she retorted.

“He’s probably dead by now,” he replied.  “Lots of men dying in this war”.

She feared he was right.  Now she was going to be a slave again.  She knew what he did to his female slaves.  She had seen it happen many times before.  She knew she was going to be abused by him once he got her back to his plantation.

Once they had arrived at the plantation, he locked her into her quarters.

“I’ll be back later so we can get reacquainted,” he said with a grin.

She knew what that meant, and she was terrified.  How was she ever going to get out of this?  She was frantically trying to figure out how she could get away from him.  If only she had kept her papers on her.  At some point, she fell asleep of exhaustion from the long walk.  Her dreams were filled with visions of Charles.


Chapter Seven

The air was thick with the heat of the day lingering from the humidity that had enveloped her house most of the day.  She was unaware he was there, sitting in the corner watching.  He looked at her body as the moonlight filtered into the room, causing an erotic silhouette with the shadows that danced across her naked form.

He watched as beads of sweat ran down the side of her breast, like a small stream being formed with each drop.  He watched as her hands began to caress her breasts, her nipples bending over with each pass of her hand.  She gripped her nipples between her fingers, rolling them back and forth as her hips moved slightly with tingled sensations running down her body.

As her breathing increased, her hand moved down past her stomach and found its goal.  She moaned slightly as she gently began to slide her fingers between her folds, moving her wetness to her clit.  She spread her legs in anticipation of her fingers penetrating her, simulating the man she craved.

She slid her fingers into herself, letting out a slight gasp, her hips moving up in acceptance of the penetration.  He watched as her passion built, her body giving in to the ecstasy he knew she was feeling.  He longed to touch her, to fill her and feel her touch once again.

As she reached her climax, her body quivered with the waves of ecstasy as it passed through her body.  Spent, she closed her legs and turned to her side.  She lay there for a moment catching her breath.  He could hear the soft sobs of her crying as he longed to reach out to her, to comfort her.  He knew he would never be able to, he was now formless and simply a shadow of the man he once was. 

Charles awoke with a jolt.  The dream was vivid as he came to his senses and realized it wasn’t real.  He longed for the soft, gentle touch of Rebecca’s hand.  This war was all but over, and he was ready to go home.  He had heard rumors that Lee had surrendered, but nothing concrete was ever conveyed to them.

It was now the fall of 1864 and he had seen many battles, escaping death more than once.  He had no desire to continue fighting.  He had never formally enlisted, he had simply joined up with a unit heading north.  Unlike the regular soldiers, he could leave at any time.  This was the day he decided it was time to go.

He packed his gear and headed down the road as his sergeant yelled after him.  There was nothing he could do to stop him.  He was going home and he was going to hold Rebecca once again.  He knew it was going to be a long trip to reach home, but the thoughts of Rebecca kept him going.

The closer he got to home, the more he started remembering about her and his plantation.  He longed to sit on the porch once again, sipping brandy.  He longed for the touch of a female hand as he lay in his bed.  He longed to hold his lover once again.

Charles spent the next three weeks making his way home.  He found an occasional ride on a wagon, but it never lasted long.  He was tired and he wanted to stop and rest, but the thoughts of Rebecca kept driving him.  He finally stopped after a three-day stint of not sleeping and gave in to exhaustion.  His body had finally given out.

When he awoke the next day, he found he was a mere half mile from his plantation.  He had almost made it home.  Excited and refreshed, he ran the rest of the way to the plantation.  His former slaves were still working the plantation.  As they recognized him, they came flocking over to greet him.

“Mr. Charles,” one said excitedly.  “Miss Rebecca got taken by those soldiers.  They tied her up and hauled her into town yesterday”.

“Damn them,” he replied.

He thanked him for the information, got his horse, and rode as hard as he could into town. 

“Who’s in charge here?” he demanded as he dismounted his horse.

“I am,” a soldier replied.

“I’m told you brought a woman here yesterday,” he said.

“Oh yeah, the feisty one,” he replied.

“Where is she?” he asked.

“Her owner came and fetched her this morning,” he replied.

“She has no owner, you bastard,” he said sternly.  “She was my slave and I freed her before I left to go fight your damned war.  Where is she”?

“Fella that come got her said she was a runaway,” he replied.  “Said she ran away nearly four years ago”.

Charles knew exactly where she was.  He mounted his horse and raced out of town.

As he came upon the plantation of Mr. Oden, he was furious with anger.  He rode up to the house and pushed open the door.

“Oden!” he shouted.

“Why Charles, it’s nice to see you,” Mr. Oden replied as he came out from the sitting room.  “And what brings you out to my place on such a fine day”?

“Where is she,” he demanded.

“Who?” Mr. Oden replied.

Charles jumped at Mr. Oden, and in one swift move pulled his knife and put up to his throat.

“You know god damned well who,” he said through gritted teeth. 

“Oh, her,” he replied.  “I got her in the house out back for safe keepin’.  Them soldier boys wanted to have their way with her, but I managed to save her”.

“Go get her,” Charles demanded.

“Sure, right this way,” Mr. Oden replied.

As they walked out the back door, Mr. Oden reached beside the door and grabbed his gun.  He turned to fire at Charles, but Charles was ready for him.  He shoved his knife into Mr. Oden as the gun fell to the floor.

“I’ve been in battle you old bastard,” he said hotly.  “You really think you can pull a fast one on me”?

Gurgling, Mr. Oden dropped to the floor, his heart having been punctured.

“Rebecca!” Charles hollered out as he bounded down the stairs.  “Rebecca!” He yelled again.

One of the slaves came up to him and told him she was locked in the cabin around the corner.  Charles ran to the cabin, but could not open the door due to the lock on it.

“Rebecca, it’s Charles,” he said.

“Charles!” she screamed.

“Stand back,” he told her.

He shot the lock with Mr. Oden’s gun.  The lock fell from the door as he slammed it open.  Rebecca ran to his arms and kissed him deeply.  He stood there holding her as tightly as he could.

“I thought I was never going to see you again,” she whispered into his ear.

“I told you I would come back,” he replied.

He picked her up and carried her to his horse.  He told the slaves they no longer had a master.  The plantation was theirs to do with as they pleased.  He turned his horse towards home and rode off, Rebecca clasping her arms around his neck as they headed home to the plantation.

Charles was finally in the arms of the woman he loved.  He was never going to leave her again.  She kept her head buried in his chest as they rode, anticipating their reunion that evening.  She had tears of joy streaming down her face as she once again held her man.


Chapter Eight

Charles dismounted his horse and helped Rebecca down.  The former slaves cheered as he picked her up and carried her into the house.  Once inside, he set her down, and took her face into his hands, looking deeply at her.

“I am never going to leave you again,” he told her.

“I am just glad your home,” she replied.  “I can’t wait to make love to you”.

He kissed her again, then he told her he needed a bath and some food.  He told her he hadn’t eaten in the last two days. Rebecca got some help from the other plantation hands and quickly put together a meal for him.

Once he had eaten his fill, she took his hand and walked him to the washroom.  She removed his clothing, noticing several scars from his wounds while in battle.  It hurt her to see them, and it showed.

“It’s ok,” he said.  “It’s a reminder of what I fought for”.

Rebecca had him sit in the tub as she filled it with warm water.  She grabbed the washcloth and the soap and set about washing him.  Charles lay back in the tub and allowed himself to relax as Rebecca washed him. 

Feeling her hands as they ran across his body brought back familiar memories.

“I dreamed about you,” he said as he broke the silence.

“Oh?” she replied.  “What about”?

“I dreamed you were alone and I was a ghost,” he replied.  “I stood in the corner of the room and watched you, but could not touch you.  I knew at that moment I had to come home”.

Rebecca kissed him and continued to wash him.  She was fortunate to have him return when so many others did not.  She wanted to love him with all she was, to give herself completely to him.

Finished with the bath, she wrapped him in a towel and showed him to the bedroom.  She pushed him down on the bed and removed her dress.  God how he had missed her body.  He lay there admiring her form as she knelt on the bed and moved between his legs.

She took him into her mouth and began to slide up and down his shaft, slowly savoring every taste of him.  She could see him building already as his hips pushed up, trying to get inside her mouth as far as he could.

He exploded into her mouth as she sucked him dry.  She had longed to taste him once again.  Finished, she slid up beside him and laid her arm across his chest as she snuggled to his side.

“Wow,” he said.  “That was quick”.

“You’ve missed me,” she said Teasingly.

“Let me recover and I’ll show you how much,” he teased right back.

Rebecca began to play with him, stroking him with her hands and kissing him.  It didn’t take long for him to become stiff again.  She rolled on top of him as she continued to kiss him. 

Lifting herself up, she inserted his member into herself and lowered body onto it, sighing as it went deep inside her.  She slowly began to ride him, gyrating and lifting herself up and down on him.  He was sucking and rubbing her nipples as she moaned from the pleasure of having him inside her once again.

She leaned forward and kissed him as he slid his hands up under her ass, lifting her.  He began to pound her hard as he slid in and out of her, her ass suspended above him by his hands.

She was moaning as he continued to pound her deeper and deeper with each stroke.  He felt her pulses as she came, clinging to him tightly.  Feeling her cum, he began to tense up and slammed into her one last time before giving in and allowing himself to cum.  She could feel his pulses as he exploded his hot juice inside of her.

She fell down on top of him as he wrapped his arms around her. 

“I love you, Rebecca,” he said softly.

“I love you more than you know,” she replied.

They made love several times that night before finally giving in to exhaustion and sleep. 

Charles never did leave her again.  He married her but had to move north to do it.  In the south, it wasn’t recognized and they feared there would be retribution.  It wasn’t easy up north, but people were a little more accepting of their union.

Charles continued his farming as they raised a family.  It wasn’t a glamorous life, but it was theirs and they could remain together, just as they had promised each other.
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