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		Prologue

		(Summer - 1861)

		

		Mary Elizabeth did her best to hide her feelings, the candlelight playing on her face casting shadowed highlights. Her smile a bit forced as they sat at table that night. Luther silently serving their evening meal. The thought of Paul leaving in the morning, preying heavily on her mind. Granted, their marriage was basically one of convenience, a beneficial union for both families. But, that didn’t mean she didn’t have feelings for her husband. She loved him and all. It was just that she wasn’t passionately in ‘love’ with him. But, he provided for her, and there were certain benefits to being married… Benefits she was about to be deprived of.

		Despite his protestations that the war wouldn’t last long, she worried just the same. No matter how glorious the cause, it was a war. There was always that chance that he wouldn’t be returning to her. Leaving her all alone and defenseless. She remembered her aged grandfather telling stories when she was a little girl. Oh, she wasn’t supposed to be listening in to the late-night men’s conversations, but she had been naturally curious. Naughtily secreting herself behind a half-closed door, listening as he regaled some of his cronies with his tales. Cigar smoke filling the air with its heavy scent. He’d been a young corporal during the War of 1812, fighting alongside General Andy Jackson in the Battle of New Orleans. The stories sounding so exciting; the proud soldiers marching along, flags flying, driving the bloody British from their shores.

		But, not all his stories had been like that. Some of them, especially when he was deep in his cups, had been rather brutal and… Well, she’d run away in tears hearing some of what went on. The bloodied men, the lost limbs, the raped women… It was far too much for her delicate young ears. And, this war…

		Straightening herself, she sipped her wine. Paul looking dashing tonight in his grey uniform, gold epaulets on his shoulders. He was a Captain in the Louisiana Fifth. Leading a company of 100 men, consisting of two platoons of volunteers formed from the parish ranks. They’d be marching out in the morning, joining the glorious fight against the Yankees.

		After dinner, they sat quietly in the drawing room. Mary painstakingly trying to concentrate on her needlepoint. Her hands almost shaking too much to do the work. Paul, silently taking his brandy. A half-smoked cigar in his hand, deep in thought. Luther refilling his glass frequently, his shuffling steps barely making a sound as he moved in and out of the quiet room. Mary sipping another glass of wine, her mind dwelling on the morrow. Finally, Paul quietly suggested they go up to bed.

		A brave smile on her face, she ascended the stairway up to their big bedroom, lifting her long, full skirted gown so she wouldn’t trip. Cora May helping her to undress, removing the petticoats and loosening the stay lined corset beneath. Mary Elizabeth breathing a sigh of relief as the tight garment fell away. As Cora May reached for her cotton dressing gown, Mary Elizabeth stopped her. “I think the pink gown tonight, Cora May. I want Master Paul to remember me…” a sob escaped her lips as a tear rolled down her cheek. Her head falling helplessly to her hands.

		“Massa Paul, he be fine, Miss Mary,” smiled Cora May. Her white teeth glistening against her dark skin. “This war be over in no time. Thas what they says, anyways. Now you jus dry your eyes and let Cora May take care of you.”

		“Oh, I hope and pray you’re right, Cora May,” smiled Mary. Raising her arms and letting Cora May slip the slightly sheer pink gown over her head. Paul had ordered it for her a couple of years ago as a surprise. It came all the way from Paris. She seldom wore it, but somehow… This seemed like a perfect occasion. Standing in front of the floor length mirror in her dressing room, she admired herself. A diminutive five foot one, she had a delightful hour glass figure. Her breasts still standing proud at the ripe age of twenty-one. Her dark nipples showing enticingly through the sheerness of the expensive gown. Even her dark triangle suggestively visible in the flickering light.

		Sitting at the dressing table, she let Cora May brush out her long dark hair. Its soft curls falling in waves down her back. Adding a touch of makeup and pinching her cheeks, she got up and squared her shoulders. Putting a smile on her face, she slipped silently into their candlelit bedroom. Paul already lying in bed, his member swelling to life at seeing her. Deep blue eyes drinking her in as she stepped into the room. Her slender figure silhouetted through the translucent material by the light from the dressing room.

		Pulling her to him, he began to kiss her. She could taste the strong liquor he’d been drinking in his kiss. The manly scent of him exciting her as her fingers ran over the dark hair on his muscled chest. Oh, she supposed that young Southern ladies weren’t supposed to get excited about sex, but… She couldn’t help herself. She loved the feel of Paul’s strong hands on her body. Always had. Touching her, his lips kissing her. Even suckling from her shamelessly, Mary Elizabeth whimpering as his lips drove her wild with desire.

		Slipping from his arms, she teasingly pulled the sheer gown off. Her naked body brazenly on display before her husband. Paul, reaching for her, his hands cupping her pale breasts. His fingers kneading them, teasing her taught nipples, her eyes closing in passion as little electric shocks swept through her. Her shuddering breaths coming faster as her anticipation built. The scent of her excitement filling the humid, summer air between them. Bending forward, Paul took her nipple between his lips, suckling hungrily. Mary Elizabeth’s hands going around his head, pulling him to her. Relishing the feeling of him, the intimacy of his touch.

		Breaking away, she slid wantonly down his body. Her lips kissing him as inch by inch she moved down to his throbbing rod. Paul loved it when she did this for him, taking him into her mouth like some New Orleans whore. It wasn’t considered very ladylike, but that didn’t stop her. She wanted to please her husband. She’d learned about this from one of the upstairs servants when she was younger. Just two girls giggling as they shared intimate secrets, while she had helped Mary get dressed.

		Aura Lee had even shown her how to perform the intimate act, using a cucumber in place of… Well, you get the idea. After all, Aura Lee had been experienced. Still young herself at the time, her café au lait complexion and fine features were quite striking. She’d been taken first by the overseer when she came of age. Then, she was moved into the big house, servicing Mary Elizabeth’s father and her older brother. Mary Elizabeth growing up, thinking it was entirely normal and natural for the master of the house to relieve himself with the housemaids. It was just the way of life.

		Mary Elizabeth knew that Paul had made use of some of the slaves, as well. It was his right, she supposed. Most of the house staff evidenced their mixed heritage by their finer features and lighter skin tones. Offspring of the ‘gentlemen’ of the house through the generations. She always tried to tell herself it didn’t bother her, knowing that her husband occasionally dallied with one or another of the servants. But, deep inside, it did. Like he was betraying her somehow, that she wasn’t enough. Leaving her feeling rather aloof from him, more of an ornament for his arm.

		Tonight, she wanted him to only remember her. The feel of her, the taste of her, as he went off to war. She lovingly slid his long cock between her lips. Her tongue swirling along the sensitive shaft. Paul moaning softly above her as she teased him. Slowly, Mary Elizabeth slid his throbbing shaft down into her throat. Mary remembering that that part had taken a lot of practice. Aura Lee breaking down in giggles beside her as Mary gagged repeatedly at the intrusion of the long, thick vegetable. The two of them exploring together, practicing their feminine wiles in secret.

		Paul’s loud groan bringing her back to the task at hand. There were times she’d wantonly let him cum in her mouth, but not tonight. No, this time she wanted him sheathed deep inside of her pulsing nether regions. His long rod spearing into her, driving her insane. He wasn’t the only one that would be without sexual comfort in the coming future.

		Swiftly, she slid him from her lips, her legs wantonly straddling his hips. Leaning down, she kissed him. Feeling especially wicked tonight, letting him taste the flavor of his own cock in her kiss. Her tongue sliding between his lips and toying with his, reminding him of what she’d done. That she was more than some doodad to show off. Then, she pushed herself upright, her breasts hanging proudly before her as she reached back and took his shaft in her hand. Slowly, she guided it between her own moist nether lips. Biting her lip, she cried out as she lowered herself on the long, hard rod. Her eyes closing in ecstasy. Letting it fill her warm pussy, stretching her open.

		She loved the feel of his long cock inside of her. Her thighs pumping slowly, riding his long shaft. Her velvet lined walls gripping him tightly. Faster and faster, she began to pump her thighs, his hard rod filling her again and again. Her fingers clawing at his muscled chest as she rode him. Shocks tearing through her body with each plunge. Her breasts bouncing with every thrust of his rigid spear, sweat glistening on her slender body. Her long hair flying wildly about her as her cries filled the air.

		Her eyes closed in passion, she felt him start to swell. He was going to cum! Gripping him as tightly as she could, her hips ground against him. His shaft deep inside of her welcoming cunt as he began to spasm. Mary Elizabeth crying out as his fertile, lava hot seed spurted deep inside her womb. The heat of him spreading through her as she collapsed down on top of him. Her long hair draping over them like a blanket, Mary gasping for breath. Her body still spasming from a violent orgasm. Something to remember him by. Hopefully, even more? Maybe this time she’d become pregnant? Bear him a child to carry on the family name. Fulfill her duty.

		

		*

		

		Mary Elizabeth stood bravely at the front gate of Elm Grove Plantation the next morning. Chin held high, the big straw hat shading her delicate porcelain skin. Waving her handkerchief proudly as Paul rode out on his gray mare. His gleaming sword hanging at his side. The long lines of men marching proudly behind him. Not letting herself break down until after he’d ridden out of sight. Quiet sobs wracking her small body over and over…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		(Late Summer - 1862)

		

		The letter had only preceded Paul’s arrival by a few days. He’d been wounded and was coming home on leave to heal. Mary Elizabeth frantic at the news, but grateful to know that he was alive. She had no idea how serious the wound might be. Stories of lost limbs abounding in the second year of the war.

		Cora May’s prophecy that the war would be short, not coming true. Far from it! The damn Yankees wouldn’t give an inch. Couldn’t they understand that the South just wanted to be left alone? So far, she had to admit that things were not looking good for the Confederacy. Losses at New Orleans and Baton Rouge had left the effective control of the mighty Mississippi in the hands of the hated Union troops. Their superior naval might stifling the flow of necessary goods and munitions to the Confederate troops. Only the efforts of General Lee in the North seemed to be going in their favor.

		She fretted for days waiting for Paul’s arrival. Hoping and praying that his wound wasn’t too serious. Her mind filling with of all kinds of terrible visions. The images fueled by the sights she’d seen on her trips into town, the business of the plantation now left in her hands. Mary Elizabeth having to deal with the shop keepers and produce brokers in place of her absent husband. Each trip, seeing more of the broken men in their tattered uniforms, hobbling along on crutches with one leg missing. Or, perhaps, only one arm. Others blinded and horribly scarred. Her imagination running wild with the horrors she’d seen.

		Day after day, her eyes searched the lonely road that ran past the plantation gate. Streams of men periodically moving in one direction or the other, but none of them the one she wanted so desperately to see. Finally, a wagon pulled up at front gate. A gray mare tied behind, Mary Elizabeth’s eyes falling on the gaunt figure lying beneath a torn blanket in the wagon bed. Quickly calling for assistance, some of the slaves helped lift their master from the wagon and carry him into the big house.

		Frantically scanning his feverish body, she found the wound was to his left shoulder. He was thin and in need of a shave, but he was alive. With the proper care, he would mend. Care, that Mary Elizabeth was more than willing to give. It was her duty, after all. With Cora May’s help, she undressed him. The two of them bathing him lovingly. Mary Elizabeth carefully checking him over for any other signs of wounds as she washed his malnourished body. Finally, getting him into the big bed upstairs and letting him rest.

		By nightfall, he was evidencing great improvement. Just being back home at Elm Grove was enough to buoy his spirits. Mary Elizabeth dutifully spooning some rich broth between his parched lips, encouraging him to rest. Within the next few days, his fever subsiding, he was able to eat a bit of solid food. A weak smile on his face as he gazed at the familiar surroundings.

		Three weeks later, he was weakly wandering the fields with Mary Elizabeth. His eyes still bearing a haunted look as he saw the efforts she’d put forth to keep the needed supplies flowing to the troops. He wasn’t terribly pleased with the performance of the overseer. But, under the circumstances, he supposed beggars couldn’t be choosers. Paul, realizing that some of his distaste might have been that the oily little man had stayed behind. Unwilling to join the fight, while his countrymen were giving their lives for the cause.

		But, there was more to it than that. Paul noticed an increased number of small mixed-race babies, the overseer being the only possible father. The records also indicated that there appeared to be an increased number of whippings and runaways. Something that Elm Grove had rarely experienced in the past. The overseer’s brand of control apparently more about fear and brutality than mutual care and respect. Elm Grove had always taken care of their charges, treating them more like part of the family than property.

		Paul chastised him severely, leaving strict instructions about better treatment of the slaves. Reminding him, it wasn’t his job to starve and drive the slaves, but only to see that the work got done. He was, in effect, their master while Paul was away. And, he was expected to act with the same semblance of care for his charges that Paul would have used. His face reddening as Paul upbraided him, his eyes averted from Mary Elizabeth’s gaze.

		She was proud of her husband. His bravery, his stance against the overseer, all of it. She couldn’t wait until he was well enough to resume his husbandly duties… Her body aching fiercely for his touch. Although, she also recognized that at the same time he’d be nearly well enough to return to the war. The realization, kind of a double-edged sword.

		A week later, for the first time in almost a year, Mary Elizabeth slipped into the candlelit bedroom wearing makeup, her long hair cascading around her. A touch of perfume wafting from her body. Tonight, she came to him naked. There was no semblance of modesty to her. She knew what she wanted, what she desired. Her husband’s long cock swelling in anticipation as she walked towards him. Her breasts swaying enticingly with every step. A fire burning in her eyes as she slid warmly onto the bed beside him.

		Paul kissing her passionately, their tongues dueling excitedly. It had been so long… Oh, Mary Elizabeth realized it might not have been quite as long for him as it had been for her. Men would be men, she supposed. She was sure that the delights of big cities and the camp girls offered many opportunities. Especially for dashing officers in their handsome gray uniforms. That was just a part of life. The way it had always been.

		Some of her friends had… Well… When some of the ladies had gotten ‘lonesome,’ their husbands away at war, she knew they had sought solace elsewhere. Their indiscretions only hinted at in giggling whispers during the occasional cordial visit. The titillating thoughts enough to cause Mary Elizabeth to tingle with excitement herself. After all, she was just as ‘lonesome’ as they were.

		Still, the idea of dallying with one of the slaves… It went against all that she’d grown up believing. A lady just never did that. It was something that would make her a pariah if her husband ever found out. And, that, occasionally happened. Sometimes, there was undeniable proof, even if the families tried to cover it up. More than one wife finding herself left destitute and alone, or even worse, when her husband returned to find her with child. One that obviously wasn’t his! Mary Elizabeth thinking that the Cajun Medicine Woman she’d heard Cora May speak of was no doubt doing a brisk business anymore. But, tonight… Tonight, she had no need of a surrogate lover. She had the real thing!

		Paul’s lips moving hungrily down her slender body. Taking his time, passionately kissing her inch by inch. His mouth closing on her engorged nipples, suckling from her hungrily. Her little cries and whimpers echoing around the big room. She gasped in surprise as he pulled away and continued kissing down her abdomen. What… Crying out in surprise, she was shocked as he kissed the soft curls of her dark triangle. His nostrils flaring as he took in the exotic scent of her. Her excited essence filling the still air.

		With a scream her body spasmed wildly as his tongue ran along her moist labia. Tasting the honeyed dew of her pussy. No one had ever… Well, almost no one! She had shared certain intimacies with Aura Lee. But, he’d never… Oh, God! It seemed so… So, humiliating? So, filthy? So, degrading? Oh, so, wonderful!!! Her fingers clawing against the bedding, she cried out as orgasm after orgasm raced through her. She didn’t even care where he’d learned this particular new trick. Not right now! She just wanted more of it. His tongue sending her to new heights, driving her insane.

		Eventually, she pushed him away, her body glistening with sweat as she gasped frantically for air. Unable to take it anymore. She had cum so many times, her orgasms were almost painful. Paul just grinning at her mischievously. Then, he rolled her over, pulling her up. Positioning her on her hands and knees. His shoulder still not healed, he couldn’t put the pressure on it that their normal missionary position might require. Mary Elizabeth’s eyes opening wide as he moved behind her. The swollen head of his shaft rubbing against her moist petals, spreading her open. The sensations driving her crazy.

		With a sharp thrust, he sheathed himself deep inside of her. Mary Elizabeth crying out in shock. His thick cock impaling her for the first time in a year. The feeling of him inside of her, filling her, almost too much to bear. She was crying out incoherently now. Paul’s long cock slamming into her again and again. His hands gripping tightly to her hips as he thrust himself into her. Her breasts like twin chalices of alabaster swinging wildly beneath her as he took her. The two of them casting lewd shadows against the bedroom wall.

		A scream echoed around the room as she felt him surge inside of her. His lava hot seed filling her empty womb. The heat of him spreading through her as she fell forward onto the bed, gasping for breath. Paul collapsing beside her, quickly falling into a deep sleep. Mary lying silently beside him, her thoughts on what they’d just done. Paul’s warm seed oozing from inside of her, as she wondered just where he’d learned some of his new tricks?

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		(Late - 1862)

		

		The conscription service had come through earlier this week, the overseer having failed to report after being drafted into service. Mary Elizabeth had had to send the slaves in search of him, finding him hiding in the barn. As distraught as she was over losing his help, she was glad to see him go. She had never liked the man. Watching with a certain sense of satisfaction as they dragged him away with his hands tied behind him, fodder for the Yankee cannons in the East. She’d seen how cruelly he treated the field hands. Knew his mistreatment of them had continued even after Paul had admonished him, having overheard some of the whispered tales between Cora May and Matilda Ann.

		Had she not been a mere woman… Had she been stronger… Perhaps… Well, of course, she had spoken to him about it! Or, tried to. But, his response was little more than a drunken sneer. What was she going to do about it? It wasn’t like there was anybody to replace him. He was right, of course. There were few able-bodied men left in the parish. His loss, never the less, leaving a huge gap that needed to be filled. Someone had to watch over the field hands, directing their efforts. Deciding what work was necessary, what fields needed to be worked and so forth.

		Wearing just a simple dress, Mary Elizabeth had had her horse saddled this morning. Riding through the fields, her eyes watchful. Doing her best to decide which fields needed plowing or sowing. Directing the field hands to clear weeds in this section or that. Sometimes, dismounting to inspect the crops. Checking for signs of blight or seeing how close they were to maturity. Trying desperately to remember when the best time for harvest would be. The various crops maturing at different times. Mostly, she was relying on the plantation’s written records and comments from one or two of the field hands. It wasn’t exactly anything that proper young ladies were taught! Mrs. Dawson’s Finishing School just didn’t specialize in such lessons.

		The sun was bright, the big straw hat doing little to protect her from the blistering heat. Even this late in the year, the sultry Louisiana heat and humidity enveloped her. Sweat rolled down her back, her dress clinging damply to her. The simple cotton shift perhaps revealing more than it should as it clung to her. She’d long since forgone the stays and discomforting layers of her prewar wardrobe. There were a lot of things that she’d given up by this time. Hope, seeming to be one of them.

		She hadn’t heard from Paul for over three months. The last letter reaching her had been almost eight weeks old at the time. She had no idea where he was, or even if he was alive. Word had come that her family home had been… Magnolia Lane was gone! Burnt to the ground, its lush fields destroyed. A Yankee brigade coming through the area. That was only a day’s ride from here. Though, it had been closer to the rail line, more of a threat she supposed.

		Her mind was brought back to more immediate things as Matilda Ann raced through the fields towards her. She was gasping for breath as she came up to Mary Elizabeth. “Missy Mary! Missy Mary! A mans be at the gate with a letter from Massa Paul,” she finally managed to get out. Her chest heaving with the effort. Mary Elizabeth setting her chestnut mare into a gallop as she rode towards the main entrance.

		Winded herself by the time she arrived, she climbed down, hurrying towards the elderly post carrier. “Mornin, Ma’am,” he offered. “I got a letter here for Y’all.”

		Mary Elizabeth taking it with shaking hands. Would Paul be alright? The last letter had been so long ago. Carefully tearing it open, she stared at the familiar handwriting. It was dated two months ago. Paul had written to say he’d been placed under the command of General Richard Taylor, considered one of the South’s finest. The son of the late President Zachary Taylor, he wasn’t a native of Louisiana. But, he’d lived here for over twelve years now and he believed whole heartedly in the justness of their cause. Paul had extoled his virtues proudly to her. His letter sounding hopeful for the first time in recent memory. Mary Elizabeth could only trust he was right. She wanted her husband to come home. Needed him to do so. This was not the life she envisioned for herself.

		“Oh! Mercy me, where are my manners? Would you like to come up to the house for a glass of lemonade?” she offered. Wondering if perhaps, he might have news of the war?

		“Yes’m, I’d be pleasured,” he smiled.

		They sat in the shade of the big front porch, rocking slowly as they talked. Mary Elizabeth learning that they’d had a victory in the Battle of Kock’s Plantation. That was just over in Ascension Parish! At last, some good news. Mary Elizabeth’s thoughts drifting sadly and inexorably to the loss of her own childhood home. The beautiful mansion little more than a burned-out husk. It’s pillared porticoes and whitewashed siding gone. They chatted for over an hour before the elderly man excused himself, shuffling on to the rest of his route. Mary returning to the fields, her spirits buoyed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		(Spring - 1863)

		

		Mary Elizabeth stared blankly at the cotton fields before her. At times, she found herself near a breakdown, both mental and physical. The efforts of trying to run the plantation by herself, almost too much. The constant lack of food and supplies, the worries about Paul’s safety, invasion and the potential loss of their beloved home never far from her mind. But, whenever she got down like that, she tried to think about the hardships that her husband was enduring, remembering that the difficulties she faced were miniscule in comparison.

		Riding through the fields, the brutal sun bearing down as she watched the slaves at their work, her mind often wandered. Mostly to her own problems, but not always. Like today, for instance… She found herself staring at one of the men. Sam was his name. A strapping young man, an easy six-foot tall with muscles bulging in his arms and chest. His black body glistening with sweat as he toiled in the fields. The faded cotton pants he wore doing little to hide the rather large… Mary Elizabeth quickly diverting her eyes. Her thoughts suddenly becoming very unladylike!

		Shaking her head, she tried to change her line of thought. After all, she wasn’t the only one that was going without any intimate contact. Her body ached for a man’s touch. Or, any touch. But, the South desperately needed the crops that Elm Grove produced. In her own way she tried to tell herself she was contributing to the war effort, small though that effort might be. The hours out in the sun had changed her once pale, porcelain skin to a dark tan. Her soft hands were now calloused and cracked. Her slender figure, more gaunt than curvaceous at this point. The necessary shipments of poultry and pork to assist in the war effort had devasted their livestock. Meat now a luxury consumed only on holidays or special occasions. The lack of supplies leaving their once prolific gardens barely able to sustain herself and the slaves.

		The last time she’d seen her husband was a year ago when he’d come home on leave. Nursing the wound, he’d received at the Battle for Baton Rouge. His convalescent leave over all too soon, Mary Elizabeth once again watching him ride away, leaving her alone and afraid. She’d thought briefly that his last visit had finally given her a child, but it wasn’t to be. Her monthly curse had been late, but apparently just due to malnourishment and stress. They’d been married almost four years now. The elaborate ceremony taking place when she was just seventeen. Almost an old lady in polite society. Magnolia blossoms sweetly scenting the air around them as she’d waltzed down the aisle on her Daddy’s arm. Maybe, she’d never conceive? But, she kept hoping.

		After this last visit, Cora May had shyly suggested that she might want to visit the Cajun Medicine Woman out in the bayou. Zelda was her name, and she was known to help the ladies of the area. Mostly with love potions and the like. Sometimes encouraging their ability to get pregnant, something that Mary Elizabeth longed for. And, sometimes, Zelda was busy doing exactly the opposite. After all, with all the men off to war, some of the women… Well, let’s just say it wouldn’t do to have their husbands come home to find them pregnant with a black man’s child.

		Not that Mary Elizabeth had any reason to take advantage of that particular service. She’d never even considered it. Um… Not unless you considered her earlier musings this morning as she gazed at Sam’s muscled body glistening in the sun? It was all right to fantasize, wasn’t it? It wasn’t like she was actually cheating! Of course, the men of the manor had certainly utilized those kinds of opportunities through the years. I mean, if it was good for the goose, why not the gander? But… Breaking her wedding vows? Dallying with one of the slaves? No! She just couldn’t do it.

		Admittedly, she’d found out that cucumbers could be useful for more than just learning how to swallow a man’s… Well, let’s just say it fit nicely somewhere else, too! Another little trick that Aura Lee had told her about. Though, she hadn’t tried it until recently. After all, proper young ladies were expected to be virgins when they were wed. The thoughts of Aura Lee making her sad. Her friend long since lost to her. She’d wanted to take her with her when she wed, asking if her father would give her to her. But, he would have none of it, Aura Lee being his favorite. Then, after their father’s passing, Mary Elizabeth’s brother had grown tired of her and sold her off to a slave trader a couple of years ago. Aura Lee now the property of someone else, much to Mary Elizabeth’s dismay. Had she known at the time, she would have asked Paul to buy her. She missed her friend, never able to feel quite that close with Cora May. Understandable, when you think that Cora May belonged to Elm Grove. Mary Elizabeth hadn’t grown up with her. Hadn’t shared her intimate secrets with her, not like she had with Aura Lee. Um… They’d shared a few other things too. Her body tingling at the memory of her soft kisses and swirling tongue. Something that she certainly hadn’t shared with Cora May.

		As the sun went down, she wearily climbed the steps up to the big manor house. Her body covered with sweat, dirt and the feral smell of the horse she’d been astride most of the day. Cora May taking one look at her and ushering her off to take a hot bath. Mary washing herself languidly, the harsh soap not being very kind to her skin. The days of perfumed soaps long behind them. One of the many luxuries that had gone by the wayside.

		Thankfully, the War had so far left Elm Grove alone. No Yankee armies had penetrated this part of the state. Hitting, instead, the areas closest to the major cities along the Mississippi. Their desire to control the river, stronger than anything else. Without the river, it was hard to get supplies to the troops. But, if things continued the way they were, it was only a matter of time. Mary Elizabeth tormented by the thought of Union soldiers tramping across the lush fields of Elm Grove. Destroying the crops, burning the big old mansion, raping the women. Oh! Don’t think they wouldn’t, she’d heard the tales! How they forced the women of the manor to… Well, you know. She even carried a small derringer on her person, just in case. Prepared to take her own life before succumbing to the rape of the Yankee invaders. The plantation had been in Paul’s family for generations, the thought of losing it nearly as devasting to her as the loss of Magnolia Lane.

		There had been early Confederate victories, buoying everyone’s hopes. Anticipation that the conflict would quickly be over. Then, there was Gettysburg. The news of the huge battle reaching her just recently, the Union forces turning the tide. General Lee driven back. And, ever since… Mary Elizabeth was smart enough to know that that, coupled with the loss of the Mississippi, did not bode well for the South. Despite the propaganda being bandied about by the local war hawks to the contrary.

		Finished with her bath, she let Cora May help to dry her. Then, donning a simple dress she went down for her meager dinner, a potato and some other vegetables having to suffice. What chickens they had left were needed for the eggs they laid. The few cows needed for their milk. The slave women not always able to produce enough milk to feed their babies anymore. She ate in the kitchen now, not wanting to use the big formal dining room. It was just too lonely to sit there by herself. At least, in the kitchen, she had Luther, Matilda Ann and Cora May to talk to. The four of them sharing the same table, eating the same food.

		The Emancipation Proclamation made by Union President Abraham Lincoln had been issued earlier this year. Not that it had much of an effect on their lives here at Elm Grove. The house servants, and thus the field slaves, were all aware that their ‘freedom’ depended on the outcome of the war. Their feelings being somewhat mixed. What would freedom mean? Most of the hands at Elm Grove had never known any other life. Here, they’d been born and here they would die. They weren’t at all sure what would happen to them if they were freed? They knew no other life, had no other trade.

		After dinner, Mary Elizabeth went up to bed. Exhausted as she was, her troubled thoughts insisted on drifting to Sam’s muscled chest. The way his dark skin glistened in the afternoon sun. The swelling bulge in the cotton pants that concealed his dangling cock, exciting her. She remembered, as a young teen, hiding stealthily in the woods by the stream at Magnolia Lane. Seeing for herself what a naked man looked like for the first time. Her face blushing as she saw the size of their flaccid members. Wondering just how something like that was supposed to fit…

		Now, of course, she knew the answers to those early adolescent questions. Though, she had no idea about the size of her current naughty fantasy! Finally, she yielded to temptation, reaching into the drawer of her bedside table. Her fingers wrapping around the cucumber she’d secreted there. Her other hand kneading her soft breast, she slid the cool shaft between her soft petals, moistening it. Her soft mewls barely audible as the thick vegetable rolled over her swollen clit. Little shocks, like static electricity, racing through her. Closing her eyes, she slid the tip of it inside of her. A gasp escaping her lips as she felt it stretch her open. The size of it, distending her further than the vague memories of her husband’s long shaft. Then, biting her pillow to stifle her cries, she pushed it deep inside of her warm canal. Her scream muffled in the feathered down filling.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		(Summer - 1863)

		

		Now, over a year and a half since she’d last seen her husband, Mary Elizabeth was toiling in the fields. No different than a common field hand, working right alongside the slaves, harvesting their Summer crop of cotton. She’d lost her horse to the war effort. The only animals they had left, a few chickens, three cows they used for milking and the mules needed to plow the fields and haul the crops to the rail center. Though, how much longer they’d have use of the rails, was questionable. Having control of the Mississippi, the Yankees were taking more notice of what little means of transportation the South had left. The rail lines being torn up and service disrupted despite their best efforts to protect them.

		She found herself working next to Sam. She was comfortable alongside him, he was the one that had patiently shown her how to harvest the cotton. Though, she wasn’t quite as comfortable about some other parts of working alongside him. Today, she frequently found her eyes drifting to his glistening torso. His muscles bulging as he worked. The scent of sweat heavy in the still, humid air. The simple cotton dress she wore clinging damply to her body, revealing more of her slender figure than was perhaps proper. But, a lot of things just didn’t seem quite so important anymore.

		Sam’s close presence stirring unwelcome thoughts in her mind. Her body responding to his manly essence. The bulging muscles, the sweat glistening on his back as he bent next to her. Her eyes drawn to the bulge in his pants. His cock swelling at her closeness. She couldn’t help wondering… Thinking about what it would be like? Her body aching… longing… for the touch of a man.

		She’d never been with any man other than her husband. And, after all, they came in all different sizes! She knew that much after spending her life on a plantation, learning the facts of life first hand. Sneaking unladylike peeks here and there into the slave quarters as she grew up. Or, watching stealthily as they washed themselves. Prior to her marriage, Aura Lee had even arranged a… Well, she guessed you’d call it, a ‘lesson’ for her. Secreting Mary Elizabeth away, letting her watch wide eyed from hiding as Aura Lee let one of the field hands use her. Mary Elizabeth barely able to believe her eyes as his thick shaft pierced her. Her passionate cries echoing around the shaded glen. Excitement racing through her slender body at the erotic sight.

		Now, the closeness of her muscled companion was exciting her again. Her heart starting to pound in her chest, she stood up. Her back aching unbelievably, she hobbled over to the wagon and took a sip of water. The cool taste of it refreshing her. Only slightly startled when George Washington silently came over for a drink himself. Dumping a ladle of water over his head to cool himself before returning to the fields. Mary Elizabeth, her body clammy with sweat, thinking how wonderful that cooling splash of water might feel.

		Taking another sip, she hastily pulled her bedraggled straw hat away. Brazenly, pouring a ladle of water over her face. The cooling liquid sliding down her sweat covered torso, soaking her dress. Refreshing her! Putting her hat back on, she returned to the field. Once more bending down to pick the cotton. Sam glancing over at her. His eyes growing wide as he openly stared at her. Her charms quite visible through the thin, wet material of her dress.

		Noticing, Mary Elizabeth couldn’t help herself. She felt her nipples tighten at the lasciviousness of his gaze. An unwelcome stirring beginning between her legs. Her eyes seeing his massive member swell between his muscled thighs. She tried her best to dismiss the thoughts, her fingers aching as she pulled the cotton. Stuffing it, piece by piece, into the bag slung over her shoulder.

		By nightfall, she was nearly beside herself. She wanted a man so badly. Her body ached for someone… Anyone! To touch her. Her thoughts constantly returning to Sam’s thick cock. The way it had swelled against the thin cotton pants he wore. The bulge far greater than any Paul had ever evidenced. Even the feel of Cora May touching her during her bath, enough to drive her nearly insane with desire.

		She fretted all during dinner. Hurrying up to her room after, aching to get into bed and find her surrogate lover, relieving herself. Even its cold, thick hardness a help as she slid it inside of her. Her hand driving it deep into her again and again. Fingers dancing across her swollen nub of nerves. Her face buried into her pillow. Teeth biting into it to stifle her cries. Tears streaming down her face as she exploded in orgasm. Feeling sweaty and frustrated even afterwards. Convincing herself once again that she wouldn’t give in. Or, at least, trying to…

		

		*

		

		With every muscle in her body aching, Mary Elizabeth slipped from her bed the next morning. It was still dark outside, but life on the plantation didn’t run by the tall floor standing clock in the formal entrance hall. Today would be another grueling day working alongside the field hands, picking the cotton. The blistering sun beating down on her. The South would take all the cotton Elm Grove could produce. It was sorely needed for clothing and blankets for the troops. And, the crop wouldn’t wait. It was harvest time.

		After a meager breakfast, she headed out to the fields. With barely a second thought, she positioned herself next to Sam again today. Chatting with him from time to time as she picked the cotton. The brutal Louisiana sun beating down upon her, the humid air seeming stifling. An occasional song striking up from the workers as they bent to their tasks.

		Two hours later, she was drenched with sweat. Her thin dress clinging to her every curve as she tried to keep pace with the others. She found the change in their demeanor since the departure of the overseer heartwarming. They all seemed to love their mistress. Not quite believing that she was willing to work right alongside them.

		Taking a break, Mary Elizabeth went slowly over to the wagon. Muscles screaming with every step she took. Her bag full of cotton, she dumped it into the back. Then, taking a long drink of water, she let the coolness refresh her. Just like she’d done the day before, she poured a ladle over herself. The cool water cascading down her body, cooling her fevered skin. Returning to the line, her dress clinging transparently to her slender body.

		Sam not even trying to avert his gaze today, as she bent to the task. His eyes drifting to where the top three buttons of her simple dress were open. The swell of her pale globes visible as she bent over to pick the cotton. The damp material of her dress revealing even more. His cock swelling as he worked next to her. A forbidden attraction developing between them.

		She liked his companionship. Unlike most of the field hands, Sam had come to Elm Grove from another plantation. He’d even had some schooling at some point, enabling him to read and write. His nights spent teaching the other slaves, something that Mary Elizabeth had encouraged. But, the other things she wanted to encourage weren’t so noble…

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		(Fall – 1863)

		

		The October crop of cotton was due for harvesting. Mary Elizabeth weakly dragging herself from the big bed. The very lonely, big bed. She’d lost twenty pounds so far this year, her once soft curves now more angular. Her muscles hardened from the daily toil, the delicate, porcelain skin tanned. Picking cotton was hard and dirty work, but it had to be done. Her days spent in the fields, the nights going over the books and trying to keep the plantation afloat. Where once Paul had held the reins, with an overseer and several assistants, it was now just her.

		She hadn’t even heard from her husband for six months, not even sure if he was alive or dead. The sun was just cresting the eastern horizon as she walked out into the cool morning air. The morning breeze causing her nipples to tighten in the thin shift she had on. In former times, she would have been dressed in warmer clothes, but she knew within an hour the sun would have her drenched with sweat. Her breakfast had consisted of a small wheat cake, barely enough to sustain her. Her face gaunt as she trudged across the fields, catching up to the parade of the field hands heading to the west field.

		Joining the line of workers, she began the backbreaking chore of picking the cotton. Stuffing the small white puffs into a bag hanging over her shoulder. Her hands aching and raw, not the soft hands of a lady anymore. Truth be told, she didn’t feel much like a lady anymore, either. Her mind in constant turmoil, desire consuming her thoughts during the day and haunting her nights. Day after day, working next to the slaves, seeing their broad backs and muscled arms. The sweat glistening on their dark bodies, tumescent cocks swinging between their legs.

		Today, she found herself next to Sam. She didn’t work with him every day, though she wouldn’t have minded. He was on her mind most days, whether he was next to her or not. His strong body the source of the erotic images that filled her fantasies. She spent so much energy resisting the temptation that it nearly consumed her. Mary Elizabeth was sneaking a glance his way, when she saw Matilda Ann running across the field towards her.

		“Missy Mary! At the gate… Dere be a girl with a letter…” she gasped. Mary Elizabeth hurrying towards the main gate of the plantation, as fast as she could. Out of breath by the time she got there. Finding a slender young black woman standing there waiting for her, her fine features and café au lait skin revealing her mixed heritage. Her belly swelling with child. Taking the letter, she tore it open. With shaking hands, she saw the familiar handwriting, a date of a month ago. Paul was asking her to take the attractive young woman in, welcome her as a part of the ‘household’ staff.

		One look at the young woman was all it took, she knew without question. The child she carried was Paul’s. She was his mistress! While Mary Elizabeth lay tormented with desire, her husband was… Now she knew where he’d learned his latest sexual trick! Shutting her eyes tight, she took some slow breaths to calm herself. She had known that men would be men, even that Paul had relieved himself occasionally with Matilda Ann. But, she hadn’t expected to have to face it so blatantly. The obvious fact that the girl was pregnant, seeming like the ultimate indignity. A potent reminder of her own barren state. Finally, turning to face the young woman. “I understand from the letter that your name is Rose?” she asked quietly. Her voice calmly in control.

		“Yes’m. I’s Rose. Massa Paul? He winded me in a card game a few months ago,” she said shyly.

		“I trust Master Paul was well when you last saw him Rose?” she asked quietly. A quiver in her chin.

		“Yes’m, he be fine.”

		Slipping the letter into the waistband of her dress, she told Matilda Ann to take the young woman up to the big house and find a spot for her. Then, chin held high, she began to trudge back across the fields. Her high laced shoes covered in the dirt and dust. Dark, brooding thoughts filling her mind. Paul’s pregnant mistress safely ensconced in the big house, while his wife was reduced to working in the fields like some…

		She threw herself into the work with a vengeance. Sweat pouring from her slender body as she picked the cotton like a mad woman. Elm Grove had always allowed a break at lunchtime. Letting the field hands get some food and resting a little before returning to their work. The pause enough to refresh them, their work actually the better for it.

		As the slaves went to take their rest, Mary Elizabeth walked over to the wagon. Emptying her bag of cotton, she took a big swig of water before searching for the meager lunch Cora May had packed for her. She sat in the shade of the big wagon, munching slowly on a wheat cake. Watching as one or another of the slaves walked over the hill at the end of the field towards the small stream that ran nearby.

		Her interest picking up when she saw Sam walk towards the refreshing stream. Her mind returning to her adolescence, and her illicit voyeuristic views of the men bathing. As if her legs had a mind of their own, she found herself following, surreptitiously shadowing his movements. Drifting closer to the copse of woods that lined the edge of the stream. The coolness of the shade offering her some solace from the burning sun. It also served as an excellent hiding place as she peeked through the trees.

		Sam was just walking up to the stream when she saw him. Doffing his pants, he walked into the cooling waters. Muscled sinews rippling beneath the dark black skin. Hastily splashing water over his chiseled body, stretching as the water washed over him, refreshing him. His body turning towards her, Mary Elizabeth gasped out loud. Her eyes fixed on the massive member between his muscled thighs. He was big! Even flaccid, his cock was larger than Paul’s. Her heart beating rapidly as she stared in open mouthed awe.

		Washing himself, his hands stroking the long shaft, she saw it grow even longer. He was massive! Not even in her wildest fantasies had she expected… She was having a hard time controlling her breathing. Her heart pounding wildly in her chest. In the still air of her hiding place, she could detect her own scent. Her excitement evident as she gazed at his carved body. Sam’s eyes shifting towards her hiding spot. She felt as though he was looking right at her. Like he knew she was watching him somehow.

		He hadn’t heard her, had he? Ducking down, trying to minimize her presence. Eventually, peeking through the bushes again. Sam was coming out of the stream, grabbing his cotton pants. Shaking her head, she ran hastily from her hiding place. The prurient thoughts racing through her too much. She just couldn’t…

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		(Fall – 1863)

		

		Mary Elizabeth hurried back to the wagon, arriving before Sam crested the hill heading back towards the cotton field. Breathlessly trying to control her emotions, she poured a ladle of water over herself. The cool shock settling her, though she was still gasping for breath at what she’d seen. The demons inside of her urging her to yield to temptation. After all, it was more than obvious that her husband hadn’t remained celibate during these months! Why should she? Wanting his pregnant slut to work in the house while Mary Elizabeth labored in the… It seemed like the ultimate indignity.

		The field hands returning to their work, Mary Elizabeth took one last sip of water. Dumping another ladle over her quivering body before venturing back to the line of workers. Sam coming up beside her, his body still wet from the stream. The cotton pants he wore, wrapping damply around his long shaft, outlining it against his muscled thigh as he bent to the task. Working next to him, her own body on display through the thin, wet material of her dress.

		She tried not to look, but she could feel his eyes on her. Her dark nipples engorged, pressing tightly against the dampness of her dress. The scent of her excitement hanging in the still, humid air. Her hands prying the small tufts of cotton from their lair. Hastily stuffing it into her bag. The two of them working side by side.

		An hour later, she straightened up walking towards the wagon. Her bag full of cotton, her mouth dry. Sweat pouring from her exhausted body, she sipped some of the cooling elixir. Gasping when Sam came up beside her, emptying his own bag. “Sun’s brutal today, Miss Mary. You need to be careful. Don’t need you getting sick. There’s a nice cool stream over that hill yonder. Maybe refresh yourself a little?” he suggested quietly. His voice deep, resonating in the still air.

		“A… A stream?” she asked hesitantly. Her voice quivering.

		“Yes’m, here I’ll show you,” he said softly. Pointing over the hill and gesturing for her to follow him.

		Like she was under some spell, Mary Elizabeth found herself walking next to him. The two of them cresting the hill, the stream flowing clear and clean in front of them. It was just the two of them. Like they were in some bubble of invisibility. Hidden, out of the sight of prying eyes. Their own private Garden of Eden. Heart beating like mad, she felt him next to her. Heat radiating from his body, sweat glistening on his black skin. “Now, don’t that look refreshing, Miss Mary?”

		“Yes… Yes, it does, Sam. But, I…” her protestations cut short as his finger hooked under her chin, tilting her to face him. His dark eyes boring into her, a fire burning in his magnetic gaze. The risk was unimaginable! If she rebuffed him, it would mean his life. A slave that dared to touch a white woman? His mistress? He’d be beaten to death! If she didn’t, and they were found out? They might both be whipped to death. His lips bent to hers, kissing her softly.

		Within seconds, her arms went around him. Her lips parting, their tongues dueling passionately. His hands roaming over her slender body, pulling her to him urgently. His cock swelling between them. Whimpering, Mary Elizabeth let him pull her towards the woods. Finding herself hidden in the same copse of trees she’d been in earlier. But, this time, she wasn’t alone…

		A small cry escaping her lips, she knelt before him. Her hands frantically untying the cotton pants at his waist, letting them drop to the ground. His long, thick shaft swelling before her excited gaze. Leaning forward, she wrapped her small hands around the thick, black rod. Her fingers didn’t even meet! Her pale fingers contrasting violently against his black skin. He felt so velvety soft as she slid her fingers along his length. But, she could feel the steely blood-filled hardness beneath the surface. A clear drop of precum gathering on the bulbous mushroom shaped head.

		Closing her eyes, a tiny whimper escaping her lips, Mary Elizabeth leaned in. Her tongue snaking out, licking up the salty drop before her. The taste of him bursting explosively on her tongue. She was tasting a… Oh, Lord! Trying to not even think, she slipped the thick shaft between her lips. It felt heavy on her tongue. His thick cock so much larger than her husband’s. Her tongue swirling beneath his pulsing rod, black fingers wrapping in her hair as he pulled her to him.

		She sucked him, her head bobbing up and down the long shaft. Her cheeks hollowing as she pleasured him. But, she had needs too! Today, she needed more. Pulling away, she stood before him. Her body trembling, gasping for air. Sam grabbing her, pushing her towards an elm tree. Bending over, her hands clinging to the heavy bark as she felt her thin dress pulled up over her hips. The position seeming strange to her, bent over like she was some wanton slut. Nothing more than a feral animal in heat. Spreading her legs, her moist nether lips opening before him, her excitement permeating the still air. She waited in erotic anticipation.

		Sam moved up behind her, his long shaft standing rampant before him. Mary’s vision hampered bent over like this, her dress hanging loosely from her hips. All she could do was wait. Oh! Oh, my! Overcome with desire, she could feel the heat of him against her. With a whimper, she felt that swollen bulbous head press against her pale petaled opening. The burning hot feel of it so different than her dark green pseudo lover…

		She felt Sam’s hand go over her mouth as he pressed into her. Her eyes widening in shock. Her scream muffled, as she bit into him to stifle her cry. He was huge! His swollen cock bigger than any cucumber she’d ever used, far bigger than her husband. His thick shaft tearing her apart as he drove into her. His long shaft hitting places inside her she didn’t even know existed. Her body exploding in violent spasms, as she orgasmed again and again.

		His cock was tearing into her now, slamming into her cervix over and over as her muffled cries escaped her lips. Her hands grasping the tree in front of her frantically, trying to keep her balance. Her high laced shoes coming up off the ground with every thrust of that magnificent shaft! Mary Elizabeth gasped frantically for air, her body glistening with sweat as he took her. Spasming wildly as her passion tore through her.

		She’d never been used like this before. Her eyes rolling back in her head, her cries nearly incoherent. Sam’s cock ramming into her again and again. Not even sure of how much more she could take. Then, she felt his thrusts become frantic. His thick rod swelling even more. Oh!!!! He was going to… Her wild scream was muffled by his big black hand. His cock exploding deep inside of her fertile womb, lava hot seed filling her. Her body slumping weakly against the tree, Sam’s strong hands the only thing keeping her standing.

		Leaning against the harsh bark of the tree, gasping for breath. She could feel his thick cum oozing from inside of her. Long tendrils of it drooling heatedly down her thighs. She was a fallen woman. Nothing better than a whore. She’d allowed a black man to… Shame running through her at what she’d done as she clung helplessly to the elm. Her eyes staring into his. Sam hastily pulling his cotton pants up as he faced her. Neither one sure what to do next…

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		(Early Spring – 1864)

		

		Mary Elizabeth stared at the letter from her husband. He was fighting with General Taylor’s forces along the Atchafalaya River. The Yankee’s had landed in the bayous and were trying to make an advance northward, up the river towards Shreveport. The battles were interminable, neither side gaining a clear victory. The Confederate efforts seeming almost more of a delaying tactic to her. Much like the whole war at this point. The South’s position appearing hopeless to her mind.

		Or, maybe, she just felt that way seeing Rose at table every night. Her belly swollen and heavy with Paul’s bastard child. The image only amplifying her own barren condition. Though, under the circumstances, that was probably a good thing. She’d waited in fearful anticipation after her dalliance with Sam that day in the woods. Her monthly curse finally arriving, late but extremely welcome none the less. On her last trip into town, she’d taken a surreptitious side trip into the bayou. Nervously searching out the Cajun Medicine Woman she’d heard talk of.

		Her first sight of Zelda, a Cajun Traiteuse, had left her a little unsure. The wrinkled old woman sitting there in her rocker on the rickety wooden porch. Wearing a flowing red skirt and a white blouse, her calloused bare feet flexing as she rocked. A bandana tied carelessly around her head, she was smoking a corncob pipe. Her cackling welcome making Mary Elizabeth feel uneasy. The heavy Cajun dialect difficult to understand. But, she’d hesitantly expressed her desire, her face reddening with shame as she did. Explaining how she needed something to assure she wouldn’t get pregnant in the near future. Zelda cackling knowingly as she mixed a potion for her to use whenever she… Well, you know!

		Driving the team of mules back that night, she smiled to herself. With some sense of safety, she might resume her relations with the strapping black man. Her body hungering for the feel of his thick cock ripping her in two again. They had to be careful, of course. The household staff’s loyalty was to Master Paul. Always had been. Mary Elizabeth was an outsider here, not born to Elm Grove. She had no doubt that Rose would tell Paul in an instant if she found out about her dalliance with the big black man. Not that Rose could ever be anything more than a mistress to her master, despite any aspirations she might have to the contrary. Cora May and Matilda Ann, not likely to keep it to themselves, either. Not if they ever found out.

		The winter months hadn’t allowed for much in the way interaction with her dark paramour. Between harvest times, they were busy tilling the fields and planting new seeds. Weeding the fields and nurturing the crops. Not working side by side like she had been during the harvest. Their intimate conversations unheard by the others. Even the small distance between them at these times, helping her to control her wanton desires.

		Lying in bed that night, she realized she hadn’t given much thought to what might happen after the war. There had to be an end, didn’t there? Paul coming home to Elm Grove, resuming their normal lives. Whatever that life might be like? It would certainly be different. Had to be. Idly, she wondered if she could really give up her lust for the big black man. The burning need she felt to have that thick rod inside of her, filling her more than Paul ever could. Sam’s lava hot seed warming her insides.

		After all, Paul would certainly continue to have his dalliances. Why couldn’t she? Wasn’t it as much her right, as his? Of course, she knew the reality was much different. If Paul ever found out about what she’d done, she’d be whipped. Her body shamefully stripped naked before the slaves, her back lashed again and again. Her pale skin shredded to ribbons. Perhaps, even branded as an adulteress. A hot branding iron scarring her pale skin as she screamed in painful torment. Her black paramour killed before her eyes. Either, whipped to death or hung. His body left for the carrion as an example.

		Right now, though, she could think about it. Another harvest was quickly approaching. A time they might work together without question. Perhaps, slipping off, one at a time, to meet up in some secluded glen. Sam’s strong arms cradling her, his thick shaft buried deep inside of her. Her body pulsing with one orgasm after another as he split her in two. His thick, creamy seed filling her empty womb.

		Her prurient thoughts causing her to search for her pseudo lover again tonight. Pulling the long, thick cucumber from its hiding spot, she caressed her body with it. Its cool hardness feeling exciting against her fevered skin. Mewling softly, she licked the swollen tip, moistening it. Dreaming of Sam’s salty taste as her tongue slid wetly over its thick hardness.

		Then, without hesitation, she drove it between her soft, pink petals. Her back arching in a spasm as she felt it penetrate her. Pushing it deep inside of her, her mouth open in a silent scream. In her mind, imagining it was Sam’s throbbing black rod, not some cold, green substitute. One hand slamming it into her moist depths over and over as her other toyed frantically with her swollen clit. Her body arching again and again, muffling her cries with the soft feathered down of her pillow.

		Strangely, biting into her pillow, she remembered the salty taste of Sam’s hand that day. The way she bit into him trying to stifle her passionate screams. Her teeth drawing blood from his flesh as he took her. Used her like she was some gutter slut from the streets of New Orleans. Her body thrashing wildly in one orgasm after another. She’d never known that sex could be that wonderful!

		Gasping for air, her body covered in sweat, she slipped the thick cucumber from inside of her. Her eyes closing passionately at the emptiness it left behind. Curling onto her side, she stared at it. Its color almost black in the starry light of her bedroom. The scent of her clinging moistly to its hard surface. Like some irresistible force, she felt herself drawn to it. Her tongue licking her juices from the dark gourd, cleaning it. Tasting her own secretions, the honeyed dew of her own arousal heavy in her nostrils. The taste reminding her of Aura Lee. Wondering about what Sam’s thick cum might taste like…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		(Spring – 1864)

		

		The sun beat down on her back as she bent to pick the cotton. The humidity already heavy in the air. Her fingers quickly becoming raw from the hard work. Sam working beside her, his body glistening with sweat, muscled arms flexing. Her eyes kept drifting to a small copse of trees on the far side of the field. Wondering if that would be where… Her body tingling with excitement at the thought of being with him again.

		It had been so long! The difficulty of hiding their relationship preyed on her, weighing her down. If they were found out… But, she just couldn’t stay away. Her lust for their forbidden love too much to bear. She ached for the feel of his hard shaft inside of her. Splitting her open again and again as he used her. The fears of pregnancy that had held her back, mostly relieved by the potion she’d gotten from the wizened old Cajun medicine woman.

		Now, it was just a matter of secreting themselves away from the prying eyes of others. Still, a daunting task. After all, the field hands had eyes. If any hint of their relationship reached the main house, their lives would be forfeit. Or, at least, Sam’s would be. She would just be whipped, her naked body on display to the slaves as the lash cut her back to ribbons. Then, she’d be cast out. A pariah left to fend for herself in an uncaring world. Most likely ending up in some brothel, resigned to her fate. Her scarred back telling the truth of her infidelity.

		Sam’s bag full of cotton, he moved towards the wagon. His eyes lingering on hers, leaving a hidden message as he walked away. A quick glance after him, showed that he was moving towards the shelter of the trees. His thoughts in tune with her own. Hastily finishing her bag, she moved towards the wagon herself. Her steps moving inexorably towards the shady glen, eyes ever vigilant.

		As soon as she was in the trees, she glanced back at the distant line of workers. None of them seemed to be showing any interest that their mistress was missing. With a start, she felt an arm go around her. Relaxing when she realized it was Sam’s. “I’ve missed you, Miss Mary,” he whispered. Mary Elizabeth melting back against his strong chest. The scent of him enveloping her. His lips kissing her pale throat, hands sliding up to cup the pert breasts through the thin dress. Her nipples hardening excitedly at his touch. Sparks flying through her as he pinched the sensitive points. The need she felt, evident.

		Twisting in his arms, she tilted her head up and kissed him. Their tongues dueling passionately. Sam sliding his hands over her small body, his caress driving her insane. “Take me,” she whispered, an urgency to her quivering voice.

		Quickly, he pulled her to a small clearing. Mary Elizabeth tugging her dress off, leaving her naked before him. Her breasts heaving with her rapid breathing, her heart racing. Standing proudly before her illicit lover. Her pale body totally on display. Laying her down on the soft ground, Sam pulled his pants off. His long, hard rod standing unrestrained before him. His eyes devouring her slender body, as he knelt between her wanton thighs.

		Mary Elizabeth didn’t hesitate, spreading her pale legs, offering herself to him. Her dark triangle splitting open, its soft petals blossoming before him. An urgency driving them both, Sam brushed his thick shaft against her moist depths. The swollen tip of his big cock teasing her. Her hips thrusting up towards him, silently pleading with him. The urgent need she felt apparent. Slipping a hand over her mouth, he thrust forward… Her muffled scream echoing sharply in the small clearing, teeth buried deep in the flesh of his black hand. The salty taste of his blood running into her mouth as his thick cock split her in two. Her back arching in a wild spasm, lights bursting in front of her. Her eyes rolling back in her head as she succumbed to his lust.

		His cock was ripping into her over and over. Sweat running in small rivulets over her body, her legs wrapped tightly around his thrusting hips. High laced shoes beating against his muscled thighs. Her fingers clawing into the fertile soil surrounding them. Her muffled cries totally incoherent as the thick shaft ripped into her. Each thrust sending her to new heights of passion. His long cock reaching depths she’d only felt once before. Her body exploding again and again in violent orgasm. Nothing more than two wild animals rutting in some primeval forest. Not stopping until she felt him pulse deep inside of her. His burning hot seed filling her empty womb. Her adultery complete. Sam’s thick cream oozing from between her tightly stretched labia, pooling between her wanton thighs.

		When he pulled out of her, she lasciviously slid her hand between her legs. Her eyes burning with lust as she stared into his. Scooping up the thick cream that flowed from her, she lewdly licked her fingers clean. Tasting his black baby seed. The depths of her debauchery exposed.

		Sam’s eyes never left hers as he hurriedly dressed. Leaving her there, lying satiated in the small glen. He walked a circuitous route back to the field. For all the world, just a man coming back to the line after relieving himself. No one taking extra notice, no one caring. At least, not this time…

		Mary Elizabeth quietly rejoining the group a little later. A satisfied smile on her face. Her lustful thirst quenched, finally.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		(Late Summer – 1864)

		

		Mary Elizabeth had had no communication from her husband since early Spring. The letter dated even earlier. Word had come down that the Union Forces had been driven back across the Atchafalaya, retreating from their efforts to capture Shreveport. But, Confederate losses had been extremely heavy. General Taylor’s command in the thick of the fighting. It had been so long since she last saw Paul, that she barely remembered his face. A framed tintype on the mantle all she had to remind her. That, and the child that Rose had delivered. A sickly, squalling baby girl, they’d named Martha Ann. The baby hanging from her breast as she idly pretended to work around the big house.

		Despite driving the Yankees back on the Atchafalaya, the war was going badly for the South. It was apparent to all but the most diehard of the separationists that the South would lose. A few more months, at the most. Life was hard now at Elm Grove. There was little money coming in, but seeds still had to be bought, slaves had to be fed. With little hope of the South winning, Mary Elizabeth contemplated life beyond the war.

		With the slaves freed, she’d have no one to work the fields. No one to maintain the big house that felt so empty. She had some money, of course. Her brother had died at the Battle of Chickamauga, leaving her what remained of their father’s estate. If Paul didn’t return home, Elm Grove would also fall to her. But, what good the burnt lands of Magnolia Lane and the distressed fields of Elm Grove would do her, was uncertain. She couldn’t farm them by herself!

		Faced with an indefinite future, she did her best to carryon. Day by day, working in the fields alongside the slaves. Her lack of dignity looked down upon by some of the other ladies in the region. But, at least, Elm Grove still stood. She was proud of that. Several of the other plantations in the area were now lost. Their absent owners having lost everything. The ladies of the manor too proud to do what was necessary to keep them going.

		Mary Elizabeth was planting in the north field, her back aching as she tossed the seed into the furrows, when she saw Matilda Ann coming across the field. Her steps, solemn and cadenced. Not the normal way she brought news out to her. “Miss Mary, they’s be a soldier at the big gate. Says he gots a letter from some General,” she said. Her voice a soft, quivering whisper. Little doubt in either of their minds that the letter contained bad news.

		Her head held high, Mary Elizabeth walked solemnly to the main gate. A shabbily dressed private saluting her as she approached. “My deepest condolences, Ma’am,” he said softly. Pressing the letter into her shaking hands.

		Turning to Matilda Ann, she asked that the soldier be given some refreshment, anything that he might need. Then, she quietly walked to the big house secreting herself away in her room. The door closed tightly behind her. She knew what it would say, of course. Strangely, she wasn’t sure how she felt? Paul had been gone so long, it was like she was used to life without him. Her thoughts of him infrequent, instead her mind dwelling on the myriad needs of the plantation. And… Well, yes! On the other things, too! Her adulterous relationship with Sam continuing.

		Reading the swirling hand of General Taylor’s writing, she learned that Paul had fallen at the Battle of Avoyelles Parish, during the Red River Campaign. Bravely leading his men in an attack on the Union forces. The letter containing the normal drivel, she supposed. Proud soldier, his death a terrible loss, etc. etc. Deepest condolences, if there was anything the General could do to assist her… Blah, blah, blah…

		Quietly, Mary Elizabeth made herself a bath. Then, dressed in black, she went back downstairs. Calling the slaves together at the end of the day, she gave them the bitter tidings. Chin held high, her voice only quivering slightly as she spoke. After all, he’d been lost to her now for four years. The letter just made it official, she was a widow at twenty-five. Rose breaking out in loud wails as she heard the news.

		Mary Elizabeth quietly retiring to the sitting room, Cora May bringing her a glass of wine. Luther, having passed a few months ago, she was now in charge of the household. Mary fending for herself, without the aid of an upstairs maid. Her smile was weak as she took the glass from Cora May. Retiring shortly afterwards. Tomorrow was another day, and there were still things that had to be done.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		(Late – 1864)

		

		The holidays were fast approaching, Mary Elizabeth had gotten the last of the cotton harvested. She was sitting at her desk working on the plantation’s books when Matilda Ann came to the door. “They’s a girl be at the gate, Missy. Says she knows you,” she said hesitantly. Mary Elizabeth getting up and walking out to the big front gate.

		There was little traffic on the road anymore. The fighting mostly in the East, Georgia in flames. Atlanta torched by Sherman’s march to the sea, the end very near. She was wondering why Matilda Ann hadn’t just invited the girl up to the house, when she got her first look at her. Her dark features somewhat familiar, but Mary Elizabeth couldn’t quite… Suddenly, she began to run! No question in her mind, no hesitation. Her arms went around the thin young woman hugging her to her. “Aura Lee! Oh, it’s so wonderful to see you. You have no idea how much I’ve missed you, how often I’ve thought of you… Are you well? What’s going on?” question after question gushing out of her. Their close lifelong relationship showing as the two came together.

		Aura Lee returning her hug, tears streaming down both of their faces. Finally letting go of each other, she quietly explained that her new master was dead, killed in the war. His plantation overrun, the big house burned, and the slaves scattered. The Yankee soldiers had told her she was free now, but what was she to do? That freedom meaning little in the devasted South. She knew that Mary Elizabeth had wed the master at Elm Grove, and was hoping that maybe…

		Pulling her into her arms, Mary Elizabeth took her towards the big house. They sat on the big porch, talking quietly. Mary telling her childhood friend all that had happened, assuring her she was welcome here. Admitting quietly that she wasn’t sure what the future held, but if Aura Lee was willing to face it with her, there would always be a place for her at Elm Grove.

		Cora May, coming out to the porch with some refreshments, approached the two chattering women warily. “Miss Mary, if I might?” she hesitated.

		“Of course, Cora May. What is it?” asked Mary Elizabeth.

		“Well, Mum, if Aura Lee would wants, she could take my place upstairs. With Luther gone, I’s would welcome an extra hand. That no good Rose ain’t much use around the house,” her voice bitter with distaste.

		Reaching out, Mary Elizabeth took Cora May’s hand, squeezing it. “I think if Aura Lee agrees, that would be a wonderful idea. Thank you, Cora May,” she offered. Her eyes glistening with tears. Asking her to sit with them, the three talked for quite a while. Aura Lee happy to feel so welcome.

		As night fell, Mary Elizabeth went upstairs to bathe. Aura Lee following her, helping her from the widow’s weeds she wore. Her fingers brushing familiarly against the pale, gaunt body of her mistress. Helping her with her bath, the two still talking intimately. Mary embarrassedly admitting to her illicit dalliance with her black lover. Aura Lee giggling as she talked about being consumed by his thick cock.

		It was an intimacy that would continue as Mary Elizabeth readied for bed. Her hands hungrily pulling Aura Lee along with her. The two stumbled onto the big feather bed, sinking into it’s soft folds. Their lips finding each other’s, tongues swirling. Mary Elizabeth crying out as Aura Lee slid down her emaciated body. Her lips closing on a swollen nipple, sending tiny shocks racing through Mary Elizabeth. Her body hungering for the soft touch of her friend.

		Reveling in the feelings racing through her, Mary Elizabeth twisted around on the big bed. Her lips kissing softly down Aura Lee’s café au lait body, finding the dark curly bush of her friend. Aura Lee bucking as Mary Elizabeth kissed her swollen mound, finding the soft petals of her opening. The sweet scent of her filling the air. The honeyed taste of her bursting on her tongue, memories of their love flooding back.

		Mary Elizabeth’s tongue buried deep inside Aura Lee’s pulsing velvet canal. Swirling around inside of her as Aura Lee returned the favor, her own tongue lashing lasciviously at Mary Elizabeth’s swollen nub. The two of them crying out over and over as their bodies spasmed in ecstasy. Not stopping until they were both exhausted, their passion finally satiated.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		(April – 1865)

		

		It was over… General Lee had surrendered at a place called Appomattox Courthouse. The Union was once again whole, and the South had fallen. Their way of life gone. A devasted and barren landscape left behind. Mary Elizabeth had made the announcement to the field hands that morning. Telling them, her eyes full of tears, that she loved all of them and that they were welcome to stay at Elm Grove for as long as they lived. Those that remained would be paid wages, their food and housing provided for. Life would go on. Any that wished to leave… She wished them well, telling them she’d miss them.

		Her words had been honest and heartfelt. Almost all the slaves deciding to stay, their warm feelings for her evident. Each of them remembering her toiling beside them in the fields day after day. Her kind and caring treatment of them. One of her few losses, Rose. Who left with her infant daughter. A sneering look over her shoulder at her previous mistress as she walked haughtily from the gate. Mary Elizabeth not feeling any loss at her departure. Quite the contrary. Having to see the baby girl that could have been… Should have been hers…

		Aura Lee, Cora May, Matilda Ann and Sam had all surrounded her as she spoke. Dressed in her black dress, still in traditional mourning for her husband. Her voice breaking frequently as she broke down with emotion. After, they all retired to the big house. Life would go on, yes. But, it would be different.

		By now, the household staff was well aware of a certain affection between their mistress and the big black man. Um… They were pretty sure about another relationship, too. It was hard to miss the cries and whimpers that drifted from the closed master bedroom door each night. Sam servicing both Mary Elizabeth and Aura Lee, lending a sense of propriety to their relationship. Nobody could be sure exactly what went on upstairs behind those closed doors. And, nobody asked…

		It was a relationship that would continue for the rest of their lives.

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. Please remember, it is just that, a story. A fictional account. Certainly, slavery is not something that we condone as a society. It is, however, a part of our history. And, just as not any one people are all good or all bad, there were bound to be those that treated the slaves with concern and passion. Just as certainly, things went on behind closed doors in those historical times, much as they do today.

		I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Mary Elizabeth’s adventures, as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well. You can click on my Author’s Page for a complete listing.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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