THE WIDOW

Eli was traveling east, not sure where he was, but he knew he was headed towards Seminole country.  His horse was going at s slow gait, just maintaining a forward pace.  The glens and hills were full of the smell of trees, dry dirt, and pine.  As he crested yet another hill, he saw a cart atilt in the distance.  Not seeing any reason for haste, he grabbed the reins and led his horse towards the cart.  There was a river near where the cart was and he did need to fill his canteens.  Bye and bye, he came upon the cart and saw a wagon wheel was slipped off the axle.  Tying his horse nearby, he got his canteens and headed for the river.  Striding over there, he ducked under tree branches, and followed a trail to the riverside.  Opening his vest and tugging on his neckerchief, he rounded a curve and going up the levee, he saw he clear blue water and headed straight for it.


His throat parched, he fell head first into the river, ran his fingers through his hair, and rinsed the sweat of the back of his neck.  Cupping his hands together, he then scooped up water and drank to sate his thirst.  Throwing his head back, he shook the excess water from his face and head, again, ruffling his hair with his fingers.  Reaching over for his canteens, he grabbed them and slinging one on his shoulder, began to fill the other.  While filling his canteens, he heard water splashing in a nearby bend.  Capping his canteens and placing them on the bank, he scurried around the bushes to the nearby bend.  Parting the foliage, he was astonished at the sight before him: A gorgeous redhead, splashing in the water in nothing but her teddy and ankle length pantaloons!  The flame red pubic hair visible through the material, large nipples an areolas standing erect and swollen.  Eli was torn from removing himself from there, whilst his admiration kept him glued to the spot.  After watching her for several minutes, he backtracked to where he left his canteens, removed his clothes, and jumped into the water with nothing but his long johns, making loud splashing noises and swimming towards the bend where the woman was bathing.


At the opportune moment, he faced the woman who stood stock-still, hazel blue eyes wide as saucers, lips pouting beautifully in perfect “O” arms akimbo, and chest heaving with nipples at attention.  “Ooopps; I’m sorry maam, I thought I was by myself.”  Said Eli apologetically, averting his eyes and face.  “Well, I thought I was alone too, please excuse me…” said the woman as she crossed her arms to cover her large heaving bosoms and started to make her way towards the riverbank.  Eli turned also, returned to his canteens, and retrieved his clothes.  After they dressed, they faced each other, Eli introduced himself, the woman, towering over Eli by a head, now dressed in a blue and white burgeoning dress, introduced herself as a recent widow, had been married at fifteen, Jenchele by name and twenty three years old, same age as Eli.  She explained her carriage had broken down and not being able to fix it, she decided to wash off the road dirt and grime, hoping that somebody would come by before dark and help her get back home.


Eli said he would see if he could help get her carriage mended, if not she could ride with him, since her house was only some twenty-five or thirty miles from where they were.  They repaired to the carriage and after about an hour or better, Eli was able to make a temporary repair to the carriage, but he felt it would make it home safely.  Jenchele suggested they ride together and he could have supper at her house, and spend the night, (in the barn he thought), if he wanted to so he would be fresh to start his quest in the morning.  Eli thanked her for her hospitality and accepted the invitation.


They rode along conversing and exchanging information.  Seems Jenchele became a widow when her husband got hit by falling hay from the hay loft nearly six months prior.  She had gone to town to see if she could find a foreman to run her ranch, unfortunately, she had not been successful.  Eli rode along silently, musing what Jenchele had just related.  He had hoped to join the circus in Florida, he wanted to travel, not stay tied down to anyone place, but Jenchele’s proposal, indirectly put to him, sounded like a possibility he was willing to consider.  She was a beautiful, statuesque woman, a person, even as they rode along, her head was held high and proud, just like her tits!  They made light conversation as they rode along and soon; they espied a large estate after coming to a hill.  Eli commented on the size of the house and the huge spread, easily over six hundred acres in all!  Jenchele remained silent and continued to ride nonchalant.  “Whoever owns that place surely knows how to ranch and has the money to pay the hands and sharecroppers!” commented Eli.  Still no comment from Jenchele.  As they descended the hill, the main house became more prominent and pronounced, a colonial structure with five round while pillars in the front, thirty feet high, well maintained and an immaculate front lawn with a well and a little stream to the left in the front.


The road they were on would pass right through the front of the estate, Eli looked at the house in wonderment.  When Jenchele turned into the front gate and started to enter, she said:  “We are here.”  Eli stuttered, “Whaa-at?  This is yo-your place.  You live here.  Are you sure?”  Jenchele merely ignored him and continued in her grandiose manner, head held high continuing towards the front of the main house.  

A mulatto slave girl came over to Jenchele and made a big to-do about her being late, and how worried they had been about her lateness.  Jenchele gave her instructions for dinner, see to Eli, and whatever he may need, anything, that he would be staying overnight, at least for today.  Jenchele disappeared into the huge mansion, leaving Eli to be tended by the young girl.  Eli stood in the vestibule, jaw slack and in awe as his eyes wandered over the expanse of the house, crystal, art work, chandeliers, candelabras, urns and other artifacts surrounding the rooms.  The girl prompted him to follow her up the stairway to the second floor where she lit candles as she went into one of the many rooms.  Once there, she showed him the porcelain tub, indicated where he could put his clothes while she readied the hot water for him and provided him a tartan colored bathrobe.  She told him where to put his clothes so she could wash them for him and left him there in the middle of the room.


Still shaking his head, unbelieving his good fortune, Eli began to undress and throwing his clothes carelessly, hither and yon.  As he donned the robe, the mulatto walked in catching a glimpse of his genitals.  The girl tried to conceal a grin, putting her hands to her mouth, obviously bemused at his wrinkled, limp, and barely two-inch penis.  She proceeded to fill the tub after a few trips; Eli rolled a cigarette and asked the girl for “something strong to drink.”  She returned with a bottle of tequila, glasses, and lemonade.  Eli took a big drink of tequila as the mulatto peered at him standing aside with hands clasped together in front of her.  When Eli didn’t budge and took another drink, the girl said:  “Massa, the water will get cold, come, get in now…” Eli was not sure if he was supposed to get in or not, so he asked:  “what do you want me to do?”  “Come, get in the water so you can wash…” Eli grabbed the bottle and went to the bath, the water was steaming hot, and as he put the tequila bottle by the tub, he untied the belt to the robe; as he rose up, the girl removed the robe from his shoulders, and he stepped into the tub.


The girl immediately gathered her skirt from behind and bringing it up between her legs tucked it into the front waistband and started sponging water on his back and head.  The water felt wonderful and Eli felt his muscles begin to relax.  As he laid his head back, the girl began to apply soap to his hair and face; Eli laid his head back and his arms on the side of the tub.  The girl rubbed his chest and arms vigorously.  Eli began to feel heady and reaching for the bottle took another long drink and laid back again.  The girl moved his arms, soaped them, and repositioned them as she saw fit.  She soaped his back and legs and invariably began to soap his testicles and penis.  Involuntarily, Eli under the ministration being applied began to get hard.  The girl noticed also and began to slow the pace as she stroked Eli’s penis, now at half-mast.  Eli, in a stupor, could only think of the looks he sneaked of Jenchele in the riverbank and then his cock was hard and his hips bucked up out of the water.  “Aaaaah, oh Massa!  You just tell me what you want, the misses told me ‘anything you want…’ I will do it.”  Eli grabbed her wrist and arm and said:  “Get me some clothes to wear and get out!”  “Massa, I gotta dry you, the missus said…”  Eli didn’t let her finish, “Please go and fetch me something to wear, will you?”  The girl left and Eli took another swig of tequila and dried himself, donning the bathrobe again.


The girl returned and laid some formal clothes for Eli on the bed and saying:  “Madame expects you for dinner at 7:30, will there be anything else?” [this last while looking hopefully towards Eli’s crotch area].  Eli dismissed the slave and after shaving, began to dress himself.  Satisfied with his appearance, Eli descended the stairs and was promptly ushered into a study or sitting room by an older, white haired and handsome male servant.  The man asked Eli, if he wanted a cigar, and no sooner had Eli said yes, a cigar was extracted from a humidor on the nearby table and match ready to be stricken was produced by the usher.  Putting the cigar to his lips, the usher struck the match and lit Eli’s cigar.  Taking a few drags on the cigar, Eli laid back on the futon and inhaled the smoke, puffing ringlets in the air above.  Spotting a snifter and glasses nearby, he reached over and poured himself a stiff drink and leaned back after taking a sip and puffed on his cigar leisurely.

As he mentally recapped today’s events, the vision of Jenchele, a gorgeous redhead, splashing in the water in nothing but her teddy and ankle length pantaloons!  The flame red pubic hair visible through the material, large nipples an areolas standing erect and swollen. His reverie was so vivid of her, that his penis started to harden in his pants. As he sipped another drink and a drag on his cigar, the same servant re-appeared and simply said:  “Follow me please.”  Standing, Eli polished off the drink in one gulp, took another drag of the cigar and snuffed it on the nearby ashtray then proceeded to follow the servant.  

After passing various vestibules, and foyers they entered an atrium that served as refectory or dinner hall with a table capable of sitting at least two or more dozen guests.  The room was decorated with huge paintings [15’ X 10’?] of the roman era, others of the civil war, and some smaller ones of dignitaries and family, guessed Eli.  There was all sorts of pottery, knick knacks and sundry items d’ art.  At the head of the table sat Jenchele with an off-shoulder sequined jade green gown, a white, ruffled, bib-like rectangle in front that covered an area from about nipple to nipple and down to approximately her belly button, baring most of her perfectly round and large bosom.  Her beautiful flame red crowning glory in a pompadour fashion with ringlets all around her head cascading down all around her back, (a la “Dolly Madison”), and down to her nipples in the front.  . Her hazel eyes were accentuated with a barely perceptible  aquamarine hue that seemed to change with the lighting from blue to green and back to blue.  The rouge on her cheeks appeared to give her a permanent modest blush. . Her lips were an exquisite tangerine that made her lips appear moist and sensual, seductively maintained in a Mona Lisa sensual smile.  Her fingers were excellently manicured in a soft and light rose color, like a lovely pink clam, which she kept intertwined on the table in front of her. 

Of all the expensive art on display, Eli found Jenchele the most precious as she sat there perfectly still and watching his every move as he looked around the room.  “Welcome to my home; please come here and sit by me.”  Said Jenchele as she gestured towards the chair at her immediate right.  “Thank you.” Said Eli, bowing slightly, He reached for her tiny left hand and planted a kiss on it, feasting his eye on her cleavage which threatened to spill over at the slightest forward bend of her tiny waist. Eli pulled his trousers up by the creases to accommodate his still swollen cock as the servant pulled back the chair for him.  The bulge in Eli’s trousers didn’t go unnoticed by Jenchele. Unbeknownst to Eli, the come-on by the mulatto slave girl earlier had been under Jenchele’s order. She had instructed her to give Eli anything he wanted of her, a blow job, her pussy her ass, anything at all.  Had Eli succumbed to the slave girls teasing, he would be having dinner in the mess hall with the other help.  He would also have been on his way early the next morning.  The mulatto had reported to Jenchele that Eli had done nothing untoward to her.

Jenchele felt elated when the mulatto told her this!  Eli had been the first man to pass up the mulatto’s expert knowledge of sexology. She was a fellatrix extraordinaire who herself had taught Jenchele much of what she knew.  The girl had begun sex at age nine in Louisiana’s French Quarter before Jenchele’s former husband bought her for as Jenchele's personal maid. She was fourteen when he bought her. She had taught Jenchele how to please her husband and demonstrated with various male servants in the house.  Jenchele remembered watching as she sucked on black man with a huge dick. Jenchele was fearful for her safety as she watched he man’s penis become so engorged and seemingly, dimensionally impossible for the young twelve year old to handle it.  Not only did the mulatto take the whole cock in her mouth and throat, he fucked her not only in the ass, pussy, but her throat too!  Every time he was ready to shoot his come, the girl would simply thwack his testicles with her forefinger and his penis would immediately recede and ebb. 

The action was so hot, Jenchele had no choice but to finger herself.  “You go girl!” Shouted the mulatto at Jenchele. Then the mulatto told her:  “This is the best way for both to get what you want, watch.”  So saying, she had the man lie athwart to her on his right side, she on supine her back; his head to her right.  Raising her left leg over his torso, with her right hand she grabbed his monster cock and guided it into her deep purple grotto, assisted by a gentle push with her left ankle from behind. “Penetration this way makes better contact with my clit, frees my hands to play with my nipples, clit or anything I want.” Said the mulatto to Jenchele who had grabbed her own nipples and was happily pumping and pistoning two fingers into her cunt while watching the pair in action. Meanwhile the mulatto said:  “Okay honey, lets get it on now, go ahead and use it all! Fuck me with that fucking big cock of yours, but remember, I don’t want to get pregnant, so before you come I want you to put that big fuck stick in my ass.” As Jenchele watched the cock disappear into her slit and reappear, glistening in the light, she imagined what it must feel like to be impaled with a cock so big, and renewed her efforts at her cunt with vigor and zest.

PAGE  
4

