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      Thank you for picking up this quick read book. The Plantation Tales , Plantation Shadows, and the like will be historical, sexy, and, explicit short stories featuring black women-white men as well as black men and white women.

      If you’re reading this, I assume you’re over 18 because there is mature content where anything goes.

      Each book can be read as standalone, so you don’t have to read them in any specific order.

      Enjoy reading these salacious stories? Then make sure to sign up to my mailing list.

      You don’t want to miss new releases and special offers as they occur. I would never sell your personal information.

      Just scan here with your mobile to join my mailing list.
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      Sage.
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      Kwame's muscles rippled with a sheen of sweat as he arched his back, the dimly lit chamber echoing with the soft rustle of silk sheets.

      His breath came in measured pants, a metronome to the rhythm of Marianne's hushed moans beneath him.

      With each calculated movement, he was acutely aware of his role shifting, morphing from the dutiful servant pouring wine and serving meals to the virile consort attending to more carnal appetites.

      It was a transformation he embraced without qualm, his innate sensuality finding an outlet in the secret meetings.

      The heavy scent of jasmine oil lingered in the air, a reminder of the hedonistic indulgence that had become routine.

      He looked up then to catch sight of Eleanor's figure lurking just outside the window, her silhouette painted with jealousy, he knew that their arrangement was breeding tension.

      Her arms were crossed tightly over her chest, and her lips pursed in silent disapproval. Even in the dim light, he could see the fire of possessiveness flickering in her eyes.

      "Mother seems to require more... attention these days," Eleanor's voice dripped with sarcasm, breaking the post-coital silence that had settled over the room after Marianne had departed and she had strode in.

      Kwame rose from the bed with feline grace, his gaze never leaving Eleanor's. "It is not my place to question desires," he said evenly, his tone betraying none of the fatigue that comes from being an instrument of pleasure on command.

      "Perhaps I should find another who will fulfill my needs," she retorted sharply, the threat hanging between them like a drawn dagger.

      "Then do so," Kwame challenged calmly, though his heart raced at the thought of another man touching her.Sometimes she acted like a child acting as if he had a choice. "But remember our plan. Actually, your plan and desire."

      Her eyes narrowed, the storm within her momentarily subdued by shared conspiracy. "Yes, the plan. Mother must catch us, to seal her dependence on your sexual services."

      “Just tell me when," Kwame replied, his assurance unwavering. He understood the stakes, the power play that underpinned their trysts. Eleanor needed this leverage over Marianne, and Kwame was the keystone.

      "Be ready," she whispered, a sly smile curling her lips as she retreated into the shadows of the corridor, leaving Kwame to ponder the intricate web of desires in which he was caught in like a fly in a spider’s web.

      He was, however, a willing participant in a game that was more than physical, it was a chessboard of lust and manipulation.
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      Kwame's quarters were a stark contrast to the grandeur Eleanor had grown accustomed to within the mansion walls.

      The room was bare, with only a thin mattress on the floor and a simple wooden chest. Eleanor's heart tightened at the sight, a pang of guilt washing over her for every silken pillow and ornate tapestry she enjoyed daily.

      "Where could he be?" she whispered to no one, shuffling through the spartan space before a soft melody floated to her ears.

      She stepped out, following the sound that seemed to carry the weight of centuries, a language she couldn't decipher but felt all the same.

      The makeshift shower area lay secluded behind a partition of burlap, and there stood Kwame, water cascading down his skin as he hummed.

      The ground was rough with sand and stones, the only luxury a single bucket brimming with water. Eleanor watched, hidden, as he soaped his muscular frame, his movements rhythmic and sure.

      As Kwame reached down, his hands running over his length, the sight struck something primal within Eleanor.

      Her gaze transfixed on his semi-hard cock, she felt an urge she hadn't known before. And when he scooped water in a bowl to rinse himself, her restraint snapped.

      "Let me," she blurted out, surprising even herself as she approached him from behind the partition. Kwame paused, turning to face her, his expression unreadable.

      Eleanor could feel the heat radiating off Kwame's skin as she ran her hands over him, feeling the contours of his muscles and the ridges of his scars. He stood still, watching her with an intense gaze that made her heart race.

      Butterflies fluttered in her stomach as she continued to explore his body, tracing every curve and dip with her fingertips. She marveled at the contrast between his smooth, dark skin and her own pale complexion.

      When she reached his cock, it was fully erect in her hand. She couldn't help but marvel at its size and girth, knowing that it would soon be inside of her.

      Heat rose to her cheeks at the thought, but she pushed it aside as she began to wash him more thoroughly.

      Kwame's breathing caught in his throat as Eleanor's touch became more deliberate, moving from washing to stroking. His body reacted instinctively to her gentle ministrations, and he couldn't deny the desire that surged through him. He wanted her just as much as she wanted him.

      Eleanor's breath grew labored, her own desire mounting. She longed to take him into her mouth, but the jagged stones littering the ground threatened to mar her delicate skin. Instead, she looked up at him, eyes pleading.

      "Please," she begged, voice barely above a whisper, "I need you to fuck me."

      Kwame's gaze held hers, understanding and a fierce heat mirrored in his eyes.

      With a growl, Kwame turned towards Eleanor and pulled her into a rough kiss. Their bodies pressed against each other, their hands roaming freely over each other's hot skin.

      Kwame's hands gripped Eleanor's buttocks with an iron-like strength, lifting her effortlessly as she wrapped her legs around his waist.

      The air between them crackled with raw desire as they ravished each other's mouths, their hunger insatiable.

      His hands fumbled urgently to lift up her dress, his fingers desperate to reach the soft skin beneath.

      Eleanor's breath caught in her throat as Kwame ripped open her knickers, leaving a gaping hole just big enough for his throbbing cock to enter.

      She let out a gasp as he plunged into her, a mix of pleasure and pain overwhelming her senses.

      With each thrust, their bodies moved together in perfect unison. Kwame's hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer as he delved deeper inside of her.

      Eleanor held on to him tightly, the intensity of their lovemaking taking over.

      He gingerly slid two slick fingers into her tight back entrance, his movements fluid and calculated.

      With each hammering thrust, she felt her body becoming undone, her senses ignited with pleasure.

      The sensation was maddening, overwhelming, and she could feel herself losing control under his skillful touch.

      Their moans and cries filled the open air, echoing off the makeshift walls and mingling with the sound of water splashing in the bucket.

      They were lost in a frenzy of passion and lust, consumed by their desire for one another. Without realizing it, her screams were loud as her body quivered when she reached her climax.

      Kwame's name escaped her lips in a breathy whisper as she clung to him, trembling in his arms.

      They stood there for what felt like an eternity, still intertwined as they caught their breaths.

      The only sounds apart from the birds chirping were the soft panting and gentle caresses between them.
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