

  

    
      
    

  





  Black Buck by Unknown (NT-140)




  FOREWORD


  


  	When Lizzie-Mae, Alfalfa and Butterfly were uprooted from the gross sexual horrors of the SLAVE BROOD FARM, their little nappy heads were overjoyed to be under the care of kind Massa Harvey Winston.


  	Imagine their discomfort and dismay, then, when Massa Winston was brutally slain on the battlefields of Antietam and their pleasant life in the cotton-fields of Winston Acres was suddenly transformed into a nightmare.


  	Their new master was a cruel, brutal man who whipped them savagely by day and submitted their nubile, Negroid bodies to sexual tortures in his private bedchambers at night.


  	The lady of the plantation, Felicity Cooperton, was no better than her negro-lusting husband.


  	This cold, ruthless woman with flaming ringlets of curly ginger hair had an insatiable urge for big, black cockmeat.


  	And she would stop at nothing to fulfill her obscene desires.


  	“Fuck me! Shove your thick nigger dick up my moist, dripping twat!” she would demand.


  	And the poor black slaves that toiled on the plantation were helpless to defend themselves.


  	Missy Felicity had a thick, leather whip that she loved to lash on hot nigger flesh.


  	And any dumb nigger that dared to speak out against her was whipped mercilessly by this fuck-hungry, scarlet woman.


  	Butterfly woke up one morning to find that her beloved Duke had disappeared.


  	Where else could he be but in the burning bed of the white woman she hated more than anyone on the planet.


  	Tears poured from the little slave girl’s dark brown eyes.


  	But she knew deep down in her heart that nothing could stop the devil in the white woman’s soul from stealing away the only thing that she held close to her in her life.


  	Duke was Missy Felicity’s fuck-slave.


  	And there was nothing Butterfly could do to save him!


  


  CHAPTER ONE


  


  	“Missy Rebecca! Missy Rebecca! I jest done gone an’ heard the news from ol’ Cap’n Hancock! I’se so sorry! Oh, Missy Rebecca! I jest cain’t believe it!” 


  	Butterfly wailed.


  	Rebecca Stamford Winston looked down at the nappy headed slavegirl.


  	She blew her nose into her dainty lace handkerchief.


  	“I know, Butterfly. It’s just awful, ain’t it? And I’m afraid that since your Master has met his Maker, I shall be forced to sell the plantation.” 


  	“Missy Rebecca, no!! Say it ain’t so!” Butterfly wailed, her big dark eyes getting bigger and bigger. “You ain’t gonna leave us in the hands of some horrible old white folk, is ya?” 


  	“I’m afraid I’ll have to, Butterfly,” Missy Rebecca said. “But don’t you worry. You and your sisters will be sold along with the plantation. There will be no reason to separate you from your home for the past five years’.” 


  	Tears streamed from Butterfly’s young eyes.


  	She fell to her knees on the marble steps that led up to the big house on Winston Acres.


  	Her slender brown fingers grabbed the white woman’s frilly petticoat.


  	“An’ Eddie an’ Toby an’ Buck an’ my dear, dear Duke? Cain’t dey stay too? Oh, Missy Rebecca!! Please??” the negro girl begged.


  	Rebecca Stamford Winston looked down at Butterfly.


  	She had had all four nigger boys the girl had mentioned. Their thick, gleaming shafts of hot nigger cock had thrilled her delicate pink pussy on many a sweltering, humid summer evening.


  	How she had writhed with lustful delight as they serviced her smooth white flesh with their strong, sinewy brown bodies, their thick negro lips, their brawny buttcheeks of steel.


  	Rebecca Stamford Winston, the lady of the plantation, had screamed in fuck-hungry lust and dug her painted fingernails deeply into the nigger boys’ calloused, dark skin when they had impaled her on their thick nigger dicks.


  	But now she would have to sell her nigger sex slaves.


  	Just as she had to sell Butterfly and her two younger sister Lizzie-Mae and Alfalfa.


  	Just as she had to sell the entire plantation of Winston Acres and the surrounding cotton fields.


  	Why, oh why had her husband been brutally slain on the battlefields of Antietam?


  	Why had he left her all alone, fending for herself and totally inept at running a huge plantation all by herself?


  	Without answering the girl, Rebecca turned and flew past the huge double doors into the house, leaving Butterfly crying on the huge marble steps.


  	The young cotton picker lingered on the cold marble steps of a few moment, sobbing uncontrollably under the hot Georgia sun.


  	“We’se gonna hate our new massas! They’se gonna be jest like ol’ Massa Stamford who done gone an’ raped my pore ol’ hole so much I couldn’t even bend down to pick cotton fo’ weeks!” Butterfly wailed to herself.


  	Finally the tears stopped flowing.


  	The girl adjusted her gingham frock and retied the red and white checkered handkerchief that graced her nappy head.


  	Some kinky, curly locks stuck out and Butterfly deftly shoved them under the handkerchief.


  	The young slave girl wiped a few stray tears from her cheek and then began to walk back down to the cotton fields to tell her sisters the horrible news.


  	Her bare feet padded across the gravelly path that led from the big house to the bank of the brook that ran through the plantation.


  	Suddenly Butterfly stopped in her tracks.


  	She was right beside the babbling brook.


  	The shade of the weeping willows cooled her dainty Negroid features.


  	Butterfly had heard a noise.


  	The noise of a human.


  	A human being sneaking up behind her.


  	“Who dat be?” she called out.


  	No reply.


  	Butterfly continued to walk down the path by the brook.


  	She stopped again and scratched her head.


  	“I’se sure as hell hear somethin’!” she said.


  	Butterfly called out once more.


  	“Who be dere?” 


  	Suddenly, a huge black man jumped out from behind one of the bushes.


  	Butterfly shrieked in horror.


  	Then she screamed with laughter.


  	“Duke! Duke, you crazy ol’ fool! You done gone an’ scared the shit outa me!!” 


  	The brawny young negro wrapped his massive arms around Butterfly’s slim body.


  	He smiled down at his little nigger girlfriend.


  	“I ain’t kissed you today yet,” he grunted in his deep, slow voice.


  	“Well, you ain’t never gonna git the chance ifn you scares me like dat agin!” Butterfly said.


  	“Now, you watch your sassy little mouf, Butterfly! Don’t you be gittin’ to big fo’ your britches!” Duke said.


  	Butterfly stared up at her big negro lover.


  	Duke was certainly a fine specimen of black musculature.


  	He had arrived straight from Africa five years ago, and had caused quite a stir at the marketplace.


  	He was so tall!


  	He was so muscular!


  	And he was hung like a bull!


  	Master Harvey Winston had had to shell out quite a large sum of money for him during the auction.


  	But he had not been disappointed.


  	Duke could plow the fields faster than any horse that had ever neighed on Winston Acres.


  	And what a breeder!


  	Duke had already sired seven children, including two with Butterfly and one with her sister Lizzie-Mae.


  	The children were handsome, strong niggers who had been sold for quite a large sum of money to neighboring plantations.


  	Butterfly had screamed and kicked when they had taken her little Bozo and Beulah from her.


  	But the white man always had his way.


  	And Master Winston had desperately been in need of money.


  	Duke bent down and smacked Butterfly’s mouth with his big, thick lips.


  	“What you be doin’ over at the white man’s house?” he asked.


  	“Oh, Duke, it be awful! Jest awful!” Butterfly moaned, suddenly shivering even though Duke was holding her tight. “Ol’ Cap’n Hancock done tole me Massa Winston got hisse’f shot in the war! Missy Rebecca done gone an’ tole me she gonna sell the plantation! What’s we gonna do? I jest don’t know!” 


  	A frown appeared on Duke’s exaggerated, Negroid facial features.


  	His large nostrils flared.


  	“We done gonna get sold, too?” he asked.


  	“Well, Missy Rebecca done tole me dat me an’ Lizzie-Mae an’ Alfalfa gonna stay here. But she ain’t said nothin’ ‘bout you an’ the other nigger boys,” Butterfly replied.


  	Duke looked troubled.


  	“Don’t know why she hafta sell the plantation,” he said.


  	“She cain’t run it by herse’f, Duke!” Butterfly said.


  	“Hmm. Well, I gots to get back to work in the fields. You better, too.” 


  	Duke and Butterfly were picking cotton in adjacent fields that day.


  	“I know. Cap’n Hancock done give me some time to go talk to Missy Rebecca. He gonna be mighty mad ifn I don’t git my butt in gear and git back in them fields!” Butterfly said.


  	“Gimme one kiss,” Duke demanded.


  	“Sho’ ‘nuf,” Butterfly replied.


  	She reached up and pecked Duke on his cheek.


  	“I means one big kiss,” he said.


  	“But I gots to git back….” 


  	Butterfly gasped.


  	Duke’s big tongue was shoved between her floppy brown lips.


  	He pushed it down her throat.


  	Butterfly’s checkered handkerchief fell from her head and her kinky hair frizzled in the hot Georgia sun.


  	“Lawsy me!” the girl wailed. “I gots to have that big nigger dick o’ yours in my tiny brown hole!” 


  	“Dat’s jest what you’se gonna git!” Duke replied. His thick black fingers trembled as he attempted to undo his flimsy cotton workpants.


  	They were grimy and covered with dirt from the fields.


  	And they hung tightly around his meaty body, accentuating the massive bulges of rock-hard musculature that the strong nigger was blessed with.


  	A hung bulge lie between his legs.


  	Butterfly had already sampled the gargantuan slab of nigger fuckmeat that was situated between Duke’s beefy legs.


  	She had been fucked by the young black breeder many times before.


  	And she was about to get fucked again.


  	Raped by her lover’s big bronze cock in the shade of the weeping willows by the babbling brook.


  	Butterfly reached down and undid Duke’s trousers. The big guy seemed to be having trouble taking them off himself.


  	His massive hands were shaking with sexual desire.


  	“I loves ya, Butterfly,” Duke grunted in that gruff, dim-witted voice of his.


  	“An’ I loves ya, too!” Butterfly replied.


  	She thrust her lover’s pants to his knees.


  	Butterfly looked down at Duke’s thick fuckstick.


  	The mighty shaft glistened in the sun like a huge bronze pole.


  	It was at least twelve inches long.


  	And as thick as baby Beulah’s arm!


  	Butterfly always had trouble trying to get her tiny slender hand wrapped around that big chunk of nigger cockmeat.


  	And her moist negro pussy always ached after Duke pounded his big dick up her fuck-hungry hole.


  	But Butterfly gladly accepted the throbbing pain that made it difficult for her to walk for days after the big, dumb nigger had shoved his meat up her dark abyss of love.


  	“You done gone an’ gots me all hard!” Duke grunted.


  	Butterfly looked down at the stiff, ebony shaft and her eyes got as large as the hotcakes Mama Bertha Jones used to serve her for breakfast when she was younger.


  	“I ain’t never seen your stick so big before!” she said. “What you be doin’ wif yourse’f lately?” 


  	“Jest thinkin’ ‘bout you, Butterfly.” 


  	“Oh, Duke! I really does loves ya!” 


  	Butterfly threw her gangly black arms around Duke’s brawny shoulders.


  	“Takes me here in the shade o’ the willow trees!” she gasped. “Shove dat big black stick o’ yours up my hot nigger hole!” 


  	Duke snorted in delight.


  	He reached forward and fondled Butterfly’s taut, hard nipples with his thick, calloused fingers.


  	Butterfly sighed.


  	She loved it when Duke caressed her tits!


  	Duke’s fingers began to knead the firm, ample black breasts that the little slave girl had been blessed with.


  	“Mmm! Dat sho’ ‘nuf do feel mighty good!” Butterfly moaned. ‘Takes my frock from my little nigger body! Squeeze my big nigger tits wif your big black hands! I jest loves it when you does this to me!” 


  	“An’ I jest loves the feel o’ your big black tits, Butterfly!” Duke replied, undoing the tiny white buttons that ran up the front of Butterfly’s simple gingham frock.


  	“Mmm, mmm, good!” Butterfly exclaimed, reaching down and attempting to stretch her tiny black fingers around the massive girth of Duke’s throbbing nigger dick. “Dis big nigger cock sho’ gonna feel mighty good! It be nice an’ hot already!


  	I jest cain’t wait to feel it up my tight nigger twat!” Duke stripped the frock from Butterfly’s nubile Negroid body.


  	He uttered a deep, guttural moan of lusty anticipation as the slave girl’s ample breasts were exposed to his view.


  	Her tits were high and firm and seemed to lift and separate entirely on their own.


  	Her nipples were big and beige.


  	Although Butterfly had spent all of her life toiling under the hot Southern sun for the white man, and although her tender young body had been raped and abused numerous times by filthy white trash hungering for some nice chocolate pussy, the slave girl’s skin was smooth and tender to the touch.


  	Duke, on the other hand, had not fared quite so well. His skin was hard and calloused. His back was scarred from numerous whip lashes that had been ravaged upon his poor nigger body.


  	But Duke was also one hell of a powerful black man.


  	His entire ebony form bulged with muscles.


  	His ass was beefy and strong.


  	His legs were like tree trunks, and his strapping chest puffed out like a barrel.


  	Butterfly loved all these things about Duke.


  	But most of all she loved the thick twelve inches that throbbed between those powerful legs of his.


  	The big twelve inches of nigger cockmeat that she was trying to wrap her tiny hand around.


  	“I sho’ does want to take this big black cock in my mouf!” Butterfly said.


  	“Go ahead,” Duke replied.


  	Butterfly fell to her knees in the tall grass.


  	She opened her mouth.


  	Wide.


  	She stuck out her moist tongue.


  	The tip of it lapped up against the side of the solid shaft of hardened, black fuckmeat.


  	Duke ran his fingers through Butterfly’s kinky black hair.


  	“Dat sho’ do feel good, girl!” the hung nigger grunted.


  	Butterfly flashed her big black boyfriend a toothy grin and batted her eyelids suggestively.


  	“I’se tryin’ to git dis big thing in my mouf,” she said. “But I don’t know ifn dat be possible! It sho’ be mighty fat!” 


  	“C’mon, Butterfly,” Duke begged. “You done it befo’! An’ after you licks my big black cock, I’se gonna fuck your sweet nigger twat!” 


  	“Dat sho’ do sound good to me! I’se better git my mouf ‘round your cock, den, ‘coz I cain’t wait to feel dat big thing up my tight little hole!” 


  	Butterfly opened her mouth.


  	Her thick mahogany lips spread as wide as they could.


  	She brought her head closer to the gargantuan black cock.


  	Duke helped her by pushing her nappy head towards his meaty fuck lance with his powerful black hands.


  	The cockhead was as big as Butterfly’s fist.


  	But it finally slid in her mouth.


  	Butterfly tried to run her tongue around the blood-engorged dickhead.


  	But she could barely move her tongue.


  	Inch after inch of hot, sweaty nigger flesh entered her gaping mouth.


  	Butterfly felt like she was going to gag.


  	She had to breathe through her big, flat nostrils.


  	More and more of Duke’s fat nigger cock violated her mouth.


  	Duke pushed his burly hips forward.


  	Butterfly gasped.


  	The cockhead slid down her throat!


  	She reached up with her dainty black fingers that were so used to picking cotton in the fields and fondled Duke’s meaty black balls.


  	The Negroid orbs were as big as goose-eggs and weighed quite a heavy load.


  	Butterfly’s fingers ran over their wrinkled surface.


  	“Yeah, Butterfly!” Duke groaned. “Dat sho’ do feel good! Ain’t nobody can suck my cock like you! You knows jest how to please me!” 


  	Butterfly gurgled in delight.


  	Her mouth was stuffed totally full of nigger flesh!


  	It tasted so good!


  	And that heavy nigger scrotum felt so good!


  	“Lawdamercy! I’se gonna shoot my load ifn you don’t gits your mouf offa my cock! You wants my nigger juice in your mouf o’ in your tight cunt?” Duke asked.


  	Butterfly immediately removed her mouth from Duke’s cock.


  	She felt back in the tall grass and spread her slender, smooth legs.


  	She offered her hairy, tender nigger pussy for Duke’s pleasure.


  	“I wants you to fucks me!” Butterfly wailed. “I cain’t stand it no longer! Shoves dat big thing up my twat!” 


  	“Dat sho’ do suit me fine!” Duke said.


  	His trousers were still wrapped around his knees.


  	He thrust them off and tore off his shirt.


  	Butterfly arched her back in the grass and looked up at her lover’s bare Negroid chest.


  	His stomach rippled endlessly.


  	His chest was bulging with muscles.


  	Tiny kinky hairs covered the surface of his chest.


  	Butterfly ran her hands over her the silky smoothness of her inner thighs.


  	Duke got down in the grass beside her.


  	The willow trees shaded the two fuck-crazed slaves from the blazing afternoon sun.


  	The brook gently gurgled mere feet away from them.


  	Soon the two young darkies were locked in a passionate embrace and began rolling around in the dirt and tufts of long, crisp grass.


  	Clumps of mud and tiny pebbles dug into the two sweating nigger bodies.


  	But Butterfly and Duke didn’t care.


  	They were used to being pretty filthy anyway.


  	And their lust for one another was mounting with each deep soul kiss they wracked upon on another’s hungering mouth that nothing else in Georgia seemed to matter at that moment.


  	“Fucks me! Fucks me, Duke!” Butterfly begged. “I ain’t been fucked in so long! I jest cain’t wait any longer!” 


  	Duke’s twelve black inches were indeed aching to ravage the tight, moist twat that Butterfly proudly sported between her slender, ebony legs.


  	He lay Butterfly down in the tall grass and straddled her delicate body.


  	His turgid cockhead paused for a second at the trembling entrance to her tunnel of Negroid delights.


  	And then he plunged in.


  	Butterfly wailed like a thing possessed and threw her arms around Duke’s amazingly broad shoulders.


  	She could barely get her hands around the brawny nigger’s back.


  	But she did.


  	And she dug into that scarred, whipped flesh with her fingernails.


  	Duke’s cock had stretched her tight pussy cavity to the limit.


  	His thick black shaft slid up her cunt, pressing up against the walls and sending spasms of rapture coursing through every limb of Butterfly’s little slave body.


  	Duke buried himself up to the hilt in the brown sugar pot.


  	His big balls smacked against Butterfly’s pelvic bone.


  	The girl squealed and spread her legs wider and wider in the grass.


  	Duke began to fuck.


  	Slowly at first.


  	And then with increasing speed.


  	And increasing fury.


  	The big nigger was powerful.


  	And he fucked just like he plowed and toiled under the hot summer sun for the white man.


  	With strength and blind fury.


  	Soon he had Butterfly screaming and pounding his back.


  	Her tiny body bucked and thrust up to take all twelve inches in her moist, tight hole.


  	Butterfly’s pussy juices flowed like a river between her legs.


  	Duke’s big cock always got her hot!


  	And this day it was making her absolutely sizzle!


  	“Lawsy! I ain’t been felt this good in weeks!” Butterfly wailed.


  	“Sho’ do feel good to me, too!” Duke grunted.


  	He pounded up the tight nigger twat.


  	“An’ I’se gonna shoot my load! Dis hot little hole done gone an’ made me all hot an’ horny! I cain’t take it any mo’!” 


  	Duke gave one last grunt.


  	His nostrils flared.


  	His hips ground forward.


  	His cock plunged up Butterfly’s squelching twat.


  	Duke shouted in cunt-lusting glee.


  	Thick, tepid wads of nigger fuck jism exploded from his cock.


  	Butterfly squealed as she felt her cunt being whitewashed by the fountain of sticky love juice that Duke was thrusting into her.


  	And then it was over.


  	Duke’s load was spent.


  	The nigger was exhausted.


  	He pulled out of Butterfly’s raw, ravaged pussy.


  	“We better gits our asses hack in the fields!” Duke grunted. “O’ we done gonna be sole to some other plantation when Missy Rebecca sell dis here Winston Acres!” 


  	“Lawsy, Duke!” Butterfly exclaimed, wrapping her kinky hair back up in the red and white checkered handkerchief. “Your big cock was so good, I plumb gone and forgot all ‘bout Massa Winston gittin’ killed on dem battlefields and Missy Rebecca sellin’ Winston Acres!” 


  	“Well, I think we ain’t never gonna find white folk who gonna treat us as good as Massa Winston done gone an’ treated us!” 


  	“You sho’ as hell be right, Duke!” Butterfly said, pulling on her gingham frock. “I’se so scared! What kind o’ massas we gonna have? What’s we gonna do?” 


  	Butterfly began to sob on her hung nigger’s broad shoulders.


  	“I’se so scared! I’se jest so scared!” the little slave girl moaned.


  	“I’se mighty scared, too, Butterfly,” Duke grunted.


  	His brows were furrowed in fear of the unknown future.


  	“But there ain’t nothin’ we can do, ‘ceptin’ to wait fo’ the new massas to come an’ make our nigger lives mo’ miserable than dey already is!” 


  	“We gonna havta pick mo’ cotton?” Butterfly wondered, her big nostrils flaring as she sniffed uncontrollably. “We gonna havta give our nigger bodies up fo’ the white folk to use fo’ dey’s own pleasure?” 


  	“Lawd, I hopes not!” 


  	Duke really looked fearful after that comment. “Ain’t nothin’ I hates mo’ than a white woman’s pussy! I sho’ hopes dat the new lady o’ the plantation don’t like no big nigger cock!” 


  	“Lawsy!” Butterfly sobbed. “What’s I gonna do ifn you gots to fuck the new white woman o’ Winston Acres?” 


  	“I sho’ don’t know, Butterfly!” Duke said. “But what if you gots to be the white man’s piece o’ ass? Dat be mighty awful too!” 


  	“I know! I know! My po’ black body done got raped so many times by white folk, I’se shocked I ain’t on my ninth chile by now!” 


  	The two slaves wandered down the path by the brook, pondering how awful their lives could conceivably become when Rebecca Stamford Winston sold Winston acres.


  	But their slightly dense nigger brains could never have imagined exactly how horrible the next few months would actually be!


  


  CHAPTER TWO


  


  	“Any of you niggers try to run away, I’ll chase you down with dogs and cut your foolish nigger feet off when we catch you. Providing the dogs don’t rip your nigger hides to shreds beforehand!” Bertram Cooperton sniggered, his evil eyes blazing with cruel delight.


  	The former slaves of Master Harvey Winston shrunk from the horrible white man in terror.


  	He had the entire nigger population lined up in front of the marble steps leading up to the big white house.


  	In his gnarled, wrinkled had he held a thick, long bullwhip.


  	He lashed out at the row of frightened negros, letting the tip of the whip snap dangerously close to their hare feet.


  	It was the first afternoon after Rebecca Stamford Winston had tearfully signed over the plantation to Bertram Cooperton.


  	Rebecca dearly loved Winston Acres and the slave girls that had made her life so easy, and the slave boys who had satisfied her cunt so thoroughly.


  	She didn’t want to place the plantation in the hands of such an obvious rich, hateful bastard.


  	But Rebecca had had no choice.


  	He had offered her such a huge sum of money that she had agreed to turn Winston Acres, the cotton fields and every single slave over to him.


  	At least she wouldn’t have to separate her beloved nigger folk.


  	That would make them happy.


  	Rebecca had left immediately for Atlanta, where she hoped to find another rich plantation owner to marry.


  	Bertram Cooperton was already married.


  	His wife stood by his side that first hot afternoon, fanning herself and sipping a mint julep she had forced the nigger cook to make.


  	All the slaves at Winston Acres instinctively hated Felicity Cooperton the moment they set their dark eyes on her.


  	The woman looked haughty.


  	She looked harsh.


  	She looked like a bitch.


  	She was about half her husband’s age, and had curly ringlets of dark red hair.


  	Her piercing blue eyes stared at the nigger girls with scorn.


  	She gazed at the young nigger men appreciatively, checking out the naturally huge bulges of their crotches.


  	She licked her scarlet lips.


  	It .was obvious Felicity Cooperton had a lusting for black cockmeat.


  	And since she was the mistress of the plantation, it seemed that she would be able to fulfill her desires to her heart’s content.


  	“We have fired all of Harvey Winston’s overseers,” Bertram Cooperton cackled.


  	He lashed out with the whip, almost slicing little Alfalfa Jones’ big toe from her right foot.


  	The girl shrieked in pain and jumped up and down, holding her bloody foot.


  	Butterfly and Lizzie-Mae gasped and ran over to help their younger sister.


  	“Stop!” Master Cooperton ordered. “Let that dumb nigger girl be.” 


  	“B-but, you done gone an’ hurt her!” Butterfly wailed.


  	“She be bleedin’!” Lizzie-Mae yelped. “Dat blood be spurtin’ out all over her foot!” 


  	Master Cooperton trembled with rage.


  	His eyes bulged grossly and his face turned bright red.


  	He brutally thrashed out with the whip, lashing down upon the two young nigger girl’s squealing bodies with blind fury.


  	SMACK!


  	SMACK!


  	SMACK!


  	“DON’T YOU TALK BACK TO YOUR MASTER, NIGGER BITCHES!!!” the man screamed.


  	Lizzie-Mae and Butterfly wailed in agony as the whip flogged their dainty brown skin, digging into their flesh and sending them jumping and jerking all over the gravelly driveway before the rest of the plantation slaves.


  	SMACK!


  	“Help! Help!” Lizzie-Mae squeaked, her small hands flying out to stop the thick whip from biting into her young skin.


  	SMACK!


  	“MASSA! MASSA! STOP! PLEASE!!” Butterfly begged, rolling on the ground in her gingham frock as the whip attacked her slender nigger body mercilessly.


  	” Felicity Cooperton threw back her dainty head and wailed with crude, bestial laughter.


  	“I do declare!” she gasped, taking a sip of her mint julep. “I’ve never seen dumb niggers move so fast in my life!!” 


  	Master Cooperton lashed out with the whip one last time and paused, his brow dripping with sweat, his breath emitting from his thin, cruel lips in short gasps.


  	“You damn niggers better respect your master, or I’ll whip your black bodies until they’re a mass of red blood!” Master Cooperton said.


  	He glared at the row of plantation slaves.


  	Lizzie-Mae and Butterfly rocked back and forth on the ground, nursing the spots on their young bodies where their new master had just hit them with the whip.


  	Luckily he had not broken skin.


  	But their younger sister had not been so lucky.


  	Alfalfa tried in vain to stop the flow of blood that was spurting from her injured toe.


  	Her hands were soaked with drying blood.


  	Ruby red droplets splattered to the gravel of the driveway.


  	The other twenty-five or so slaves looked on in terror.


  	Life with their new master did not look like it would be much fun!


  	“Let this be a lesson to you!” Master Cooperton snarled. “That dumb nigger girl over there didn’t move out of my way quick enough.” 


  	He pointed at the bloody, wailing Alfalfa with his whip.


  	“So I whipped her. Now she’s bleeding. And if you niggers don’t move quickly in the cotton fields, you’re going to be whipped too.” 


  	The slaves stared at their harsh new master. Bertram Cooperton continued.


  	“Like I was saying before, all of the old overseers have been fired. They were a bunch of lazy white trash. You stupid niggers hardly did any work at all!” The negros had actually worked rather productively; each one had picked two bushels of cotton a day, which was the average all over the South.


  	“Starting tomorrow, you will have two new overseers. Captain Henry Heathcliffe and Captain Johnny Smeggerlane. Henceforth, you will pick five bushels of cotton apiece. This goes for all you niggers, even those little nigger brats over there.” 


  	He pointed with his whip at Butterfly’s only remaining son Bingo and two other negros who were also under five years old.


  	The house cook Fanny spoke up.


  	“But, Massa Cooperton! Dem chilluns cain’t pick in dey fields! Why, dey cain’t barely walk! An’ I ain’t never heard o’ no nigger who could pick five bushels o’ cotton a day wifout fallin’ over dead on his face!” 


  	Master Cooperton whirled around to face die obese old negro woman who stood next to his wife, one hand on her ample hips, the other holding a pitcher of mint julep mix which she occasionally filled Missy Felicity’s glass up with.


  	Master Cooperton was seething.


  	“You’re lucky your a house nigger, woman!” he growled. “Because otherwise I would have your fat nigger flesh whipped off your body! I don’t ever want you to voice your opinion as to the way I run my plantation. If I want these dumb niggers to pick five bushels of cotton, then that’s what they’re going to do!” 


  	Fanny rolled her eyes to the heavens.


  	“Lawd have mercy!” she wailed. “May the sweet Lawd Jesus save us from the devil in the white man!” 


  	Felicity glared at the portentous negro cook.


  	“Fanny, do shut your mouth. Master Cooperton really will whip your fat nigger ass to shreds if you don’t behave. And I certainly do not want to have, to train one of these disgusting field niggers to take your place.” 


  	The odious woman glanced with contempt at Lizzie-Mae and Butterfly, who were still wincing from the horrible whipping their young black bodies had been subjected to.


  	Master Cooperton turned back around to face the plantation slaves once again.


  	They were beginning to fidget under the hot after noon sun.


  	Sweat was dripping down their Negroid bodies.


  	Alfalfa’s toe had stopped bleeding, and coagulated blood caked her entire foot.


  	“In short, you niggers will obey every command I give you. And every command your mistress, Missy Felicity, gives you. We are your masters. We own you,” Master Cooperton said.


  	Felicity Cooperton took another sip from her mint julep and held the glass out to be refilled.


  	Fanny poured the cool alcoholic beverage up to the rim in her mistress’ glass.


  	Missy Felicity licked her lips once again and stared at the brawny, hulking nigger boys that hauled thick black cocks between their muscular legs.


  	“You must obey our every command,” she emphasized.


  	Her fan fluttered before her face.


  	Butterfly looked up at Felicity Cooperton in hatred.


  	She hated the woman’s thick red ringlets.


  	She hated her blue eyes.


  	Her fresh, Nordic facial features.


  	The petticoats and frills of her imported European dress.


  	How she wanted to spit at Missy Felicity!


  	But Master Cooperton was still wielding that thick bullwhip!


  	And Butterfly’s limbs still ached from the savage flogging she and her sister had been submitted to!


  	“Now, get your nigger asses out in those fields,” Master Cooperton ordered.


  	“Yessum, Massa!” chorused the slaves obediently.


  	“You will have no overseers today, but I will be come to the foot of the fields at the end of the day. And I expect that each of you will have picked five bushels of cotton.” 


  	The slaves looked at one another in disbelief.


  	“Or you will have to pay.” 


  	He motioned threateningly with his whip.


  	“With your nigger flesh,” Master Cooperton added. “Is that understood?” 


  	“Yessum, Massa.” 


  	“I didn’t hear you….” 


  	“YESSUM, MASSA!!” wailed the terrified slaves together.


  	Fanny threw up her hands.


  	“Crazy white folk!” she sighed.


  	Master Cooperton glared at her.


  	But Missy Felicity motioned for her ugly husband to control himself.


  	She didn’t want the house cook to be harmed.


  	Otherwise she would have to train a new cook.


  	And only the Lord above knew how much Felicity Cooperton hated to lift her finger to do a bit of work.


  	“GET YOUR DUMB NIGGER ASSES IN THE FIELDS!! NOW!!!!” Master Cooperton ordered.


  	The slaves shuffled off in the direction of the cotton fields, shaking their heads in disbelief and mumbling amongst themselves.


  	Duke came running over to Butterfly, and Bingo ran over to his Auntie Alfalfa to see if her foot was alright.


  	“FASTER!! FASTER!!” screamed Master Cooperton, wildly lashing out at thin air with his whip.


  	The slaves ran down the path, wailing and waving their arms in the air in terror.


  	Felicity Cooperton threw back her head once again and shrieked with laughter.


  	“Oh, my! I’ve never had such fun in my life! This plantation business sure is going to be mighty enjoyable, Bert! Another mint julep, Fanny!” 


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity,” Fanny sighed, filling the scarlet woman’s glass once again.


  	“Now, let’s go in the house and I want you to make Bert … excuse me, Master Cooperton to you … make Master Cooperton and I some coq au vin?” 


  	“What the hell you be talkin’ ‘bout, Missy Felicity?” Fanny bellowed. “I ain’t never heard o’ no damn fool food like dat! Missy Rebecca and Massa Winston always done eat black-eyed peas and chitlens like the rest o’ us.” 


  	Felicity Cooperton glanced at the house cook with disdain.


  	“I most certainly will not eat that vulgar pig food,” she sniffed. “Why, that’s only fit for niggers and other animals to eat! Your digestive system might be able to take that slop, Fanny, but real human beings like Master Cooperton and I require food of a more pleasing variety. I see quite a few changes will have to be made around here.” 


  	Fanny’s eyes rolled to the sky once again. “You’re damn right,” Master Cooperton said, his beady eyes glaring at the insolent House nigger.


  	“There, there, my sweet beau!” Missy Felicity said, tapping her husband on the arm. “You really must control that temper of yours! Come, Fanny. I’ll tell you all about what real humans eat….” Fanny waddled behind the redheaded bitch who was now her mistress.


  	Things at Winston Acres certainly were going to change!


  	And definitely not for the better!


  	  *


  	“Lawdamercy!” Toby grunted. “The sun done gone down an’ we’se still pickin’ dis here damn cotton!” 


  	“We gots ta git five bushels each!” Lizzie-Mae said. “I don’t want to git my po’ black ass whipped by dat damn white man agin! He done gone an’ made my skin all black an’ blue!” 


  	“Where he done dat?” 


  	“I don’t know ifn I should show you. It be in a mighty private place!” Lizzie-Mae said, plucking a load of fluffy cotton from a withering plant.


  	“Aw, come on!” the big, hung nigger whined. “You done showed me your whole body befo’!” 


  	“Hush your damn fool mouf!” Lizzie-Mae hissed, whirling her nappy head around to see if any of the other plantation slaves were within earshot.


  	They weren’t.


  	Their huddled bodies bobbed up and down between the rows of cotton in far off acres of the fields.


  	“Ain’t nobody s’posed to know ‘bout me an’ you!” 


  	“Shee-it!” Toby said. “Your sister Butterfly be fuckin’ Duke night an’ day! You’se only three years younger! What she expect from you?” 


  	“Well, I don’t know, but ever since Mama Bertha Jones done met her maker four years ago, ever since she worked her body into the ground fo’ the sake o’ the white man, Butterfly done tole me she watch over me. I cain’t have her know I done gone an’ let you fuck my little black hole now, can I?” 


  	“Dunno,” Toby grunted.


  	“No, I cain’t. I jest cain’t! Anyway, ifn you really wants to see where dat damn whip done gone an’ hurts me, I guess I’se gonna show you.” 


  	Toby’s eyes lit up.


  	The big nigger stared with delight as Lizzie-Mae untied her dirty pinafore and let it fall to the crumbling soil.


  	She glanced around at the other plantation slaves.


  	“It be gittin’ dark,” she said. “But I still thinks I oughta crouch down in dese cotton plants so’se nobody see me showin’ my hot nigger flesh to you, Toby. ” 


  	“Go ahead, girl!” Toby exclaimed, dropping his basket half full of plucked cotton. “I cain’t wait to sees where Massa Cooperton done gone an’ whipped ya!” 


  	Lizzie-Mae bent down and quickly stripped off the top of her flimsy cotton dress.


  	Her big, black breasts bounced out into the cool evening air.


  	“Here!” she exclaimed, pointing to thick red welts that crossed her supple titflesh.


  	Toby licked his thick Negroid lips and rubbed his hands together.


  	“Dat sho’ ‘nuf do look mighty bad!” he said. “You wants me to kiss dem big black tits ‘o yours an’ make dem feels better?” 


  	Lizzie-Mae giggled.


  	“Toby! You damn fool! We gots ta git all dis here cotton picked! I ain’t done but two an’ a half bushels! Massa Cooperton not gonna be pleased!” 


  	“Jest one bitty kiss,” Toby pleaded.


  	He stared at the ripe yet injured nigger tits that Lizzie-Mae held in her hands.


  	The big brown nipples sure looked tasty! “Lawsy!” Lizzie-Mae exclaimed. “I guess dat be alright. Jest one kiss, tho’!” 


  	“You better gits yourse’f down on the ground,” Toby said. “Don’t want dem nosy sisters o’ yours watchin’ us!” 


  	“Fine,” Lizzie-Mae said.


  	She lay down in the caked dirt and brushed away stray cotton plant leaves that hit her face and arms. Toby lay down beside, the nigger slave girl.


  	He approached her pancake nipples with his floppy nigger lips.


  	He wrapped them eagerly around the erect, beige nipples.


  	“MMMMM!! Dat sho’ do feel better already!” the girl hummed.


  	She thrust her chest up sensuously.


  	Toby’s straight white teeth clamped down gently on the tiny erect pap.


  	He nibbled Lizzie-Mae’s nipples.


  	“An’ dat? How do dat feel?” 


  	“Mighty fine!” 


  	“An” how ‘bouts ifn I lick your big black tits like dis?” 


  	“MMMMM!!! Dat feel better still!” 


  	Toby’s moist, thick tongue ran over the hills of smooth, ebony flesh.


  	He dug at Lizzie-Mae’s cleavage with short, deft strokes.


  	Toby reached down and squeezed his cock.


  	His thick nigger dick was beginning to swell with blood.


  	The feel of Lizzie-Mae’s tits was making the big, hung slave mighty hot!


  	He wanted to take her right then and there in the middle of the cotton fields!


  	Rape the sexy slave girl in the soil!


  	While the cool evening breeze rattled the branches of the cotton plants around them and the other niggers hollered to once another in the fields.


  	“You done gone an’ made me all hot!” Toby grunted. “I gots ta fuck your drippin’ nigger twat!” 


  	“Lawsy!” exclaimed a stimulated Lizzie-Mae. “We cain’t! In the middle o’ the fields like dis? We jest cain’t!” 


  	“Yes we can!” Toby replied, a bold grin on his handsome Negroid features.


  	He took Lizzie-Mae in his arms and rolled with her amongst the filth and dirt.


  	Lizzie-Mae gasped as Toby’s massive nigger frame crushed up against her delicate, slender body.


  	He was so big!


  	And so strong!


  	And at that moment the hunky nigger slave was hot and horny for a tight black twat!


  	Lizzie-Mae’s young fuck hole!


  	Lizzie-Mae threw back her nappy head and let Toby cover her neck with kisses.


  	He bit at her tender throat.


  	He gnawed at her skin.


  	Gently.


  	Slowly.


  	Lizzie-Mae gasped as Toby’s firm, thick hands kneaded her battered breasts.


  	He ran up and down the meaty globes.


  	He pulled Lizzie-Mae’s dress further and further down her body.


  	Until soon the little slave girl kicked the dirty cotton frock from around her ankles.


  	“Lemme see dat fine nigger hole o’ yours!” Toby grunted.


  	He looked down between Lizzie-Mae’s thighs.


  	It was now almost completely dark in the fields, but the negro slave had good eyes and could see every curly pubic hair that graced the young, mahogany pussy lips that marked the entrance to Lizzie-Mae’s tunnel of love.


  	“Mmm!” Toby grunted in delight. “I gots ta git my big nigger cock up dat hole!” 


  	“Oh, yeah!” Lizzie-Mae wailed, her slender young body suddenly overcome with fuck-hungry lust. “Fucks me! Fucks my tight nigger twat!” 


  	“Dat’s jest what I’se gonna do!” Toby replied.


  	The big, strong negro slave reached down and unbuttoned his grimy workpants.


  	He pulled out his big nigger cock and prepared to shove it up Lizzie-Mae’s cunt right in the middle of the Winston Acres’ cotton fields!


  


  CHAPTER THREE


  


  	“WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DAMN NIGGERS UP TO?!” 


  	Toby’s head shot up to see where the voice of the white man had come from.


  	Lizzie-Mae squealed in fright.


  	Master Cooperton sat on the back of his horse not less than five feet from them!


  	His beady eyes glared at the two naked slaves with hatred.


  	His hand grappled the horrible hull whip.


  	He lashed out at their trembling black bodies.


  	“TAKE THAT, YOU STUPID NIGGERS!! AND THAT!!! AND THAT!!!” the man screamed in blind rage.


  	The leather whip sliced into Toby’s and Lizzie-Mae’s ebony flesh as they wailed in anguish and attempted to claw their way through the dirt and soil away from the furious white man’s thrashing whip.


  	“HELP!” squealed Lizzie-Mae, clutching at her exposed breasts and scrambling through the cotton plants. “MY PO’ BLACK BODY!! OW! OW! NO, MASSA!! NOOOO!!!!” 


  	SMACK!


  	SMACK!


  	SMACK!


  	Master Cooperton lashed out at the two nigger’s naked bodies with wild fury.


  	Again and again the whip attacked their skin.


  	Tiny bits of brown flesh flew from their cowering, chambering frames.


  	Rivers of blood spurt from deep gashes that slashed through their skin.


  	Lizzie-Mae wailed and shrieked in anguish, shielding her little nappy head from the savage flogging Toby moaned and grunted in pain as the whip bit down upon his black, calloused flesh.


  	“MASSA COOPERTON!! HAVE MERCY ON OUR PO’ SOULS!! NO!! NO!!” Toby hollered.


  	“YOU STUPID NIGGERS!! FUCKING IN THE FIELDS WHEN YOU SHOULD BE PICKING COTTON!!” Master Cooperton spit, his face bright red and the veins bulging in his neck.


  	The horse whinnied as the horrid white plantation owner chased the ravaged niggers through the cotton plants.


  	“YOU DESERVE EVERY BIT OF PAIN YOU FEEL!!” 


  	“OW!! OOOWWH MASSA!! NO! NO!!! NNNOOOOOO!!” 


  	Lizzie-Mae collapsed in the dirt, her young body no longer able to take the brutal flogging.


  	Toby ran to her aid.


  	Master Cooperton cracked the whip on the nigger’s broad, bloody back.


  	“YOU STUPID NIGGER!! YOU GOT YOUR FIVE BUSHELS OF COTTON PICKED YET?? NO???” 


  	The whip lashed down upon Toby’s back once again.


  	“TAKE THAT!!!” Master Cooperton screamed.


  	“MASSA! MASSA!! I AIN’T NEVER BEEN WHIPPED LIKE THIS BEFO’!! WE’SE GOOD NIGGERS!! PLEASE DON’T WHIP US!! PLEASE!!” 


  	Toby shielded Lizzie-Mae’s battered body.


  	Master Cooperton lashed down upon his back a few more times.


  	And then the torturous whip was still.


  	Master Cooperton glared down at the two niggers from the horse’s back.


  	His breathing was labored.


  	His face turned from purple to pink.


  	His hands shook with the joy of whipping dumb nigger flesh.


  	Master Cooperton jumped down from his horse and flung the whip to the ground.


  	Toby, crouched over Lizzie-Mae’s twitching, barely-conscious body, looked up at the big white man with fear.


  	“Get your nigger hands off that wench!” Master Cooperton ordered.


  	“B-but, M-massa C-c-cooperton-” 


  	“HUSH YOUR MOUTH, NIGGER!! DO AS I SAY!!” 


  	Master Cooperton thrust the naked slave off Lizzie-Mae.


  	Toby fell into a row of cotton plants and his bloody body soiled the dirt a ruddy red.


  	His flat nostrils flared.


  	His floppy lips trembled.


  	Master Cooperton threw back his head and laughed.


  	“Now you’re going to have to watch while I fuck your little nigger girl!” he said, holding his side and rocking from side to side as she continued his cruel guffawing.


  	Lizzie-Mae’s eyes sprang open.


  	She stared at the fat, ugly white man in horror.


  	“No, Massa! No! Please don’t fucks me! I don’t like dem big white dicks!” the girl wailed.


  	Master Cooperton smacked the girl across her fine Negroid facial features.


  	“HUSH YOUR MOUTH, NIGGER-WENCH!” 


  	Master Cooperton seethed.


  	Lizzie-Mae shrieked and held her face.


  	Blood spurt from her nose.


  	Blood oozed from the deep gashes all over her whipped nigger body.


  	But the sight of blood wouldn’t stop Master Cooperton from getting his way.


  	He wanted to fuck Lizzie-Mae, no matter what condition her body was in!


  	He shoved a thick, gnarled finger up Lizzie-Mae’s tight twat.


  	Lizzie-Mae squirmed and squealed.


  	“MASSA!! MY PO’ BLACK HOLE!!” 


  	“Your black hole feels mighty hot and tight!” Master Cooperton grinned.


  	He savagely pulled out his finger and unzipped his riding britches.


  	He pulled out a thick, long white cock.


  	Lizzie-Mae shielded her dark brown eyes and shuddered in terrified disgust.


  	“LAWSY!! LAWSY ME!! LAWD HAVE MERCY ON MY PO’ BLACK SOUL!!” she shrieked. Toby shivered in the dirt as he watched his white master straddle his little lover’s whipped flesh.


  	Master Cooperton pounded his cock up Lizzie-Mae’s tight nigger cunt with one brutal thrust.


  	He pounded all the way up to the hilt.


  	His wrinkled, pale hands lewdly squeezed the slave girl’s big bronze boobs.


  	“Shit! For a little girl, you got quite a set of bazookas!” Master Cooperton grunted.


  	His flabby white ass bucked up as he pulled his cock half-way out of Lizzie-Mae’s pussy.


  	‘And your cunt is mighty fine, too! I can tell I’ll be getting lots of hot nigger meat after a while!” 


  	Master Cooperton began pumping into Lizzie-Mae.


  	The girl writhed in pain on the ground.


  	Dirt seeped into her open wounds.


  	Blood mixed with muck.


  	Lizzie-Mae’s tiny clenched fists beat out on her master’s chest.


  	But Master Cooperton continued to rape his fine young slave.


  	“Yeah! You’re nice and tight! Take my big white cock, nigger-bitch!” 


  	“Massa! Massa! I’se jest a po’ nigger girl who ain’t been fucked much in her life! I cain’t take dis big cock much longer! Oh, Massa! Please don’t take too long! Please, Massa!” 


  	“Shut up, nigger! I’ll come when I’m damn good and ready to! I’m your master and I can do as I please!” 


  	“B-but, Massa! My lover Toby be right over dere a-watchin’ us! Dis be downright awful! An’ what’s I gonna do ifn you makes me wif chile! I don’t want no mo’ chilluns! Oh, Massa! Stop! Stop!” 


  	“You got one hell of a big mouth for a nigger-wench!” Master Cooperton grunted, plunging deeply into the slave’s loosening cunt. “If you don’t hush up, girl, I’m gonna smack your face silly!” 


  	“No, Massa! You done gone and whipped me so already! I cain’t take mo’ pain! I jest cain’t! I … OOOOHHH! Massa! How you fucks me! OOOOHHH!!! OW! UNGH! UNGH!!! UNNNGGGHHH!!!” 


  	“Yeah, nigger! You like my big, white cock, don’t you? You like the way I grind it up your tight, wet pussy, don’t you? Don’t you??!!” 


  	“M-m-massa … I … I … OOOHHHH!!!! OOOHHHH!!! MASSA!! I AIN’T NEVER BEEN FUCKED LIKE THIS BEFO’!! OHHH!! LAWDAMERCY!!! FUCKS ME!!! FUCKS MEEEEEEE!!!” 


  	Toby looked on in startled amazement as his little nigger girlfriend wrapped her skinny brown arms around the white man’s corpulent, sweating figure. His eyes almost popped from their sockets.


  	Lizzie-Mae was bucking her slender, firm hips up to meet Master Cooperton’s savage thrusts.


  	His cock slid in and out of her black pussy.


  	In and out.


  	In and out.


  	Rapture danced in Lizzie-Mae’s eyes and she clawed at her master’s soaked back.


  	“LAWDAMERCY! LAWDAMERCY!! FUCKS ME WIF DAT BIG WHITE COCK!! FUCKS ME NICE AN’ HARD!! LORDY-BE!!!! HHHAAALLLEEELLUUJ JJ AAHHH!! ” 


  	A sardonic grin appeared on Master Cooperton’s ugly features as he continued twisting and grinding his cock up Lizzie-Mae’s cunt.


  	Pussy juices flowed through her love canal.


  	Fuck liquid flushed his meaty shaft.


  	His turgid cockhead pounded up Lizzie-Mae’s vagina.


  	“YEAH!!!” grunted Master Cooperton. “All you nigger bitches love big white cock, don’t you?” 


  	“HHHAA ALLLEEELLUUJJ AAHHH!!! ” 


  	“DON’T YOU??!!” 


  	“HHHAAALLLEEELLUUJJ AAHHH!!!!!” 


  	Master Cooperton threw back his head and screamed with crude laughter as he continued pounding up Lizzie-Mae’s pussy.


  	“TAKE IT!! TAKE MY HOT, THICK DICK, NIGGER-WENCH!!” 


  	“LAWDAMERCY!!” 


  	“FEEL MY THICK SHAFT POUND UP YOUR HOT NIGGER PUSSY!!” 


  	“PRAISE THE LAWD!!!” 


  	“UUUNNGGHH!!


  	UUNNGGHHH!!!


  	UUUUUNNNGGGHHH!!!!!” 


  	“LLLOOORRRDDDYYY YYY-BBBEEEE! ” 


  	Master Cooperton’s face was pink with exhaustion.


  	Sweat dripped from his brow onto Lizzie-Mae’s big, bloody boobs.


  	His fat, white fingers grappled the slave girl’s ravaged black skin.


  	“SHIT, NIGGER-BITCH!! I DO DECLARE, I’M GONNA SHOOT MY LOAD!!” 


  	The words Lizzie-Mae had been hoping for!


  	She had hoped that making herself appear to love her master’s fat, ugly white cock would turn him on so much he would come as soon as humanly possibly.


  	She had been correct.


  	Lizzie-Mae was no dumb nigger.


  	She was a very smart nigger!


  	And at that moment she was clamping her pussy lips around the white man’s fetid cock.


  	She was wailing in fake delight.


  	False rapture.


  	Master Cooperton was about to come!


  	And the horrible, torturous rape scene in the cotton fields would be over.


  	And she and Toby would be able to go back to work and pick the rest of their five bushels of cotton.


  	Lizzie-Mae couldn’t wait for the obscene fuck-session to end.


  	Her skinny black body couldn’t wait to be rid of the slimy white cock.


  	“FUCKS MEEEE!! FUCKS ME WIF ALL YOUR MIGHT, MASSA!! I JEST LOVES DAT BIG WHITE COCK!! YOWZAH, YOWZAH, YYYOOOWWWZZZAAHHHHH!!!” 


  	“Here comes my thick, white come, nigger girl! Take it all! TAKE IT!! UNGH!! UNGH!! UNGH!!” 


  	Lizzie-Mae knew the white man was shooting loads of sticky, smelly come up her little black twat.


  	The thought made the girl ill.


  	But she had to wail and smile and writhe in the dirt with delighted gasps and moans.


  	“GIMME DAT HOT WHITE COME!! SHOOT MY NIGGER HOLE PLUMB FULL O’ DAT FUNKY STUFF!!! HHHAAALLLEEELLUUJ-JAAHHH!!!” 


  	Master Cooperton thrust his flabby hips forward until the last drop of jism had been emptied from his shaft.


  	He pulled out of Lizzie-Mae’s ravaged cunt.


  	The girl sighed.


  	In relief.


  	Master Cooperton got up off the girl, looked down at his riding britches, which were stained with dirt and blood, and wiped them off.


  	He smiled smugly at the panting, exhausted nigger slave.


  	“I knew you’d like that, you little nigger whore!” Master Cooperton said smugly.


  	He turned around and faced Toby, who still trembled, afraid and confused, under the cotton plant leaves.


  	“All nigger girls are sluts. They’ll take any cock they can get. And they might tell you they like your big black cocks. But what they really like … ” 


  	He reached down and patted his crotch.


  	“Is right down here. ” 


  	Master Cooperton picked up his whip and mounted his horse.


  	“Now get your lazy asses back to work. I want to see five bushels of cotton apiece even if you have to work all night long!” 


  	He trotted off towards another group of picking, bobbing slaves further out in the fields.


  	Toby stared in hurt disbelief at Lizzie-Mae.


  	Her body was covered with dirt.


  	Thick, bloody gashes criss-crossed her skin.


  	Her cunt was filled to the brim with Master Cooperton’s disgusting jism.


  	Toby reached for his clothes and began to drape them over his muscular but ravaged form.


  	Lizzie-Mae looked over at her big negro boyfriend.


  	His silence stung the air.


  	Lizzie-Mae was exhausted and could barely speak. But she felt she had to make an effort so that Toby would understand why she had acted in such a shameful manner.


  	“Toby, I-” 


  	“Don’t you talks to me! You ain’t nothin’ but a white folk nigger-wench!” 


  	“Toby! I ain’t-” 


  	“I SAID SHUT YOUR MOUF, GIRL!!” 


  	Lizzie-Mae struggled to sit up in the dirt.


  	Spasms of pain wracked her body.


  	Blood had congealed on her flesh.


  	Her nappy head ached.


  	And her cunt was flooded with white man’s come.


  	She was in a sorry state.


  	But she had to talk to Toby.


  	If she didn’t explain things at that moment, he would spread it all around the slave quarters that she was nothing but a white man’s whore.


  	Butterfly and Alfalfa would shun her!


  	Duke and Buck and Bingo would hate her!


  	And Fanny would never again sneak her table scraps every night from the white house kitchen!


  	“Toby, don’t be a damn fool! You think I enjoyed dat white cock up my cunt?” 


  	“Shee-itt! I done heard you wailin’ like you ain’t never been fucked befo’ ” 


  	“But Toby, I’se jest joshin’ around wif the massa! I done tole myse’f dat ifn I acts like I’se lovin’ his big white cock, he done come quicker. An’ it done worked! He done shoot his load quicker’n a rooster at dawn!” 


  	Toby still glared at her.


  	“You ain’t never yelled ‘hallelujah’ when I be fuckin’ you!” 


  	“But, Toby! I done yell it in my mind every time we fucks! I loves your big black cock! An’ ain’t nobody fucks me better’n you! Believes me! Believes me!” 


  	Lizzie-Mae burst into tears.


  	“You thinks I done loved Massa Cooperton’s cock up my tiny black hole!” she sobbed.


  	“Damn right.” 


  	“But I hates it! I jest hates it!” 


  	Toby looked over at Lizzie-Mae’s bloody, shivering body.


  	The poor little nigger slave was crying uncontrollably.


  	Toby shrugged his broad shoulders.


  	He walked over to the skinny girl and hugged her gently.


  	“Oh, Toby!” Lizzie-Mae wailed. “I loves ya! I really loves ya!” 


  	Toby ran his fingers through Lizzie-Mae’s kinky hair.


  	“Does ya believes me?” she asked, Toby finally shook his head.


  	“I believes ya.” 


  	Lizzie-Mae wailed in delight and threw her tiny arms around her hung nigger boyfriend’s firm waist.


  	“Toby!” she screamed with joy. “Ain’t nobody loves ya better’n me!” 


  	Toby smiled down at Lizzie-Mae.


  	He kissed her fat, brown lips.


  	“Now, let’s git back to the cotton. We gots ta pick three mo’ bushes befo’ the day done end. An’ the sun been down fo’ hours now!” 


  	Lizzie-Mae sighed and picked up her basket half full of plucked cotton.


  	“My po’ nigger body sho’ do ache! But we gots ta do what we gots ta do!” 


  	The two slaves bent down and began to pick cotton as fast as their nigger fingers could.


  


  CHAPTER FOUR


  


  	“Now, don’t you pay no mind to what Missy Felicity say to you,” Fanny whispered to Butterfly. “She gonna call you all sorts o’ names. She don’t like us niggers ‘coz her husband done go to the slave quarters near every night fo’ some hot black pussy! She ain’t gettin’ no dick, an’ she be pretty mad ‘bout dat!” 


  	“I sho’ as hell would be, too!” Butterfly replied. Fanny ushered Butterfly into the kitchen of the huge white pillared house where the Coopertons resided.


  	“Now, I’se gonna show ya jest how to makes some hush puppies fo’ the Massa an’. Missy Felicity. They jest loves ‘em fo’ dey’s breakfast.” 


  	The plump, elderly house slave took a look Butterfly’s slender negro hands.


  	She wailed in dismay.


  	“Lawd have mercy! Dem hands o’ yours be blacker’n your little nigger behind! You’se a house nigger now, chile! You ain’t out pickin’ cotton in dem fields no’ more! You gots ta keep your hands fresh an’ scrubbed! Git your ass over to the sink!” 


  	The young slave girl sighed as Fanny ushered her over to the sink and began to wash her hands for her.


  	“Lawd! I jest don’t know why dem white folks done gone an’ takes me from the fields!” Butterfly said. “It be mighty hard to picks dem five bushels o’ cotton a day, but I plumb hates ta wear dese clean clothes all the time, an’ not see my sisters and my big boyfriend Duke no mo’!” 


  	“Hush your mouf, chile!” Fanny chastised. “You be mighty lucky you ain’t pickin’ under the hot summer sun dis very moment! It be nice and easy workin’ in the kitchen fo’ the Massa and Missy Felicity!” 


  	Fanny dried Butterfly’s hands, went to the pantry and pulled out some com bread dough.


  	“But I jest hates Missy Felicity! Dat white woman done got the devil hisse’f livin’ in her soul! She ain’t no damn good! And dat Massa Cooperton! Lawdamercy!! He ain’t got his big white hand on my nigger flesh yet, but he already done gone an’ raped my sister Lizzie-Mae in dey fields! An’ right in front o’ Toby, too! Dem white folks be mighty-” 


  	“Hush your mouf, girl! An’ watch me as I kneads dis here dough. Soon, you be doin’ dis all on your own!” 


  	Butterfly sighed again as she sat down next to the huge kitchen table that Fanny was working at.


  	The kitchen was big and white and clean.


  	Brass and copper pots were hung from hooks on the wall.


  	A huge fireplace graced the wall near the back door that lead to the cotton fields beyond.


  	Butterfly thought she could hear her slave friends calling to one another as they plucked cotton under the sizzling Georgia sun.


  	How she wished she could be with Duke at that moment!


  	How she longed to feel his thick, black cock plunging up her tiny black hole!


  	Butterfly felt her pussy juices begin to flow as she conjured up the image of Duke’s firm, broad shoulders, his brawny, meaty thighs and his huge chest covered with tiny kinky hairs.


  	And that cock of his!


  	It was so big!


  	So thick!


  	And so black!


  	How Butterfly loved it when Duke laid her in the grass and pounded his thick fuckstick up her nigger twat!


  	How she loved it when he kissed her all over with his big, floppy lips….


  	“Swing low, sweet chariot….” sang Fanny as her plump fingers dug into the dough.


  	The obese kitchen nigger suddenly glanced at the huge clock that hung on the wall and a look of shock covered her fat Negroid features.


  	Her dough-covered hands flew up in the air.


  	“Lawd have mercy! Look at the time! We’se ten minutes late gettin’ Missy Felicity’s mornin’ tea to her!” 


  	“Lawd! I bet she gonna be mighty angry!” 


  	“You bet your sweet ass, chile!” 


  	Fanny waddled to the stove as fast as her short, squat legs could take her.


  	“Luckily I gots some hot water here!”:


  	She poured a cup of tea, placed it on a dainty china saucer and handed it to Butterfly.


  	“Here, Butterfly. You takes it up to her bedchambers. I gots ta finish dese here hush puppies!” 


  	Butterfly stared at the cup of tea in her slim nigger fingers.


  	She did not want to see the hated scarlet woman alone in her bedchambers.


  	“B-but, what ‘bout Massa Cooperton? Don’t he git some mornin’ tea, too?” 


  	“Girl, you’se a damn fool! Massa Cooperton done gone to ‘Lanta today wif the coach. Missy Felicity be by herse’f today!” 


  	“B-but, I ain’t never been upstairs befo’! Where her bedchambers be?” 


  	“Third floor, first door on the right. Now git your nigger ass in gear! We done waste another five minutes talkin’ ‘bout dis!” 


  	“Lawsy!” Butterfly sighed, scooting from the kitchen and balancing the tea cup in her freshly-scrubbed right hand.


  	The young slave girl tiptoed up the huge staircase to the third story of the big white house.


  	She was trembling.


  	Butterfly hated the horrid white woman so!


  	She did not want to be a house nigger at all!


  	Butterfly knocked timidly on the door to Felicity Cooperton’s bedchambers.


  	“What?” came a grumpy voice.


  	“I-it be Butterfly, ma’am. I done gots your mornin’ tea!” the girl called.


  	“Well, open the door and bring it in, you stupid nigger! How can I drink it if you’re standing in the hall?” 


  	Butterfly turned the handle of the door with trembling fingers.


  	She peered in the white woman’s bedchambers.


  	Felicity Cooperton languished under the fluffy sheets of a frilly pink four-poster canopy bed.


  	Her curly red ringlets were tussled.


  	Her eyes were half-open.


  	The woman sat up and settled herself comfortably on three luxurious pillows.


  	She yawned.


  	Long and loud and crudely.


  	She wrapped a red silk robe around her delicate pink form.


  	Butterfly glanced around the room, her thick lips parted in awe.


  	The young slave had never seen such frills and fineries in all her nigger life!


  	Felicity Cooperton’s bedchambers was decorated with knickknacks imported directly from Europe.


  	A huge vanity table stood to one side. Gold-plated brushes and combs were placed on the table.


  	Huge mirrors lined the walls.


  	Thick velvet drapes of purple graced the huge windows.


  	French windows led to a small balcony overlooking the cotton fields.


  	“What the hell are you staring at, you dumb bitch?” Felicity Cooperton snorted.


  	Butterfly jumped.


  	She ran forward and placed the cup and saucer on the woman’s night stand with a clatter.


  	Butterfly curtsied clumsily.


  	“S-sorry, Missy Felicity, ma’am. I jest ain’t never seen such a room in all my days!” 


  	Felicity Cooperton threw back her head and shrieked with cruel, taunting laughter.


  	“Of course not, nigger! Only real human beings like me and your master deserve to live like this! You niggers belong out in the fields like the lowly animals you are!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity,” Butterfly whispered. “Yessum.” 


  	Felicity’s piercing blue eyes bored into the girl’s brown ones.


  	She picked up her tea cup and took a sip.


  	Her long, pink fingers rattled on the night stand impatiently.


  	“Well?” she huffed.


  	“Well what, Missy Felicity, ma’am?” 


  	“Well, aren’t you going to draw my curtains?” Butterfly jumped to action.


  	“Oh, I’se mighty sorry, ma’am.” 


  	“And mighty dumb.” 


  	“No, ma’am. I-I mean, yes, ma’am. I mean, it be my first day as a house nigger, ma’am, an’ Fanny ain’t gone an’ tole me nothin’ ‘bout drawin’ the drapes fo’ you.” 


  	Butterfly pulled the velvet curtains back with trembling fingers.


  	Sunlight invaded Felicity Cooperton’s bedchambers.


  	The woman lounging lazily on the bed groaned and her eyes fluttered shut.


  	She took another sip of tea.


  	Butterfly stood by the window, running her hands nervously over the clean white pinafore Fanny had told her to put on.


  	She cleared her throat.


  	“Uh, is I s’psed to does anything else, Missy Felicity, ma’am?” 


  	There was no reply.


  	Felicity Cooperton lay with her head in the fluffy pillows, her eyes clamped shut, her nostrils flaring slightly as she breathed.


  	“Ma’am?” 


  	Still no reply.


  	“In dat case, I s’pose I oughts ta git back down in dey kitchen where I belongs. Ain’t dat so, Missy Felicity, ma’am?” 


  	Felicity Cooperton’s eyes flew open.


  	She glared at Butterfly.


  	Hate smoldered in her baby blue eyes.


  	Her fingers clutched at the dainty handle of the tea cup so tightly her knuckles were white.


  	Butterfly gulped as the woman glared at her.


  	She ran her fingers nervously through her kinky hair.


  	“You one of those bitches my husband whipped the first day we became your masters?” Felicity demanded to know.


  	Butterfly gulped again.


  	“W-well, I … I….” 


  	“ANSWER ME, BITCH!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity, ma’am.” 


  	Butterfly fell to her knees before the woman’s canopy bed of pink.


  	Her eyes were opened wide.


  	“B-but, I’se really a good nigger, ma’am! I ain’t got whipped by your husband since that very day! Honest, Missy Felicity, ma’am! I’se a good nigger! You gots ta believe me!!” 


  	“My husband fucked you yet?” 


  	Butterfly’s eyes grew wider still.


  	“N-no, ma’am. Honest injun, ma’am!” 


  	“You sure?” 


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity, ma’am. H-he done gone an’ fucked m-my sister Lizzie-Mae in dey cotton fields. An’ I finks he done gone an’ raped my other sister Alfalfa. B-b-but he ain’t never laid a hand on me! Never!!” 


  	“Get your nigger ass over here, wench,” Felicity Cooperton growled.


  	Once again, Butterfly gulped.


  	She shuffled over on her knees to the side of the woman’s bed.


  	“Closer.” 


  	Butterfly moved right up to the bed.


  	She looked up at her haughty white mistress.


  	“Y-yessum?” 


  	Felicity Cooperton’s hand suddenly shot out and lunged at Butterfly’s right breast.


  	She clawed at the smooth, bronzed mound.


  	She dug her fingernails deeply into the supple titflesh.


  	She twisted Butterfly’s nigger boob.


  	Butterfly wailed in pain.


  	Tears welled up in her big brown eyes.


  	“I hate you nigger bitches!” Felicity hissed.


  	Her fingers continued to grapple Butterfly’s tit.


  	Her blue eyes glared at the girl’s Negroid features with unbridled hate.


  	“P-please, Missy Felicity, ma’am! Dat sho’ do hurt! P-please!!!” Butterfly begged.


  	An evil grin spread across Felicity’s pale, Nordic features.


  	“I’ll make it hurt even more if you don’t hush your nigger mouth up!” 


  	“OW! OW! OW!!!” 


  	“Your master loves to fuck your stinking nigger twats. He doesn’t like nice, clean white pussy. He hasn’t fucked me since we bought this damn plantation. And I’ve been mighty hungry for some big, thick dick. But soon, all that is going to change!” 


  	She twisted Butterfly’s tit as brutally as she could.


  	Tears poured down the young slave girl’s cheeks.


  	“M-missy Felicity! Please don’t hurts my po’ black tit like dat!” 


  	“HUSH UP, NIGGER-BITCH!!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity, ma’am.” 


  	“You speak only when I instruct you to. I own you, girl. And don’t you ever forget that!” 


  	“N-no, ma’am.” 


  	“You get fucked by your nigger slave friends, girl?” 


  	“Yessum, I means, no ma’am, Missy Felicity, I means … I means….” 


  	“DON’T LIE TO ME, BITCH, OR I’LL WHIP YOUR LITTLE BLACK ASS!” 


  	Felicity tore at Butterfly’s titflesh.


  	“YESSUM!! YESSUM!! I GITS FUCKED BY DEM ALL DEY TIME, MISSY FELICITY, MAAM!! OOOOWWWWW!!!” 


  	“Your nigger fuck friend is that big tall breeder, isn’t he?” 


  	“Ma’am?” 


  	Felicity removed her torturing fingers, threw back her hand and smacked Butterfly across the face.


  	The young girl flew to the floor of Felicity Cooperton’s bedchambers.


  	Her nappy head hanged up against the leg of the vanity table.


  	“You know who I’m talking about, wench! What’s his name?” the cruel redheaded woman demanded to know.


  	“DUKE!! DUKE, MISSY FELICITY, MAAM! HE BE CALLED DUKE!” 


  	Butterfly rubbed her head.


  	A huge bump had appeared under her kinky hair where she had hit the leg of the vanity table.


  	She winced.


  	Tears still stung her eyes.


  	“Duke. Yes, that’s him.” 


  	Felicity flashed Butterfly and evil grin.


  	“Your master hasn’t fucked me in quite a while,” she said. “And it’s all the fault of you damn niggers. But I have a deep craving for thick, black cock. And I’m going to have my clean, pink pussy raped by your nigger-monkey friend every night.” 


  	“W-what you be talkin’ ‘bout, ma’am?” 


  	“I’m talking about Duke, you silly nigger bitch.” 


  	“Y-you gonna have Duke fucks ya, Missy Felicity?” 


  	“Yes. And you, Butterfly, are going to go down to the cotton fields this very instant and fetch him for me.” 


  	“B-but-” 


  	“Hush your mouth, girl, or I’ll smack you silly!” 


  	“B-but, Missy Felicity, I cain’t go to dey fields! F-f-fanny done wants ta show me how ta make you some o’ dem dere hush puppies!” 


  	Felicity threw back Tier head and shrieked with laughter.


  	“You dumb nigger! You’ll do as I say! Don’t forget, I own you!” 


  	“Y-yessum.” 


  	“And my moist, pink pussy is hot for some big nigger cock! For Duke’s big nigger cock. And you will go fetch him. Is that understood?” 


  	“Uh….” 


  	“WELL??!!” 


  	“Yessum! Yessum, Missy Felicity, ma’am! I sho’ ‘nuff does understand!” 


  	“Good. Now, get your silly nigger ass out of here and bring Duke to my bedchambers to that I may have him rape me with his big, black cock!” 


  	“Yessum! Yessum!” 


  	Butterfly picked her battered body up from the floor and scrambled out of Felicity Cooperton’s bedchambers, holding her ravaged tit and sniffing uncontrollably.


  	She ran down the three flights of stairs and entered the kitchen, sobbing her nappy head off.


  	“What the hell done happened to you?” Fanny asked. “I done made three batches o’ hush puppies in the time it took you to give Missy Felicity her tea!” 


  	“Oh, Fanny! Fanny!” Butterfly wailed. “It be awful! Jest awful!” 


  	Fanny paused with a spatula in her hand and faced Butterfly.


  	“What you be talkin’ ‘bout, girl? What Missy Felicity done gone an’ did?” 


  	“Oh, she done tole me to git my ass over to dey fields and fetch her Duke!” 


  	“Duke? What she be wantin’ dat dumb nigger fo’?!” 


  	“Fanny! Duke be my boyfriend!” 


  	“Oh, sorry, chile. But dat nigger sho’ do be mighty dense! I jest cain’t lie befo’ dey good Lawd above!” 


  	“Well, okay, dat may be. But Missy Felicity done gone an’ wants ta fucks Duke! An’ she want me ta go fetch him outa dey cotton fields! Oh, Fanny! What’s I gonna do?” 


  	‘Ain’t nufin’ you can do, chile. Ain’t nufin’ can stop dey evil ways o’ dey white folk. I do declare, dey gots the devil hisse’f in dey’s hearts!” 


  	“I knows! I sho’ ‘nuff knows! Missy Felicity done gone and grabbed my tit so hard, I cain’t barely feel it now! And’ she done slap my nappy little head all over her bedchambers!” 


  	Fanny looked at Butterfly sternly.


  	“Well, I gots ta say dat ifn she be in dat kinda mood, you sho’ better gits your ass out in dey fields an’ gits dat dumb nigger for Missy Felicity! Ifn you takes long, she gonna be mighty mad, an’ prob’ly take dey whip to your po’ nigger ass!” 


  	“I s’pose you be right, Fanny.” 


  	Butterfly shuffled to the back door of the kitchen that led out to the fields.


  	“But please don’t call Duke no dumb nigger.” 


  	“Chile….” 


  	“Fanny!” 


  	“Chile, you likes Duke fo’ his mind o’ fo’ his big nigger cock?” 


  	“FANNY!!” 


  	“Chile, don’t lie o’ dey Lawd gonna strike you down dead!” 


  	Butterfly sighed.


  	“You sho’ be right, Fanny. I sho’ do likes Duke’s big nigger cock. But I really do loves him!” 


  	“I know ya does, chile. But you really better shut your trap an’ go fetch him, or Missy Felicity be chasin’ you ‘round dem cotton fields wif her big bullwhip mighty soon!” 


  	“Lawdamercy! Dem damn white folk sho’ do make my life a misery!” 


  	“You ain’t the only one, chile. You ain’t the only one! Now, git! GIT!” 


  	Butterfly slammed the door and ran out in the sweltering sun.


  	When she reached the cotton fields, she tripped and fell into the dirt in her haste.


  	Butterfly picked herself up and ran through the rows of cotton plants, calling out Duke’s name.


  	“Butterfly!” wailed Alfalfa, looking up from nimbly plucking cotton off the branches of the plants.


  	“Alfalfa! You seen Duke?” 


  	“He be over near dey slave quarters. But what you be doin’ out in dey fields? Ain’t you a house nigger now?” 


  	“Hush, girl. I gots ta find Duke! I tells ya all ‘bout it later!” 


  	Butterfly ran on.


  	“DUKE! DUKE!” she called.


  	Duke looked up.


  	He was picking cotton with Toby and Butterfly’s little boy, Bingo.


  	“Butterfly! What’s you be-” 


  	“Hush your mouf, Duke! Gits your nigger ass in gear an’ wif me to dey Massa’s house!” 


  	“To dey Massa’s house? Why?!” 


  	Butterfly looked over at Bingo nervously.


  	“Mama! Mama!” the little boy squealed with glee.


  	He ran through the dirt and hugged his mother.


  	“You bein’ a good boy, Bingo?” 


  	“Yes, mama!” Bingo smiled. “I done picked a bushel o’ cotton already!” 


  	“Good boy! Now, you stay wif Toby. Duke an’ I gots ta go to dey massa’s house.” 


  	“Okay, mama.” 


  	Butterfly pecked Bingo on the cheek, patted his nappy head, and watched the five year old waddle back to the cotton plant he was working on.


  	Butterfly grabbed Duke by his thick wrist.


  	“Let’s git to dey house. Missy Felicity done wants ta see you.” 


  	The two young lovers ran through the cotton fields hand in hand.


  	“Missy Felicity? Why dat white woman wants ta see me?” 


  	“Oh, Duke! It be downright awful! She done wants ta fucks ya!” f


  	“Fucks me?!” 


  	“Dat white woman sho’ do be the devil in disguise!” 


  	“I hates white pussy!” Duke spat out. “I cain’t fucks her smelly pink hole!” 


  	“Duke, you haves ta! You jest haves ta!” 


  	“Lawd in heaven above! Dese new massas we done gots sho’ do be mighty awful!” 


  	“I know! Ifn Massa Stamford only didn’t git hisse’f killed on dey battlefields!” 


  	“I know. When Massa Stamford be our massa, we done fucks wif one another all dey time! Now I gots ta fucks dis smelly white woman! Lawdamercy!” 


  	“Now, Duke, mark my words. She sho’ do be a downright nasty woman! You gots ta make yourse’f come as soon as you can!” 


  	“B-but, Butterfly! I cain’t even git myse’f hard thinkin’ ‘bout dat ugly white hole! What’s I gonna do?” 


  	“I jest don’t know! But ifn you don’t git yourse’f hard, she done gonna keep you locked up in her bedchambers all day long!” 


  	“Lawdamercy! An’ where Massa Cooperton be all dis time?” 


  	“He be in ‘Lanta. He not gonna come home fo’ three o’ four days! I sho’ do hopes Missy Felicity ain’t gonna keep you locked up fo’ all dat time!” 


  	“I dunno. Wif dat ugly white hole o’ hers, it gonna take me four o’ five days to git my big nigger cock hard!” 


  	Tears began to well up in Butterfly’s eyes at the thought of her big, hung boyfriend being held as a fuck slave for the white woman’s pleasure for the duration of Master Cooperton’s absence.


  	“Dem white folk sho’ has made our life a misery, Butterfly!” 


  	“Dat’s jest what I done tole Fanny! Oh, Missy Rebecca! Where you be when we needs ya the most?” 


  	But Rebecca Stamford-Winston was happily traipsing through casinos and saloons with the money she had made from selling her plantation.


  	Nobody could save Duke from the fate that awaited him in Felicity Cooperton’s bedchambers!


  	The woman owned him!


  	And she could do what she damn well pleased with his muscular, bronze body!


  	Butterfly led Duke up the back entrance to the white house with the big pillars.


  	“Here we be,” she sighed. “Now I gots ta git you upstairs.” 


  	Duke paused at the threshold to the back door.


  	“Whatever happens, Butterfly, I wants ya to know dat I loves ya!” 


  	He reached down and kissed the young slave girl’s mouth with his big, wet lips.


  	“I knows, Duke. An’ I sho’ do loves ya, too!”


  


  CHAPTER FIVE


  


  	“What’s your name, nigger?” Captain Johnny Smeggerlane asked, stopping his horse inches away from where Alfalfa was picking cotton in the fields.


  	“Alfalfa, Cap’n Smeggerlane,” the girl replied, not looking up at the ugly white man with the yellow teeth and hooked nose.


  	Her fingers continued to pluck at the cotton. “Alfalfa? What kind of fool name is that?” 


  	“I don’t know, I’m sho’. My Massa at ole Ashford Heights done named me dat.” 


  	“How old are you, girl?” 


  	“Dunno.” 


  	“You don’t know?” 


  	“‘Bout fifteen o’ sixteen, I guess. I jest dunno.” 


  	“You sure got some fine tits for a fifteen year old girl, nigger.” 


  	“My name ain’t nigger. I be called Alfalfa.” Johnny Smeggerlane jumped down from his horse, suddenly enraged at this insolent slave girl.


  	“Who the hell do you think you are, nigger-bitch?” he screamed.


  	He grabbed Alfalfa by her kinky hair.


  	Alfalfa dropped her basket of cotton and wailed in horror.


  	“You ain’t my massa! Git your filthy white trash hands offa me!” 


  	“You don’t talk back to me, slut!” Captain Smeggerlane grunted, wrapping his flabby white arm around the little girl’s slender neck and almost choking her to death.


  	Alfalfa lashed out at the man’s legs with her bare feet.


  	“HELP! HELP!! DIS WHITE TRASH DONE GONNA KILLS ME!!” the slave girl wailed.


  	“Maybe I ain’t your master, but I’m your overseer. And I don’t know what damn fool told you, you don’t have to obey me. But you do, nigger,” the obese man hissed.


  	Alfalfa wrinkled her flat nose in distaste as the acrid odor of cheap alcohol invaded her nostrils.


  	“PHEW!! Your white trash breath sho’ do stink!” she moaned.


  	Alfalfa was quite a bold little girl!


  	Captain Smeggerlane was not pleased.


  	He wrapped his arm tighter around Alfalfa’s neck.


  	The girl tried to punch his flabby stomach with her tiny clenched fists.


  	She missed and hit him squarely in his balls.


  	Captain Smeggerlane shrieked like a banshee and grabbed his injured jewels.


  	“DAMN NIGGER-SLUT!” he screamed, rolling in the dirt.


  	His face was bright pink.


  	He wriggled in anguish in the dirt, drawn up into a near-fetal position.


  	“Serve you right!” Alfalfa said. “Git your white trash ass outa here, so’se I can pick my five bushels o’ cotton!” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane reached up once again and tugged at Alfalfa’s nappy locks.


  	She screamed and began to lash out with her tiny fists and feet.


  	‘An animal!” the ugly overseer exclaimed. “A fucking wild animal! Just how I like my nigger pussies! I’m gonna rape you, nigger-wench!” 


  	“No you ain’t!” Alfalfa gasped.


  	“Oh, yes I am!” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane tore Alfalfa’s flimsy cotton frock from her struggling body.


  	She wailed and struggled in the dirt, her naked body exposed to the overseer’s grimy, groping hands under the blazing Georgia sun.


  	Alfalfa should have realized that what the white man wanted, the white man got.


  	Without fail.


  	Captain Smeggerlane wanted to rape Alfalfa’s young, moist cunt.


  	He would succeed.


  	“Come here, you little bitch!” the man grunted, leaping on top of Alfalfa, who had been scrambling through the dirt trying to escape the man’s perverted, lewd sexual advances.


  	“Lawd he’p me!!” Alfalfa shrieked.


  	When the overseer’s corpulent figure landed on the tiny nigger slave, Alfalfa’s breath was knocked out of her.


  	Stars danced in her eyes and the bright blue sky seemed to flicker and fade momentarily.


  	She was seconds away from passing out.


  	Captain Smeggerlane took his chance.


  	He reached down and shoved his middle finger in Alfalfa’s tight, hot cunt.


  	It was a pretty tight squeeze.


  	The girl sprang to life immediately.


  	She lashed out at the fat overseer’s face with her tiny nigger claws.


  	“Git your finger outa my hole!” she wailed.


  	“Fucking bitch!” Captain Smeggerlane grunted as Alfalfa’s slender fingers raked his ugly face.


  	He withdrew his violating finger and smacked the girl’s head.


  	Alfalfa would have went flying into the cotton plants if Captain Smeggerlane hadn’t been lying on top of her.


  	“You little nigger slut!” the man spat out.


  	Blood began to seep from a huge gash Alfalfa’s fingers had gouged his pale, pock-marked skin with.


  	“You deserve to be fucked like the little nigger animal you are!” Captain Smeggerlane grunted.


  	He wiped the blood from his face.


  	He spat on Alfalfa’s pretty Negroid face.


  	The girl wailed and struggled in the dirt to get the horrid white overseer off her gangly limbs.


  	A thick gob of phlegm had landed on her cheek.


  	It smelled like the cheap alcohol the overseers gulped down every day without fail.


  	Tears rolled down Alfalfa’s cheeks.


  	She was no longer able to kick out at the man.


  	Her little nigger body was too tired from picking cotton all day long under the hot sun.


  	And Captain Smeggerlane weighed at least five times what the little slave girl did.


  	She could barely breathe!


  	Captain Smeggerlane reached down and unbuttoned his grimy trousers.


  	He forced Alfalfa’s slender arms into the dirt.


  	He gripped her wrists.


  	His filthy fingernails dug into the slave girl’s skin.


  	“Lawd saves me from dis horrible white man!” Alfalfa screamed.


  	“Nothin’ can save you now, nigger!” 


  	“You ain’t gonna put dat ugly white thing in my po’ black hole!” 


  	“Wanna make a bet?” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s cock was stiff and throbbing.


  	Pulsating for nigger twat meat.


  	He thrust into the girl.


  	Alfalfa screamed.


  	Her tight cunt felt as if it had just been attacked by a huge stick.


  	Her pussy juices refused to flow.


  	She was so repulsed by the ugly, fat white man that he had had to violate her while her cunt was completely dry.


  	It had been a tight squeeze, but Captain Smeggerlane didn’t mind.


  	He hadn’t raped a slave yet, and he had been working for Master Cooperton for almost three weeks now.


  	It was about time he got his rocks off.


  	And this rude, screaming nigger girl was just what he wanted.


  	He liked his victims to fight back.


  	It made the fuck session even more hot.


  	Alfalfa’s dainty nigger body was thrust deeper and deeper into the dirt of the cotton fields as Captain Smeggerlane’s tons of lard worked over her.


  	Vulgar squelching noises filled the air as his flabby flesh attacked the nigger’s protesting body.


  	Squish!


  	Squash!


  	Squish!


  	Squash!


  	The breath was thrust from Alfalfa’s ravaged lungs as Captain Smeggerlane’s body jumped up and down in fuck-hungry lust.


  	The man was so big!


  	He would pulverize her delicate bones if he didn’t hurry up and shoot his load soon!


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s ass was flabby and his hips weren’t very strong.


  	But the man ground into Alfalfa’s hot hole with all his might.


  	His hands held her wrists captive in the dirt.


  	His breath attacked her nostrils.


  	Alfalfa wanted to gag.


  	She could feel the thick, white fuckmeat pounding up her fine black hole.


  	Captain Smeggerlane pulled his cock all the way out of the girl’s hole until only his purple dickhead remained lodged inside.


  	And then he thrust his pulsating tool hack up the slave girl’s twat.


  	It wasn’t long before the man was panting and sweating.


  	Sweat dripped down his mountainous flabs of flesh.


  	Sweat formed on his brow and trickled down his ugly face.


  	His lips wrapped around Alfalfa’s neck.


  	He gnawed her tender black flesh.


  	His ass bobbed up and down amongst the cotton plants.


  	Alfalfa’s cunt had never been stretched so far apart in her life!


  	Captain Smeggerlane sure did have a thick cock!


  	It wasn’t perhaps as long as the nigger girl was used to.


  	But what it lacked in length, it sure made up for by its amazing girth.


  	Alfalfa’s pussy lips spread out to let the massively thick cock up her tight chute.


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s balls rammed up against her pelvic bone.


  	The girl groaned as her entire body shuddered in disgust.


  	She had never been raped by a white man before.


  	And she certainly was not enjoying the experience!


  	She tried to slide her hands out from the tenacious grip Captain Smeggerlane had them locked in.


  	But she couldn’t.


  	They remained half-buried in the dirt, clenching and unclenching as Captain Smeggerlane’s thick fingers wrapped around the wrists so hard the girl was losing the circulation to her fingers.


  	Alfalfa tried to knock her head forward to stop the man from biting her exposed neck with his yellow teeth.


  	Captain Smeggerlane just laughed.


  	“You can’t get away from me, bitch!” he chuckled, thrusting forth once more.


  	“No! No, Cap’n Smeggerlane! Why you do dis to me? Why you hurts me so?” 


  	“‘Coz you’re a no good nigger slave with a big mouth who deserves to be raped by my big, white cock!” 


  	“I hates it! I hates it!” 


  	“Don’t matter. I’m gonna pump into you until I fill you full of my hot. white spunk!” 


  	“No, Cap’n Smeggerlane! NNNNOOOOO!!!!! OWWW! OWW!!!! Dat sho’ ‘nuff hurt!” 


  	“Good! I want you to feel every last inch of my big white dick!” 


  	“I does! I does!” 


  	“And I want you to feel every last drop of my hot, sticky jism up your black hole!” 


  	“No, Cap’n! NNNOOOOO!!!!!!” 


  	“Shit! Here it comes now!” 


  	“NNNOOOOOO!!” 


  	“Damn, girl! Your pussy is so tight, I don’t think I can hold out much longer!” 


  	“LAWD HE’P ME AN’ DELIVER ME FROM THE EVIL O’ DEY WHITE MAN!!!!” 


  	“Jesus fuckin’ Christ! Shit! Shit! Fuck! Here it comes! Ohhhh … hold on, nigger girl! I’m almost there!” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane could feel the sperm bubbling up in his wrinkled, white balls.


  	The hot feel of that tight nigger cunt was turning him on too much!


  	“Shit, girl! I’m gonna sow my oats up your nigger twat!!” 


  	“I’SE GONNA BE WIF CHILE!! I’SE GONNA HAVE AN UGLY WHITE-ASSED CHILE!!!” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane removed one of his hands from Alfalfa’s struggling wrist and smacked the girl across the face.


  	Her head flew to the left.


  	She let it remain there, her mouth half full of dirt.


  	Dirt rested on her thick black lips.


  	Dirt covered her nappy head.


  	And that thick, white fuck lance was digging away at her tiny nigger hole.


  	Ravaging her.


  	Making her raw.


  	Making her ache.


  	Making tears roll down Alfalfa’s bronze cheeks.


  	Captain Smeggerlane threw back his ugly head and guffawed with laughter.


  	It sure was fun raping this slave girl.


  	He would have to visit the nigger quarters more often!


  	The tight black twat he was fucking felt so good wrapped around his fat, thick dick.


  	He couldn’t even feel where the girl had scratched his face any longer!


  	“Get ready, bitch! Nothin’ can hold my load back now!” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane gave one last grunt.


  	And one last push.


  	Hot, sticky j ism thrust up the thickly-veined shaft of his cock.


  	It exploded from his blood-engorged head.


  	It flooded Alfalfa’s young nigger pussy.


  	“DAT SLIME DONE BURN!! I HATES DAT WHITE MAN’s FUCK JUICE!! OOOOOWWWWWW!!!!!” 


  	“Don’t matter what you like, nigger! You’re getting my whole load!” 


  	“OOOOWWWWW!!” 


  	“And I ain’t come in quite a while!” 


  	“DERE BE SO MUCH O’ DAT STUFF!! I HATES IT!! I HATES IT!!!” 


  	Load after load of lewd infusion whitewashed Alfalfa’s pussy walls.


  	It seemed like the fat white overseer had and endlessly supply of come!


  	And he wanted to ram it all up Alfalfa’s young cunt!


  	Captain Smeggerlane finally collapsed on top of the gangly slave’s exhausted body.


  	He was totally spent.


  	Alfalfa wailed as the man’s corpulent form squashed her body.


  	Her breath was knocked out of her once again.


  	Captain Smeggerlane finally pulled his fat cock out of Alfalfa’s cunt.


  	The ugly overseer sighed.


  	Alfalfa continued to sob.


  	“I hates you! I sho’ do!! You ain’t got no right shovin’ your big white cock up my hole! You ain’t nuffin’ but ol’ white trash! An’ now you done gone and raped my po’ black hole so, I ain’t never gonna be able ta bend over an’ pick the rest o’ my five bushels o’ cotton today!” 


  	“You better, nigger. Master Cooperton will whip you silly nigger ass to shreds if you don’t!” 


  	“I jest don’t care anymo’! I cain’t hardly move!


  	I hates ya!!!” 


  	Alfalfa suddenly lunged from the dirt and began attacking the overseer with her tiny clenched fists.


  	Captain Smeggerlane laughed and threw the girl away from him.


  	She landed with a thud in the dirt.


  	“Git your clothes on and git back to work. And I want to see six bushels of cotton from you today for being such a nigger bitch!” 


  	Alfalfa’s eyes grew wide as she reached for her discarded frock.


  	“Six???!!!” 


  	“You heard what I said, you dumb cunt. Six bushels of cotton.” 


  	“B-but, it be hard ‘mif pickin’ five a day! I gots ta work ‘til dey ain’t no more sun in dey sky already! I’se never gonna be able ta git six bushels o’ cotton!” 


  	“You better get six, or I’ll be back over to rape your nigger cunt all over again.” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane ran his fat fingers over the scratched Alfalfa had gouged his face with.


  	“And maybe your nigger ass, too. I ain’t never had a girl like that before.” 


  	Alfalfa’s eyes grew even larger.


  	She threw her dress over her battered body. “Ups my butt?” she asked in disbelief.


  	Captain Smeggerlane laughed.


  	“That’s what I said, nigger.” 


  	“B-but … ain’t no way dat thing gonna fit ups my butt!” Alfalfa said, motioning to the now-flaccid member that Captain Smeggerlane was stuffing back into his pants.


  	“Wanna bet?” 


  	Alfalfa gulped.


  	“I-I s’pose I better gits ta work,” she mumbled.


  	“I gots a lot o’ cotton ta pick.” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane mounted his horse.


  	“You sure do, nigger.” 


  	He turned to leave.


  	“Remember, six bushels. Or up your tight black ass I go!” 


  	Alfalfa threw herself into the cotton plants and began to fling cotton right and left into her basket as quickly as she could.


  	Captain Smeggerlane rode off in the fields, laughing quietly to himself.


  	Alfalfa picked and picked.


  	She picked so quickly that her slender black fingers soon got raw and stiff.


  	She could barely move them.


  	But the thought of Captain Smeggerlane raping her in the butt forced the little girl onto a marathon of cotton picking.


  	How Alfalfa hated the fluffy white stuff!


  	But how terrified she was of being attacked up her tight shit chute by Captain Smeggerlane’s thick, white cock!


  	The hours drifted by and Alfalfa toiled at lightning speed.


  	Her poor body ached.


  	Her fingers were almost dripping with blood she had picked so hard.


  	But she was almost at her quota!


  	The sun had gone down hours ago, and still she picked in the fields, gasping in terror every time she heard a noise that sounded like horse hooves bringing the dreaded overseer closer to the little slave girl’s trembling brown body.


  	Alfalfa’s nimble but still fingers grabbed at tuft after tuft of cotton.


  	The other niggers had filled their five baskets and left the fields for the slave quarters.


  	Still Alfalfa picked.


  	And picked.


  	She keeled over in exhausted delight when she reached the top of her sixth basket of cotton. Six bushels!


  	Now Captain Smeggerlane couldn’t rape her tight nigger ass!


  	Alfalfa was dead tired.


  	And seconds after she had collapsed in the dirt beside her sixth bushel of cotton, she was dead to the world.


  	She closed her eyes and drifted immediately into a thankful, dreamless sleep.


  	Alfalfa suddenly awoke with a start.


  	Something was creeping through the cotton plants bathed in darkness towards her!


  	“W-who it be?” ‘she called out.


  	“It’s Captain Smeggerlane, you little nigger bitch! You ready to have your ass raped?” 


  	Alfalfa smiled to herself.


  	Captain Smeggerlane would never have believed her hardworking enough to gather six whole bushels of cotton.


  	But she had done it!


  	“No, I ain’t!” she said with a sassy, confident smile on her young Negroid features.


  	“What you mean you ain’t?” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane swaggered out of the cotton plants and almost fell over Alfalfa.


  	He was stinking drunk.


  	He had been drinking all night long with the other overseer, and equally homely man named Henry Heathdiffe.


  	Drinking cheap whiskey and dreaming about the moment when he would sneak up on the poor little nigger girl plucking cotton into the wee hours of the morning.


  	“I means I done picked all my six bushels o’ cotton!” 


  	A look of amazement registered on Captain Smeggerlane’s ugly features.


  	It was quickly replaced by one of suspicion.


  	“Ain’t no way you picked six bushels all by yourself. Who helped you?” 


  	“Ain’t nobody done he’ped me. An’ you can see all six baskets full o’ cotton right over dere!” 


  	The girl pointed to them proudly.


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s eyes gleamed with sudden cunning.


  	“Six? Who told you to pick six? I tole you to pick seven!” 


  	“Seben! You ain’t never tole me to picks seben!” 


  	“Yes, I did, you stupid nigger slut. And you only have six. I guess that means I win. And I guess that means I get my piece of black ass!” 


  	“No! No! Cap’n Smeggerlane, you cain’t to dis to me! Ya jest cain’t! You knows ya only tole to ta pick six bushels o’ cotton! An’ my fingers done nearly dropped from my hands!” 


  	The cheap alcohol flowing through Captain Smeggerlane’s veins made him even more fuck-starved than usual.


  	He grabbed Alfalfa’s worn out body.


  	He tore her grimy frock from her.


  	Alfalfa wailed as the man threw her on the ground face up.


  	And shoved his thick finger up her ass.


  	She should have known better than to have killed herself picking all that cotton.


  	Surely the girl must have known by then that what the white man wanted, the white man got.


  	And at that moment, Captain Smeggerlane wanted to shove his thick cock up Alfalfa’s tiny rear end.


  	He was going to get his wish.


  	“STOP! STOP!! OH, CAP’N SMEGGERLANE!! MY PO’ ASS AIN’T BEEN MADE FO’ DAT!! I’SE GONNA BLEED!! I’SE SHO’ ‘NUFF GONNA BLEED!!! OHHHHH!!! PLEASE



  	don’t FUCKS ME DERE!! PLEASE!!!” Captain Smeggerlane pulled out his finger. And shoved in his cock.


  


  CHAPTER SIX


  


  	Earlier during Alfalfa’s day of torture, Duke and Butterfly paused timidly outside the door to the bedchambers of Felicity Cooperton.


  	Butterfly rapped on the door.


  	“That you niggers out there?” came Felicity Cooperton’s high-pitched voice.


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity,” Butterfly called out.


  	“That dumb nigger friend of yours better be out there, too.” 


  	“Yessum, I’se here,” Duke said.


  	“Good! I do declare, my cunt is absolutely soaked just thinking about your big black cock.” 


  	Butterfly looked over at Duke in fear and squeezed his big hand.


  	“Butterfly, lead that breeder in here and get your ass down to the kitchen to help Fanny with those hush puppies.” 


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity.” 


  	Butterfly opened the door.


  	She pushed Duke inside.


  	She did not want to glance in at the horrible white woman who was going to take advantage of her poor, dumb boyfriend who was hung like a bull.


  	Duke stumbled inside.


  	Butterfly ran down the hall, tears welling in her dark brown eyes.


  	Felicity Cooperton had not moved from her frilly pink canopy bed.


  	Duke stared at the lady of the plantation lounging on the fluffy pillows.


  	“Duke?” 


  	The big nigger licked his lips nervously.


  	“Y-yessum….” 


  	“Come over here, you hunk of nigger flesh. I want to check out your equipment.” 


  	“Ma’am?” 


  	‘Are you goddamn dense? Get your nigger ass over here. I want to see how big your cock is!” 


  	“Yessum.” 


  	Duke shuffled across the floor of the bedchambers.


  	He had to obey Missy Felicity’s every command.


  	The woman sat up in her bed.


  	Duke’s eyes looked over her.


  	He had never been with a white woman before, except for Missy Rebecca Stamford-Winston.


  	Felicity Cooperton was an entirely different type.” 


  	Her skin was pale, almost to the point of looking anemic.


  	Her eyes were a piercing blue.


  	Her lips were ruby red.


  	Thick red ringlets framed her beautiful Nordic features.


  	Her tits were tastelessly exposed.


  	She had thrust open the front of her flimsy negligee.


  	Duke licked his lips again.


  	Felicity Cooperton’s tits were ample and firm and high.


  	The skin was creamy and smooth.


  	Pink, erect nipples graced the tip of each luscious mound.


  	To Duke they looked incredibly squeezable.


  	The nigger slave stood at the bottom of Felicity Cooperton’s bed.


  	“Take your britches off.” 


  	“Ma’am?” 


  	“I said take your goddamn britches off! I want to see your cock and your big nigger ass!” 


  	“B-but, Missy Fel-” 


  	“ARE YOU A FUCKING SIMPLETON, NIGGER? DO AS I SAY OR I’LL HAVE CAPTAIN HEATHCLIFFE WHIP YOUR DARKIE ASS TO SHREDS!” 


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity….” 


  	Duke’s thick brown fingers were trembling as the field slave undid the string that kept his grimy cotton trousers hanging on his trim waist.


  	The trousers fell to the floor.


  	Felicity Cooperton sighed in appreciation.


  	Duke’s cock swung between his brawny legs like a thick brown hose.


  	His nigger balls hung low.


  	Very low.


  	Just how Felicity Cooperton liked them.


  	Round and meaty.


  	And black.


  	Now it was the mistress of the plantation’s turn to lick her lips.


  	She ran her moist tongue over her delicate, scarlet lips.


  	“I do declare, nigger! You must have at least twelve inches of thick nigger cock hanging between your legs!” 


  	“M-Ma’am?” 


  	“You don’t know how big your cock is?” 


  	“N-no, ma’am.” 


  	“Well, I must say I’m mighty impressed. I really can’t wait to feel that big nigger dick thrusting up my cunt. Why, my pussy is trembling at the mere thought!” 


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity.” 


  	“You want to fuck a white woman, boy?” 


  	“Well … I … uh….” 


  	‘Answer up, boy! You want to shove your cock up my dripping twat?” 


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity.” 


  	“And why do you want to do that, nigger?” 


  	“‘C-c-coz you owns me, Missy Felicity. I gots ta do what you wants me ta do!” 


  	“No, you damn fool darkie! That’s goes without saying. You are my slave and you must obey me.” 


  	“Dat sho’ be right, Missy Felicity. An’ I’se a good nigger. I does whatever you wants me ta do!” 


  	“Do you like white pussy, nigger?” 


  	“M-ma’am?” 


  	Felicity Cooperton sprang forward with disgusted impatience.


  	“Listen here, nigger. You don’t understand the next thing I say, and I’m going to send for Captain Heathcliffe and his cat o’ nine tails!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity.” 


  	“Now answer my question, dumb nigger-ass! Do you like white pussy?” 


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity.” 


  	“And why is that, pray tell?” 


  	“‘C-c-coz it look nice an’ pretty. It be nice an’ pink.” 


  	Felicity Cooperton shrieked with rage.


  	She picked up the oil lamp on her nightstand and flung it at the nigger.


  	Duke tried to duck, but the lamp caught him on his right shoulder.


  	He winced with pain as the lamp fell to the ground and shattered.


  	“NO! NO! NO! YOU BLABBERING NIGGER FOOL!! YOU LOVE WHITE PUSSY BECAUSE IT’S MUCH BETTER THAN BLACK PUSSY!! RIGHT???!!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity. I jest loves white pussy. It be mighty fine!” 


  	“I knew you’d come to your senses soon enough! Now turn around so I can get a good look at your ass!” 


  	“Ma’am?” 


  	Felicity Cooperton was at the breaking point.


  	This damn nigger was so stupid!


  	The woman shrieked at him so fiercely that Duke half-wondered if perhaps she had suddenly gone stark raving mad.


  	Her eyes were large and round.


  	She lurched forward in her bed so quickly that her breasts bobbed back and forth.


  	“TURN AROUND, NIGGER!! OR I’LL WHIP YOUR FUCKING NIGGER BODY TO DEATH!!” 


  	Plain and simple.


  	Duke knew exactly what was required of him.


  	He turned around.


  	The sight of his beefy, muscular globes calmed the woman down immediately.


  	She sighed in content as she gazed on the shiny ebony flesh.


  	Duke’s ass was quite a fine one.


  	His cheeks were high and rounded.


  	Felicity could well imagine herself stroking that taut nigger meat.


  	“Excellent. Just like I thought. Get that ass over here, nigger.” 


  	Duke shuffled towards Felicity Cooperton’s canopy bed.


  	“I’m sure you want to feel a white woman’s tit, don’t you, Duke?” 


  	Duke had finally learned by this time that he must agree with everything the woman said.


  	Even though he felt like he was betraying Butterfly, he answered the woman immediately.


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity!” 


  	Duke’s nigger heart began to stir.


  	Guilt rose in his loins.


  	He was staring at Felicity Cooperton’s exposed tits.


  	And liking them very, very much.


  	Felicity’s silk nightdress rubbed against her tits as she moved slightly on the bed.


  	Duke licked his lips.


  	“Touch my tits, nigger.” 


  	Duke reached forward with his thick black hand.


  	His fingers were trembling.


  	He touched Felicity’s warm, firm breast.


  	The woman sighed and fell back in her pillows.


  	“Squeeze those tits, nigger,” she commanded.


  	Duke reached forward with his other hand.


  	He gently squeezed Felicity’s erect right nipple.


  	The woman shuddered.


  	That nigger’s calloused hands sure was making her feel good!


  	Felicity had not been fucked by her husband in so long, she would gladly have taken any type of cock that had come her way.


  	But she knew that taking this hung nigger slave out of the fields and into her bedchambers was one of the most intelligent things she had ever decided to do in her life.


  	As Duke continued to gently massage her boobs, Felicity’s piercing blue eyes gazed over his body.


  	Firm, broad shoulders that tapered down to washboard stomach and a trim waist.


  	Firm, thick arms that gleamed bronze in the morning sun that shone through the windows.


  	And that cock!


  	Felicity had never set her eyes on such a huge member before in her life.


  	The thickly-veined shaft of black cockmeat began to twitch slightly as the feel of the supple breasts aroused the field slave.


  	“Take that shirt off and get in bed with me.” 


  	Duke unbuttoned his yellow cotton shirt and exposed his massive chest to the mistress of the plantation.


  	Felicity sighed as inch after inch of black, muscular flesh was reveled to her lusting eyes.


  	Duke stared at the clean white sheets that covered Felicity’s pale body.


  	He could not believe Felicity would allow a lowly slave from the cotton fields share her luxurious bed with her!


  	“You wants me under the sheets, Missy Felicity?” 


  	“Of course, you stupid nigger! Where else would I want you?” Felicity snapped.


  	The redheaded woman was really getting a bit tired of the slave’s stupidity.


  	She realized that he had only been shipped over from Africa five years before, but his total lack of intelligence amazed her.


  	And stimulated her.


  	She was going to force this big, brawny stud of a stupid nigger to fuck her!


  	Duke climbed onto the bed and lifted up the freshly-scented sheets.


  	The niggers on the plantation didn’t have sheets on their hard, wooden beds in the slave quarters!


  	Nor did they have pillows which were as fluffy as those that he now lay his nappy head on!


  	The sheets were cool.


  	Felicity’s nigger-lusting flesh was hot.


  	Laying in the bed with the mistress of the plantation suddenly became to much for Duke to handle.


  	“M-missy Felicity….” 


  	Felicity turned her head.


  	Her red ringlets bounced slightly.


  	Her tits bobbed.


  	Her twat began to tingle.


  	Her pussy juices began to flow.


  	“Yes, nigger?” 


  	“What we should do now?” 


  	“What do you think, you stupid fool!” 


  	Felicity suddenly grabbed Duke’s thick neck and pulled the man on top of her smooth, pale flesh. Her tongue suddenly dug between Duke’s fat lips. The woman’s long fingernails ran down Duke’s massive chest.


  	They dug in.


  	Brutally.


  	Savagely, Duke winced in pain.


  	But he also felt his cock jump under the clean sheets.


  	Felicity’s tongue explored Duke’s oral orifice. Her lips smacked his thick lips.


  	Her fingers roamed over the broad expanse of his chest.


  	Her fingernails racked his calloused nigger skin.


  	Felicity pulled away from the nigger.


  	“Missy Felicity!” Duke gasped.


  	“I’ve been waiting for this moment for far too long,” Felicity moaned.


  	Her hands reached down and grasped Duke’s cock.


  	Blood had pumped into the nigger shaft and it stood full and erect.


  	“Such a big, black cock!” Felicity cooed.


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity. I’se gots one o’ the biggest on the plantation!” 


  	“I’m sure!” Felicity gasped.


  	Her slender fingers could barely fit around the throbbing tool.


  	She grappled it as lust began to rise in her loins.


  	She whispered in Duke’s ear.


  	“Fuck me, you stupid nigger!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Missy Felicity,” Duke replied.


  	Suddenly the bedroom door flew open.


  	“Honey, I’ve got a new slave … What the hell is going on here?” 


  	Duke’s head spun around.


  	Felicity gasped in horror as her husband stormed into her bedchambers.


  	His eyes bulged in disbelief.


  	His face was red with rage.


  	A nigger slave was in his wife’s bed!


  	Felicity suddenly began screaming in a high-pitched shriek.


  	“Save me! Save me, Bertram!” 


  	Her hands that seconds before had been fondling the slave’s cock flew out from under the covers and began to pound wildly on the terrified nigger’s chest.


  	“Help! Help! This nigger’s trying to rape me!!! Help!” Felicity screamed.


  	Master Cooperton ran over to the bed and grabbed Duke’s trembling nigger body.


  	He threw the slave from the bed and Duke landed with a thud on the floor.


  	He looked up at his master in confusion and fear.


  	“RAPING MY WIFE?!” Master Cooperton shouted.


  	He began to kick at Duke’s body with his riding boots.


  	Duke grunted and moaned and his naked body scuttled across the floor.


  	“GET YOUR ASS OUTA HERE, NIGGER!!” Master Cooperton wailed.


  	His feet lashed out at Duke’s body again and again.


  	“Kill him! Kill him!” Felicity screamed, wrapping the sheets around her pale body.


  	“I’M GONNA WHIP YOUR NIGGER BODY SILLY!” Master Cooperton shrieked.


  	“B-but, Massa….” Duke protested, cowering in a comer and trying to shield his body from the brutal kicks of his master’s feet.


  	“HUSH YOUR MOUTH, NIGGER!!” 


  	“KILL HIM!!” squealed Felicity. “He snuck in here and tried to shove his filthy black cock up my hole while I was sleeping! Kill him! Kick him!!” 


  	Duke grunted in agony as Master Cooperton continued to attack his body with blind rage.


  	“Where’s your whip, Felicity?” he called.


  	“Oh! Oh!” Felicity screamed. “In the closet! Whip him! Whip his horrible nigger body!” 


  	Master Cooperton quit kicking the trembling slave and ran to his wife’s closet.


  	He threw open the double doors and quickly pulled out Felicity’s riding whip.


  	A thick, heavy leather whip for lashing out at her horses when they were too slow.


  	A whip just fit for the skin of a nigger slave!


  	The dainty ivory handle looked out of place in Master Cooperton’s hand.


  	But as his wife suddenly burst into crocodile tears, Master Cooperton lashed out at Duke’s body with the professionalism of one of the overseers.


  	Duke screamed in pain as the whip bit into his flesh.


  	Gashed his skin.


  	Sent blood trickling to the clean floors of Felicity Cooperton’s bedchambers.


  	“YOU STUPID NIGGER!” Master Cooperton wailed, striking the nigger’s flesh over and over with powerful force.


  	“NO, MASSA! NO!! PLEASE DON’T WHIP ME!! PLEASE!!” Duke grunted.


  	“YOU RAPE MY WIFE AND YOU DON’T WANT ME TO WHIP YOU?” Master Cooperton screamed.


  	These insolent niggers!


  	They really were getting too big for their britches!


  	Duke yelped and screamed like a lower animal when the whip hit his body.


  	Felicity Cooperton leaped from the bed and covered her ample pink breasts with her nightie.


  	“WHIP THAT HORRIBLE NIGGER!” she wailed, tears flowing down her cheeks. “I’LL NEVER LIVE THIS DOWN!! OH, MY POOR WHITE SKIN!!! OH, BOO HOO HOO!!” 


  	“Don’t worry, dear,” Master Cooperton said. “I’ll whip this damn nigger so much he’ll be red instead of black! He’ll have no skin left on his silly nigger hide!” 


  	Master Cooperton thrust the whip to the ground and grabbed the naked slave by the shoulders.


  	“That damn horsewhip of yours is too flimsy for this nigger’s skin, Felicity.” 


  	“Yes! Yes!” the woman sobbed. “Take that horrid, horrid creature to the stables and whip him with the cat o’ nine tails!” 


  	“That’s just what I’m going to do, my dear,”  Master Cooperton said.


  	“NO, MASSA, NO!!” Duke wailed.


  	“HUSH YOUR SILLY NIGGER MOUTH!” Master Cooperton said, punching Duke squarely in the face.


  	Duke screamed and grabbed for his big, flat nose. Blood began to ooze out of his nostrils.


  	“I own you and I can do what the hell I want to you!” Master Cooperton seethed. “Especially when you sneak into my own home and try to deflower my innocent wife with your nigger cock! You dumb creatures don’t even deserve to step foot in a white man’s home! Breeding like rabbits, eating like pigs! Why, you’re not even a member of the human race!” 


  	Master Cooperton forced Duke to get up from the ground.


  	The slave’s body was lacerated with deep, bloody gashes.


  	His muscular, bronze buttocks were covered with deep welts.


  	His face was screwed up in anguish and his nose still dripped blood.


  	But Duke’s eyes looked at his master with fear. His limbs were trembling.


  	He wanted to tell the master how his wife had forced Butterfly to fetch him from the fields.


  	How Missy Felicity had demanded that he climb into bed with her.


  	How she had thrust her body upon his, grappling his cock as if she had never been fucked in her life before.


  	But he knew that Master Cooperton would never believe it.


  	He also knew that the cat o’ nine tails was going to lash down upon his mahogany skin mercilessly.


  	The white men were full of evil that the wrath of the Good Lord above could not remove.


  	They hated their negro slaves!


  	Just because they had the biggest cocks in the South! “You’re comin’ to the stables with me, nigger. And you’ll be lucky if you can stumble out of there alive. I’m gonna whip your nigger cock off your body! You won’t even be able to breed with those nigger wenches of yours anymore! And you certainly won’t lay a hand on my dear, dear wife. ” “Oh, it make me sick to think of his filthy nigger hands touching my pure, white flesh!” Felicity sobbed. “I’ll never be able to look at a nigger in the fields again! Oh, boo hoo hoo!! My life is ruined! I’ll never be the same! My body has been tainted by that subhuman creature!!” 


  	Master Cooperton began to drag the blood-soaked nigger out of his wife’s bedchambers.


  	“Get your ass movin’, boy!” 


  	“B-but, Massa, I ain’t gots no clothes on!” 


  	“You don’t deserve to wear clothes, you fucking gorilla! I ought to send you back to the jungles of Africa where you belong! You niggers didn’t even have clothes there! You’re lucky we spent our hard’ earned money to put some clothes on your back and teach you the ways of the white man! Otherwise, you would still be grunting and snorting and swinging from trees!” 


  	“M-massa, I cain’t walks around dey plantation wifout my trousers!” 


  	“HUSH UP, NIGGER!!” 


  	Master Cooperton smacked Duke once again across his stupid negro face.


  	He dragged him out of the white woman’s bedchambers.


  	Felicity collapsed in a sobbing heap on her luxurious pillows, her ginger ringlets bobbing up and down.


  	Thank God she had thought quickly!


  	Bertram Cooperton would have sent her to a doctor if he knew how much she lusted after big, black cock!


  	And this way, her husband would whip the nigger so brutally that he would probably die.


  	She would never have to worry about him ever saying a word about their little lustful interlude between her pink silk sheets!


  


  CHAPTER SEVEN … “An’ now I gots ta show ya how ta make dey Massa an’ Missy Felicity some o’ dem dere mint juleps. Dey damn white folk sho’ ‘nuff loves ta drink!” Fanny said.


  


  	“If’n I looked like dat damn fool woman wif her frizzy red hair, I wants ta be drunk all dey time, too!” Butterfly replied.


  	“Hush your mouf, girl!” Fanny said. “You ain’t gots no right speakin’ ‘bout Missy Felicity dat way!” 


  	“But, Fanny! You done gone an’ say things like dat all the time!” 


  	“I know, chile. But Massa Cooperton an’ Missy Felicity lets me ‘coz I’se dey house nigger and dey’s cook. Ifn dey wants ta eat, dey sho’ as hell better lets me speak my mind!” 


  	“An’ you sho’ do!” Butterfly sighed, looking up at the fat black woman in awe.


  	“What dat noise be?” Fanny suddenly asked.


  	“I sho’ as hell don’t know!” Butterfly said. “What Missy Felicity be doin’ wif Duke up dere? You know dem white folk! I bets she got some kinky things fo’ him ta do! I sho’ do feel sorry fo’ him!” 


  	“Ain’t dat dey sound o’ Duke squealin’ like a pig in heat now?” Fanny said, straining her ears.


  	“Fanny! I do believes you be right! What dat fool woman doin’ wif my po’, dumb boyfriend? She better brings him back in one piece, o’ I’se gonna smack her little white face silly!” 


  	‘An’ you be back out in dey fields pickin’ ten bushels o’ cotton a day, an’ your po’ black body so whipped dat you cain’t barely bend over!” 


  	“I knows. Jest cain’t do anything ‘bout dey horrid ways o’ dey white folk!” 


  	“Shh! Now dat noise be comin’ closer an’ closer!” Fanny waddled over to the kitchen door and put her ear up against it, a few springs of mint still clutched in her fat, brown fingers.


  	Butterfly scuttled behind the obese house nigger.


  	“Dat sho’ be Duke squealin’!” Butterfly gasped. “Why he be comin’ down stairs? Dey ain’t gonna fucks in dey dinin’ room, is dey? Oh, I cain’t bear ta lissen! An’ Duke done groan so much when he be fuckin’! I’se gonna hear every little grunt! Lawsy me!” 


  	“Chile, dat ain’t Duke wif Missy Felicity!” 


  	“Who it be, den? Ain’t nobody else in her bedchambers wif her!” 


  	“Lawd have mercy, chile!” 


  	“What, Fanny? What you be talkin’ ‘bout?” 


  	“Dat be Duke wif dey Massa!” 


  	“Dey Massa??!!!” 


  	Butterfly’s eyes almost popped out of her nappy head.


  	“But dey Massa be in ‘Lanta! How can Duke be wif dey Massa?” 


  	“Well, dey Massa sho’ as hell ain’t in ‘Lanta now! He be right outside dey door! An’ he be comin’ dis way wif Duke! Lawd, he sho’ do scream! Git your ass over to dey stove, girl! Dey massa’s comin’ in dey kitchen!” 


  	Butterfly shuffled over to the stove as quickly as her bare nigger feet could carry her.


  	She began to stir a pot of black eyed peas that Fanny had whipped up for their lunch.


  	Fanny herself waddled to the kitchen table and began to slice some sweet potatoes as Duke’s screams of agony became more and more audible.


  	Butterfly looked over at Fanny and gulped.


  	“You want to fuck, nigger? I’ll get you some nigger pussy to fuck! And it’ll be the last time you ever shoot your load in your miserable darkie life!” 


  	“N-NO, MASSA!! NO!! I AIN’T NEVER GONNA FUCKS AGIN!! JEST LETS ME GO BACK TO DEY FIELDS!! I PICKS TEN BUSHELS O’ COTTON IFN YOU WANTS!! OOOWWWWU MY EAR, MASSA!! MY EAR!! DAT SHO’ DO HURT!!” Duke wailed.


  	Fanny looked up in disgust.


  	“Shee-ittt! Dat damn white man gonna make Duke come in here an’ fucks you? An’ I’se gonna hafta watch dey whole thing? I feels mighty sick right now!” 


  	“Fanny! Dat be jest awful! Why dey Massa gonna makes Duke fucks me while he watch?” 


  	“Dem white folk be damn fools! Dey don’t know what’s dey wants!” 


  	The kitchen door flung open.


  	Fanny sliced a sweet potato and looked up angrily.


  	Duke, totally naked and attempting to hide his privates with his hands, was thrown into the kitchen on his ear by Master Cooperton.


  	He landed on the cold stone floor and wailed in anguish.


  	One hand held his ear.


  	The other tried to cover his massive, black cock.


  	But no hand alive could have hidden that monstrous nigger tool of lust!


  	Butterfly’s eyes were wide.


  	Fanny put her hands on her hips and glared at Master Cooperton, who stood at the threshold of the kitchen.


  	His face was twisted with hatred and rage.


  	His eyes were bloodshot, his fists clenched.


  	Fanny was mighty irritated.


  	“What the hell fool games you be playin’ in my kitchen, Massa Cooperton? How’s I gonna fix dey lunch ifn you throw dese damn field niggers wifout dey clothes all over my floor? Jest fink o’ dey germs! An’ look how filthy dis nigger be! Why, dey floor be full o’ cotton field dirt now!” 


  	“Massa Cooperton!” Butterfly muttered demurely.


  	She curtsied slightly.


  	Tire nigger girl figured all house slaves had to curtsy.


  	“What you be doin’ back from ‘Lanta?” 


  	“An’ what you be doin’ wif dis slave?” Fanny asked in disgust, pointing at Duke with her knife.


  	“An’ where his clothes be?” she asked, wrinkling up her nose. “Dat sho’ be a mighty awful sight in my kitchen! Gits him outa here, if dey Lawd be willin’!” 


  	“No, the Lord is not willing, Fanny,” Master Cooperton said.


  	His rage was bottling up inside of him.


  	He spoke slowly and forcefully, enunciating each word carefully.


  	He had to control himself or he would strike the fat house slave in the mouth.


  	“And I am parading him all over the plantation without his clothes on because he, like all of you niggers, is a lower form of animal who does not deserve to wear clothing! I caught this vulgar creature upstairs in my wife’s bedchambers, attempting to molest the innocent maiden with his big, disgusting cock. So I am first going to make him fuck a filthy, crude nigger, and then I’m going to take him to the stables and whip him.” 


  	Master Cooperton paused.


  	“To death!” 


  	“Shee-it! Duke ain’t gone an’ snuck into Missy Felicity’s bedchambers!” 


  	“Then just how did he get his filthy nigger body between her sheets, pray tell?” Master Cooperton seethed, quickly losing his patience at this insolent house nigger’s impertinence. “I came home to find him attacking my wife even as the poor dear slept! ” 


  	“Dat ‘po’ dear’ done gone and forced Butterfly to fetch him from dey fields!” Fanny grunted. “She done had her eye on his big nigger cock fo’ weeks now!” 


  	“What? You better watch your mouth, nigger, or I’ll smack your ugly fat face silly!” 


  	“Shee-it! I’se tellin’ dey truth an’ nufin’ but dey truth, o’ may dey Lawd strike me down wif a bolt o’ lightning! Ain’t no wonder dat woman want a nigger to fucks her! You done gone down to dey slave quarters every night fo’ a piece o’ black ass! I bet you ain’t gone an’ fucks your wife in months now!” 


  	“FILTHY NIGGER-WENCH!” Master Cooperton wailed.


  	He lunged for Fanny’s corpulent form.


  	Butterfly squealed in horror.


  	Duke crawled under the kitchen table, trembling in fear and aching in pain.


  	Fanny thrust her knife inches before Master Cooperton’s beaked nose.


  	“You come one step closer, Massa, An’ I’se gonna slice dat ugly nose offa your face!” 


  	“Silly nigger!” Master Cooperton spat, knocking the knife from Fanny’s hand. “I own you, fool! You try to harm me and I’ll make sure you don’t walk out of this kitchen alive!” 


  	“Maybe you’se my massa, but you ain’t nufin’ but ol’ white trash! You jest gots mo’ money than dey-OOOWWWH” 


  	Master Cooperton smacked Fanny across the face.


  	The woman flew back into the kitchen table and her tons of lard knocked the sweet potatoes onto the floor.


  	Butterfly ran to retrieve them, her nigger fingers trembling in fear.


  	“Silly nigger slut! Just for your insolence, I’m going to have that filthy slave darkie shove his cock up your nigger cunt!” 


  	Fanny stared at the master in amazement.


  	She rubbed her cheek where the man had slapped her.


  	She never thought the master would strike her. But she had been wrong.


  	And now he was threatening to have Duke fuck her in the middle of the kitchen floor!


  	Fanny shook a fat finger at Master Cooperton. “Massa, mebbe I be your slave, an’ mebbe you done paid fo’ me, but I ain’t one o’ your dumb field niggers! I’se a house slave, an’ don’t you hits me like dat agin, o’ I’se gonna slap your ugly face silly!” Master Cooperton threw back his head and guffawed with laughter.


  	“Hush your mouth and get that apron off. Duke’s gonna fuck your fat nigger twat to shreds!” 


  	Fanny stared at her master, disgust on her Negroid facial features.


  	“You gonna have me fucks in dey middle o’ my kitchen?” 


  	“Why? You want to fuck in the middle of the slave quarters so that every one can see?” 


  	Fanny glared at Master Cooperton.


  	Butterfly ran up to the horrid white man and fell at his feet.


  	“Please, Massa Cooperton, please!” the slave girl begged. “Don’t do dis ta me! I cain’t watch my boyfriend fucks Fanny like dis! Please have mercy!” 


  	“Hush your mouth, darkie wench!” Master Cooperton said, throwing the girl over on her side.


  	Butterfly fell amongst a pile of sweet potatoes.


  	Master Cooperton bellowed at Fanny.


  	“I told you once, nigger! Get that apron off and prepare to get fucked!” 


  	“I ain’t gonna-” 


  	SMACK!!


  	“Massa! You ain’t-” 


  	SMACK!!


  	“Lawdamercy! I-” 


  	SSSMMM AAACCKKKK!!


  	“Do I have to get my whip, nigger?” Master Cooperton wailed.


  	Fanny had been smacked so savagely she fell on the floor, a look of shock on her usually confident features.


  	Under the kitchen table, Duke’s totally naked body shivered.


  	He watched as Fanny was sent spinning to the floor a few feet away from him.


  	She landed with a resounding thud.


  	The hung nigger slave winced.


  	That house slave was so fat!


  	He didn’t know what would be worse, being whipped by the cat o’ nine tails, or being forced to fuck the obese black woman!


  	Master Cooperton straddled Fanny’s massive form and grabbed the top of her apron.


  	“No, Massa! No!” the nigger woman wailed. “I ain’t been fucks by nobody in years! An’ I ain’t never been fucks in de middle o’ dey kitchen wif other folks lookin’ on! Massa! MASSSAAAAA!!!” 


  	Master Cooperton thrust the apron off Fanny’s meaty body with one quick movement.


  	Fie was used to stripping negro girls.


  	He tore their clothes off ever night before fucking them in the slave quarters while his wife rested alone in her canopy bed, dreaming of thick nigger cocks.


  	He reached down and tore the buttons off her cotton frock.


  	“LAWD HE’P ME!! DE DEVIL DONE GONE AN’ TAKE OVER DEY WHITE FOLKS’ MIND!!


  	I BE IN DE HANDS O’ DEY DEVIL!!! HE’P!!!!


  	HE’PPPPPPP!!!” 


  	The kitchen door flung open and Felicity Cooperton traipsed in, hugging her nightgown around her slender white form.


  	“What is going on down here?” she gasped. “I couldn’t fall back to sleep with all this racket going on!” 


  	“I’m gonna have these two filthy niggers fuck one another,” Master Cooperton grunted.


  	“NO YOU AIN’T!” Fanny wailed.


  	Master Cooperton smacked the slave across the face once again.


  	“Bertram!” Felicity gasped. “That’s our cook! You can’t slap a house slave like that!” 


  	“I own the bitch! I can do as I damn well please!” 


  	“NOOOH! MISSY FELICITY!! SAVE ME!! HE’P ME, MISSY FELICITY!! O’ I AIN’T NEVER GONNA FIX YOU DEM STRONG MINT JULEPS AGIN!!” 


  	“Bertram! Unhand her this moment!” Felicity Cooperton snapped. “We’ll never be able to eat correctly again! God only knows what she’ll do to the food if you force her to be fucked by that ugly nigger boy! Why, she’ll poison us all!” 


  	“She’ll be out in the fields tonight, picking her five bushels like the rest of them!” Master Cooperton said.


  	He tore Fanny’s frock from her flabby black flesh. Fanny’s thick flabs of black titflesh oozed over her skin.


  	They were withered.


  	They were tired and sagging.


  	And they were big, big, big!


  	It seemed as if her tits sprawled out across the entire vast expanse of her amazingly fat chest and stomach!


  	Her arms were flabby.


  	Her legs were chubby and covered with lard. Fanny’s pussy was hidden under a thick bush of kinky pubic hair.


  	Duke took one look at the mountain of female nigger flesh struggling on the floor under Master Cooperton’s body and began to whimper.


  	He didn’t want to fuck that horrible woman!


  	But he supposed he would have to!


  	Duke was used to Butterfly’s trim, shapely nigger body.


  	Not the monstrosity of human flesh he saw on the kitchen floor inches away from him!


  	“Bertram! What on Earth are you doing now?” Felicity suddenly squealed.


  	Butterfly looked on in amazement, also.


  	The master, still straddling Fanny’s huge form, one leg on either side, had begun to unbutton his trousers.


  	He looked up apologetically at his wife.


  	“Sorry, dear. I know this nigger wench is fat and mighty ugly, hut there’s just something about the feel of hot nigger flesh that sends the blood rushing to my cock! I just have to fuck her! I jest have to!” 


  	“Bertram!” 


  	“LAWDAMERCY!! IF’N I HASTA BE FUCKED, OH, LAWD, PLEASE MAKES IT A BLACK MAN!! LAWD IN HEAVEN ABOVE, TAKE ME AWAY FROM DIS HERE MISERY ON EARF!!!! LAWDAMERCY!!!” 


  	Master Cooperton continued to unbutton his trousers.


  	He didn’t care that his wife was in the kitchen watching every move he made as he prepared to rape their fat, ugly nigger cook.


  	He didn’t care that the field nigger he had caught was naked and shivering under the table instead of being tied up and shackled and in the stable getting his flesh lacerated with a cat o’ nine tails.


  	He didn’t even care that a more sexy, tasty and nubile nigger youngster was huddled up against the stove, watching the event in horror.


  	He had his legs wrapped around Fanny’s nigger flesh.


  	Her massive tits with the pancake nipples were right in front of his fuck-hungry eyes.


  	And his hands were grappling her coarse, rough nigger hide.


  	Master Cooperton was insane with lust!


  	He HAD to fuck Fanny!


  	Felicity Cooperton looked on in amazement as her husband pulled a pulsating, thick white shaft out of his pants.


  	She closed her eyes.


  	Then they sprang open.


  	“Duke,” she called out. “Get your nigger ass over here and service me. If your master can fuck darkie meat, then so can I!” 


  	“Oh, LAWD!!!” Butterfly wailed, turning around and facing the bubbling pot of black eyed peas on the stove.


  	She did not want to have to witness the cook being raped by her master, or Duke being forced to shove his massive nigger cock up Felicity Cooperton’s pink, dripping hole.


  	So this is what went on in the white folks’ mansion!


  	How Butterfly longed to be back in the fields, picking cotton under the hot Georgia sun!


  	“DUKE!” Felicity Cooperton screamed when the nigger did not heed her command the first time.


  	Duke realized how foolish it would be to disobey.


  	He ran out from underneath the table, his naked body shivering.


  	He glanced guiltily over at his girlfriend, who was sobbing in shame over the black-eyed peas.


  	“Yessum,” he grunted.


  	“Lick my pussy, nigger,” the woman commanded, pulling open her nightgown and revealing a forest of thick, red pubic hairs.


  	“Y-yessum,” Duke grunted once again.


  	He got down on his knees on the kitchen floor before the mistress of the plantation.


  	Butterfly continued sobbing over the stove.


  	She refused to turn around and witness the lewd obscenities the white folks were forcing her fellow negros into.


  	It was all too shameful!


  	Master Cooperton had smacked Fanny silly.


  	The fat black cook knew that she had better keep her mouth shut or soon her black face would have turned red from the force of the smacks!


  	Already her face was stinging.


  	And she knew that in moments her watery pussy would be tingling.


  	With pain.


  	Pain that only a white man’s cock could bring to her tunnel of joy.


  	Fanny had not been fucked since Ol’ Benny had died before the War started.


  	She was not sure she had even liked the act back then.


  	She knew that would definitely not like it now!


  	Her naked back was exposed to the freezing cold kitchen floor.


  	Master Cooperton was straddling her like a horse.


  	Like a lower animal.


  	His cock was poking out of the hole in his trousers.


  	It was pink.


  	With a big, throbbing purple head.


  	Fanny suddenly realized with horror that it was not headed for her cunt.


  	Master Cooperton was inching it closer and closer to her mouth!


  	“Lordy-be. Massa! I ain’t never sucked cock in my life! An’ I sho’ as hell don’t wants ta suck no white cock! You jest git dat thing away from me!” 


  	“Hush up, fat nigger wench! I took one look at that smelly old cunt of yours down there, and all the horses in Robert E. Lee’s forces couldn’t drag me into that filthy hole!” 


  	“Lawd! I ain’t never been-” 


  	SMACK!!


  	“Bite me and you’ll get hit just like that. With a whip.” 


  	Fanny was silent.


  	And soon her fat lips were wrapped around a thick, white cock.


  	Duke, meanwhile, had shoved his tongue up Felicity Cooperton’s pussy.


  	He had placed it right between her trembling twat lips.


  	He ran up and down the ridges, reaching around and pulling the woman’s smooth, creamy legs closer to his naked body as he dug in, suddenly loving the smell and taste of the white woman’s cunt.


  	Duke realized that Butterfly was standing at the stove sobbing.


  	But nothing would have turned him away from that tasty delight that lurked under the white woman’s thick bush of auburn pubic hair.


  	Felicity groaned and threw back her head.


  	Her ringlets of red bounced around her shoulders.


  	She spread her legs wider and grabbed Duke’s head.


  	She pushed the nigger closer and closer, digging her long fingernails into his greasy, kinky hair.


  	She didn’t even care if the field nigger was covered with lice!


  	She wanted that hot, moist tongue up her pussy!


  	She want those thick, black lips to nibble at her clit!


  	She wanted Duke!


  	She wanted the nigger slave to eat her out!


  	And then she wanted him to take her.


  	Right in the middle of the kitchen next to her husband and the nigger cook!


  	“YYYEEEAAHHHH!!” Felicity moaned. “For a dumb nigger, you sure know how to eat pussy! Now, get that tongue out of there and fuck me. FUCK ME, NIGGER!! FUCK ME LONG AND HARD WITH YOUR BIG NIGGER COCK!!!!!” 


  	Over the pot of boiling black-eyed peas, Butterfly moaned anew.


  	She would have to listen her to hot, hung boyfriend make love to the scarlet mistress of the plantation!


  	The life of a poor slave was pure misery!


  	Felicity dropped to the floor and spread her legs. “SHOVE IT IN, NIGGER SLAVE!!” the woman commanded.


  	Butterfly moaned once again.


  


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  


  	Duke straddled Felicity Cooperton’s smooth pink thighs.


  	His massive slab of black cockmeat pressed up against the creamy skin of the white woman’s inner thigh.


  	Felicity looked down and sighed in delight as she noticed the gleaming ebony shaft throbbing with fuck-hungry lust and inching closer and closer to her pussy.


  	It had been quite a while since Duke had been forced to fuck a white woman.


  	And he had never seen kinky auburn pubes like those that graced the delicate pussy lips of the lady of the plantation!


  	Duke ran a moist tongue over his thick lips.


  	The taste of pussy juice still lingered in his mouth.


  	He slurped greedily.


  	The field nigger grabbed his cock.


  	It felt hot and heavy between his thick, black fingers.


  	He couldn’t wait to shove it up the tight, wet hole that moments before he had been eating our with his thick lips.


  	“Oh, Duke, you hot, hung nigger!” Felicity moaned.


  	She languished on the cold kitchen floor.


  	Her nightgown was spread out underneath the woman’s eager body.


  	Felicity gently thrust up her hips.


  	She offered her feminine delights for the nigger’s use.


  	“You don’t deserve to fuck the pussy of a white woman, nigger,” Felicity said. “So you’re lucky I’m giving you this chance!” 


  	“I-I knows, Missy Felicity,” Duke grunted. “I jest cain’t wait ta fucks ya!” 


  	“LAWDAMERCY!! Dis be jest awful!” Butterfly sobbed. “I jest cain’t lissen ta dis! It be de work o’ dey devil makin’ my big, hung Duke talks like dat! He ain’t never loved white pussy in his nigger life befo’!” 


  	“Hush your mouth, nigger!” Felicity snapped. “Everybody knows your black twats are filthy and disgusting! Duke needs to experience the pleasures of a nice, clean, tight pussy! A white woman’s pussy!” 


  	“Lawd have mercy on dey’s soul!” Butterfly wailed. “Dey so’ as hell gonna be burnin’ in dey fires o’ hell fo’ dey’s lies!” 


  	“FUCK MY NICE, WHITE CUNT!” Felicity ordered.


  	Duke glanced over at Butterfly and shrugged his broad shoulders.


  	Felicity Cooperton was the master’s wife. How could he disobey her commands?


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity,” he grunted.


  	Twelve thick inches of nigger fuckmeat thrust between the white woman’s trembling pink pussy lips.


  	The lady’s buck groaned as he felt his meaty shaft sliding up the hot, tight hole.


  	Felicity Cooperton was dripping with cunt juices.


  	The field nigger’s massive cock glided up her love canal easily.


  	Felicity screamed as she felt herself being impaled on the gargantuan nigger fuckpole.


  	Her tender pussy tissues had never been violated by such a huge member in all her days!


  	The cock ravaged her sugar walls, stretching them apart forcefully as inch after inch of thick fuckmeat disappeared up her dripping cunt.


  	Felicity threw her arms around the dumb nigger’s broad back.


  	Her fingernails dug into his calloused flesh.


  	Into his horny nigger hide.


  	“FUCK ME, NIGGER!! FUCK MY WET CUNT!!” 


  	“YESSUM, MISSY FELICITY!! LAWD!! DAT SHO’ DO FEEL MIGHTY TIGHT AN’ HOT!!!” 


  	Butterfly squealed in agony and ran from the stove.


  	She pulled open the back door of the kitchen and stumbled into the hot afternoon sun.


  	“It be the work o’ dey devil! Dey devil hisse’f!!” she wailed, running down the path that led to the cotton fields.


  	Inside the kitchen, the Master and the Mistress of the plantation continued forcing their nigger slaves to service their white bodies.


  	Master Cooperton still straddled Fanny’s yards of black flesh, thrusting his cock between the woman’s fat lips again and again.


  	His own not-so-petite form bounced up and down on the cushiony nigger body.


  	Fanny’s breath was knocked out of her, but the house slave knew that she would have to continue sucking the master’s cock.


  	She had never seen him in this state before!


  	Master Cooperton had never struck her before.


  	Never!


  	Fanny supposed that seeing Duke in bed with his wife had driven the man over the deep end.


  	And his lust for hot nigger flesh was so intense that he was gladly forcing his fat, elderly cook to suck his cock!


  	Fanny had never given head before.


  	Not to another nigger, and certainly never to a white man before.


  	She had almost gagged when Master Cooperton had shoved his solid slab of manmeat in her mouth.


  	But she tried to imagine it as a corncob.


  	A corncob covered with melted butter and lightly seasoned with salt a pepper.


  	A delicious corncob straight from her very own kitchen!


  	The taste wasn’t actually that bad.


  	Especially for a white man.


  	And an ugly, fat white man at that!


  	Fanny emitted a grunt as Master Cooperton pounced on her body with his rather flabby body.


  	Her mouth was suddenly filled to the brim with white cockmeat.


  	Fanny lifted her head back slightly and the cock magically slipped down her throat.


  	She slurped and licked at the plummeting member.


  	It tasted nice and meaty.


  	It was hot.


  	It was throbbing.


  	It was ready to shoot a load of sticky jism down the nigger slave’s gullet!


  	Fanny decided she would just think of the master’s come as if it were buttermilk.


  	Hot, bubbling buttermilk.


  	Forced down her throat.


  	The house slave reached up and grabbed the base of Master Cooperton’s thick cock.


  	Her fat ebony fingers brushed up against the man’s sweaty bush of pubic hair.


  	The forest of love that surrounded the stiff, pink shaft was coarse and kinky.


  	Tiny droplets of sweat lingered on the tiny shoots of pubic hair.


  	The musky smell of white man drifted up Fanny’s flat nostrils.


  	The fat nigger cook sniffed.


  	She smiled as she slurped the plunging cock that ravaged her throat.


  	Master Cooperton may have been a white man, but that sure was one hell of a great smell coming from his pubic hair!


  	It smelled better than the chicken and dumplings Fanny made on Sunday afternoons for her master and his wife!


  	Master Cooperton grabbed Fanny’s nappy head.


  	Her red and white checkered handkerchief fell to the kitchen floor.


  	The master of the plantation ran his stubby fingers through Fanny’s greasy, kinky hair.


  	He dug into her neck.


  	He forced her head up.


  	He thrust his cock further and further down the elderly nigger cook’s throat.


  	All ten inches of the master’s cock had entered Fanny’s watering mouth!


  	Her wet tongue ran along the length of the pink shaft.


  	She could feel the thick vein that graced the underside of the cock.


  	“Shit! That feels mighty good, nigger!” Master Cooperton grunted. “You may be fat and old, but you can suck cock as well as you can cook chitlens and fried chicken!” 


  	Fanny smiled up at the master.


  	His body was pink and ugly.


  	His breasts were rather overdeveloped and sagged slightly.


  	His thighs were pale and flabby.


  	But his cock tasted good.


  	Sooooo good!


  	Fanny gobbled that thick shaft eagerly as the master prepared to fill his slave’s mouth to the brim with creamy gobs of fuckjuice.


  	“Shit!” Master Cooperton gasped again. “And I said I was going to send you back in the fields? Hell, no! I’m gonna keep you here in the kitchen where I can keep a close watch on this fantastic mouth of yours!” 


  	Fanny’s thick lips tugged on the pulsating tool of thick white flesh as powerfully as they could.


  	The house cook grunted and moaned as she sucked laboriously on Master Cooperton’s dick.


  	She could already taste tiny droplets of creamy pre-come that had oozed from the master’s piss slit.


  	She slurped at them greedily, gasping in rapture as the love liquid slid down her throat.


  	She couldn’t wait for the tepid fountain of fuck juice that would soon explode from the throbbing cock!


  	The fiat nigger cook sucked and slurped.


  	And waited in suspense.


  	Duke, meanwhile, was trying to hold back his own geyser of nigger juice that threatened to burst forth into Felicity Cooperton’s thick abyss of love.


  	The dumb cotton-picking nigger had mounted the squealing white woman and was thrusting powerfully up her saturated cunt.


  	Duke’s cock was of such gargantuan proportions that if the woman’s juices had not begun to flow at the mere sight of the nigger’s hot, hung body that Felicity’s pussy walls would have been raw and aching after the very first thrust.


  	But, happily, that was not the case.


  	Felicity’s groping hands dug into Duke’s back.


  	She didn’t care if she broke skin.


  	These niggers were barely human, anyway, and whatever gashes she wracked upon the coarse, black flesh would soon go away.


  	Niggers were used to being whipped and kicked and scratched.


  	Wasn’t their only reason for existence to make the white folks happy?


  	Duke was certainly making Felicity happy at that moment.


  	Shit, the nigger was making her squirm and writhe on the kitchen floor in fuck-hungry rapture!


  	“Lord! I do declare, I’ve never felt such a big … OOOHHHHHH!!! OOOOOOOOHHHH!! FUCK ME!!! SHOVE THAT THICK NIGGER DICK UP MY HOT CUNT!! OOOOWWWWWWW!!” Felicity screamed.


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity!” Duke grunted. “You owns me, an’ I’se doin’ my best to please ya, ma’am!!” 


  	“You stupid nigger!!. Fuck me hard! Fuck me good!! Let me feel every inch of that hot nigger cock!” Felicity gasped, her red ringlets flying in the air as her head bobbed back and forth with increasing vigor.


  	Duke did his best, as every good nigger should.


  	He ground his cock up the tight hole.


  	His meaty black butt flexed and pumped.


  	His cock slid in and out of the tiny pink fuckhole.


  	His heavy, low-hanging balls smacked up against Felicity’s pelvic bone.


  	The woman gasped every time she felt those balls bang up against her sweaty flesh.


  	Deep, bloody gashes appeared on Duke’s back as she clawed with cock-starved lust at the nigger’s body.


  	Blood mingled with hot sweat on the slave’s back.


  	It dribbled down his beefy, firm flesh.


  	Tiny droplets of blood fell to the kitchen floor.


  	Duke grunted and moaned.


  	And his thick nigger meat continued to ravage the white woman’s pussy.


  	“Oh, Missy Felicity, ma’am! I’se gonna come! I’se gonna shoot my load!” 


  	“Damn nigger! Shoot your load now and I’ll whip your stupid darkie ass with the cat o’ nine tails!” Felicity snapped.


  	“Yessum, Missy. I ain’t gonna come. I ain’t gonna shoot my load ‘til you says, ma’am!! I’se a good nigger!” Duke wailed.


  	“That’s better! Now shut your silly nigger mouth up and keep pumping!” 


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity. I does what you says,” Duke moaned, wondering in his dense nigger brain how he was ever going to be able to stop his load of thick creamy jism from exploding in his mistress’s cunt.


  	Felicity was so tight!


  	And so hot!


  	And so slick and sweaty!


  	Master Cooperton, however, could feel his come bubbling up in his balls.


  	He was going to shoot any second!


  	He smacked Fanny’s ample breasts with his thick white fingers.


  	He dug into her nigger flesh as he threw back his head and grit his teeth.


  	He pinched Fanny’s big, erect nipples.


  	“I’m gonna come, nigger!” Master Cooperton gasped. “Get your throat ready! I’m gonna fill it full of thick, white come!” 


  	Fanny’s eyes grew wide with delight.


  	Her flabby fingers tugged on the base of Master Cooperton’s cock.


  	Her other hand began to massage his balls.


  	His scrotum was wrinkled and pink and covered with tiny pubic hairs.


  	She pulled them gently.


  	She could feel Master Cooperton’s balls pulling and shriveling.


  	She knew he was going to come any moment.


  	She gobbled down the increasing stream of pre-come, just waiting for the wondrous moment when she would eagerly be gulping down load after load of the sticky fuck juice.


  	“HERE I COME, NIGGER!! DRINK THAT WHITE MAN COME!! SUCK IT ALL DOWN YOUR STUPID NIGGER THROAT!! UNGH!! UNGH!!! UUUNNNNGGGHHHHHH!!!” 


  	Fanny felt a thick stream of tepid come explode from Mater Cooperton’s cock and bust into her mouth with such force that her nappy head was thrust back on the kitchen floor.


  	She gulped.


  	And gulped.


  	And gulped.


  	Master Cooperton just kept on coming!


  	Sperm filled the nigger cook’s mouth so quickly that she knew it would be impossible for her to swallow ail of it.


  	But she certainly tried!


  	Fanny gobbled down that sticky jism, feeling it sliding down her eager throat and filling her stomach with delight.


  	Master Cooperton’s thick white rod continued to pump jism into the nigger cook’s mouth.


  	Hot rivulets of sticky come spurted out of the slave’s mouth and dripped from her thick nigger lips.


  	And still Master Cooperton came.


  	His fingers dug into Fanny’s big black boobs as his hips thrust his come-spewing cock deeply down the slave’s gullet.


  	Finally, the master’s load, was spent.


  	Exhausted.


  	He pulled out of Fanny’s mouth roughly.


  	Crudely.


  	The fat nigger slave looked up with her master, ecstasy dancing in her wide eyes.


  	“MO’! MO’, MASSA!! I NEEDS MO’ O’ DAT FUNKY WHITE STUFF!!” Fanny gasped.


  	Master Cooperton smiled smugly as he thrust his cock back into his pants.


  	“Sorry, nigger. That’s all you’re getting!” 


  	“B-but, Massa….” 


  	SMACK!


  	“Hush up, nigger!” Master Cooperton shouted as he slapped Fanny’s nappy head. “I’m your master, and don’t you ever talk back to me or I’ll whip you fat nigger hide!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Massa….” 


  	Felicity squealed and moaned, bucking her hips up on the kitchen floor to meet Duke’s powerful strokes.


  	Her slender body began to tremble uncontrollably.


  	Her every limb shuddered in rapture.


  	Spasms of ecstasy coursed through the mistress’s pale body.


  	“SHOOT YOUR LOAD, NIGGER!! FILL ME WITH YOUR NIGGER COME!!” Felicity begged.


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity!” Duke exclaimed, his negro features lighting up in delight.


  	The words he had been waiting for!


  	With one brutal thrust, Duke’s cock began spurting thick gobs of creamy come up the woman’s hungry twat.


  	Felicity shrieked in delight, raking her nigger lover’s body with her long fingernails.


  	Her cunt was flooded with hot nigger jism.


  	Duke pumped and panted and his sea of love exploded up Felicity’s tight twat.


  	He finally gasped in rapture and pulled out his massive black cock.


  	It was covered with pussy juice and his own come.


  	“Let me lick that big cock, nigger!” Felicity moaned.


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity,” Duke grunted.


  	He offered the woman his cock.


  	She took it between her ruby red lips and licked the savory liquid from the massive shaft.


  	She spat it out.


  	The thick black shaft began to deflate.


  	Felicity looked up at the dumb field nigger.


  	She sighed.


  	The woman of the plantation was totally content.


  	Master Cooperton got up from Fanny’s huge expanse of sweaty black flesh and sneered at the nigger cook who had sucked his cock with such expertise.


  	“Now get your clothes back on and fix the dinner, nigger. I’m mighty hungry after all of that hot fuck action!” 


  	“Yessum, Massa!” Fanny said, struggling to lift her corpulent black form from the kitchen floor. “Anythin’ you says, Massa!” 


  	The house cook leaned up against the kitchen table as she wrapped her tattered frock around her pounds of flabby flesh.


  	She sighed and looked up to the heavens with her big dark eyes.


  	“Lawd have mercy! I ain’t never thought dey white man’s come taste dat good! It be jest like buttermilk! I’se sho’ be thirstin’ fo’ mo’!” 


  	“Well, you ain’t getting any more, nigger. Get to work,” Master Cooperton ordered.


  	“Yessum, Massa.” 


  	Fanny began to slice some squash.


  	Duke lifted his body from Felicity’s panting body. “And you get your silly nigger ass back in the fields,” Felicity ordered. “I’m through with you now.” 


  	“Yessum, Missy Felicity.” 


  	‘That’s right,” Master Cooperton said. “I ain’t gonna whip you, now that you’ve made my wife so happy. But you better have your five bushels of cotton picked, by God, or I’ll see to it that Captain Smeggerlane and Captain Heathcliffe flog your nigger ass so brutally you don’t have any skin left on your body!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Massa!” Duke grunted humbly.


  	He looked down at his naked black body.


  	“Uh, massa….” 


  	“What is it, nigger?” 


  	“Can I goes upstairs an’ gits my clothes? I don’t want to be pickin’ cotton wifout my clothes on!” 


  	Felicity threw back her head ah laughter.


  	She got up from the kitchen floor a trifle weak at the knees and wrapped her nightie around her.


  	“Stupid nigger!” Master Cooperton seethed. “You slaves don’t need clothes! You’re barely out of the jungles of Africa! Now get your ass out of my house before I sick Captain Smeggerlane on you, boy!” 


  	“Y-yessum, Massa.” 


  	Duke shuffled out the back door of the kitchen, shielding his big, flaccid cock from the hot Georgia sun.


  	Fanny suddenly leaped to the door and thrust it open.


  	“An’ you tell dat girl o’ yours ta gits her silly little ass back in dey kitchen here where she belong! We gots ta git dey Massa an’ Missy Felicity dey’s dinner!” 


  	Duke nodded sadly and shuffled to the cotton fields, his beefy black ass shining in the sun.


  


  CHAPTER NINE


  


  	“B-butterfly….” 


  	“Don’t talks ta me! You ain’t nufin’ but a white trash lovin’ nigger!” Butterfly sobbed.


  	Duke approached the slave girl’s trembling body.


  	She had run from the kitchen of the big white mansion and had collapsed in tears on the tiny wooden bed in her slave cabin.


  	“Butterfly, dat white bitch done made me fucks her!” Duke pleaded.


  	“An’ you done loved every minute of if!” the girl wailed. “Gits your filthy nigger hands offa me! I can smell dat ugly white woman on your stupid nigger body!” 


  	Duke attempted to run his thick black fingers through Butterfly’s greasy kinky hair.


  	She threw his hand off her and continued to sob into her pillow.


  	“What’s I’se s’posed to do if dey white folk wanna … ” 


  	“Dey white folk done made me do things befo’, but I ain’t never wailed in dee-light like you done gone an’ did!” Butterfly shrieked. “Now gits yourse’f outa my cabin befo’ I calls Cap’n Heathcliffe an’ has you whipped myse’f! Dey devil done gone an’ found a place in your heart, Duke. An’ I cain’t ever sees myse’f wif a man o’ dey devil! My good Mama Bertha Jones done tole me ‘bout niggers like you! You ain’t no better den dey white trash you fucks!” 


  	“B-butterfly-” 


  	“HUSH UP AN’ GITS OUTA HERE, DEVIL!!” 


  	Butterfly leaped from the bed and ran out of her cabin, her flimsy frock trailing behind her under the sizzling summer sun.


  	“Mama! Mama!” 


  	Butterfly spun around.


  	Her little boy, Bingo, was stumbling towards her in the cotton fields, lugging a huge basket filled to the brim with plucked cotton.


  	“Mama! What’s you be doin’ in dey cabin? I thought you be workin’ in dey white man’s house all day long!” 


  	“Chile, what you be doin’ outa dey fields?” Butterfly asked as her young son approached her, his gangly black arms struggling under the weight of the bushel of cotton. “You done gone an’ picked your five bushels o’ cotton?” 


  	“No, Mama, but … Mama! Why’s you sobbin’ like dat? What’s done gone an’ happened?” 


  	“Chile, hush your mouf up and gits your little nigger ass back in dey fields befo’ dey Cap’n done see you be missin’ an’ go after your little black hide wif a whip!” 


  	Duke suddenly stumbled out of the cabin.


  	The little negro boy looked up at the man and began to shriek with laughter.


  	“Where your clothes be, Duke?” he giggled. “You sho’ do look mighty funny wifout your clothes!” 


  	“Bingo, take a good look at dis nigger,” Butterfly said. “He be a nigger o’ dey devil! Dey devil done gone an’ entered dis nigger’s soul. He be a white man’s nigger now!” 


  	Bingo’s eyes grew wide with fear.


  	“What’s he done gone an’ done, Mama?” 


  	“It be awful! Jest awful! I tells you ‘bout it when you gits older. But turn your little ass ‘round an’ gits back in dey fields! Or I’se gonna whip you wif my own hand! Ain’t gonna need no whip for’n you sees dey light an’ does what your mama tells ya to do!” 


  	“Yes, mama. I’se goin’ back in dey fields.” 


  	Bingo groaned as he picked up his bushel of cotton and headed back to the cotton fields.


  	“Butterfly, Fanny done gone an’ tole me ta tell ya to gits yourse’f back in dey kitchen. Ya gots ta make the dinner fo’ dey white folk.” 


  	“For Massa Cooperton an’ your skinny white fuck hole!” Butterfly wailed.


  	“Butterfly-” 


  	“HUSH UP!! HUSH UP!! I HATES YA! I HATES YA!!” 


  	Butterfly ran down the path towards the big white mansion, leaving Duke standing all by himself in the compound of the slave quarters, totally naked.


  	The big nigger sighed.


  	He headed for his cabin to find some clothes and to continue picking his five bushels of cotton.


  	  *


  	Five hours after this domestic quarrel in the slave quarters, little Alfalfa Jones found herself being ravaged up the ass by Captain Smeggerlane.


  	The man had shoved his thick, white cock up the nigger girl’s ass as brutally as he could.


  	This sassy little slave needed to be taught a lesson!


  	She must obey the commands of the white man.


  	And shut her big trap up.


  	Alfalfa screamed and wriggled in the dirt of the cotton fields as Captain Smeggerlane’s cock plummeted past her protesting sphincter muscle.


  	The stiff member slid into the nigger girl’s virgin butthole.


  	Captain Smeggerlane gasped.


  	That hot nigger hole was so hot!


  	So tight!


  	Alfalfa squealed in anguish.


  	“TAKE DAT THING OUT!! TAKE IT OUT!! I’SE GONNA BLEED TO DEATH!!! HE’PPPPP!! LAWD HE’P ME FROM DE EVIL WHITE MAN!! HE’PPPP!!!!!” 


  	“Hush up, wench!” Captain Smeggerlane grunted, smacking the back of Alfalfa’s nappy head.


  	The girl wailed.


  	Tears poured from her big dark eyes.


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s thick shaft slid up her bunghole.


  	He buried himself up to the hilt.


  	Up to the hilt in dark, sweaty ass meat.


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s filthy white hands groped at Alfalfa’s young flesh.


  	His fingers reached around into the dirt and dug at Alfalfa’s firm tits.


  	He squeezed them brutally.


  	Alfalfa moaned.


  	“LAWD, TAKES ME AWAY FROM DIS TORTURE!! TAKES ME AWAY IN DAT BIG CHARIOT IN DEY SKY!!” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s pulsating cock began to ravage the sassy slave girl’s butt.


  	He pulled out.


  	The purple head of his turgid rod stayed lodged up the girl’s moist shit chute.


  	He plunged back in.


  	Alfalfa’s head shot back and she wailed like a banshee.


  	“HHHHHEEEEEE’PPPPPPPP!!!” 


  	But the cotton fields were empty this time of night.


  	All the other niggers at Winston Acres were eating chitlens and black eyed peas in their cabins.


  	Nobody could save the little slave girl from the brutal butt fucking the overseer was wracking her gangly body with.


  	Captain Smeggerlane smacked Alfalfa’s head once again as he continued pumping up her bobbing, wriggling ass.


  	“Hush your mouth, nigger-bitch! Or I’ll get my whip and flog your black body to shreds!” 


  	“WHIP ME! WHIP ME!! DAT SHO’ BE BETTER’N GITTIN’ MY PO’ BLACK ASS FUCKED LIKE DIS!!!! LAWDAMERCY!!!!” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s sweaty body pounced on the girl’s wriggling flesh every time he thrust up her ass.


  	He grunted.


  	He groaned.


  	His big, white balls smacked against Alfalfa’s ravaged skin.


  	Stars danced before Alfalfa’s eyes as the brutal sodomy continued.


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s nigger-lusting hands continued to knead the girl’s breasts.


  	He squeezed her tiny black nipples.


  	He clawed at her titflesh.


  	“Shit! Your hole’s so tight, I think I’m gonna shoot my load already!” he grunted.


  	“GIT DIS TORTURE OVER WIF!!! SHOOTS YOUR SHOT!! SHOOTS UP MY ASS AN’ LEAVE MY BLACK BODY BE!” 


  	Captain Smeggerlane’s balls tingled.


  	They ached.


  	He could feel the come bubbling up in his heavy, wrinkled globes.


  	He ground into the girl’s ass.


  	He fucked that nigger shit hole as brutally as he could.


  	“Shit! Here it comes!!” he gasped.


  	Alfalfa moaned and wailed and beat with her tiny black fists in the dirt of the cotton fields.


  	Captain Smeggerlane thrust up her ass one last time.


  	His head flew back.


  	His eyes clamped shut.


  	Alfalfa’s tiny butthole clamped down around his throbbing cock.


  	Thick loads of hot come burst from his member.


  	Captain Smeggerlane moaned.


  	“UNGH!


  	UNGHHH!


  	UUUNNGGGHHHHH!!!” he moaned.


  	He whitewashed that tight nigger ass with his thick loads of sticky jism.


  	Alfalfa shrieked and twitched in the dirt.


  	And then the horrible buggery was over.


  	Captain Smeggerlane withdrew his contented shaft.


  	He fell to the ground, totally spent.


  	Alfalfa continued to wail and sob and beat on the dirt.


  	“I ain’t never been fucks like dat in my life!” she moaned.


  	“Hush your silly nigger mouth!” Captain Smeggerlane said.


  	He got up and stuck his limp, shit-covered cock in his pants.


  	He buttoned up.


  	“From now on, ” he said. “I want to see you pick six bushels of cotton every day.”


  


  THE END
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