
    
  
    
      
        Delta County Mississippi

      Schaka

      Part One

    
  
    
      Prologue

      The months after the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor were filled with fear and uncertainty. America was at war. The news from the front was not good. Rumors abounded of a possible invasion of the West Coast. Then Colonel Doolittle's raid on Tokyo in April and the recent news of the victory at the Battle of Midway Island invigorated the war effort. America was fighting back.

      At the start of World War II, Delta County, Mississippi was small county on the Mississippi River delta. In the county seat, Delta City, small businesses lined the single paved road that was the main street. The first observation would be of bucolic gentility. It hid a post-Civil War culture of segregation and anti-miscegenation.

      The second observation would be the female/male imbalance in the populace. All able-bodied men 18-45 were conscripted for the armed forces. Women, White and Black, clerked at the stores, picked the cotton and ran the cotton gin. Others worked in the defense plant in the next town over.

      Of the county's prewar population of roughly 2000, six hundred men and boys were away fighting the war. The remaining approximately 400 men were either too young, too old or had a deferment from service. Black men were a disproportionate share of the eligible undrafted men. Though not formally announced, drafting of Black men was restricted. The local authorities feared a labor shortage. Despite the end of slavery 80 years prior, a strong Black back was still the primary labor force on the plantations.

      Even in a war time economy, the laws of supply and demand worked. The short supply of able, virile men meant an increased demand for their services. Though never formally announced, like rationing or other results of the war effort, the male shortage meant the southern conventions against segregation, miscegeny and even incest was set aside for the duration in the interest of defeating the Axis powers.

      The residents, male and female, Black and White, sucked it up and did their part to assure total victory. Morality was not gone. Like other things during the war, it was in short supply.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 01

      Aaron Collins, 50, passed the jug of moonshine to his new son in law, twenty-year-old Clay Thomason. He ran the back of his hand over his forehead mopping the sweat before it ran into his eyes. It was a normal hot humid night in Delta County Mississippi. The family sat on the rickety porch in wooden chairs, on the steps or leaned against the wooden wall of the clapboard shack trying to catch a breath of air.

      Just inside their house a kerosene lantern, hung from a hook in the ceiling, provided the only light, other than the brilliant canopy of stars on this moonless night. The coal oil lamp wick was turned down, barely emitting a glow. The rural areas of the county were not yet wired for electricity.

      The old barn sat across the dirt yard beyond the large cottonwood tree that dominated the yard and provided shade on sultry days. Beyond that was the 40-acre field where they raised hemp for the war effort. The unusually strong fibers were used for rope, parachutes and other applications.

      Hidden amidst the hemp was an acre of carefully cultivated high grade marijuana. Cautiously nurtured by two generations of Collins', it was the source of the best weed in the county. Further on was the slough which was part of the part of the river system that connected the dry lands to the surrounding towns.

      They were celebrating Clay reporting for induction in the Army Monday. Clay took a long gulp of the potent liquor with his hand resting comfortably on his wife's bare thigh. Calista's eyes moved from her husband to her younger brother, 21, sitting at the bottom of the steps. Devilishly, she slightly spread her legs teasing him. His response was a clandestine wink.

      Clay passed the jug to Allie Carruthers, 38, Deandre's aunt and his mother Thomasina's, 44, sister. She was barely able to sit upright, having partook liberally from the jug and the readily available reefer. Her head lolled as she fought the effects of the liquor and cannabis. Her dress, moist from perspiration, clung to her curvy body.

      Her husband and son were early inductees. She missed them both. However, what she missed most was her husband's cock. Like most women on the distaff side of the Collins family, she had a prodigious sex drive. Her need gnawed at her. Drinking and smoking dulled that ache. Allie received sporadic censored letters. Her husband was in Europe; her son in the South Pacific.

      She turned the jug up and took a long swallow. Her below the knee moist cotton dress clung to her plump body. It emphasized the roundness of her hips and pendulousness of her large breasts. Periodically she would flap the hem of the dress, creating a brief cooling breeze.

      
        
      

      "Don't drink it all, Aunt Allie," Calista, 22, laughed, in her lilting voice.

      "May as well!" Allie's voice was heavily slurred. She sat in a chair with her legs spread at the knees, her well-worn cotton print dress draped between them. She was dimly aware that her nephew, Dre, could probably see up her dress. However, she was too drunk to care. "Ya 'all done slowed down. And you got to be sober enough to give your husband a good send off tonight."

      "Hush up, Allie! You ain't got no business talking like that!" Thomasina was as drunk as her sister and just as horny. Her husband Aaron at 50 was too old for the draft. Her head rested on his shoulder, slipping to his chest as he drank or otherwise moved. Her hand rested on his inner thigh. Periodically she surreptiously squeezed his thick tool. Neither woman wore underwear. That was partially due to the heat and humidity and partially to the shortage of cloth. Her husband sat stolidly, sweat streaming off him.

      "We have to go anyway," Clay laughed, "I have to catch the bus in town to the induction center in the morning." He stood and stretched, his bib overalls pulling tight across his shirtless lightly muscled chest.

      Callie stood and smoothed her dress down over her lush hips. Like her mother and aunt, she was a big boned woman, with full hips and full breasts. She also stretched, her dress tightening across her large bosom. She smiled at her brother, sitting on the steps.

      Aaron stood and swayed, feeling the effects of the 'shine. "I needs to get to bed anyway. I got to be in the fields early in the morning." Tommie stood next to her husband.

      "Dre, walk your auntie home. She too drunk to make it alone."

      "Gurl, I don't know what you talking about. I can take care of myself."

      Clay shook Aaron and Deandre's hand. He embraced his mother in law and aunt. "Dre, you be sure to look in on your sister." He took his wife's hand and walked to their old truck for the mile drive to their house down the road.

      "Callie! When you drop your husband off, stop in the Goldstein's store. Tell her I got her message. I'll at the jetty in three nights on the new moon."

      
        "Okay daddy!"

      The Goldstein's, Jacob and Ellen, were the sole buyers of Aaron's high grade weed. They traded flour, salt pork and, recently, ratio books for the pot. They then sold it throughout the county at a significant profit. Local law enforcement knew of the illicit drug trade. However, liberal donations to the sheriff's reelection campaign and tithing the local Baptist church caused the sheriff to look the other way. He adopted a similar live and let live attitude to the moonshine produced out in the bayous.

      Deandre's head bobbed, acknowledging his brother in law's dictum to look in on his sister. There was no doubt he would. They were long time lovers. "Coming on, Auntie! I don't want you to fall in the slough and get ate by a 'gator!"

      Allie stood, staggered and caught herself on a porch rail. She smoothed her dress over her plump hips. "Ain't been no 'gators around here in years! If there was and he was male, I might let him eat me!"

      "Hush up, Allie! Don't you be talking like that in front of my son!"

      "True dat! My old man and my son been gone three months now. I ain't had no man since my husband left."

      "Come on, auntie," Dre laughed, grasping her elbow. "I been drinking too and need to get back and get some rest." He waved at Clay and his sister as they got into their truck. "Best of luck, Clay!"

      Dre knew the real reason his mother wanted him to walk Auntie Allie home was so she and Aaron could fuck. He watched her squeezing Aaron's cock through his bib overalls. There was no privacy living in a one room clapboard shack. He and Callie slept on pallets on the floor. When their parents wanted to have sex, they hung a sheet across the room. As they grew older, his parents devised ways to get them out of the house.

      However, sometimes he and his sister sneaked back. They peeked in the window opposite their bed. Deandre developed a fetish for watching his mother fuck. He particularly liked watching her when she rode his daddy in a reverse cowboy. He loved watching her big titties flop as she rose and fell.

      Before Callie got married and moved out, they listened to them and giggle at how they sounded. They began exploring the mysteries of each other's bodies at 18, influenced by the sounds and smells of their parents fucking. Shortly after that, they began having sex. Sometimes, Deandre would lay behind Callie fucking her from behind while their parents fucked on the other side of the sheet. They moved slow, stifling their moans as they ground against each other.

      Other times they snuck out to the barn. They fucked like they saw the animals fuck. Callie was naked on her knees amidst the hay bales with her brother on his knees behind her.

      "Which way you like best, Callie?" He gripped his sister's hips, pulling her big ass back, burying his thick tool deep in her.

      "Dre, I likes it anyway we do it! You know that!" She rotated her ass, relishing the feel of his cock deep in her hole.

      "Does it feel like this when Clay fucks you?"

      "Baby, don't nobody do my hole like you do!" They were not exclusive to each other, though they fucked each other more than their other partners. "Am I as good as Sharonda?"

      "Why we talking about other people," Dre groaned thrusting harder into his sister's tight quim.

      "Cuz you know I got that fantasy of us being with someone else together." The sensations of Dre's cock sliding in her hole permeated her body. It made her entire body quake and shiver. "I want to suck your cock while someone fuck me like this!"

      "OH FUCK! FUCK! You knows I like it when you talk like!"

    
  
    
      Chapter 02

      Deandre guided his aunt down the dirt path leading to her shack, a half mile distant. It sat on his father's land past the barn and opposite the hemp fields. Behind them his house faded into the night, outlined by the stars on this moonless night.

      The walk to Allie's shack was a stumbling drunkard's walk. Deandre saved her from falling a few times. Other times he had to lift her from all fours. Her heavy drinking and reefer use were a substitute for sex. Each night she passed out with her fingers jammed into her aching hole.

      
        "I got to piss!"

      "Go ahead, auntie! I'll stand over here."

      Clay stepped to into the darkness on the other side of the dirt path. He saw the faint outline of his aunt as she stepped off the path, lifted her skirt, squatted and began peeing. He watched as the thick yellow stream splashing on the dirt. He often walked her home after one of these drinking sessions. She rarely made it home without taking a piss.

      "Come help me up!" Allie struggled to stand without falling into her own piss. Deandre ruefully shook his head. He walked over, careful to walk around the wide wet spot on the side of the path. He reached down, grasped her armpits and pulled her to her feet.

      Allie staggered. She wind milled her arms trying not to fall. Deandre's arms shot and caught her, saving her a fall. His arms encircled her waist. His hands rested on her bare ass. He squeezed hard. "Oops! Sorry about that, auntie!"

      "Don't worry about it boy! First man's hands been on me in weeks. I don't mind at all!" She wriggled her ass.

      "Okay! Okay!" Playfully, he slapped her ass. Allie draped her arms around her nephew's neck. "Boy, don't you be doing that if you don't mean it. I'm just like one of those sticks of dynamite your daddy uses to clear tree stumps. I'm sizzling and ready to explode!"

      "Pull your dress down, "Deandre laughed, "and let's get you home!" He ruefully shook his head. His mother's younger sister was the wild child, given to raunchy explosions of expletives and other bon mots.

      Allie stood wide legged struggling to pull her dress down. In starlight, Dre could see her thick hairy bush. The top two buttons of her dress had come undone, exposing most of her massive cleavage. He realized that somehow the hem was caught in the belt of the dress. He reached around her and pulled it loose. Allie fell forward, her body resting against his as they stood on the path in the darkness. Her hips rotated slowly against his crotch.

      "You sho' you trying to get my dress down and not just getting in a free feel!" She giggled drunkenly.

      
        He was used to his aunt's raunchiness when she was drinking. He grasped her shoulders, aimed her down the dirt path and affectionately patted her ass. In the faint starlight he watched her stumbled forward. He could just make out the outline of her shack in the distance.

      "Whoop," she exclaimed, grabbing her behind with both hands! "Don't nobody but my man spank my ass! And I better be on my knees with him behind me!" She tried to face her nephew and again fell to her knees. As she fell, her dress ballooned and settled on her back, exposing her broad bare rump. "Jesus! I'm drunker than I thought!"

      Dre felt a stirring in his groin as his aunt's ass wiggled as she tried to stand. He squatted, wrapped his arms around her waist and tried to lift her to her feet. He was high also and she was a big woman. He struggled to lift her bulk. He got her partially up. She tented with her legs and hands straight and on the ground. Exhausted by the effort, she fell forward, taking her nephew with her.

      Dre was exhausted. The heat, alcohol and reefer sapped his strength. He lay on his aunt's back trying to catch his breath. Allie playfully wriggling her ass against him.

      "Mmm! Been a while since I had a man behind me like this!" Allie thrust her hips back and rotated them against her nephew's stiffening cock.

      "Auntie! Stop!" Deandre struggled to stand up. Her bare ass grinding against his crotch was arousing.

      "You ever have a woman, boy? I mean a real woman! Not them teenagers you been fucking!" Allie was in that nether region of drunkenness where inhibitions are lowered and impropriety a mere word.

      Dre balanced on one arm with one leg straight and the other kneeling as he struggled to stand up. Allie reached back, grabbed that arm and pulled it around her bosom. Unbalanced, Deandre fell down on her, pushing her belly down on the dirt path. His now rigid cock was painfully trapped in his ragged jeans. His hand, pinned between the ground and his aunt's huge floppy breasts flexed, squeezing them. His hips, on autopilot, rotated on Allie's ass.

      "Come on, boy! Take you some pussy! I ain't no tight body teenage bitch but I can put a fucking on you!"

      "Auntie, we had better stop!"

      
        Allie undulated under her nephew pressing her ass against the significant lump in his jeans. "You ain't scared, are you? You ain't scared you cain't handle a real woman?"

      The same alcohol that lowered his aunt's inhibitions also lowered his. He reached between them and unbuttoned his jeans. He wiggled them down around his ankles. He rose on all fours dragging his tool across his aunt's ass cheeks.

      "I ain't scared of nothing!"

      Allie pushed herself to her hands and knees. She felt Dre's cock slip between her thighs. She hissed as his acorn head slid across her engorged pussy lips.

      "Come on, baby! Fuck aunty! Show her you a man now!"

      He walked forward on his knees, his cock bobbing in front of him. He grasped his aunt's ass cheeks. He eased forward, feeling the incredible wetness of her cunt on his cockhead. Even as his hard cock slipped into her cauldron like warmth, he had second thoughts.

      "Auntie, we both drunk! We better stop before we do something we'll both regret."

      Allie thrust back. She moaned as Dre's length filled her. Her head rocked back until she was staring up at the stars. "Easy, Dre! You big dick motherfucker!" Allie rotated her ass on her nephew's cock, reveling in the fullness it created in her hole. It felt good to have a dick in her again.

      Dre raised his hand above his head and brought it down hard on her ass. "Come auntie! You said you wanted to fuck! Now you saying take it easy!"

      "AWW fuck!" Allie's body reacting to the ass slap, pulled away then thrust back. Her pussy farted as her nephew totally filled her, forcing the air out. "It's gona be that kinda party, huh? Come on, you horse dick motherfucker! I can handle it!"

      He whacked her ass again. "Move your ass! You said you wanted some dick! Move your ass!"

      "Aww fuck! Fuck!" Allie's head snapped back. She saw the outline of her house in the distance. She saw the canopy of stars overhead. Dre's cock pumped in her love tunnel, filling it, stretching it to accommodate his length and girth.

      
        
      

      She sucked a long sibilant breath as her nephew pounded her needy pussy. She was on fire! Not only was her nephew ending her sex drought, his cock filled her like no other. Her head dropped between her shoulders. She pumped back hard, burying Dre's cock deep in her gash.

      Dre gurgled deep in this throat. Any second thoughts vanished as her sheath spasmed around his dick. He felt it rhythmically tightened and loosened, massaging his tool.

      "Aww shit!" His back undulated as he drove his tool deep in her hole. His knees ground into the hard dirt of the path. "Jesus Christ!"

      "Jesus ain't got nothing to do with it! You ain't never had no woman who fucked you back, have you? You ain't had no woman who can make her pussy squeeze a man's cock. A woman who could fuck her man back!"

      Her voice trailed off. Drool dripped from her mouth onto the dirt path. She was semiconscious, dimly aware of who she was fucking and where. It did not matter. It was all animal instinct now.

      Dre gripped his aunt's plump hips with his hands. As he drove into her, he pulled her hips back. The slap of flesh on flesh competed with the croaking of the bullfrogs. Deandre had one or two tricks he picked up in his short but sexually active time. He slipped his thumb into her ass. "You like that aunty? You like my thumb in your ass?"

      "Motherfucker!" The shock of his thumb sent waves of pain and pleasure coursing through her body. Being spanked with his thumb in her anus caused her to surrender herself to him and her lust. It was a type of surrender that revealed her suppressed submissive streak. She loved the feeling of being taken, forced to fuck! Her sudden thrust back buried his tool deeper in her love hole and his thumb deeper in her ass. Her husband never got that deep in her!

      "That's right! That's right! Take you some pussy! Take it!"

      His aunt was not as tight as some of the girls he fucked. However, she was more experienced. She twisted and rotated her big rump as she thrust back against him. "You like this dick, auntie? Huh? You like it?" He smacked her ass hard again. His hand stung.

      "You good dick, bastard! Yes! I love it! I love how you fill me up! I love feeling you deep in my hole. Fuck me gawddammit! Fuck me!"

      
        
      

      Sweat streamed off them as they rutted in the middle of the dirt path. The wet squelching sound of hard cock in wet pussy was punctuated by frogs croaking in the slough and the occasional honk of a crane. Their animalistic grunts and groans were like the sounds the animals made when they mated. The fact they were fucking in the open added to the surreal nature.

      He pulled his thumb from her ass. He wrapped his arm around her neck, his thumb by her mouth. "Suck it clean," he groaned pumping rhythmically in and out of her hole.

      Allie's head spun from the exertion, drugs and alcohol. She dubiously eyed his slimy thumb. He raised his hand above his head and brought it down hard on her perspiring ass. The sound echoed across the slough.

      "Do it!"

      Tentatively at first then with increasing vigor, she sucked the slime off his thumb. When he tried to move his arm, she grabbed it and salaciously lick his thumb.

      "You didn't think I would do it, did you? A bitch like me will do anything for a good dick! Now come on, boy! Talk nasty to me! I likes that! Call me names!"

      "You fat ass bitch! You likes this dick, don't you!" Even drunk, it was incongruous to call his mother's sister such names. However, her response emboldened him.

      "You like this bitch's pussy? Huh? You like it?"

      "You slut! You know you got good pussy! You just been needing my cock in it!"

      "Oh my God! My god! You in so deep...so deep!"

      Deandre reached around and grabbed her hard nipple through her dress. He simultaneously squeezed and pulled on it.

      "You like pain, Auntie? You like for it to hurt, don't you?"

      
        Her animalistic howl startled him. He worried he went too far. This was his first experience with BDSM. He didn't know the name yet. However, he knew how it affected his aunt. He wondered if other women liked the same thing.

      "Hurt me! Make me pay for being such a useless slut!" She screamed as he yanked hard on her nipple.

      He grabbed a handful of her short hair. He yanked her head back. "Come on you old slut! You said you wanted to fuck!"

      This was a first for Allie. Her husband never pulled her hair. The pain was exquisite. "Yes, you motherfucker! Take me! Make do what you want me to do!" She undulated like a snake, first shrinking away from his punishing slap then thrusting back, burying his cock deep in her honey hole.

      "I'm cumming, you sweet dick fucker! I'm cumming! I'm ccuummminngg!!"

      Pulling hard on her sweat moistened hair, Dre leaned back. Allie's pussy spasmed, trying to force his cock out. He arched his back, thrusting hard to keep from being pushed out. He repeatedly smacked her ass with his free hand.

      "That's right! That's right! Get your nut! We just getting started, auntie!" He felt her rhythmic violent contractions. His sister never came this hard!

      "fuck yea! Fuck yea!" Allie's voice trailed off as her exertions and orgasm took their toll. She dropped to her elbows. The effects of the heat, alcohol and tireless stamina of her youthful lover took their toll. She flopped up and down with his vigorous fucking. Her head lay on the dirt path. Drool wet the dirt.

      He balanced himself on his hands and toes above her. As though he were doing pushups, he drove his cock into his aunt. "We ain't finished yet! You said you wanted to fuck! I'm just getting started!"

      Deandre was a man possessed. His back undulated as he pumped hard into his aunt's spasming cunt. She was as a ragdoll impaled on his tool. He was going to own this pussy!

      Allie's orgasms were continuous. Like electrical shocks, they caused her body to spasmodically jerk and shake. "You gona cum," she whimpered hoarsely? An alarm went off in her head. It was dangerous to have someone cum in her this time of the month. Dre's smack on her ass silenced the alarm and stifled the warning.

      "You want me to cum in you, auntie?" He braced himself above her on his arms, thrusting down into her as she lay prone in the dirt.

      "Yes, you sweet dick motherfucker! Fill my pussy with your jizz! Make it overflow with your love juice!"

      "Then here it comes, auntie! Here it comes!" The staccato slap of flesh on flesh increased in tempo as he drove harder into her creaming hole.

      Allie was flat on her belly, her arms spread above her head. Her nephew's breathing become harsher as the tempo increased. She was being pounded into the ground. She screamed when she felt him swell in her. The firehose like spraying of his seed filled her twat.

      "OH FUCK! FUCK!"

      "YES! YES! Fill me up! Oh GOD Yes! YES!"

      Their thrustings became less violent as they came together. As they slowed, Dre dropped onto his aunt's back exhausted, his last squirts entering her. Their bodies were slippery with perspiration.

      "Oh my god," Allie exclaimed, "that was amazing! Boy where you learn to fuck like that?"

      "I cain't kiss and tell," Deandre chuckled, "you pretty good yourself"

      "Don't be talking shit! Get off me!"

      He levered himself up. A white froth covered his cock and Allie's pussy. A thick grey white stream oozed from her cunt. It dripped onto the dirt path. He stood, brushed the dirt from his knees, and pulled his pant up. "Come on, Auntie! I still have to get you home!"

      
        With his help, she struggled to her knees. She leaned heavily on him. The front of her dress was coated with dirt. The skirt clung to her perspiration-soaked body. "Hold on," she wheezed.

      Allie grasped the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head. She stood naked under the stars, her body gleaming with sweat. "I got to rinse out this dress. If I don't get this out before it sets, I never will! I only got two."

      Deandre shook his head at the incongruity of the moment. They had just committed an act, thought incredibly hot, that was both immoral and illegal. Yet, his aunt's concern was her dirty dress. He smacked her bare ass. "Come on! Let me get you home! Once you're there, you can do whatever you want."

      Allie rubbed her ass and looked up at her nephew. "By the way, that thing with your thumb, don't expect me to do that again!"

      "You will if I want you to!" He had crossed a line. He liked being in charge. He caressed her bare ass. "Won't you?"

      Allie nodded. She was uncertain what she started. She was happy she had. She wouldn't be needy while waiting for the war to end and her men to come home. Holding her soiled dress in one hand, she wrapped the other arm around his waist as they walked to her house in the darkness.

    
  
    
      Chapter 03

      Thomasina watched her daughter climb into the truck with Clay. It was as it should be. She was going off to start her own family. The fact she was safely married allayed some of the concerns she had about Callie and her brother. They were unusually close. She knew they were having sex. She was sanguine about that. Years ago, her cousin was her first. It happened in the isolation of the Mississippi delta. The county was small and everyone was related in some way. Her only concern was an unwanted pregnancy.

      "Come Aaron! Let's go to bed!" Her hand around his thick waist slid down the front of his coveralls. She squeezed his cock. Tommie was an elemental woman. Her life revolved around her farm chores, cooking for her family and sex. Occasionally they drove to town for church.

      "Tommie, I'm drunk and tired! You gona have to wait!"

      
        She pushed her hand through the button up side of her husband's coveralls. She grasped his limp thick tool. Slowly with an expertise borne of years of practice, she stroked his cock. She felt it thicken.

      "I know you tired, baby! And we both been drinking! All you got to do tonight is lay there. Momma gona do all the work." As she spoke, she nibbled on his earlobe, tugging on it as she did. Her free hand pushed the straps of his coveralls off his shoulders. They top portion fell to his waist. She released his cock and pushed them to the wood floor around his ankles.

      "Tommie, you a caution! You got me naked out here on the porch. Dre be back any time from walking Allie home!"

      Thomasina stepped in front of her husband and slowly sank to her knees. Her hands slid across his muscular ass. She grasped his thighs and pulled him to her. She kissed his semi hard cock. It hung semi rigid like the snout of an elephant. His musky, sweaty odor was intoxicating. She was already wet. The scent caused a flood.

      "He full growed. He won't see anything he ain't seen or probably done himself."

      One of her fantasies was to be seen sucking Aaron's cock. She was aware Dre and Callie listened to her and Aaron fucking. It did not bother her at first. She would shush them if they giggled too much at the sounds she and her husband made. She did not know why but she began to enjoy the fact they could hear them.

      One night after she and Aaron fucked, she heard similar muffled sounds coming from their side of the sheet that separated the one room shack. She was laying on her back next to her snoring husband. Two fingers were in her pussy. She slowly pumped them in and out of her cum filled pussy. This was ritual for her. Aaron did his best. However, like an addict, it was not enough. Most nights she got herself off after fucking her husband.

      When she realized they were fucking, she was outraged. Then fascinated. She strained to hear their stifled moans. Unfamiliar urgings awakened in her. She wanted to see them, to watch them fuck. As the days and weeks passed, she wanted them to see her. She intentionally got louder. In the cold light of day, she was always ashamed of herself. Still she sometimes caught herself watching her son's sweaty muscular body as they worked the hemp crop. She wondered what it would be like if...! She shook her head, clearing the wicked thought!

      She kissed her husband's length, starting were it join his crotch. The tip of her tongue extended through her puckered lips as she slid her mouth up and down her husband's considerable length.

      
        
      

      "Jesus Tommie! You know how much I like it when you do that!"

      Aaron's hand rested on his wife's head. The other fumbled with the buttons on the front of her dress. Tommie helped. She used one hand to finish unbuttoning her dress while the other slowly stroked his hardening cock. She shrugged the dress off, letting it fall to the floor.

      Her titties long ago lost the fight with gravity. They sat on her chest like large blue/black melons. Her nipples, the size of the first joint of her pinky finger, were black and rigid. They looked like the vine of that same melon. A spider web of wrinkles covered her pronounced belly pooch. It was the abdomen of a woman who birthed two babies and lost one.

      She had the classic bubble butt of the Black woman. An ass that a character in a future television show said you could serve tea on. It jutted out then curved back in. Her thighs were thick and muscular from hard farm work. Her ebony face had the odd thin feature of a White women, displaying the effects of centuries of miscegenation.

      Now naked, she took his cock in her mouth. She sucked gently with just the head in her mouth. Experience taught her that her man, all men, were extremely sensitive just under the acorn crown of their cockhead. Her husband's gasps of pleasure told her how well she was doing.

      Aaron grasped her head with both hands. He pumped his rigid tool in and out of her mouth. The feeling of his tool sliding between his wife's puckered lips was exquisite. She sucked his cock while one hand stroked his tool and the other fondled his balls. Despite his fatigue and drunkenness, he began to thrust vigorously into her mouth, trying to cum.

      The pulsing of his dick increase. She quickly pulled back, pushing his hands away from her head as she did. Too many nights ended with him cumming in her mouth. Then he turned over and went to sleep. She had no issue with that. She loved it when a man shot his juice in her mouth. But not tonight! She needed his cock in her.

      "Come on, Aaron! Let's go inside." She smiled at his disappointed groan. She picked up her dress and stood. Before following his broad hulking back inside their shack, she looked into the darkness toward her sister's house. It seemed like Dre was taking longer than usual to walk Allie home. The stray thought passed as Aaron sat on the side of their bed and pulled her on his lap.

      "Let's do it with you straddling me! We don't get much chance to do it that way."

      
        "Mmm! Yes! It has been a while, what with the kids and all!" She balanced herself with one hand on his shoulder while the other clasped his throbbing cock. She positioned it at her entrance. She closed her eyes as she slowly lowered herself on his massive tool. Of the men she had before she married her husband, his cock was the largest. He was not the handsomest nor the sweetest talker. But lord could he fuck!

      Thomasina liked to start slow. She loved the exquisite feeling of his cock sliding slowly into her sheath. She reveled in his massive acorn head pushing into her, stretching her. She gurgled deep in her throat as the sensation coursed through her body.

      She felt him begin the staccato jerk and thrust that was his signature move. She opened her eyes to see his closed tightly, his lips pursed in concentration. He did not talk much during sex. She learned to accept that.

      Nor did her ever go down on her. She missed having her pussy eaten. However, after 30 years of marriage, she still creamed like a teenager on his tool. Tonight, he was going too fast. She wanted to be fucked long and slow, to rise to her orgasmic, drift down it and then climb it again.

      "Slow down, baby! Slow down! I want it to last!" If she had a complaint it was that lately it took more to get him hard and he didn't last as long. The rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh and the wet squelching of her pussy were the weekly backdrop to life in their ramshackle shack.

      She sounded like an old car trying to start. "UH! UH! UH! UH!" She was early on in her climb to the orgasmic peak, Aaron was wheezing as if he were at the end of a marathon.

      She had to hurry. Thomasina flexed her pussy muscles, tightening her pussy around his cock to increase the sensations. Her head was thrown back. The dark liquid pools of her slightly slanted almond shaped eyes were wide as though she were surprised. Her curvy voluptuous mouth with its bee stung lips was open with spittle forming at the corners.

      Her large melons bounced up and down as Aaron pounded her. Her legs were spread, her feet flat on the floor. Her arms were clasped tightly around her husband's thick neck. Her powerful thigh muscled propelled her up and down.

      She was lost in the act of fucking, of having a hard cock plumbing the depths of her love hole. Her head swung from side to side, her thighs flexed and relaxed as she thrust hard. Then she felt his cock swell in her. He heard his groans turn to gasps. He was cumming!

      
        "Don't cum, Aaron! Please don't cum too fast tonight! I need this! Please!"

      She began pumping frantically trying to drive her own orgasm. She felt her husband's seed shooting into her hole.

      "No Aaron! NOOOO!"

      Aaron's head lay on her shoulder. He was gasping for air. Tommie stared forlornly at the ceiling. His spurts slowed and stopped. She hadn't cum...again!

      "Fuck Aaron! Fuck! You left me hanging again."

      "Tommie, I work in them fields from sun up to sundown. I ain't up to fucking you all night."

      "It ain't all night! Lately it's barely once a week! What am I supposed to do," Thomasina whined?" Her belly convulsed as her body dealt with the frustration.

      "Woman, you like your momma. She had a white liver too. I hear couldn't no one man satisfy her."

      She stood and stepped back. The torrent of his sperm ooze from her engorged pussy lips. It coated her thick bush then dripped to the floor.

      "Don't you be talking about Ma' dear like that. Them things they said about her just weren't true."

      "Leave me alone, woman! I needs my sleep!"

      Frustrated, she grabbed one of his old shirts, pulled it on and walked out on the porch. Clouds now covered the stars creating a pitch-black night. A low thick fog swept slowly in from the slough. Tommie turned the kerosene lantern up. Dre was not back yet. The porch lantern would help him find his way.

      She rolled a reefer, struck a wooden match on the railing, lighting it. She inhaled deeply. The red glow formed an eerie halo from the fog. She felt out of body as the potent weed enhanced the residual effects of the moonshine she drank earlier.

      
        
      

      She loved this feeling. The feeling that time stood still. The detachment from the cares of life. She loved to fuck while high. It lasted longer and she came harder. She recalled evenings in the hay loft with her cousin. They'd get high and fuck forever. When she came it was like she was dying. Her body felt weightless. The afterglow was nearly as intense as the sex.

      Tommie rocked back in the wooden chairs, hooking her heels on the railing. As she had all too often in recent weeks, she jammed two fingers into her cunt. She was becoming accustomed to finishing herself off. With one hand, she played with her pussy, sliding her rough work hardened finger through her cleft. With the other she held the reefer, taking the occasionally lung filling toke.

      She enjoyed the sensations being high. The world swam around her as she slowly fingered her pussy and smoked the joint. She loved the feeling of otherness, of being out of body. The sensations coursed through her body as she buried her index finger deep in her hole.

      Just when she felt the first spasms of an impending orgasm, she stopped. She pulled finger from her honey hole and took it in her mouth. She sucked her juices from her finger. She loved how she taste. She didn't want to cum to quick. She wanted to extend it, to edge until every cell in her body screamed for release.

      Images of the few other men in her life swam in front of her as she edged. She thought about their cocks and how they felt in her. She recalled how they fucked her. Some hard and fast. Others slow and languid.

      She recalled her cousin, her first. It was short and painful. Somewhere, she learned the exquisite pleasures of long languid sex. Through the reefer/orgasmic haze, a clear image of her son appeared.

      She saw him as she had seen him accidently a few weeks back. They were working the hemp field. He stepped into the bushes to pee. She saw him taking a piss. His long turgid tool hung from his hand. His size stunned her. He was bigger than his father. As he held it and peed, fully three inches extended past his hand. When he saw her, in self-defense, she chastised him for not going further into the woods.

      As she finger fucked herself, she imagined how it would feel. She added a third finger. Would it feel like this? He was young. He would probably cum quick but stay hard. The old wooden chair creaked as she rocked back and forth on her fingers. She fantasized about him fucking her, of being fucked until the world narrowed to his dick in her pussy.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 04

      Deandre moved carefully up the fog shrouded dirt path. He knew the way. However, sometimes a cottonmouth would crawl out of the water and onto the path. They were no problem if you saw them. However, stepping on one in the fog would be disastrous.

      In the distance, he saw the dull glow of the porch lamp. It was a good news/bad news situation. The good news was it confirmed he was going the right way. The bad news was someone had turned it up to light his way. Whoever it was might ask why it took him so long to walk his aunt the half mile to her shack and back.

      He shouldn't have let her suck his cock. He grinned ruefully. It's hard to turn down a blowjob, even if it's from your drunk aunt. And she was good! Much better than his sister. Though he had just cum minutes ago, he exploded in her mouth in no time. She passed out on her cot with his cum dribbling out of the corners of her mouth.

      Shit! Someone was sitting on the porch. He could see their outline back lit by the lantern. He slowed as he passed the barn and moved into the yard. It looked like his mother. The thick fog shrouded him. He was invisible to whoever sat on the porch. The dim glow of the coal oil lamp provided just enough light that he realized the shape was his mother.

      Her legs were hooked on the porch railing, the chair leaning back against the wall. He paused under the cottonwood tree, squinting to see what she was doing. His eyes widened as he realized she was getting herself off. The dim intermittent red glow said she was smoking a reefer also.

      Her groans wafted eerily through the fog. The wooden chair creaked as she rocked in it. He stopped in the dirt yard not 20 feet from where she sat under the kerosene lamp. He could see her clearly now. Her heels were hooked on the porch railing with the chair balanced on the back two legs. The chair moved in rhythm as her body undulated.

      The wet squishy sounds as her masturbating were muffled by the fog. The fog and the dim kerosene lamp gave her an almost ethereal glow. Dre unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his cock. It was soft. Even at 20, cumming twice in less than 30 minutes drained him. However, his fantasy fuck was before him, her legs spread, her fingers diddling her hole.

      For most of his life, he and his sister slept on their pallets on the floor. At night they listened to their parents fuck. It was the impetus for their sexual awakening. As he grew older, he clandestinely watched his mother move about the house. Slowly he began to associate the matronly farm woman with the screaming, cursing sex animal he heard most nights. Now that fantasy woman, his mother, was putting on a masturbation show. He slowly stroked his hardening cock as his listened to her moans and the wet sounds of her pussy.

      He stroked faster as she finger fucked herself harder. They came together. He spilling his seed on the ground; she convulsing, muttering to herself. He groaned when she took her fingers in her mouth, sucking them clean.

      Tommie sat up quickly. She heard something in the fog. "Dre? Is that you?"

      He hurriedly stuffed his cock in his pants and fumbled with the buttons. "Yes ma'am!" He stepped closer to the porch.

      "What the hell took you so long?" As he stepped closer, Tommie noticed his pants were buttoned askew.

      "I...uh...got turned around in this fog. I took it slow...didn't want to walk up on no snake in the fog!"

      As he stepped onto the porch and into the light, Tommie saw a wet spot on his crotch. He saw her! He stood in the fog and watched her! Her son jacked off while watching her. The heat of embarrassment flushed her face. She realized it was not just embarrassment. The flush was also between her legs. The flush between her legs permeated her body, warming it.

      "Git on inside! I need to turn this lantern down. We can't waste no coal oil."

      "Yes ma 'dear!" Dre moved past his mother and into the sweltering house. He lay down on his mattress on the far wall. He saw his mother as she walked in, pulled the sheet that separated her marriage bed from the rest of the house.

      Tommie touched herself as she lay in bed next to her snoring husband. My son watched me get myself off, she thought. How much had he seen? She turned her back to her husband. She slipped her finger between her legs. She slowly fingered herself as she stared at the sheet that separated her bed from her son. She came again, quieter this time, imagining him watching her. She fell asleep with an image of his cock from that day she saw him peeing in the fields in her dreams.

      ###

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part Two

      It was Sunday night. Sharonda, 18, and Caleb Carruthers's, 19, lay spooned on the overstuffed couch. Their heads rested on the slope of the rolled arms of the worn green sofa. It was a typical hot humid Mississippi delta night. Caleb wore only his BVDs while Shar wore one of his tee shirts.

      Sharonda's pregnancy was obvious. The shirt rose high on her watermelon shaped belly exposing her unruly black thatch of pubic hair.

      Caleb's cock pressed between the soft pillow-like cheeks of her Dutch chocolate colored bubble butt. Her luscious ass gleamed with a faint sheen of perspiration. His cockhead was just inside her engorged cunt lips. Her plum colored vaginal lips, edged in the pinkness of her inner labia, swelled through the matted wetness of her thatch.

      They were lovers for a little more than a year. However, they were adventurous and inquisitive. They learned early that anticipation, evidenced by extended languid foreplay, could be nearly as satisfying as actual sex.

      "MMM! Just like that, Caleb, just like that!"

      "Why do you love me teasing you like this?"

      His arms encircled her waist, caressing the child they created. One of her arms was bent back awkwardly allowing her to stroke his cheek. She rotated her behind, letting his cock turn slowly just inside her squelching wet pussy. Her Kegel muscles flexed, massaging his tool as it sank slowly to its full length.

      "Sometimes I...oh god yes! Stay in me...! Don't move! I love the feel of you in me. I love the feeling of us being joined by your cock in my pussy."

      Laying behind his young wife, Caleb smiled into her fragrant short cropped hair. Their love for each other was unconditional. They had other lovers before they met. However, they knew from their very first time in the back of his old truck that they had something special.

      Like tadpoles in the sleepy creek that ran behind the house were born knowing how to swim, they knew the touch and taste of their bodies. They discovered mutual masturbation. They would sit cross leg facing one another. Sharonda stroked his cock slowly. Simultaneously, he fingered her pussy. His index finger slipped slowly up and down the crevice created by her engorged pussy lips, flicking lightly on her distended clit. They taught each other the proper pressure and speed the other needed to enhance the feeling.

      They overcame the taboo of tasting each other's juices. Sharonda first sucked hers from his dripping wet fingers. They giggled when he came sending a fountain of grey-white sperm high in the air. He licked his seed from her hands and body, grimacing at the saltiness while she licked his from his body like a cat at a bowl of cream.

      Now joined, They ground gently against each other. The antics of Abbot and Costello played on the new Emerson radio as they made slow languid love. Their soft mewls and panting drowned out the scratchy sound of the comedic duo.

      Caleb dutifully registered for the draft on his 18th birthday. However, A sharp-eared doctor at his pre-induction physical detected the faint click of a faulty valve in his heart. While not considered life-threatening under normal conditions, the stresses of combat might aggravate it. He was classified 4F, unacceptable for military service.

      Shortly afterward, they discovered Sharonda was pregnant. His parents, Henry and Tilda Carruthers were outraged. They were church-going Christians. The tenets of their fundamentalist religion demanded abstinence before marriage. Though abstinence, or for that matter monogamy, was rare in this Peyton Place of the Mississippi River delta country, they expressed the required outrage.

      Amanda Tate, Sharonda's mother, was a high yellow Black woman. Somewhere in her lineage, a Black female birthed a baby fathered by a White man. Her coffee with lots of cream complexion was the result of that miscegenation. As were her grey eyes and strawberry blond hair. However, her body was stereotypically that of a Black female with a large bubble butt and massive breasts.

      She endured the social ostracization of being pregnant out of wedlock in the 1930s. She was determined her daughter would not wear, like she did, that Southern version of the scarlet letter. Sharonda would not be excluded from the polite society, while her paramour went on with his life.

      Amanda's formal education ended with her pregnancy at 17. However, she was an intelligent woman. She possessed what Southerners called mother wit. She was also observant and a good listener. Those qualities served her well in the gossipy small town environment. She knew where the skeletons were buried.

      She and Caleb's father were erstwhile lovers. Back in the day, before he met Tilda and got religion, they fucked like the proverbial bunnies. Occasionally they hooked up with a third either male or female. Henry Carruthers's loved watching Amanda eat a woman's pussy until that woman passed out from the sheer ecstasy caused by Amanda's oral talents. Just as they shared pussy, they occasionally shared a cock. Henry's penchant for sucking cock was a deviance that could get him jailed for moral turpitude in the 1930's South. There was little they did not try at least once. Even after Henry married Tilda, they occasionally indulged their deviances.

      To assure her daughter's acceptance in polite society, Amanda employed her feminine wiles on Henry. She buttressed them with the implied threat to expose their deviant sexual behavior to his sanctimonious wife. At first, he demurred. He caved when she threatened to expose their relationship. Henry was incentivized to stand up to his wife or risk of losing the best piece of ass in the county.

      Caleb and Sharonda married when she was three months pregnant. Now, four months later, they lived with Amanda. Caleb graduated high school and was tutoring his wife so she could finish after she had the baby. A good provider, he worked several part-time jobs.

      Caleb clerked three days a week at the Goldstein's General Store. He also mowed lawns for the wealthy White residents on High Street. He was a talented, though untrained, automobile mechanic. He further supplemented the household income with this talent.

      The roar of a V-8 Chevy pulling up in front of their clapboard shack in the Black Bottom of Delta City announced Amanda's arrival from her job at the defense plant. In those early days of the war, she worked twelve-hour swing shifts six days a week. The work was hard but the money was good. For the first time in her 34 years, she had money left at the end of the month.

      The young lovers reluctantly uncoupled. They groaned as Caleb's cock slid from his wife's dripping wet pussy. It was only a pause. Like they did most nights, they would fuck before going to sleep. They covered their partial nudity with a sheet.

      The chatter of voices, punctuated by loud laughter, and the slamming of a car door signaled Amanda's arrival. Gasoline rationing was just taking hold. Americans were encouraged to conserve gasoline along with other war sensitive commodities. Amanda carpooled to and from work. Occasionally Caleb dropped her off on his way to his job working in the Goldstein's general store. His father gave him a derelict 1930 Ford truck as a wedding present. Using his newly discovered native mechanical ability, he nursed it back to life.

      "Hi ma 'dear! How was your day?"

      
        Amanda looked at the lovers spooned on the couch. Her nose crinkled. The scent of their lovemaking hung heavy in the humid air. How they could stand being that close together in this heat was beyond her.

      However, she thought, if I had that young stud I might endure the heat for some of that young cock.

      "I don't think I'll ever get used to being on my feet for these 12-hour shifts. My back is killing me!"

      Amanda was a big woman with big appetites. She was 5' 7" tall, weighed somewhere north of 200 pounds. Her 38C to D breasts matched her hips. The female fashion of the time did not flatter a large woman like her.

      The 1940s women's fashion was about creating a defined silhouette: broad padded shoulders, nipped in high waist tops, and A-line skirts that came down to the knee. This was the everyday shape for clothing, from suits to dresses. Even pants had a similar form. 1940s fashions were all about the hourglass figure with broad shoulders, tiny waists and full hips. If you were not naturally an hourglass shape, the clothes were designed to help achieve the look. They tended to make a woman like Amanda look like a linebacker.

      "Ma 'dear, you should let Caleb give you a back massage. I get back pain and he massages it out."

      Caleb lay behind his wife looking over her shoulder at his mother in law. The electric porch light behind her caused the thin cotton fabric of her dress to be translucent. He saw the deep vee created by her slightly spread legs. Amanda no longer wore a girdle, only cotton panties and bra. Considered outrageous before the war, the rubber usually used in corsets was needed for the war effort. Women, freed from the dictates of fashion, dressed for comfort. A jiggly ass became a sign of patriotism.

      One of the cock-hardening benefits of living with his wife's mother was her casual attitude about what she wore around the house. She either wore a cotton robe or just her panties and bra. Once he saw her naked walking across the hall from the bathroom to her bedroom down the hall from he and Sharonda's bedroom.

      "Boy, where did you learn how to give massages?"

      "I was on the football team in high school. Coach showed me how to work out a cramp or ease a sore back."

      
        
      

      Amanda stretched. The dress tightened across her chest causing her breasts to lift and the buttons on the dress to separate. Caleb saw her brown belly and snow-white bra. His cock jumped against Sharonda's plump behind. She giggled, reached back, and slapped his thigh.

      "I don't know about that," Amanda said doubtfully. "Shar, is dinner ready?"

      "Yes ma 'dear! Let me fix you a plate." Sharonda threw off the sheet and sat up on the couch. Caleb quickly turned on his belly, trying to hide his hard-on.

      He was quick but not quick enough. Amanda's eyes widened. She took a lung filling breath as she caught a glimpse of the significant bulge in his BVDs. The spasm in a tortured back muscle caused her to exhale sharply. The pain was excruciating.

      "Move over! No monkey business! But see if you can stop this pain in my back."

      "Umm...uhh...!"

      "What? Why you stammering and stuttering?"

      "Ma 'dear, it just that it's easier if you lay on your belly. That way I can stretch the sore muscles."

      "Fuck it! Get up then! You can give me a massage while Shar warms my food."

      Caleb scrambled to his feet. He strategically held one hand in front of his privates, trying to conceal his hard-on. He was unsuccessful.

      Amanda lay on her belly on the couch with an audible sigh of relief. Standing on a concrete floor 12 hours a day, six days a week took a toll on her body. Every day the pain in her upper back was more pronounced. She considered having Caleb drive her over to Mound Bayou to see the only doctor who took Black patients.

      "Uh...ma 'dear, you're going to have to pull your dress down to your waist!"

      
        Even exhausted and in significant discomfort, Amanda could not resist teasing her son in law. She lifted her head, turned, smiling devilishly at him.

      "You sure your story about knowing how to give back massages is not just an excuse to get me out of my clothes?"

      In fact, Amanda had no qualms about it. She was comfortable with her body and her sexuality. However, she enjoyed Caleb's discomfiture when she teased him.

      She knew he sneaked peeks at her. It did not disturb her. In fact, she enjoyed having a young hard body finding her attractive. The war-induced man shortage had her on a sexual starvation diet. She was accustomed to a feast.

      She paraded around the house in her underwear. She wore mostly unbuttoned thin cotton robes to cover her nakedness. It affirmed her sexuality to have a nineteen-year-old boy get hard ogling her 34-year-old body.

      Then there was that time she and Herman Sally were fucking in her bedroom. Herm was not much in the bedroom but times were hard. She was coming from washing up when Caleb stepped into the hall. Amanda pretended she did not see him. However, she got a thrill from his reaction to her naked body. Enough of a thrill that she sucked Herm's cock hard for round three of their lovemaking. Her jaws ached before he got partially hard.

      "Ma 'dear, I take all my clothes off when Caleb massages me!"

      "Shar, I ain't going to get naked in front of your husband." She grimaced as moving her head caused her back to spasm. "Okay! Go head!"

      "Uh...I need to straddle you"

      Amanda looked up at her son in law and smirked. She struggled to sit up. She unbuttoned her dress and pushed it down to her waist. When she lay back down on the old couch, her skirt rode up her bare legs. Her feet and ankles were dainty rising to full shapely calves and up to her full womanly hips. The hem of the dress barely covered her bubble butt. Like most women of the time, she was bare leg. Silk was a war commodity.

      "Go ahead!"

      
        
      

      The sight of her bare brown skin in contrast to her snow-white bra caused his cock to jump again. He knew if he straddled her, she would feel his hard-on. Instead, he elected to put one knee between her spread legs and the other leg on the floor. He felt the warm pressure of her bare thighs on his leg.

      His hands trembled as he ran his open palms from the swell of Amanda's ass up to her back. He felt the knots of the muscles in spasm in her back. He thought she shivered when he traversed down her sides, his hands brushing the sides of her breasts. He felt the hard knot of sore muscles just under her bra strap. Amanda groaned in pain he lightly poked it.

      "Shit! That hurt!"

      "It's the muscles right under your bra. I can feel the knots. You...uh...are going to have to take it off!"

      Amanda was in too much pain to tease anymore. "Go ahead! Take it off."

      Sharonda watched quietly as her husband's sweaty, trembling hands undid the clasps on her mother's bra. It was a surreal scene watching him undress her mother. One that she found strangely arousing. She watched quietly, one hand cupping her belly, as he pushed the bra straps off her shoulders. Then she turned and went into the kitchen to warm a plate for her mother.

      "Ma 'dear, you're going to have to raise up so I can slip it off." Beads of sweat popped out on Caleb's forehead and the bridge of his nose. He watched his mother in law painfully raise the upper part of her body. Her breasts hung heavily, all but the nipple clearly visible in profile.

      "Push the strap down," Amanda groaned in pain, "I can't reach it."

      Caleb pushed the bra strap down. Amanda turned to one side and pulled her arm out. He caught his breath as he saw her dark raisin like nipple. He stopped her when she attempted to turn on her side to free the other arm. Her large breasts sagged to one side. He caught his breath and swallowed hard.

      "That's enough," he croaked. "I can see the knots. This is going to hurt." He pressed lightly on one knot, massaging it with just the tips of his fingers.

      
        "Shit!" Initially, the pain increased as Caleb touched the knot. Amanda arched her back, causing her body to slip down the couch. Her dress, pinned between her body and the sofa rode up. Caleb watched wide-eyed as her white panties came into view. They were moist and made translucent by perspiration. The gusset was caught up between her meaty pussy lips. He licked his lips, unsuccessfully trying to moisten them.

      Amanda's eyes widened when her crotch pressed against Caleb's knee. The motion of his body as he kneaded the muscles caused the pressure of his knee on her privates to rhythmically increase and decrease. Initially her gyrations were the result of the pain as Caleb massaged each knotted muscle.

      As the pain subsided, she realized she was grinding her pussy against his knee. She felt it through the thin fabric of her panties. His hands slide down her back to the crest of her behind. Then back up again, brushing the mounds of her breasts extending outside her body. The groans of pain turned to moans of arousal.

      Sharonda stood in the door leading to the kitchen watching her mother hump Caleb's knee. She saw his hands linger over the mounds of her breasts. Though relatively inexperienced, the eroticism of seeing her husband's hands on another woman captivated her. The fact that the woman was her mother sent little shivers through her body.

      Her hands slid over her bulbous belly, finding her wet pussy. She slowly ran her finger through the cleft of her pussy as she watched her mother grind against Caleb's knee. When he looked back and saw her watching, she brought a finger to her lips, urging his silence. Sharonda stared fixedly at her mother's large rump, willing her husband to touch it. He looked questioningly from her to his mother in law's rump. Sharonda nodded.

      Caleb slid his hands down Amanda's sides, caressing the sides of her breasts. The pressure he applied was firm but soothing. Though worldly, Amanda had never had a sensuous massage. They were uncommon in 1942 America. Her body reacted to the feel of her son in law's strong hands touching sensitive nerve bundles, sending thrills through her body. She groaned, grinding her pussy into the cushions of the old couch as he grasped and squeezed her ass cheeks.

      They were lost in the moment. Caleb reveling in the feel of his mother in law's lush body. The fact that his wife watched added wickedness to the scene. He gripped Amanda's ass cheeks, pulling them apart, exposing her starfish and her swollen cunt lips spread around the gusset of her panties. He felt an overpowering urge to leaned down and kiss her brown eye.

      Amanda was riding a wave of pleasure just short of an orgasm. She was lost in the moment. Her ass cheeks clenched and unclenched. Her pussy creamed. She had never been this aroused without penetration. His hands on her body were exquisite torture. His strong hands applying pressure to sensitive nerves created a pleasant ache. Wantonly she ground her pussy against his knee, trying to drive her orgasm. Her body undulated with her need. She was unaware and uncaring that her dress was around her waist. Her panty clad ass was exposed. She raised her upper body, driving her pussy against his knee.

      Sweat streamed off Caleb. Amanda's long lust-filled groan as she came was satisfying. He had brought a grown woman to orgasm without fucking her. He rocked back on his heels and looked at his smiling wife. She puckered and blew him a kiss.

      "Dinner is ready, ma 'dear!"

      Amanda was disoriented. Her body still quaked. Her mouth was dry. She was drenched in sweat. Slowly she gathered herself. The realization of what happened washed over her. She felt rather than saw Caleb stand and walked to his wife. Amanda turned on her back, her large breasts fell to either side of her chest. Her daughter and son in law stood side by side, smiling at her.

      "How's your back, ma 'dear?" Caleb stood quietly, gently stroking his wife's distended belly.

      "What the fuck was that," Amanda exclaimed! "you did everything except fuck me!" She felt the lassitude one feels after great sex. She was exhausted but sated.

      "Ma 'dear, I told you Caleb gives great massages," Sharonda said coyly.

      Amanda lay on her back with her legs spread. The crotch of her drenched panties was uncomfortable between the lips of her pussy. She lifted her ass, reached between her legs and pulled the gusset loose. She was conscious of Caleb's wide-eyed ogling and her daughter's coy smile.

      "My back is fine! I'll take my supper on the porch where it's cool." She stood. Her bare breasts hung on her chest. She put her bra back on and stepped out of her dress. She picked up her plate and walked out on to the screened in back porch. She listened to the gurgle of the small stream as she ate.

      What the fuck just happened, she thought

    
  
    
      Chapter 5 

      
        Monday morning Caleb woke to the exquisite feel of a talented mouth sucking his cock. Her tongue slipped down the underside of his tool. Her lips applied light pressure as it slid slowly up and down. Warm saliva ran down his cock, cooling as it dribbled across his balls. As he struggled awake, Sharonda's large pregnant belly rubbed his side. He opened his eyes to see her looking up at him smiling around his cock. She grasped it in one small hand and pulled back.

      "Good morning, baby!"

      "Good morning, Shar! That is a wonderful way to wake up."

      Sharonda's head disappeared behind his cock. Her tongue slid across his hairy balls. Her other small hand caressed his nut sac, lifted it and continued down, tonguing the sensitive skin between his balls and anus. Caleb hissed and his hips thrust up when her tongue probed his asshole. He opened his legs and raised them to give her better access.

      They knew they did not have too much time. Grey dawn was already lightening the sky. All too soon her mother would be rapping on the door for him to get up and get ready for work. He was her ride to work for the day.

      Caleb groaned as his 18-year-old pregnant wife tongue fucked his ass. Barely seven months prior they were seniors in high school having their sex in the back of his father's old Ford. Now they were married and living in her mother's house. So much had changed.

      "Mmmm! Turn around, Shar so I can do you also."

      Sharonda rose from between his legs, her milk filled breasts swinging freely. She threw her thigh over his middle. She backed up on her hands and knees moving her large ass toward him. Caleb wrapped his arms around her ass and pulled her pussy down on his face.

      He inhaled the familiar scent of her arousal as her swollen wet pussy settled on his face. She inhaled sharply, making a soft whistling sound, as he French kissed her pussy, his tongue sliding between her wet swollen vaginal lips.

      As he lost himself in the joy of licking his wife's pussy, the floor creaked outside their bedroom door. The sound meant that Amanda was listening at the door. He redoubled his efforts, forcing his tongue deep in his wife's pussy. He knew that would drive her to a quick loud orgasm.

      
        Sharonda screamed as Caleb's tongue fuck her pussy with his thumb in her anus. Her back undulated as waves of pleasure washed across her body. Her head bobbed wantonly. His cock swelled in her mouth. She pushed her head down, wanting him to cum in her throat. She was addicted to the feel of his cum sliding down her throat and into her belly.

      The loud rapping of Amanda on the door signaled the end of their morning lovemaking. Sharonda sucked the last precious drops of her husband's seed into her mouth.

      "Sharonda! Caleb! Time to get up! Ya'll get your lazy asses out of that bed!"

      Amanda Tate licked her juices from her other hand. She shook her head ruefully, realizing she was becoming a voyeur for her son in law and daughter. Dear god, they loved to fuck! She could remember when she was like that, always horny, always ready for some dick.

      "Okay Ma' dear! We Up!" Sharonda held Caleb's cock in one hand and kissed the head. Just as she began to get up, Caleb pulled her back down and give her pussy a long soulful French kiss.

      "Mmmm tasty," Caleb mumbled, "you taste even better pregnant."

      She giggled and scooted forward. Sharonda swung her leg over and sat on the bottom of the bed. Her hand shot to her belly when the baby move.

      "Hurry! She's moving!"

      Caleb scooted down the bed next to her. He wrapped one arm around her waist and with the other pressed his hand on her belly.

      "I can feel it," he chortled, "I can feel HIM moving."

      "It's a girl silly." Sharonda slapped Caleb playfully on his shoulder.

      "It's a boy." He playfully rubbed her belly.

      
        "Hurry up, Caleb! You're going to make me late for work!" Amanda stood in the hall across from the bathroom and just down the hall from the kids' room. She had just finished her shower.

      As usual, she fingered herself to completion in the shower. Since Caleb moved in, it was an every morning thing. She walked toward her bedroom with a towel wrapped around her breasts. She knew she was wrong. However, she wanted Caleb to see her.

      Caleb bounced out of bed and grabbed the towel off the back of the wood chair by the bed. He leaned down and kissed Shar.

      "Remember what we said about ma' dear!"

      "Are you sure about this, baby?"

      Sharonda wrapped her arms around her husband's waist and pulled him to her. "I'm sure! Ma' dear needs this. Her man is off to war. She ain't got nobody. Besides, I need to be sure you don't be catting around when I'm out of action after having the baby! "

      "Hurry up! I'll go start breakfast!" Shar slapped his bare ass as he turned for the door.

      "Hey, "Caleb laughed rubbing his bottom, "I do the spanking around here."

      "Git, Mister! You're going to make ma' dear late for work."

      Caleb wrapped the towel around his waist and held it closed with one hand. He smiled as he reached for the doorknob. He looked back at Shar. She nodded her head.

      Though he spent his entire life in Delta City, Caleb was not naïve. The county of 2000 sitting on the Sunflower River was a southern Peyton Place, a hotbed of illicit sex.

      He had some difficulty understanding why a 34-year-old single mother would be interested in him. He accepted her attention as part of the price of living in her house. He and Shar discussed it. With a broadmindedness that belied her age and rural upbringing, she urged her husband to do whatever was necessary to keep her mother happy.

      
        This was not misplaced altruism. Sex was becoming uncomfortable for her. The midwife said it was that way with some women. She said it would pass after she had the baby. Sharonda knew that late in her pregnancy and for several weeks afterward, she might not be available to Caleb sexually. She would rather have him scratch his itch at home than get the readily available stray pussy in town.

      She was particularly concerned about Sharonda Collins. Caleb and Sharonda were an item before she and Caleb hooked up.

      Caleb opened the door and stepped into the hall. Sure enough Amanda was there. The threadbare terrycloth towel strained to cover her large breasts and bubble butt. Her ass cheeks were exposed. The front of the towel barely covered her hairy pussy. Caleb felt himself getting hard.

      "You hurry up with that shower. We running late. Shar! Get your lazy ass up and fix breakfast"

      Amanda ogled the tent her son in law's cock made in the towel. The boy was hung. And Lawd, she thought, look at that body! Six foot one inch, 200 pounds of lightly muscled 18 year old. He did not quite have a six pack but what he had caused her pussy to tingle.

      "I'll shower with Caleb." Shar stepped naked in the hall next to Caleb.

      "No you don't, Missy! Last time ya'll did that I was late and that old White man at the defense plant was on my case."

      She did not add that old man Goldstein used those moments of verbal reprimand to pat her ass. So far, she never let him go further than that.

      The teenagers smiled at each other. Caleb leaned down to kiss her and let one side of the towel fall, exposing his cock. He casually grabbed the end and pulled it together.

      For the brief moment, Amanda stared bug-eyed at his cock. She stepped into her bedroom, pull the door partially closed and let her towel fall to the floor.

      That motherfucker must be 9" and as big around as my wrist. She heard her daughter move past her door and head downstairs to the kitchen. She sat down at her vanity and began brushing out her reddish blond hair.

      
        Amanda heard the shower cut off. She glanced at her partially closed bedroom door. Still naked, she began applying her make up. Water dripping up the spout, she thought, let it all hang out.

      Being able to ogle a tight young man's body was just one of the benefits of her decision to let the kids marry if they agreed to stay in and finish school. Sharonda would graduate late but she would graduate high school. Caleb's parents, Herman and Tilda Scott were less sanguine about the idea.

      It was mostly that church-going, stick up her ass, Tilda that was the problem. If it were left to her, Caleb would have continued in school. The kids would not have married and Shar would be an unwed mother.

      Amanda stopped applying her make up when she heard Caleb padding barefoot up the hall. She shook her head and finished her make up. She stood and walk to her dresser to select her underwear for the day. She dressed thinking about Caleb.

      For weeks, the sexual tension built in the small wooden house. How Amanda dressed around the house added to the stress. After 12 hour shifts at the plant, she would come home, strip and wear one of the old shirts her boyfriend left when he went off to war. He was a big man at 6' 5" 230 pounds. His shirts fitted her like a mid-thigh button up the front dress. Her overly large breasts and behind caused the spaces between the buttons to gap open.

      Amanda was comfortable with her lush body. She considered it her most significant asset. So when she noticed her son in law ogling her, she accepted it as her due. What she did not expect was her reaction to him. Actually it was the playful sexual interplay between her daughter and Caleb that caused her arousal. They behaved like what they were: teenagers able to have as much sex as they wanted anytime they wanted.

      "Ma' dear?"

      Amanda turned. Caleb stood in her bedroom door with just a towel wrapped around his waist. The towel was tight enough to accent the bulge of his cock. Amanda caught her breath.

      "Yea Caleb?

      Caleb stared at Amanda. The tight confines of their house meant they were accustomed to seeing each other in various stages of undress. A few times Caleb saw Amanda as she walked naked across the hall to the bathroom. That was usually after she fucked.

      
        
      

      She wore only her white cotton panties and matching bra. She looked a lot like Shar except for a fuller body and a slight belly pooch.

      "Uh...about your car! I'm stopping by my folk's house tonight. But on the weekend, I'll take a look. Sounds like it might be just the starter."

      Amanda was unaware and uncaring that the gusset of her panties pulled into her vaginal cleft. It split and exposed her meaty pussy lips. She knew her son in law was staring.

      Amanda sat wide leg, leaning forward, her hands resting on her knees. Her large breasts hung forward. "Okay! It's been hard getting around without it! Hurry and get dressed! I'll see you downstairs"

      Her eyes widened as the bulge under the towel increased. Her heart rate increased and she felt warmth increase in her body. Unconsciously, she pulled the gusset of the panties out, exposing her hairy pussy.

      "Look, baby! I'll fuck your mother like you want me to. But what happens after you have the baby? What if she doesn't want to stop?" Caleb was eating his breakfast. He eyed the steps, waiting for Amanda to come down.

      "We'll cross the bridge when we get to it! Maybe the war will be over and her boyfriend comes home. We'll just have to wait and see!'

    
  
    
      Part Three

      Our tale of war, incest, and miscegeny continues. The war years have brought prosperity to Delta County, Mississippi. The new defence plant paid unheard of wages. People suddenly had money left at the end of the month!

      We met the Collins family in Delta County, Mississippi, part 01. The mother and father, Thomasina and Aaron, Their children Dre and Calista, and Tommie's sister, Allie Carruthers.

      We learned the dynamics of the family and the stresses they experienced in wartime.

      
        
      

      In Delta County, Mississippi, Part 02, we meet Caleb and Sharonda, married teenagers expecting a baby. We also meet Sharonda's mother, Amanda.

      Sharonda is concerned she might lose her husband to another woman as her pregnancy advances and sex becomes painful. She concocts a plan to have her husband seduce her mother so he can have all the sex he wants at home.

      Delta County, Mississippi Part 03 explores the dynamics as Caleb, following his wife's wishes, begins the seduction of her mother. The store owner where he works also develops an interest in him. Calista Collins, Caleb's one-time lover, reenters his life, complicating his and his wife's marriage.

      This story contains interracial sex, anal sex, incest, and probably others I missed. But rest assured that whatever they were doing, they were at least 18 years of age.

    
  
    
      Chapter 01

      "Gawddamit, Caleb! Bring your ass on! Shar is going to be here when you get home!"

      Amanda's pussy moistened as she sat on the cracked and worn leather bench seat in Caleb's truck. She thought about the erotic massage he had given her last night and how deep and satisfying her orgasm had been.

      In her promiscuous life, she had sex with many men and more than a few women. She had fucked and been fucked by many people in many positions. She was involved in many threesomes, a few foursomes, and even a gangbang with three men and a woman. However, she had never orgasmed as hard and as long as she had when her son-in-law gave her first erotic massage.

      Caleb and Sharonda were engaged in a long passionate kiss on the porch. He had rucked up her chenille robe and was caressing her bare ass as their tongues dueled. Sharonda's hand was between them, stroking her husband's cock.

      "Coming ma' dear," Caleb shouted, breaking their kiss. "I got to go, baby!"

      "I know, Caleb," Sharonda said, embracing her husband and clinging to him. "You understand what the midwife told us about sex becoming uncomfortable as our pregnancy progresses."

      
        
      

      "I think I do! But don't worry! We'll work it out."

      "I know we will, baby! I also know how much you love to fuck! I don't want to lose you because we can't fuck!"

      "As good as you are at cocksucking, I may not miss fucking," Caleb chuckled, lightly smacking his wife's bubble butt.

      "Dammitt, Caleb! You gonna make me late," Amanda hollered.

      Caleb trotted the few steps to where his old truck was parked on the side of the gravel road. He opened the driver's door and hopped in.

      Amanda sat in the passenger's seat wearing a knee-length pleated floral skirt. She sat with her legs crossed at the ankle and her knees spread, causing the dress to rise mid-thigh.

      She was aware she was showing more legs than she usually did. Her posture was intentional. Until last night, Caleb was desirable but off-limits. She wanted some of that young cock but didn't want to fuck her daughter's husband. After last night, she knew she had to fuck him.

      She heard somewhere that the Chinese symbol for confusion was two women under one roof. She didn't know any Chinese and didn't know anyone who did. But she wondered what the character was if a man was fucking two women under one roof, a mother and a daughter! Talk about confusion!

      Amanda was outspoken; what came up came out. She intended to quiz Caleb about last night's erotic massage.

      "You and my daughter set me up last night, didn't you?'

      "ma'am? I don't understand!"

      The truck slid on the gravel as Caleb turned from the gravel road onto the new shiny blacktop heading to the defense plant. The government resurfaced the road to facilitate the movement of trucks hauling war materiel.

      
        
      

      "Boy, don't play crazy with me! Y'all planned that scene last night!"

      Sharonda and Caleb discussed the massage in bed last night. Shar said her mother was sharp enough to understand what happened, and he should be honest with her if she brought it up.

      "We didn't actually plan it, ma' dear. But we did take advantage of the situation."

      "I'll say you did! When your coach taught you how to give massages, did he also teach you about spitting on someone's asshole while massaging?"

      Amanda turned, facing Caleb with one leg on the seat and the other on the floorboard. Her skirt rose even further, with the hem barely covering her panties.

      "No, ma'am! I did that myself!"

      Beads of sweat broke out on his forehead. It was at once embarrassing and exciting to discuss last night. Sharonda teased him about the intensity of their lovemaking the previous night, attributing it to his lust for her mother.

      "Well, remember it for next time, you hear! I have never had anybody spit on my asshole, and I liked it. You got other tricks like that?"

      Amanda leaned over and clutched her son-in-law's cock, causing him to lose control of the truck momentarily. It fishtailed as Caleb struggled to keep it on the road.

      She lurched backward, falling against the passenger side door. Her skirt flew up and landed on her belly, exposing her panties.

      In a moment of prescience, Caleb realized that his mother-in-law had not only agreed to more massages, but she also wanted them to be kinkier. Keeping one eye on the road, he swallowed hard, reached over, and cupped her pussy through her panties.

      "Just what the hell do you think you're doing?"

      
        
      

      "Returning the favor! You rubbed my cock, and I'm rubbing your pussy."

      Amanda was initially shocked at his forwardness. Then she smiled and spread her legs farther apart.

      Keeping one hand on the steering wheel and one eye on the road, Caleb stroked his mother-in-law's cleft through her cotton panties, applying enough pressure to push the crotch between her cunt lips. He pushed the gusset to the side and inserted two fingers in Amanda's honey hole, and found and rubbed her G-spot

      "Jesus Christ, boy! Not many men know about that spot!"

      Amanda's hips pumped against Caleb's invading fingers. The sloshing sound of her pussy competed with the whine of the tires on the pavement and the wind blowing in the window.

      Caleb's eyes flicked from the highway to his mother-in-law's chocolate thighs and back again. He fingered her G-spot while rubbing her large clit with his thumb. It was a trick he and Calista Collins accidentally discovered back in the day before he met Sharonda.

      "You like that, ma' dear?"

      "You know fucking well I do," Amanda moaned. "You're going to make me cum!"

      Her lips were pulled back across her teeth in a snarl, her eyes were at half-mast, and her lush hips pumped rhythmically.

      "Cum for me, ma' dear! Cum for your son-in-law! And you had better hurry! The defense plant gate is just ahead."

      "Fuck! Fuck!"

      Amanda came hard, her pussy clamping down on Caleb's fingers, her hips thrusting, her pussy creaming, and a stifled scream escaping her lips.

      
        "Oh my fuckin'God," she groaned.

      Amanda lay against the passenger side door of Caleb's truck, physically spent and enjoying the afterglow of her intense orgasm. Her legs were spread, exposing her hairy pussy with her cum soaking the gusset of her panties.

      "Boy, the only reason we ain't fucking is because I don't want to miss work."

      "Yessum."

      "Pull over."

      Caleb pulled to the side of the road just down from the defense plant. He watched as his mother-in-law got on her knees on the truck's bench seat, extracted his dick from his jeans, and took him in her mouth.

      His butt cheeks grabbed the seat as she expertly bobbed on his outsized tool. He reached over her body and stroked her ass as she sucked his dick. She was much better than his wife, Calista, or his sister.

      He eased a finger in her starfish and finger fucked her ass. Her groans and the saliva running down his shaft said she liked what he was doing. That came together, Caleb thrusting up and cumming down her throat while pumping back, burying his finger in her anus.

      "Jesus, that was nice, ma' dear." He watched as Amanda licked the dribbles of cum from his cockhead.

      "You're full of surprises! Most men in the Delta ain't into anal. But you made me make a mess! My skirt is wrinkled, and I can't work in these wet panties."

      "Take them off and give them to me," Caleb said quietly.

      Amanda stared at him, realizing they were in unexplored depths. Her son-in-law's adventuresomeness and air of quiet authority were intriguing. She had never had a man who told her what to do instead of asking her.

      
        
      

      She raised her hips, hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties, and slid them off. She smirked as she placed them in his outstretched hand.

      Caleb held the panties to his nose and inhaled deeply while staring at his mother-in-law's naked pussy. He started the truck up and pulled down to the gate. He leaned over and stuffed her panties into his glove box.

      His head was just above her gleaming wet pussy, and the scent was overpowering. He leaned down and kissed her pussy like he did her daughter's, driving his tongue deep into her hole.

      "Aww shit," Amanda exclaimed. "you got to stop! We need to get to work."

      Her hand rested on his head, her hips thrusting, trying to bury his tongue deeper. She raised her legs in the air allowing him greater access to her steaming hot hole.

      Caleb sat back in the driver's seat and wiped his mouth. The girls he had been with at school, fearing an unwanted pregnancy, preferred oral sex to penetration. Though young in age, he was mature in his oral sex techniques.

      "You're going to be late for work."

      "You bastard! Now I'll have to work all day with a wet pussy and no panties."

      Amanda opened the door and slid to the pavement. Her skirt caught on the seat and rode up, exposing her ass. Concealed by the open truck door, she stood with her dress up, letting Caleb get a good look. She leered at him over her shoulder as she pulled it down.

      "Have a good day, Caleb! I'll see you this evening."

      "You have a good day also, ma' dear!"

      He watched the seductive sway of Amanda's hips as she got in line to enter the plant. He tooted the horn and waved as he pulled back onto the road and headed into town.

      
        
      

      They didn't have a telephone at home else he would have called Sharonda and told her what happened. That would have to wait until this evening.

    
  
    
      Chapter 02

      Caleb Carruthers was apprehensive as he stepped from his beat-up old truck in front of Goldstein's General Store. It sat midway down Main Street across from the B&amp;O railroad tracks.

      In the weeks since her son was drafted and her husband started working long hours at the defense plant, Ella Goldstein behaved oddly toward him. She touched him a lot and asked him how his marriage was going. She wanted to know what he did for fun.

      She assured him that, unlike other White people, she liked Black people. These conversations were usually accompanied by her touching his arms or shoulder. Once, she laid her hand on his chest, marveling at his musculature.

      Caleb knew Ellen Goldstein was coming on to him, which scared him to death. The nightriders were strong in Delta County, enforcing the ad hoc segregation and anti-miscegenation dictums through intimidation and lynchings.

      Spurning Ellen Goldstein's advances were equally as dangerous as succumbing to her ham-fisted advances. Either way, she could holler rape when and if she wanted to. He could become the 'Strange Fruit' the old song spoke of...lynched and hanging from a tree!

      He and Shar discussed it. His young wife understood his dilemma. With an understanding that belied her years, she assured him that she would appreciate and stand by him whatever he had to do.

      While her support was comforting, he was loath to fuck Mrs. Goldstein. She had the original five-by-five body, figuratively just as wide as she was tall. Her faint mustache and straggles of hair on her chin didn't add to her looks. He suspected she was hirsute over most of her body.

      "Morning, Miz Goldstein!"

      Ellen Goldstein turned and smiled at her clerk and delivery boy. Caleb began working for her and her husband in high school. Initially, he worked part-time after school and on weekends.

      
        
      

      Her Calvin put him on full-time when he graduated high school. He pointed out that he was a bright, intelligent kid who would be invaluable to her as she ran the business by herself. Lately, she noticed he was no longer the gangly uncoordinated youth. She was ashamed of herself for how she was affected by his tall, muscular body.

      At 45 and 50, she and her husband's sex life had declined precipitously. She grew accustomed to the infrequent sex and the fact that she rarely was sated by what they did. In 1940s America, she accepted that as her lot in life. The mores of the time suggested that a woman's place was to please her husband. She accepted that.

      However, the war was changing America and Ellen Goldstein. People were filling roles and doing jobs that were unthinkable before the war. Pictures of Rosy the Riveter were displayed everywhere. She represented a new assertive role for women.

      For Ellen, it meant she dealt one-on-one with men for the first time in her life. Her new freedom caused her to look at Caleb differently. She caught herself staring at the bulge in his faded blue jeans. His tee shirt emphasized his broad chest and exposed his thick hard arms.

      "Good morning, Caleb! It's Monday, so we'll be busy all day. When we close this evening, I want you to deliver the rest of the shingles to your church. Tell Pastor Favreau these will probably be the last 'til after the war, especially with oil rationing."

      "Yes 'um, Miss Goldstein!"

      Covertly, Caleb watched Ellen Goldstein's massive rump jiggle as she waddled across the store. Like other women, she no longer wore girdles to conserve rubber for the war effort. His mother-in-law used the same excuse.

      He did not understand why they didn't wear the girdles they had already. Surely Mr. Roosevelt wouldn't have a drive to collect all the old girdles for their rubber. He suspected it was an excuse not to wear girdles, but he wasn't sure. It was one of those mysteries about women that he hoped to solve as he got older.

      "Caleb, I have some things in the storeroom I want you to set out before we open," Ellen Goldstein said, beckoning for him to follow her.

      
        She had made up her mind to fuck Caleb. She hoped she wouldn't lose her nerve.

      "Can it wait until after we open, Miz Goldstein? It's close to opening time."

      Caleb's belly was in knots. He knew what was coming.

      Caleb walked slowly into the storeroom, following Ellen down the aisles of can goods, seed, and burlap bags of animal feed. Her husband used to do the accounts in the back on an old desk.

      Ellen sat on the desk, letting her dress ride up.

      "Come closer, Caleb."

      "Miz Goldstein, I'm not sure...!"

      "You ever fuck a White woman, Caleb?"

      Some white women who traded at her store sometimes whispered about sex with Black men. They whispered about clandestine sex with them in their yards and barns. Mrs. Riley, the high sheriff's wife, claimed she fucked their handyman in her marriage bed every week. She said her husband liked to watch her do it.

      Ella Goldstein was sure some women, especially Susan Riley, were exaggerating, if not outright lying. She couldn't imagine any man liking to watch another man fuck his wife, especially a black man.

      "No, ma'am."

      Despite himself, Caleb's cock was getting hard. He was at that age where his cock was perpetually hard. Besides, eating Amanda's pussy in his truck left him hard and needy.

      Ellen pulled her dress up around her waist and lay back on the desk.

      "We don't have much time."

      
        
      

      Caleb gulped, looking at the forest of greying pubic hair covering Ellen Goldstein's pussy and belly. It was wet and matted around her pussy.

      "Miz Goldstein, I...!"

      "Hurry, boy! Do as I say!"

      Her voice was an odd mixture of lust and the preemptory way white people addressed black people in that era. She expected compliance, whether stocking the shelves, sweeping the floor, or fucking her.

      Caleb responded as he knew he had to, dropping his pants and stepping between her legs. He positioned his cock at her entrance and rammed it in.

      "Oh Fuck," Ellen gasped as Caleb's cock filled her as she had never been filled before.

      She felt pain from penetration for the first time since she was a virgin on her wedding night. Caleb was huge!

      Caleb pulled her legs over his shoulders and repeatedly pumped into Ellen Goldstein's pussy. She was initially moist but began to flow like the old river at flood stage as he fucked her. Unlike his wife, who fucked him back, her hips pumping up to meet his thrusts, Ella Goldstein lay there moaning.

      It didn't matter. After his session with his mother-in-law in his truck, he just needed to get off.

      Caleb was always fascinated by Ellen Goldstein's big jugs. Now was his chance to see them. He unbuttoned her dress, pushed it off her shoulders, and pushed her bra over her big titties.

      "These be nice!"

      They were blue-vined and pasty white with huge dark nipples. He leaned down and took her nipple in his mouth, sucking hard on it.

      
        Ella was getting more dick than she expected. With her husband, it was usually over in a few minutes, and he rolled off her and went to sleep. He never spread her legs like a wishbone and pumped into her like a piledriver.

      She felt something besides being wet for the first time in her life. Sensations were rocketing through her body, like when she accidentally touched the naked electric wire in the shed where the bags of seeds were stored.

      "Hurry, boy," she gasped, wheezing from the unaccustomed exertion. "We have to open the store soon."

      "We gonna take as long as it takes, Miz Goldstein. You wanted to fuck. Now we fuck until I got enough."

      A nascent fear and an unaccustomed lust fought for prominence in her mind. Susan Riley also said that black men tended to dominate white women. Ella feared she had unleashed a monster.

      Caleb pushed her dress off, leaving her naked, lying on her husband's desk. Her pussy farted as Caleb's massive tool filled her, forcing the air out. Her belly quivered, and her old pussy spasmed as the young black boy fucked her hard.

      "I feel so full," Ellen gasped, trying to match her young lover's thrusts by pumping her fat hips up.

      Caleb's back undulated as he drove his tool deep enough in her that his balls slapped against her ass. He thought about Shar and how they had learned so much from each other. He thought of his mother-in-law and how she seemed open to anything.

      He looked down at the store owner naked and sweating, her mouth open with drool running down her cheeks. He had an epiphany, realizing that white pussy was no different from any other.

      Pussy was pussy; you stick your dick in and get off. It was what came before and after that matter.

      For the first time in years, Ellen Goldstein felt the beginnings of an orgasm. She thrashed about on the desk as though she were having a seizure. She came hard, her pussy convulsing and the rolls of fat that were her belly quivering. Her mouth opened in a silent scream spewing spittle as she came.

      
        "You cumming, ain't cha? I can feel your pussy spasming. Say I love your nigga dick in me! Say it!"

      Caleb knew he was in charge. He might be lynched, but he would first enjoy this fat white pussy!

      "I love your nigga dick in me!"

      "Say, fill me up! Make me your bitch!"

      Ella Goldstein was out of her element. Even in their early days, she and her husband never talked during sex. Now she was being ordered to mouth obscenities.

      "Fill me up, you black motherfucker! Make my pussy overflow with your jizz! Treat this bitch just like you treat them black bitches!"

      Spewing the filth was like a release. She was enjoying being fucked and being pushed to her limits. Sex was more than her husband getting off and then going to sleep while she went and cleaned his cum from her pussy.

      Like the electric shock she got when she touched the live wire, sex caused her body to quake. However, the spasms in her cunt say she would have more than a scorched finger. As she came, the world narrowed to her and this young black man and his magnificent cock taking her to unimagined heights.

      Caleb pulled her legs onto his shoulders, leaned over her, and thrust hard into her pussy. He watched Ellen writhe as he put a fucking on her. Her big blue-veined jugs flopped up and down, and her humongous belly jiggled.

      He recalled something Sharonda showed him and he used on Amanda earlier. His wife said for him to rub her clit while he fucked her. He did, and she came so hard she passed out.

      Ellen screamed when Caleb rubbed her clit while long dicking her. She felt an overpowering urge to pee. Suddenly, she squirted for the first time in her 45 years, sending a fountain of ejaculate spewing like a fountain.

      Her body stiffened as though she had an electric shock then she passed out, falling back on the desk in a Jesus on the cross pose. Her arms and legs trembled as though she had a fever.

      
        Caleb was terrified, initially thinking she had a heart attack and died. He breathed a sigh of release when he saw her shallow breathing. He stepped back, pulling his cock from her gaping pussy. His cock sprang up and slapped against his belly.

      He walked to her head, aimed his cock at her mouth, and stroked his tool. His wife didn't care for him cumming on her face, but Calista Collins loved it.

      Caleb thought about Calista as he stroked his cock over Ellen Goldstein's mouth. Periodically he would slap her face with his tool.

      Ellen awoke just as Caleb came. She was startled to feel his hot juices spraying on her face. She opened her mouth to protest and got a mouth full of cum. She gagged as she swallowed her first but not her last load of Black cum.

      "What...what are you doing," she gasped?

      "Lick my dick clean," Caleb ordered.

      He slapped her face with his softening cock. When she opened her mouth to protest, he rammed it in.

      Ella Goldstein was frightened and aroused. Her Calvin had never fucked her like this. Nor had he made her cum or demanded she sucks his cock clean afterward. It was simultaneously revolting and exciting.

      She looked up wide-eyed at the smirking Caleb and did as she was told. Sucking his slimy cock wasn't bad, and she enjoyed how Caleb dominated her.

      Caleb pulled his cleaned cock from her mouth and slapped her face with it. Despite herself, Ellen giggled, liking the after play. She sat on the desk, with Caleb's cum running down her chin and dribbling on her chest.

      "Miz Goldstein, you say to treat you like a Black woman, and I always do that to them."

      Caleb suppressed a grin as he watched her wipe his cum from her face with her open palms.

      
        
      

      "You better get cleaned up. It's time to open the store."

      He extended his hand, she took it, and he pulled her to her feet.

      "I'll go clean up," she said shaky. "You open up!"

      When she turned to go upstairs, Caleb slapped her humongous ass hard.

      "What the fuck," she screamed, rubbing her ass with her hands.

      "This fat ass is mine now!"

      She watched Caleb walk to the front of the store to open. Ellen wasn't sure what she had started. Her cunt was sore as she climbed the stairs naked, holding her cum and sweat-soaked dress in her hand. But she knew she wanted more!

    
  
    
      Chapter 03

      "Dear God, Callie! Don't stop!"

      Clay struggled to keep his old truck on the dirt road leading to town while Calista was on her knees, giving him road head. One hand had a death grip on the steering wheel while the other stroked her bare ass. He struggled to keep his eyes open. His cousin, Millie, was the only other person to suck his cock. Even to the inexperienced Clay, it was apparent that she could not compare to his new wife. Callie was a pro! And she loved doing it.

      Many times in their two-month relationship before marriage, he wondered how she got so sexually experienced. He ached to ask but feared the answer.

      "SHIT! I'M CUMMING! I'm CUMMING!"

      His ass lifted off the seat, and the truck swerved dangerously as he pumped his load into his wife's mouth. Rope after rope of baby batter shot from his tool. Calista gulped it down. That was another thing he noticed. Millie always spat his cum out. She said she did not like the taste. Callie ALWAYS swallowed!

      Callista pulled her husband's dick from her mouth while smiling at his groans. He would be gone for eight weeks for basic training before being shipped to the war. She wanted to be sure he got a good send-off. She kissed the head of his cock, then sat back on the bench seat with her back against the passenger door.

      She wore no panties. Her legs were spread with one foot on the floorboard of their truck and the other on the seat. She slowly stroked her swollen cunt, letting her index finger slide between her cleft.

      "That was tasty," she said, wantonly smacking her lips and then licking them.

      Clay stole glances at his wife's pussy. He wanted to pull off the road and jump into the saddle created by Callie's lush thighs. He could not get enough of fucking her. He had never heard the phrase a lady in the streets and a whore in the sheets. However, if he had, he would know it described his wife.

      "I damn near ran off the road," he chuckled!

      Callie sat up in the seat, leaned over, and took Clay's semi-hard cock in her hand. She stroked it slowly, her eyes sultry, her lips moist with her saliva and his cum.

      "I'm going to miss giving you blowjobs!"

      With one eye on the road, Clay leaned over and stroked his wife's inner thigh. He felt the heat of her twat wafting from between her thighs. He loved having a no holds barred wife. His one regret was that he had to go into the service. He had a niggling unease. What would she do while he was gone?

      "I have been thinking. Maybe you should move back home while I'm gone. I worry about you in our house by yourself!"

      "I'll be fine, sugar! Don't worry! Besides, I like our house. For the first time in my life, I'm sleeping in my own bed in my own house!"

      
        "I just worry about you being alone!" Clay had a thought. "Look! Why don't you have your brother stay with you? He's sleeping on a pallet on the floor at your mama's house. He could do the same at our place, and I would not have to worry about you being alone!"

      Callie dropped her head. A sly smile played across her lips. It was the same idea she had. She needed to find a way to make it up to her brother for marrying Clay. Marrying Clay was more her mother's idea than hers. They never openly discussed it, but she knew her momma was worried about her and her brother having sex. She had a right to be worried; Callie and her brother were long-time lovers.

      "I don't know, Clay! I kinda like the idea of being alone."

      They could see the town in the distance. The gravel road turned to asphalt as they entered. Clay diagonal parked in front of the post office. Several young men, Black and White, stood in separate groups. Parked in front of them was an olive-drab school bus. The groups of boys were filing on the bus. A soldier checked off their names as they did

      "Well, this is it!"

      "I'll miss you, baby!" Callie leaned over and gave him a long tongue-filled kiss.

      Clay broke their embrace, jumped from the track, grabbed his cardboard suitcase from the back of the truck, and joined the boys filing into the car. He took one last look at his wife and waved as he boarded the bus.

      Callie watched the bus pull off and head out of town. As her eyes followed the bus, she saw Caleb loading feed sacks on a truck. He was sweating profusely, his thick muscles cording as he effortlessly lifted and loaded the hundred pound.

      She recalled when they were an item and fucked on a regular basis. He had a big dick and amazing stamina. They fucked like animals, anywhere and at any time. They explored sex in as many ways as they could imagine. When one of the boys brought some French postcards to school, they tried out those positions in the school bathroom.

      They had a spat about something; she couldn't remember what, and they broke up. She was looking forward to making up with him and having a long sweaty makeup session when she heard he got Sharonda Tate pregnant and they were getting married.

      
        She slid from the truck and walked toward him, unmindful of the wind blowing her skirt up or the black and white men watching.

      "' Morning, Caleb!"

      "Mawning, Callie! It's been a while."

      Caleb watched as the wind blew her skirt up around her thighs. It had been months since they fucked, but he still had the memories. Callie was a no-holds-bar, all holes available slut.

      "It has been," she said, moving within inches of him.

      Her pussy moistened as she inhaled his thick male musk and recalled smelling it as they fucked. They were good together, very good. Clay or her brother was nowhere as good in bed as Caleb.

      "How's married life? I hear Sharonda is about due."

      "She is," Caleb chuckled, "she looks like she swallowed a watermelon."

      "Well, you know, you could come to see me after she has the baby and is out of action. I got my own place now."

      As liberal as Sharonda was about who he fucked, Caleb knew she drew the line at Callie. Her efforts to get him to fuck her mother were to keep him away from Calista. Caleb knew she was right to keep him away from her. He and Callie were addicted to each other. If they ever started having sex again, there'd be no stopping.

      "Caleb! Stop lollygagging and get Mr. Breuer's truck loaded. Then come in the store; the shelves need stocking.'

      Ellen Goldstein had been watching them from the shadows. Caleb and the Collins girl seemed to be very comfortable with each other. Ellen was feeling the first pangs of jealousy. She had tasted the forbidden fruit and wanted more. And she didn't want any competition.

      
        "Yessum, Miz Goldstein. Got to go, Callie."

      "I don't get to town often. I think I'll stop by and holler at Sharonda."

      "That's a fine idea. I know she gets lonely being alone all day."

      "Caleb," Ellen Goldstein yelled again.

      "Coming, ma'am." Caleb watched Callie walk over, get in her truck and head out to the Bottoms where he lived.

      "I don't pay you to flirt with those Black women. Get back to work."

      Caleb followed her back into the store. When they were far enough in so they couldn't be seen from outside, he whacked her big ass.

      "What's the matter? Getting jealous?"

      Ellen yelped and grabbed her butt with both hands. He had been taking liberties like this with her since they had sex this morning. It wasn't that she minded; she actually liked it. But she was experiencing a rush of emotions she had never felt before.

      And he had her doing things she had never done, like working in the store with no panties. It was scary and wicked to wait on customers pantyless and wet with excitement.

      Caleb pushed her between the shelves of merchandise and lifted her skirt.

      "Caleb! Not here in the store! What if someone comes in?"

      "Then they'll see you getting fucked. Bend over!"

      Ellen moaned as he entered her. "That's right! Fuck me, you black motherfucker."

      
        The war years and the changes it forced upon the populace had turned Ellen Goldstein into a submissive black cock slut, and she loved it.

    
  
    
      Chapter 04

      "Calista Collins! How are you? Come in out of the heat and sit a spell."

      "I don't mind if I do. I dropped Clay off at the induction center. He's off to the war. I saw your husband and thought I would stop by and see you."

      Sharonda turned and walked slowly back into the house, her hand cupping her belly. She hadn't seen Callie since she dropped out of school after getting pregnant.

      "When are you due," Callie asked.

      "Any day now, according to the midwife. And it won't be one minute too soon. Lemonade?"

      "Don't mind if I do."

      Calista watched Sharonda waddle slowly around the kitchen, get two glasses off the shelf, pour the lemonade, and plop down in the wooden kitchen chair. She thought Sharonda looked uncommonly beautiful pregnant. There was an alluring glow about her. One of Callie's regrets was that she had never been pregnant. She was beginning to wonder if she could.

      "You look amazing!"

      "Please! I look like a beached whale. And I'm all out of balance with this big belly."

      Calista took a deep gulp of the ice-cold drink while eyeing Sharonda. She was sitting wide-leg, and her dress had ridden up her thighs. A soft sheen of sweat covered her face and legs. She looked beautiful. She realized she had been staring when Shar called her name to get her attention.

      "I'm sorry, dear! I was wool gathering thinking about my husband going off to war."

      
        "Caleb always feels bad he has that heart murmur and is 4F. He feels like he's not doing his part. I told him he's doing his part keeping the store going."

      "Can I touch your belly?"

      Sharonda was startled by Calista's unexpected request. "Certainly," she said, a little nervous.

      Callie stood and knelt in front of her friend. She placed the palm of her hands on her belly. She jumped when she felt movement.

      "That happens a lot here lately," Shar laughed, "it feels like the baby is trying to kick his way out."

      Calista caressed Sharonda's belly, feeling the miracle of the life in her. Overtaken by her fascination with Sharonda's stomach, she leaned forward and kissed it.

      "Caleb does that all of the time."

      Calista kissed each of Shar's bare thighs. She inhaled the fragrance that wafted from between her friend's legs. She suddenly realized the liberties she was taking. She rocked back on her heels and went to stand up.

      "Do you want to see my belly," she said quietly.

      She wasn't sure what was happening, but she was taken with Calista's fascination with her belly.

      "Could I?"

      "Sure! Rather than me trying to get up, why don't I unbutton my dress so you can see."

      As she spoke, Sharonda unbuttoned her dress. She wasn't sure where this was going, but she had known Callie since kindergarten and felt comfortable with her.

      "You're HUGE!" Callie knelt between Shar's legs, stroking her belly.

      
        
      

      "Thanks, Callie! That's exactly what I needed to hear," she said dryly.

      "I'm sorry. But you are so beautiful!"

      Calista was never sure what had come over her. But she leaned forward and rained kisses all over her belly. The aroma from Sharonda wafting from between her thighs was arousing as she kissed her way down and, with only a brief pause, kissed her pussy.

      Sharonda, taken by surprise, jumped and grabbed Callie's head.

      "I'm sorry! I am so sorry," Callie wailed, "I don't know what came over me."

      Sharonda felt sympathy for her friend. Instead of pushing her away, she pulled her to her belly, stroking her hair as she held her.

      "It's okay, baby! It's the war; it stresses us all."

      Sharonda applied steady pressure to Callie's head. She had never had a woman eat her out. However, that first kiss was intriguing.

      Callie dropped to all fours inhaling Shar's scent as she buried her face between her legs. She probed her hairy pussy with her tongue, relishing the soft sighs of her lover. It was her first time licking a pussy, and she liked it! She liked the taste, the wetness, and the tender way Shar caressed her breast through her dress.

      "It was a zipper in the back."

      Still sitting on the wooden kitchen chair, Shar undid the zipper and pushed the dress off her shoulders.

      Callie stopped licking her friend, sat up, and let the dress fall around her knees.

      "Mmm! I love your breasts!" Shar cupped and squeezed them

      
        
      

      "Don't you think they're too big?"

      "Girl, mine are too big! They're milk filled and at least two cup sizes bigger now. I have to pump out the milk to keep them from hurting." Shar paused. "Or have Caleb suck them."

      Callie walked naked on her knees between Shar's legs. She bent down and took one big milk-laden jug in her mouth. Sharonda immediately began expressing breast milk, filling Calista's mouth with the warm sweet liquid.

      She suckled until the flow stopped. "Can I do the other one?"

      "You had better not," Shar laughed, 'I need to save some for Caleb. It's time for my nap. Would you mind helping me upstairs to our bedroom?"

      The women stared long and hard at each other. They knew they were about to cross a line. They were unsure of what lay there.

      Naked, they went to the bedroom, where Callie helped Sharonda to bed. She lay head to toe beside her and buried her face in the fragrant cradle her friend created by placing one foot on the bed and spreading her other leg.

      Sharonda did likewise; the women had their first of many bisexual encounters. They used the techniques their men used on them, sucking their clits and rubbing their G-spots. They tried to trib, but it was uncomfortable for Sharonda.

      Finally, after numerous multiple orgasms, Callie lay on Sharonda's breast, caressing her belly.

      "I guess I had better go."

      "Okay! Besides, Caleb sometimes checks on me before he does his deliveries."

      "What would he say if he found us like this," Calista giggled.

      
        "He'd probably want to watch then fuck us both," she laughed

      "Are you going to tell him about us?"

      "Most definitely! We're open with each other."

      Sharonda struggled downstairs and watched Callie dress and then leave. As she went back upstairs, she realized she had a problem. She had encouraged her husband to fuck her mother as a way of keeping him from renewing his relationship with Callie.

      Now that was no longer an issue; she knew she could trust her new lover with her husband. However, what would she do about him and her mother?

      Life was getting very complicated!

      ###

    
  
    
      Part Four

    
  
    
      Chapter 01

      The sun was setting as Caleb tossed the last box of roofing tiles into his truck. This was his only delivery tonight. He would drop these off at the church, stop by and see his mother, then home for dinner. He was looking forward to telling his wife about what happened with her mother, Amanda, this morning.

      Initially, he was reluctant when Sharonda proposed that he seduce her mother so he would have someone to fuck during the last weeks of her pregnancy and the six weeks after. However, after what happened in his truck this morning, he was looking forward to it.

      He stepped back into the Goldsteins General Store. Ellen Goldstein was kneeling between the floor-to-ceiling shelves restocking them for the next day's business. She and her husband did this routinely at the end of each day. Now with him managing the defense plant, she did these chores herself. Like all the women, she did her part, filling in for the men engaged in the war effort.

      
        She also ran the lucrative marijuana business. The Collins' grew the weed on the same acreage they grew the hemp for rope. They dried it and bundled it. The local law enforcement knew of the illicit trade but adopted the "No harm, no foul" philosophy.

      Tonight she was to pick up a shipment from the landing on the slough down from Aaron Collins's hemp farm. She was dead tired, but with her husband working long hours managing the defense plant, she was also left to run that aspect of their business.

      A welcome evening breeze blew through the store's open door, ruffling her dress and reminding her that she worked all day with no panties, just as Caleb told her.

      She was self-conscious for the first few hours, imagining every customer knew her secret. After a few customers, she found her pussy getting wet as she conducted business with the various farmers; It titillated her that they had no idea she wore no underwear.

      "Miz Goldstein, I'm leaving to drop off the roofing."

      She looked back over her shoulder at Caleb.

      "Okay, I'll see you first thing in the morning. Don't be late!"

      Caleb walked up behind her and pushed her dress up on her back. She yipped when he smacked her bare ass.

      "I think I want a blowjob before I go."

      "Now, you just stop that. I enjoy what we did, but we can't be doing it all the time."

      She rocked back on her heels, looking at her stock/delivery boy. He'd been feeling her up all day. She hadn't had this much attention from a man since the first year of her marriage. Her husband was after her all of the time back then.

      "I can't stay long anyway. I got the deliveries and then home for dinner. But I got time for a blowjob."

      
        "Well, I never! What do you think I am? One of those black women like the one who stopped by the store this morning."

      "We ain't got time for this," Caleb said, dropping his pants, "suck my cock."

      He grabbed her head and pulled her toward him. He took his cock in his hand and slapped her face with it.

      "Stop it, you hear!"

      Her voice was wavering, and her will was weakening. She succumbed to the pressure of his hand on her head. When he pushed his cockhead against her mouth, she opened it and took him in.

      Ellen was a surprisingly good cocksucker. It was the only sex life she and her husband had, so she got plenty of practice. As she gobbled Caleb's cock she glanced up at the open door. If anyone saw her now....

      Her pussy flooded at the thought of being seen on her knees sucking a black cock. An exhibitionist bent she never knew she had surfaced. She imagined the shock, shame, and humiliation when they saw that Ellen Goldstein loves to suck black cock.

      Ellen gripped Caleb's hips, pulling him to her as she bobbed on his monster cock. She gulped repeatedly and then gagged as Caleb came, filling her mouth with more sperm than she had ever experienced. It was too much! She choked and pulled back, spewing spit and cum as Caleb continued cumming, covering her face in a gooey white mask.

      He shook off the last drops of sperm on her upturned face, then pulled his pants up.

      "I gotta go, Miz Goldstein. See you in the morning."

      Ellen watched him walk out the door, noting that his jeans were so tight they looked painted on. She wiped her face with her hands. She held her hands up, trying to decide how she would stand. With an impish grin, she licked her black lover's cum from her fingers, smacking her lips as she did. Then she struggled to her feet, and headed upstairs to her home to clean up.

      
        Her husband was demanding but had never treated her like that! He should have because she liked it.

    
  
    
      Chapter 02

      Tommie Collins stood with her hands on her ample hips, watching her son, Deandre load the marijuana into their old truck. Usually, her husband, Aaron, did this. However, he injured his back in the fields while trying to push a bale of hemp into the truck. He had been in bed for several days, unable to move while experiencing excruciating pain.

      He was also unable to fuck Tommie, leaving her horny and needy. Aaron wasn't the stud he was in his younger days, but what he could do satisfied her. That is until she succumb to her son last week.

      It wasn't the size of Deandre's cock that had her hooked; it was his stamina. He could fuck all night! And when he came, it was like the creek at flood stage. His cum filled her to overflowing, squirting out around his cock and when he pulled out, running down the crack of her ass.

      Tommie knew it was an incredible risk letting her son cum in her. Getting pregnant but her son was a terrifying but thrilling prospect. She shook herself to clear the thought from her head. One good fuck, and she was already thinking of babies!

      She watched her shirtless son's muscles ripple as he lifted and stacked the bundles of dried weed into their truck. It was nearly a week since her sister caught Tommie and her son fucking in the barn. Tommie wasn't aware they were being watched until Allie confronted her in the kitchen.

      "You finally had to get some of the young dick, right?"

      "Allie, I don't know...!

      "Don't lie! I saw you, and Dre knows I saw y'all. Besides, the straw and dirt on your clothes is a dead giveaway."

      Tommie started to explain and realized there was no explanation for fucking her son. She straightened her shoulders and admitted it.

      
        "Yes, I fucked my son! So what?"

      "Don't get huffy with me! I fucked him too, and the boy got good dick! Besides, this ain't the first time we shared a cock. You remember Cousin Cassius?"

      The three first cousins lost their virginity and began their sexual lives back in the day in that same old barn. They fucked and sucked in various combinations, MF, FMF, etc., until they were grown, married, and he moved across the county to work at the defense plant.

      "Cousin Cassius could really fuck," Tommie giggled.

      "Yeah, he could, but I think Deandre is better. I was drunk when we fucked in the road the other night, but he definitely put a fucking on me with the donkey dick of his. I'm still sore!"

      "Me too! Thank god Aaron hurt his back! I don't know if I could take a cock right now."

      "I'm not sore anymore, Tommie reflected, watching her son. I could use some of that young cock."

      She walked over and wrapped her arms around Deandre's waist with her hand on the front of his jeans, stroking his cock. She inhaled the intoxicating musk as sweat ran off him.

      "I'll be late getting to the landing if you keep this up."

      "The old bitch will wait. She makes more money on reefer than on the old store."

      Dre turned in his mother's arms, lifted her dress, and cupped her meaty ass.

      "Mmm! I like you with no drawers."

      "I want to be ready when we get some time alone."

      Tommie hissed when her son's finger pressed against her anus. "I ain't had nobody in my ass in years. Your daddy don't do it."

      
        
      

      "Daddy don't eat your pussy either, does he?"

      As they talked, her son backed her up to the truck.

      "No, he don't. But I like it when you eat me. It sends thrills all through my body. But you can't do it here. Someone might see us."

      She embraced her son's waist as he worked his finger into her starfish. She opened her legs and leaned against the truck, giving herself up to the inevitable. She glanced at the open door to their shack. Aaron couldn't get out of bed; maybe she could let her son...!

      "Tommie! I need you," Aaron shouted from in the cabin.

      "FUCK!" She screamed her frustration as her husband called her just as her son's tongue teased her clit.

      " I've got to go. Your father needs me."

      She shivered as her son French kissed her pussy, burying his tongue in her hole. He stood, turned her toward the house and smacked her bare ass to send her on her way.

      "Maybe later, Ma' dear!"

      So much for that, she thought as she made her way to check on her husband.

    
  
    
      Chapter 03

      In the quickening twilight, Deandre drove down the barely discernable dirt road past his Aunt Allie's place on his way to the slough. He reflected on how much his sex life had changed in the past week. Aside from his sister, Callie, who he fucked on a regular basis, he now was fucking his aunt AND his mother. The war might be affecting the supply chain but there was no shortage of pussy.

      
        She was sitting on her porch under the moonless sky. He tooted his horn, stopped the truck, and waved.

      "You going to meet ole lady Goldstein?"

      "Yea! Daddy is down in his back, so I'm making the delivery."

      "I'll go with you and keep you company."

      With her sons and husband off fighting the war, Allie rarely dressed. Tonight she wore only a threadbare mid-thigh housecoat and cloth slippers. Never one for false modesty, she climbed into the truck, and her housecoat fell open to her sex.

      Deandre reached over, cupped her pussy, and inserted his index finger. Allie jumped and covered his hand with hers; she did not attempt to stop him. Her enormous hips pumped lazily against his finger; the sloshing sound of her pussy filled the tight confines of the pickup's cab.

      "Boy, don't you ever ask?"

      She lay her head back on the seat, watching her nephew through slitted eyes. Her hips pumped slowly, relishing the feel of his work-roughened finger in her needy hole.

      "Auntie, why ask when I know the answer?"

      Dre turned, leaned over, and unbuttoned the top buttons on her housecoat, exposing her big jugs. He squeezed them hard, bent over, and took her nipple in his mouth. Allie cradled his head while he simultaneously fingered her pussy and sucked her nipple.

      "Sure of yourself, ain't you? Fuck that feels good."

      "I'm sure of you and what you need."

      "You better get going so we don't miss Miz Goldstein. Afterward, we can do something."

      
        "Lick my finger clean, so I don't make the steering wheel sticky," Dre said, holding out his finger.

      Allie looked speculatively at her nephew. They had fucked one time, and he was treating her like she was his bitch. In some ways, she was. There were few available men in this time of war. Dre was one of the few men not drafted.

      She took his hand and held his eye as she licked her pussy juices from his fingers. Afterward, she smacked her lips.

      "You like the taste of your pussy?"

      "I like the taste of pussy, period," she said.

      Dre smiled, nodded, scooted under the steering wheel, put the truck in gear, and drove down the old dirt road to the landing. He used his right hand to pick up where he left off, fingering his aunt.

      "Take off your housecoat."

      "What makes you think you can order me around? You ain't my man!"

      "Maybe not. But I'm what you need. Take off the housecoat!"

      Smirking at his forwardness, Allie pushed her housecoat off her shoulders. She raised her ample butt, pulled the coat from under it, and laid it on the bench seat. A warm breeze carrying the distinctive aroma of the swamp wafted in the open window. It cased her nipples to harden and her pussy to flow.

      "Better?"

      "Much better," Deandre said.

      He used one hand to continue fingering her while steering the truck through a tree-lined road.

      
        "MMmm! It's been years since I got naked in a car and got finger fucked.."

      Dre pulled his finger from her pussy, sucked it then offered it to her. Allie licked it clean. Then she knelt on the bench seat, unbuttoned his jeans, pulled out his cock, and took it in her mouth.

      He stroked her ass while his aunt sucked his dick, keeping one eye on the faint trail leading to the landing.

      Allie pulled his cock from her mouth, stroked it, and looked at her nephew.

      "Lawd, I have missed sucking cock. I mean. I like to fuck and all of that, but I love the feel of a cock in my mouth."

      "You have to stop now; we're here." He slapped her ass smartly.

      "Ouch!"

      Allie sat up on the seat and peered out at the slough. "You can't see your hand in front of your face out here."

      She scooted down in the seat, spread her legs, and began fingering herself. Her nephew watched and smiled.

      "You do that a lot?"

      "Yea, I do! Til you fucked me, I was on a long dry spell. With the war on, ain't too much stray dick out here."

      Dre turned off the headlights as he approached the landing. The High Sherriff knew of the clandestine marijuana trade, but Dre was cautious. You never knew what white folks might do.

      "Should I put my clothes on now?"

      
        "No, ole lady Goldstein cain't see you in the truck. Besides, I like you naked!"

      Allie massaged her breasts and played with her pussy while thinking of her newly assertive nephew. In some ways, he reminded her of her husband. She didn't know the term in 1940s America, but she and her husband were in a D/s relationship. Beneath her brassiness was a natural submissive.

      Before he got drafted and got sent off to fight the war, they used to go to a club outside Mound Bayou. Other men came, some by themselves, others with their wives or girlfriends. They would drink 'shine, smoke reefer, and partner swap.

      They only went a couple of times, but Allie came to love the feel of strange cocks in her pussy and ass. She also developed a taste for pussy.

      Deandre exited the truck, walked to the rear, grabbed the kerosene lamp, and lit it with a wooden match. He quickly closed the shutters on the lamp to prevent someone from seeing the light. He walked to the jetty's edge and opened one shutter facing the slough.

      Sitting in her flat bottom Johnny boat, Ellen Goldstein saw Dre's signal and replied by opening a shutter on her coal oil lamp. She grabbed her pole and rowed toward the light.

      Thank God Aaron was on time. She was tired, and her pussy was sore. She wanted to finish this last piece of business and get home and to bed.

      A gentle breeze stirred but didn't lift the mist hanging over the slough. However, it blew up her print dress, tickling her naked pussy. She recalled fucking Caleb and sucking his cock. She felt some guilt but tempered it with the exigencies of the war climate. People were doing things they never thought possible.

      Her boat bumped into the ramshackle wooden landing. She stood and stepped off onto the landing. A shadowy figure moved toward her.

      "Good evening, Miz Goldstein."

      "Deandre! What the hell are you doing here?"

      "My father hurt his back, and I had to make the delivery.."

      
        
      

      Ellen speculatively eyed the large black youth. He was a more muscular version of Caleb. She had seen him around town for years and watched him mature into the strapping man he was. Ellen had bitten into the forbidden fruit of black cock; she wanted more.

      "Okay! Let's get this stuff loaded," Ellen said.

      Allie watched unseen in the darkness through the truck's back window as Dre and Ellen transferred the marijuana bales to the boat. She watched as Ellen took every opportunity to bump into him with her ample hips.

      The old bitch couldn't be more obvious about what she wanted, Allie thought.

      Finally, the weed was loaded. Ellen pulled out a packet of Bull Durham cigarette papers and rolled a joint.

      When Dre raised a questioning eyebrow, she said she needed to sample the goods. Ellen jumped up on the tailgate, fired up the reefer, inhaled deeply, huffed, and offered it to Deandre.

      Deandre was unsure of where this was going. Allie was in the truck naked and ready to fuck. He planned to fuck her on the pier after ole lady Goldstein left.

      However, the way Ellen sat on the tailgate with her legs spread and her dress across her upper thighs was a blatant invitation. He was reluctant to accept it. First, fat white women weren't his type, and secondly, sex with white women could be a death sentence for a black man in 1940s America.

      Ellen deeply inhaled the marijuana. Before the war, the only mind-altering substance she used was cooking sherry. After her husband got them into the marijuana business, she began toking and liked the feeling it gave her.

      After passing the joint back and forth a few times, Ellen was high and horny. Fucking Caleb had whetted her appetite for black cock. When she offered the spliff to Dre, she wrapped her fat legs around him and pulled him to her.

      
        Dre stood between the storekeeper's legs. Her dress was pushed around her waist, but he couldn't see anything on this moonless night. He could barely see Allie on her knees, watching through the truck's rear window.

      "Miz Goldstein, is this part of the deal?"

      "I just added it," Ellen said, surprising herself with her forwardness, "Fuck me!"

      "Miz Goldstein, I just make...!"

      "Do as I say, boy!"

      Deandre's back stiffened at the peremptory way she spoke to him. Even with sex, she felt entitled.

      Allie watched her nephew step between the fat woman's legs. She nodded when he glanced at the truck's rear window and motioned for her to join him.

      Dre dropped his pants, stepped between Ellen's fat legs, positioned his tool at her entrance, and pressed in.

      "Oh my God," Ellen exclaimed.

      She wasn't a connoisseur of black dick, but this boy was at least as long as Caleb but considerably fatter. She felt pain as he slid into her dripping wet pussy, stretching it like never before.

      "You like that, you ole fat bitch?"

      He long dicked her taking deep, slow strokes, bottoming out against her cervix, then pulling out until just the lips of her butterfly-lipped pussy covered the head of his cock.

      Ellen realized that, like Caleb, but unlike her husband, Deandre talked during sex.

      "You're so big," she managed to gasp out.

      
        
      

      "When I'm finished with you, you fat slut, your pussy will be large enough to take any dick."

      "Oh my God, it feels so good!"

      As he increased the speed, the interior light on the truck came on as Allie opened the door and stepped out. She hadn't eaten any pussy since her husband got drafted, and they stopped going to the club, and she had never eaten white pussy.

      She eased open the truck door and stepped out of the ground. Due to the moonless night and the fact that Ellen was on her back in the truckbed, she didn't see Allie until she reached over the side of the truck and squeezed her tit.

      "What...?"

      Ellen twisted on the truckbed, trying to see who it was. Dre wouldn't let her scoot away. He wasn't sure what Allie had in mind, but he kept fucking Ellen. She was tight, wet, and too far gone to resist when Allie unbuttoned her dress and pulled it down, exposing her humongous jugs.

      "What are you doing to me," Ellen gasped?

      "You wanted to fuck, didn't you? Move your ass!"

      Ellen jumped when Deandre slapped her hip. It shocked her to be slapped while having sex. Her cunt flooded and her hips pumped faster.

      She thought she could see the outline of a woman standing next to the truck bed. Fear gripped her as she realized the only one who knew where she was was her husband, who was working at the defense plant. There was no telling what these people might do to her.

      "Hush, Honey, just go with the flow," Allie said.

      She stepped next to her nephew and put her arm around his waist. "How is she?"

      "Tight and wet," Dre snarled, his lips pulling back, exposing his even-white teeth.

      
        
      

      He held her legs high in the air while stroking rhythmically. Her pussy sloshed like the water in a bucket.

      "What are you going to do to me?"

      The unexpected appearance of the black woman frightened Ellen. There were whispers of what black people did to white women. She had heard rumors about white women taking black lovers. The rumor said that once you go black, you never go back.

      This was the second time in 24 hours that she had a black cock. She was becoming addicted to the full feeling of a fat cock in her pussy.

      "You just take it easy," Allie said, taking the obese storekeeper's nipple in her mouth, "you going to get a little extra tonight."

      Allie climbed into the truckbed, squatted over Ellen's face, and lowered her pussy to her mouth.

      "You like black dick; let's see how you like black pussy."

      Ellen was having trouble breathing. Allie's big ass covered her mouth and nose.

      Then Allie's pussy juice began dripping into her mouth. Simultaneously Dre back undulated as he drove his dick deep in her pussy. Ellen was overwhelmed by the cock in her hole and the pussy on her face.

      High on reefer and out of her element, Ellen gave herself up to the twin sensations of a black cock in her hole and a black pussy on her face. She wrapped her arms around Allie's hips and pulled her cunt tight to her face.

      The musky smell and tart taste of pussy juices were intoxicating. Ellen forced her tongue into Allie's creaming hole, savoring her first taste of pussy. Simultaneously, Deandre was like a pile driver, slamming into Ellen's pussy. The twin sensations of a massive cock in her pussy and a wet pussy covering her face created an out-of-body experience.

      
        "Mmm! Nice," Allie crooned, rotating her hips on the storekeeper's face, smearing her cunt juices. "Take my clit in your mouth, Miz Goldstein. YES! Just like that, but finger me too!"

      "Enjoying yourself, Auntie?"

      "Boy, you're a caution! But I like your style!"

      Allie leaned forward and kissed Dre while rotating her pussy on Ellen's mouth. She gasped when Ellen's tongue penetrated her hole.

      "Does she fuck good, Dre?"

      "She's alright, Auntie, but she ain't as good as you."

      Ellen was lost in the sensations of a monster dick in her pussy and a black pussy on her face. She wrapped her arms around Allie's hips and pulled her closer.

      "Let's switch! I ain't never ate no white pussy."

      "Don't stop," Ellen screamed when Dre pulled out of her pussy.

      "Don't worry, girlfriend, we gonna do something a little different."

      Allie hopped off the truck and knelt between Ellen's legs while Dre stepped behind her. Simultaneously, Allie buried her face in Ellen's dripping wet pussy while Dre entered Allie from behind.

      "Oh, my God! What are you doing to me?"

      Ellen had never had oral sex. Her husband was the first and only man she ever had, and he didn't do it. Initially, she tried to pull away, scooting up the truck bed. But Allie grabbed her legs and threw them over her shoulders.

      
        "Hold still, bitch! You in for a real treat," Allie said, as her tongue probed deep in Ellen's honey hole.

      She could feel the woman's pussy convulsing around her tongue. She took Ellen's clit in her mouth and sucked it as Dre buried his tool in her fevered pussy.

      "Oh my god,"

      Ellen screamed repeatedly while holding Allie's head tight to her pussy. Allie jammed a finger in her hole, fingering her while eating her.

      "Fuck!"

      Ellen was overcome with lust. She writhed on the truck bed, clawing at Allie's head as she expertly ate her out. Ellen came repeatedly, lost in sensations she had never experienced.

      Allie shrank away and then thrust back when her nephew entered her from behind. The twin sensations of a cock in her pussy and a pussy in her mouth weren't new, but it had been a while.

      "Boy, that dick of yours is a real pussy satisfier."

      "You like my cock, Auntie?" Dre smacked her ass to emphasize his point.

      "Your dick is a motherfucking thoroughbred! Slap my ass again!"

      For several minutes, the sounds of Deandre, Allie, and Ellen competed with the frogs croaking and the splash of fish in the slough. Ellen orgasmed so many times that she was senseless with lust.

      "I'm going to cum, Auntie. "

      "Fill me up! Make my pussy overflow with your seed."

      She knew pregnancy was a real possibility, but she was a freak for her pussy being cum filled and decided to take the risk.

      
        
      

      Ellen's fat ass lifted off the truck bed as Allie licked her to another orgasm. She lay back, her legs spread, dripping her juices, her face glistening with sweat and Allie's pussy juices, and her arms in a Jesus on the cross pose. She gasped repeatedly, trying to catch her breath.

      "We got to be returning to our farm, Miz Goldstein."

      Dre took her hand and pulled her off the truck. Ellen's world spun slowly around her as she held on to the tailgate. Like a drunk, she turned and staggered toward her boat. She stumbled when Allie smacked her ass.

      "You'd better take your dress, " Allie said wryly. It might be hard to explain coming home naked with a wet pussy."

      Allie tossed the dress to Ellen, who caught it and eased into the boat. "Send word when the next shipment is ready, and bring your friend with you."

      Allie wrapped her arms around Dre's waist as they watched the naked Ellen pole off, disappearing into the swamp mist.

      "Hell of a night, Dre, hell of a night!"

    
  
    
      Chapter 04

      Caleb Carruthers stepped from his truck and glanced around at the houses in this section of Delta City called The Bottoms. They sat on two feet high brick cairns to minimize the effects of the Spring floods. He was born and raised here and knew the tenants of every house.

      Caleb waved to some who sat on their front stoop, trying to catch some air as he walked up the steps to his parents' home. As usual, the door was unlocked. No one locked their doors in this town. Housebreaking was uncommon because everyone knew everyone. Besides, they were all poor, and there was little to steal.

      "Momma, It's me!"

      
        Not hearing an answer, he walked through the clapboard house toward the rear. On hot summer days like this, his parents sat by the creek under the old willow trees. When he pushed open the rear screen door, he saw his mother sitting on the old wooden bench under the willows.

      She wore the plain button-up, the front cotton dress that was almost a uniform for women in this hot, humid clime. Her thick legs were bare, her feet in simple cloth house shoes. The top two and one bottom buttons of her dress were undone. Her large breasts spread across her chest and outside the frame of her body. The dress, moist with sweat, clung to her body, emphasizing her large soft nipples. A faint gleam of sweat covered her moon-shaped face. On the seat next to her was a quart mason jar filled with moonshine.

      "Over here, baby!"

      Caleb leaned over and kissed his mother on the forehead, looking down at her partially open dress to her substantial cleavage.

      "Daddy's not home yet?"

      "He's up at the church helping the pastor fix the roof. It's been leaking for a while. They finally got enough money to buy the shingles!"

      Caleb had dropped the shingles off. He didn't see his father or the pastor, but his wife was home. She was one of those high-yellow Creoles from up by Mound Bayou. She was cute but skinny as a rail.

      They played a little grabass from time to time, but nothing serious. Her breasts were soft and small, like melons, with brownish, very sensitive nipples. She let Caleb feel her up and suck her nipples, but nothing else. Besides, he liked his women with more meat on their bones.

      Caleb sat beside his mother on the swing, his thigh touching hers.

      "You know you shouldn't drink that 'shine in this sultry weather. It ain't good for you."

      "Son, I'm well past 50. How far past ain't none of your business. Everything that can happen to this old body already has."

      
        Tilda Carruthers turned the mason jar up and chugged down a big gulp. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

      The condensate dripped from the bottom of the jar and landed in his mother's cleavage. It combined with the perspiration there and slid between the mounds of her E cups, disappearing under her dress.

      Caleb reached over, undid the remaining buttons, and opened her dress, exposing her corpulent body and humongous jugs.

      Tilda's hand covered her son's as he picked up one of her breasts, leaned down, took her nipple in his mouth, and sucked it. She sat her drink down and held her son's head to her bosom. Her eyes partially closed, and her face looked dreamy as he suckled.

      "Now, you stop that! Your daddy has been gone a while, and he might return any minute!"

      Ignoring her, Caleb slid his other hand down her belly and through her unruly thatch of salt and pepper pubic hair. His index finger slid between her puffy vaginal lips.

      Tilda's hips pumped up, and she covered his hand with hers, pushing it inside her. Months ago, she gave up the pretense of trying to stop him.

      "Let me trim your pussy hair while I'm here!"

      Tilda brushed her son's hand away from her pussy.

      "Stop that! It's too hot. Besides, the last time you trimmed my pussy hair, you ate me out."

      Caleb pushed his mother's hand away and reinserted his finger in her pussy. She was wetter now, her hips rotating slowly on his finger.

      "Yeah, and you damn near drowned me when you came!'

      
        "Watch your language, boy! You know this is a Christian house." She took another big gulp of the moonshine.

      "The scissors are in my sewing kit...!"

      "...on the shelf in the kitchen, he laughed. "That's where they always are!"

      Tilda watched her son's tight ass in his well-worn jeans as he walked across the yard and into the house.

      She thought I'll probably burn in Hell for what he and I do. She picked up the jar and took another slug. But at least I'll remember having my son's stiff cock in my twat.

      She was never sure how they started fucking. It was after he moved in with that bitch Amanda. It was one of those evenings when she drank too much of this 'shine. Of course, she always admired his tight body. That night she found out his cock was bigger than his dad's.

      Tilda was sitting in this same swing, drinking. She recalled them talking and his hands on hers. Then they were kissing with his hands roaming all over her body. The next thing she recalled, she was on her back on the ground, sweating like she stole something, screaming like a bitch in heat, with the most enormous cock in her 58 years stretching her hole.

      When she thought back on it, it might be wrong, but Caleb gave her the good fucking she needed. She and his daddy's sex life had dwindled to nothing. It was like a cow shitting in the road; a fuck her and a fuck there. But nothing like she was used to having. Tilda was a woman who needed lots of dick and needed it often. She had begun to think her sex life was in the rearview mirror.

      Then her son fucked her. Now, she was always as wet as these Bottoms after a Spring flood and as hot as an August day in the Delta. All she thought about was her son's dick.

      Caleb returned with the scissors and a comb. He knelt between his mother's legs and pushed them apart. His nose wrinkled as the aroma of her arousal assaulted his nostrils.

      "Caleb, just trim it! The last time you shaved me clean, I looked like a pre-teen girl. A woman needs some hair on her pussy."

      
        Caleb carefully pulled the comb through Tilda's tangled thatch. As he did, her cunt lips swelled as they engorged with blood. His mother's greying pussy hair began to glisten with wetness.

      "What did Daddy think of your shaved pussy?"

      Tilda looked down at her son, watching him trim her pussy hair. Having a man cut her pussy hair was new to her. However, she enjoyed the intimacy and looked forward to it.

      "He don't pay no attention. He stopped doing me years ago, except when we were drinking. He spends all his time at the church. If it weren't for you, I wouldn't be getting any dick at all!"

      Caleb leaned forward and kissed his mother's puckered pussy lips, causing her thighs to tremble.

      "I don't know why. You got the sweetest pussy ever."

      "You stop that," Tilda said, tapping him lightly on the head, "you know what that does to me."

      Caleb continued combing and trimming his mother's greying pubic thatch. She was dripping wet when he finished. Her juices were running from the bottom of her cleft and through the cheeks of her ass. Her breathing was harsh, and her eyes were closed.

      "All done, momma!"

      Tilda opened her eyes. She looked down at her smiling son.

      "You know you ain't done. You done got me hooked on you eating me. I know it ain't right, but I need it."

      Caleb's father was old school. He could fuck all day but refused to eat pussy.

      Caleb rocked back on his heels. The power in their relationship shifted from her to him some months back when he licked her to orgasm for the first time. They were still mother and son but lovers also. Maternal love combined with sex added a new dimension. Unfortunately, he was not sophisticated enough to understand why.

      
        
      

      Sex with his mother was different from his wife, Sharonda. He and his wife reveled in exploring each other's bodies. Especially now with her pregnant. Her libido was off the charts.

      Her mother, Amanda, was as different fucking as old lady Goldstein at the store. Mrs. Goldstein just moaned and lay there.

      Caleb and Shar started out doing each other orally and loved the intimacy. He even got her mother, Amanda hooked on his oral talents.

      "Say it, momma! You know you have to say it for me to do it!"

      Tilda's grasped her nipple and pulled it hard. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as the pain/pleasure suffused her body.

      She accepted her son's dominance. She was not sure when it occurred. However, high-risk sex with him was the highlight of her life. Her resistance was token, but it added to the thrill.

      In the months since their first time, they fucked everywhere. They fucked in the bed of Caleb's truck in broad daylight when he took her grocery shopping. They even fucked in the field behind the church between services. Afterward, Tilda sat in the pew, her pussy leaking her son's cum, singing the old church hymns.

      "You must think I'm your wife or something. I'm your mother! You cain't boss me around!"

      Caleb slapped Tilda's drenched pussy. It was a trick he and Sharonda discovered. Lightly spanking her pussy caused her clit to tingle. The pussy spanking got her exceptionally hot.

      "Why are you so mean to me," Tilda simpered, her body stiffening and her ass rising from the bench.

      "You're my piece of ass! Say it, momma!"

      Tilda bit her lower lip as the sensations moved from her pussy through her body. Yes, it hurt like Hell. However, she had come to enjoy the pain her son inflicted on her. She never understood why. It just felt good to feel the pain/pleasure and be forced to his will.

      
        
      

      "I'm not going to say it! I'm a churchgoing woman! You treat me like...!"

      She knew the word. The thought of it and its implications caused her to embrace it and be repelled by it.

      "Momma, say I'm your slut, and I want you to lick my pussy!"

      He slapped her pussy again, harder this time.

      Tilda's hips pumped up and down. Her arousal was so intense that she would have done anything he asked. She tried to insert a finger in her pussy to ease the aching, but her son slapped it away.

      "Please, baby! Don't make your momma beg!"

      "Say it, momma! And you had better hurry—the sun's setting. Daddy will be home soon. Is that what you want? You want him to catch me eating you out?"

      Tilda had a confused image of her husband watching them. She imagined he walked over and stuck his dick in her mouth while her son licked her pussy. Sweat streamed off her body as the fantasy image consumed her.

      "I'm your slut! Please eat me!"

      "You took too long! I shouldn't do it!"

      Tilda slid her dress off her shoulders, letting it drop to the swing as she slipped from the bench to the ground next to her son. She lay on the ground naked as a jaybird for all the world and her neighbors to see. Anyone peering over the chest-high shrubs separating the houses would see her. She loved being naked with Caleb having the warm breeze, exciting her sensitive nipples and cunt.

      Tilda had her share of cocks before she married. Being a Christian didn't mean she did not like to fuck. She recalled the many times when she was single fucking her brother and his friends in the barn. Now THAT was fucking!

      
        
      

      They spit-roasted her; first, her brother fucking her while she sucked one of his friend's cock. Then, after he came in her, they switched, and his friends fucked her. There were times she was so full of cum she thought she could hear it sloshing in her.

      Caleb smiled. He stood and stripped off his jeans. He straddled his mother, dangling his cock above her mouth.

      "Now, don't you swallow this time! I want you to hold my jizz in your mouth until I tell you to swallow."

      He turned head to toe, hissing as his mother inhaled his cock. Then, he buried his head between her newly trimmed pussy, nibbling lightly on her meaty pussy lips.

      "FUCK! Fuck, baby! That makes your momma feel so good!"

      "Momma, I love the taste of your pussy!"

      Caleb added something new to their lovemaking, using a trick old lady Goldstein taught him at the store. He eased a finger into his mother's anus while sucking her clit.

      "Boy! What you doing?"

      Tilda shrank away, trying to escape her son's finger in her ass. However, he wouldn't let her escape, simultaneously finger fucking her ass while alternating between sucking her clit and tongue fucking her pussy.

      Caleb wrapped his arm around her hips, holding her so she couldn't escape. Gradually her protests became guttural moans as she embraced this new thing her son did to her.

      "You like that, Momma? You like my finger in your ass?"

      "I don't know, baby! It feels so...nasty! I ain't never had nothing in my asshole before."

      
        Caleb slipped a finger from his other hand into his mother's pussy, found her G-spot, and began rubbing it while sucking her clit and finger fucking her ass.

      Tilda went crazy, bucking and screaming as the most intense orgasms she ever had wracked her body. She felt like she was dying like her last breath was wrenched from her body.

      When Tilda regained consciousness, her naked son straddled her chest and lightly slapped her face. His cock lay in her cavernous cleavage, the glans touching her chin. He rubbed it across her chin, coating it in his precum.

      "What happened," she mumbled, trying to focus her eyes.

      "You came so hard you passed out, Momma."

      "You gonna be the death of me!"

      "Maybe," Caleb smirked, "but what a way to go!"

      "Let me up. My dress is soaked, and your daddy is due home any minute!"

      "Not until you suck me off! I still want to see my cum in your mouth."

      "Boy, we ain't got time! What if he catches us? Get up!"

      "We've been talking about someone watching us fuck. What if it was Daddy? What if he caught us and wanted to watch us fuck?"

      Tilda almost orgasmed as her son articulated her fantasy. The fantasy to have her husband watch her fuck. It was one of the things she missed most from when she fucked her brother and his friends. She recalled lying on her back on all fours with the boys standing around, waiting their turn and stroking their cocks.

      Henry stood just inside the rear door watching his wife and son. He was outraged when he first caught them fucking. He started to yell at them to stop.

      
        
      

      However, there was a kinkiness to watching a mother and son have sex that he couldn't understand. That first time he found himself masturbating as his son took his mother doggie style.

      Now when he saw his son's truck in front of the house, he snuck in and watched them. He watched his wife suck her son off then hold the cum in her mouth so he could see it. He decided he had seen enough this time.

      "Tilda! I'm home!"

      Caleb popped up and began frantically looking around for his clothes. His father was home!

      Tilda lay naked on her back, too drunk and far gone in her reverie to move. Caleb pulled her to her feet and dressed her to prevent disaster.

      Henry Carruthers held back giving them a chance to dress. Then he stepped into the yard.

      "' Evening Caleb, Tilda! Whew! It's been a hot day!"

      "Yes, it has," Tilda said, plopping down on the swing with her legs spread.

      "Well, I'd better be getting home. Sharonda is due any day."

      His father looked from his son leaving to his wife sprawled on the swing. He had enjoyed the show and looked forward to the next time.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part Five

      In the segregated South of the 1940s, blacks were relegated to the least desirable sections of the community. In Delta City, it was by the Little Sunflower River and was called The Bottoms.

      The houses were built on supports, so the Spring floods went under the house and not through. After the floods came the mosquitos. However, after the land dried, it was a picture postcard with homes nestled next to the flowing stream.

      This story is a crossover from The Farmhand, continuing the Noah Moses character.

      Delta County, MS- The Bottoms

    
  
    
      Chapter 01

      The Reverend Elijah Decuir was naked, sitting in the front pew of his church. Next to the ornate pulpit, Henry Carruthers was fucking his wife, Josana. He slowly stroked his sizable cock, marveling at Henry's stamina and the size of his cock. In their 15 years of marriage and ten years of sharing her, he had never seen a man fuck her with such intensity.

      The Reverend Decuir and his wife Josana were light-skinned Creoles, what people in the region called 'high yellow.' They were the product of decades of miscegenation.

      Josana's skin was a rich caramel, a testament to the tapestry of cultures that flowed through her veins—French, African, Spanish, and a hint of something mysterious that no one could quite place. Her slanted almond-shaped eyes, framed by thick lashes, were the deep brown of chicory coffee.

      Her curves were as generous, from her full, jiggly D cups to her heart-shaped bubble butt. Her silhouette was reminiscent of the Black actress Tessa Thompson.

      Her hair, damp with the sweat of her exertions, was as dark as the bayou at midnight. It cascaded down her back in a torrent of curls that caught the light and seemed to dance with a life of their own.

      
        The Reverend Decuir was tall and slender. His skin tone was a deep espresso, blending the vestiges of his French, Spanish, and African forebears. His hair was coiffed neatly in tight, expressive coils.

      Their sexual appetites were as complex as their lineage. Early on, they learned to separate sex from love. What the couple did with each other was make love. What Henry was doing was fucking. Many men had fucked Josana; only one made love with her.

      "Is he fucking you good, Josana?"

      The look on his wife's face was rapturous. She was kneeling in the ornate hand-carved sanctuary, carved from African oak and trimmed in red and black velvet. Her big jugs swung, and she thrust her bubble butt back, burying Henry's donkey dick deep in her pussy.

      "Elijah, this is the best dick ever," she gasped.

      She was barely able to talk, such was the intensity of the feelings running through her body.

      "Henry's like a machine. He don't say much, but he don't need to!"

      Josana turned her head and saw the intensity of the look on the face of the man mountain giving her the fucking of her life. Beads of sweat glistened on his brow, evidence of the fervor of their passionate encounter. His strong, work-roughened hands firmly grasped her broad hips, pulling her back to meet his pile driver-like thrusts. The intensity of their connection was palpable, fueling their shared desire. In that moment, they were consumed by the raw passion that bound them together, lost in the symphony of their bodies moving.

      "I'se ready to cum, boss."

      Henry Carruthers' voice was like the rumble of distant thunder. You heard and felt it.

      "Yes! Fill me up! I want my pussy to overflow with your jizz!"

      "Now you know he can't do that, baby. We cain't have no babies."

      
        "I know, I know," she groaned, "but I need to feel his cum in me!"

      Her face was contorted by lust, and her hips thrusting, she turned to her husband.

      "Maybe you can suck his cum outta me afterward like you did last time," she gasped, barely able to speak.

      The reverend unconsciously licked his lips. The last time Henry fucked his wife was the first time he ate her pussy afterward. He savored the taste of Henry's cum mixed with his wife's pussy juices and wanted more!

      Despite the latex shortage, condom manufacturing went through the roof in the war years. However, most of them went to the soldiers. The availability in the States, particularly in rural America, was spotty.

      As he stood and approached the couple, his gaze fixed on the sight before him. A smile tugged at his lips as he recalled their decision to begin sharing Josana. There have been many men and women in the years since that decision. However, Henry was the best fucker by far.

      Henry's cock, powerful and unyielding, stretched his wife's pussy to its limits. The intensity of their connection was undeniable, as evidenced by the creamy white foam that enveloped both Josana's throbbing pussy and Henry's pulsating member. Elijah couldn't help but feel a mix of awe and arousal, a testament to the unbridled passion unfolding before his eyes.

      He laid his hand on Henry's back, tracing the contours of strength beneath the skin. Each muscle stood out like a tightrope, a testament to Henry's vigor and the many hours of toil that had sculpted such a robust frame.

      "Cum in her, Henry!" He stroked his sweaty back as Henry, his body undulating with a steady rhythm as he thrust forcefully, redoubled his efforts stroking hard and deep into Josana's pussy.

      "Dear fucking god this is good dick!"

      Josana's passionate screams filled the air, a raw expression of pleasure and desire played across her face as Henry's fucking excited every nerve in her body. The intensity of their connection was overwhelming, causing the world around them to fade into a blur as her senses focused solely on the intoxicating pleasure coursing through her veins.

      
        
      

      Usually sanctified and revered, the church became a stage for their passionate encounter. At that moment, nothing else mattered except the electrifying connection between them as they reached new heights of arousal, leaving Josana breathless and filled with a sense of euphoria.

      "I'se cumming, boss!"

      Sweat streamed off him as his powerful thews drove his cock deep in her. Josana's pussy clamped down, gripping the thick iron rod and stretching her cunt, trying to force him to cum.

      Sweat cascaded down his massive body as his unmatched strength propelled him deep into her pussy. With each powerful thrust, he delved deeper into the depths of Josana's pussy, their bodies merging in a passionate dance of lust. The intensity of their connection reached its zenith as Josana's cunt muscles tightened around his cock, coaxing his release. Overwhelmed by pleasure, he succumbed to the force of her mind-blowing orgasms, cumming with her in a moment of shared ecstasy.

      The Reverend Decuir knelt beside them, his gaze shifting from the pulsing cock in his wife's pussy to the sheer bliss radiating from her face. His eyes widened in admiration as Henry's cock pulsed, pumping a torrent of white hot cum into his wife.With a firm push against Henry's beefy chest, he asserted his presence and authority.

      "Pull out, Henry!"

      Henry did as he was told, walking back on his knees. It seemed to take forever for his tool to finally exit Josana's pussy. He rocked back on his heels, barely breathing hard. His cock was semi-hard and still dripping cum when the reverend pushed between them.

      The Reverend Decuir stared in amazement at the size of his wife's gaping cunt and the torrent of Henry's cum streaming from it like water over a waterfall. He licked his lips in anticipation, then buried his face in her pussy.

      "Yes, baby! Clean mama's pussy! Get all his cum out of me."

      She pressed her overflowing pussy against her husband's eager face, smearing it with her juices and Henry's cum. Her fervent movements increased, causing the reverend to retreat momentarily to catch his breath.

      
        
      

      As the Reverend Decuir gasped, catching his breath, the final drizzles of cum from Henry's softening cock dripped into his mouth. Startled, he smacked his lips, and his eyes widened. It was a taste, unlike anything he had ever tasted. It caused his head to spin and his ears to roar. He raised his head, took Henry's cock in his mouth, and lavished it with his tongue as he licked and sucked it clean.

      This was Elijah's first cock, but he knew it wouldn't be his last. It was at once pliant but rigid with an unparalleled taste.

      Josana was lying on her belly, warmed by the afterglow of an amazing fucking and watching her husband suck his first cock.

      "Nice, baby, nice!"

      Henry placed his hand on the reverend's head and slowly pumped his cock into his mouth. Elijah Decuir wasn't the first man to suck his cock. Back in the day, he and Amanda Tate went to parties where men sucked his cock. He even fucked some of them while they fucked her.

      "It'll be a while before I can cum again, Boss. But I don't mind you sucking me."

      The reverend pulled the cock from his mouth and looked sheepishly at his wife.

      "Go on, baby! Enjoy," She smirked and patted him on the ass.

      As he took Henry's cock back into his mouth, her finger slipped between his ass cheeks and pressed on his anus. He was appalled yet aroused. However, nothing could stop him from the pleasure he was getting from sucking cock, not even when Josana buried her index finger in his anus, found his prostate, and began stroking it.

      "Motherfucker," the reverend screamed.

      Initially, he shrank away, trying to get his wife's invading finger out of his ass. However, she persisted in giving him his first prostate massage, and he thrust back, burying his wife's finger deeper in his ass.

      "You like that, baby," she crooned.

      
        
      

      "What are you doing to me," he said through clenched teeth.

      "Making you feel good, baby."

      Henry stroked his donkey dick as he watched the couple. He pulled his dick out of the reverend's mouth and slapped it against the reverend's face, encouraging him to suck it some more.

      The reverend howled like a bitch in heat as he took Henry's cock in his mouth. His head bobbed wantonly as he simultaneously got his ass finger fucked and sucked Henry's cock. His cocksucking was so enthusiastic that Henry was ready to cum again in no time.

      "I'se ready to cum again," Henry rumbled.

      "Cum in his mouth, Henry! You want that, don't you, baby?"

      Before the reverend could respond, Henry's cock swelled in his mouth, causing him to feel discomfort at the corners of his mouth. Henry exploded in his mouth with all of the force of a firehose, forcing a powerful stream of cum into the Reverend Decuir's mouth.

      He gulped repeatedly, trying to swallow it all. His mouth overflowed, and cum squirted out of the corners of his mouth, covering his cheeks and running down his chin.

      Simultaneously, under the incredible sensations of his wife's prostate massage, he began cumming, spilling his seed on the church floor. The feeling was so intense that the church blurred around him. He collapsed to the wood floor, pulling his wife's finger from his ass and smearing his cum on his belly.

      "Oh my lord," he groaned as he slowly regained his senses, "that was incredible."

      "Very nice, baby! Now we can share cocks!"

      Henry was naked on his knees above the preacher. Despite his exertions, he breathed easily with the sweat streaming off his body. Even after cumming twice in s short time, his cock hung heavy, partially erect.

      
        
      

      He stared at the preacher's slender mocha ass, and his cock jumped. It had been a while since he fucked a man. Henry had never heard of bisexuality. He just knew that it felt as good fucking a man as a woman. And the Reverend Decuir's slim ass looked eminently fuckable

      Josana noticed his intent look and the pulsing of his semi-hard cock. She stroked her husband's ass, her finger toying with his anus.

      "Did you like my finger in your ass, baby,"

      She beckoned for Henry to come closer. The reverend was in a twilight zone in the afterglow of his soul-shaking orgasm. He was lying on his belly in his warm sticky cum with his head supported by his arms crossed under it. His asshole twitched as he recalled the incredible feeling of being finger fucked.

      "I loved it. We have to add that to our sex play."

      He started when Henry's work-roughened hand stroked his ass. At some level, he knew what was coming. If he continued to lie here, Henry would fuck him.

      He groaned when Henry's index finger, much larger than his wife's, pressed against his starfish, then entered.

      "Josana, I'm not sure about this."

      "Shush, baby! We promised each other ten years ago when we began our sexual journey that we would explore all aspects of sexuality."

      She leaned down, her mouth close to his ear, and whispered, "I want to see you get fucked!"

      The preacher's ass rotated as Henry's large finger fucked him. The pressure on his prostate was greater than when his wife did it.

      "I don't know, Josana, maybe..."

      
        
      

      He moaned in disappointment when Henry pulled his finger from his ass. He reflexively raised his ass in the air and pushed back, trying to keep it there.

      Josana nodded wickedly at Henry, who moved behind the preacher, lined his cock up with his anus, and pushed in.

      "No! No!"

      The Reverand Decuir tried to shrink away from Henry's invading dick. However, Henry was much stronger and held his slim ass firmly as he slowly entered his bowels.

      For the first time in their two hour fuckfests, Henry smiled. The reverend's ass felt amazing and was as tight as his wife's pussy. He lay on Elijah's back, reached under him and stroked the reverend's cock.

      "It hurts, Josana, please make him stop."

      The Reverand clawed at the cum stained wooden floor, trying to crawl away.

      "Relax, baby," she cooed while stroking his back.

      Her eyes were wide, bright, and gleaming as she watched Henry's coal-black cock sink between the cheeks of her husband's café au latte ass.

      "Oh God, no! Make him stop! It hurts!"

      Despite his protestations and the pain, a strange sensation coursed through his body. Nerve endings that usually only reacted to something coming out of his ass now reacted to something entering it.

      Involuntarily, as though he were having a bowel movement, his sphincter muscles tightened around the massive invader. When Henry pulled on his hips, bringing him to his knees, he pushed back and felt the huge black man's balls slap against his ass.

      
        "He tight, and I like fucking him, Miss, and I don't think I can cum anymore."

      Josana knelt close to her husband's lust-contorted face. "We don't want him to stop, do we, baby?"

      The Reverend Decuir turned his head toward his wife and shook it. "No, but please kiss me!"

      The husband and wife shared a tongue-filled kiss while Henry rhythmically fucked his ass. His big hands almost cover it.

      "Don't stop! Please don't stop," the preacher pleaded while thrusting his ass back.

      Henry grimaced, enjoying having his cock buried in the preacher's ass. He knew there was little chance of him cumming, but he loved the sensation of his cock sliding in Decuir's bowels.

      "I'm going to cum, Josana," Elijah Decuir gasped while slamming his ass back against Henry's dick.

      Josana lay on her back, squeezed under her husband, and took his cock in her mouth.

      "Cum now, baby," she mumbled, sucking him.

      Reacting to Henry's cock in his ass and his wife sucking his cock, the preacher exploded, cumming as he had never cum before. His screams echoed through the church.

      "Fuck! Fuck! I'm cumming!"

      Josana gagged as she tried to swallow the torrent that poured from her husband. In fifteen years of marriage, she had never seen him cum so hard or so long. Finally, she rolled on her back, and her husband collapsed to his belly. They lay there for a minute, recovering.

      "I'se got to go. My wife has dinner waiting for me."

      The satisfied smile on Henry's face broadened as he watched his cum stream from the reverend's ass.

      
        
      

      The reverend rolled to his back, further smearing his cum on his body. Josana lay on his body, smearing the cum.

      "Okay, Henry, until next time. We'll work on the roof tomorrow."

      "Yessir Boss."

      Henry dressed, left the church, and began the short walk to his home. He had lied about dinner. There was something else waiting for him at home. He saw his son's truck parked in front as he approached it. He quietly entered his home, carefully avoiding the squeaky boards, and peered into the backyard through the screen door.

      He was illiterate and wouldn't recognize his name if it marched past him in letters the size of boxcars at slow speed. However, he had a native intelligence, what the people in the South called mother wit. He knew his son, Caleb, and his wife were fucking.

      It didn't bother him; he enjoyed watching them. He crept onto the porch and through the house, carefully avoiding the squeaky boards. It was a part of who he was: the voyeur, the silent observer of forbidden pleasures.

      Now, whenever he saw his son's truck in front of the house, he snuck in and watched them. This time he missed them fucking, but he did watch his wife suck their son off and then hold the cum in her mouth so he could see it. He was disappointed he missed them fucking and decided he had seen enough this time.

      "Tilda! I'm home!"

      Henry peeped through the door, watching Caleb pop up, and frantically looked around for his clothes.

      His wife, Tilda, lay naked on her back, too drunk and far gone in her reverie to move. Caleb pulled her to her feet and hurriedly dressed her to prevent disaster.

      Henry Carruthers held back, giving them a chance to dress. Then he stepped into the yard.

      
        "' Evening Caleb, Tilda! Whew! It's been a hot day!"

      "Yes, it has," Tilda said, plopping down on the swing with her legs spread and her pussy full of her son's cum.

      "Well, I'd better be getting home. Sharonda is due any day."

      His father looked from his son leaving to his wife sprawled on the swing. He had enjoyed the show and looked forward to the next time.

      He knelt in front of his wife, pushed her dress up around her waist, buried his face in her fragrant sweaty pussy, and ate his son's cream pie.

      "Henry, what are you doing?"

      "You don't want me to eat your pussy," Henry rumbled.

      Still feeling the effects of her tryst with her son, Tilda threw her plump legs over her husband's back. Her drunken brain was trying to process why it seemed when she fucked her son, her husband ate her pussy afterward. She was sure he didn't know about her and Caleb but it did seem strange.

      "I love it when you eat me out, baby."

      Henry cupped his wife's ass and pulled her to him, relishing the ambrosia of their intermingled juices.

    
  
    
      Chapter 02

      Caleb hurried from his parent's house and quickly walked to his truck in front of their home. He and his mother had a few close shaves, but this was the closest yet. Henry almost caught them fucking!

      As Caleb reflected, he couldn't help but recall the sight of his father's bulging cock in his coveralls. The image lingered in his mind, but he quickly dismissed the thought of Henry watching them. After all, Henry was a devoted father and provider and more than a little mentally slow. It was unfathomable to Caleb that his father would engage in something as kinky as voyeurism, especially when it involved his son and wife.

      "Yo, Caleb!"

      Caleb turned and saw Noah Moses, his best friend, sitting on his porch. He was shirtless wearing cutoff jeans and was barefoot, the epitome of summer ease in the Bottoms. A mason jar of homemade corn squeezings swayed in his hand as he beckoned, a silent invitation to join him in the season's simple joys.

      In their adventures, he and Moses had tag-teamed a few women, including the unforgettable Callie Collins, on more than one occasion.

      "How are they hanging, Moses?"

      "Low and full, homie!"

      "Where's your new lady friend?"

      In The Bottoms, rumors tend to spread like wildfire. It was an open secret that had been circulating for several weeks. Kay Randall, a local farmer's wife, had been paying regular visits to Mose. He seduced her while doing odd jobs on her farm. Now she was addicted to his dominance of her and his black cock.

      At least once a month, while her husband was at his lodge meetings, she came to fuck Moses. Initially, she was shy and ashamed that everyone saw her and knew what she was there for. Later, after several months, she saw them as friends, waving to them as she made her way to Moses' cabin.

      "She cain't get down here as much as she would like. Have a drink."

      " I'm too well raised to refuse," Caleb joked.

      He walked up to the wooden porch and sat on a rickety well worn wooden chair.

      
        As the sun dipped below the horizon, he ambled towards the familiar comfort of the old wooden porch. Each step he took resonated with years of memories in the creaking planks. He eased himself onto a rickety wooden chair, its worn surface telling tales of countless evenings just like this one.

      "You need to be careful! If your father figures out what's happening between you and your mother, there'll be hell to pay."

      "I know," Caleb said, "but I'm addicted to the kinkiness of screwing my mother.

      "Y'all are like teenagers with the hots for each other. I could hear her moans over the fence."

      "Are you going to chastise me or give me a drink?"

      "Bring another drink for my friend," Moses ordered.

      Caleb was confused. Moses said Kay Randall hadn't been around for a few weeks. He couldn't help but wonder which resident his friend had been fucking.

      Caleb was stunned when Sally Hagen, the wife of Reverend Hagen, the pastor of the White church in Delta City, walked out. She was barefoot, clad in one of Moses' work shirts. A deep blush colored her cheeks as she shyly handed Caleb his drink. The scene left him stunned, unsure what to make of this unexpected encounter.

      "Thank you, Mrs. Hagen.

      "You're Caleb, right? You work at the Goldstein's store?"

      "Yessum."

      As Mose ran his hand under the shirt and fondled her behind, Caleb couldn't help but notice a certain boldness in his actions. A boldness that said this woman was his to command and fuck.

      
        The front of her shirt fell open, revealing a sight that caught Caleb off guard in the dim twilight. Sally Hagen was a redhead, heavily freckled with thick reddish fur covering her pouty pussy. This unexpected revelation intrigued Caleb, his mind racing with questions and curiosity.

      "Stop, Moses!" She slapped his hand away.

      Sally Hagen was embarrassed that her relationship with Moses was an open secret in the Bottoms. It intrigued her that he threatened to share her with his friends. She wondered if this handsome young black man would be her second black cock. If so, so be it.

      She and Moses first hooked up when he worked at the church for her husband. Ever since that first time the fucked in the back of his old truck, he threatened her with making her a whore for black dick. She wondered if Caleb was to be the next Black man to fuck her.

      She heard from one of Ellen Goldstein's close friends that she was in a relationship with her stockboy. It was probably untrue and just idle gossip. But as she looked at him, she thought it would be nice work if you could get it.

      "Don't you slap my hand away. Come here, woman!"

      Sally let out a surprised squeal as Moses grabbed her hand and pulled her over his lap. He lifted her shirt, exposing her bare heart-shaped pink bottom. The sound of his hand meeting her skin echoed through the air, creating a mix of pain and pleasure in her.

      Caleb watched in stunned amazement as Moses spanked her. In an era where black men were lynched at the mere accusation of sex with a woman, Moses was spanking her while he watched. Her behind was smaller and rounder than Ellen Goldstein's.

      Sally Hagen's playful giggles transformed into moans of arousal as Moses continued spanking her. Caleb couldn't help but notice the dampness between her thighs as her arousal grew.

      Moses delivered a final strike and firmly pushed her off his lap. With a thud, she landed on her buttocks, her legs splayed open, revealing her wet, swollen cunt.

      "You see how he treats me," she simpered.

      
        "Get over here and suck my dick, then you had better get dressed and get home. Your husband will be looking for you."

      Sally Hagen eyed Caleb and then did as she was told. There was a kinkiness to fucking a black man and having him order her around.

      She developed a taste for black cock when her husband was pastor down in Vicksburg. Meeting Moses was a stroke of luck. Not only was he a good fuck; he was a Dominant, ordering her around.

      She crawled over to Moses, unbuttoned his jeans, and extracted his tool. She glanced at Caleb as she took her black lover's cock into her mouth. She had never been in a threesome, let alone with two black men.

      "Are you sure you don't want some pussy, Caleb," Moses asked.

      "I need to get home."

      Caleb hesitated, watching Sally's ass wiggle as she sucked Moses' cock.

      "You don't have to fuck her long," Moses said, "just stick your dick in her and see how tight that pussy is."

      . Caleb glanced up and down the dirt road that ran through the bottoms. His parents lived next door but they were probably in the yard trying to catch a breath of air. Amanda's home was half a mile down the road so she and his wife wouldn't see him.

      It was an overcast night, and the Bottoms were pitch black, lit only by the lights in the houses. No one could see them on the porch unless they walked by on the road.

      He stood, squatted behind Sally, and stroked her ass.

      "Come on, Cowboy, climb aboard. I ain't never done two men at once. And for sure, not two black men!"

      
        Caleb squatted behind her, grasped her slim hips, and slowly slid into his second white pussy. She was tighter and wetter than old lady Goldstein.

      "Aww fuck!"

      Sally thrust her hips back, burying Caleb's cock deep in her hole. It was incredible to her that she was sucking a black cock while another fucked her. There was the risk of pregnancy, but long ago, she accepted that risk.

      "Good pussy, huh, Caleb?"

      "Mmm, yes! Nice, tight, and wet!"

      After fucking his mother, there was little chance of cumming. He settled in for a nice long fuck.

      "That wetness is where I came in her, ain't it, Sally?"

      Her mouth was full of Moses' cock so she could only mumble and nod her head. She couldn't believe her luck in having not one but two black cocks. She thrust back, burying Caleb's sizeable cock deep in her needy hole.

      He was big, not as long as Moses, but with more girth. It was painful when he entered her, but now her pussy was being stretched as never before.

      She groaned her disappointment when Caleb pulled out of her pussy.

      "I got to get home, Moses. My wife is due to have our baby any day now.

      Sally stopped sucking Moses, stood, and eyed Caleb seductively.

      "I get down here as often as I can. Maybe we can finish what we started another time."

      
        Boldly, Caleb walked over, stroked her ass, and gave it a firm slap. That elicited a pleasurable squeal from Sally. He wished he could stay and fuck her, but he had to get home. The baby was due any day.

      "I've got to get home. Perhaps another time."

      Caleb watched her ass seductively sway as she sauntered naked into his friend's house. In a future generation, she could be a runway model. Her tall, slender figure exuded a captivating elegance, accentuated by her modestly proportioned breasts that barely left a trace beneath Moses' shirt.

      "I had better get home," Caleb said, gulping down his drink and standing.

      "Ok, homie, later!"

      Sally was standing just inside the house naked, holding her dress in one hand.

      "Maybe we can finish what we started another time, Caleb!"

      "Yessum."

    
  
    
      Chapter 03

      Amanda Tate was sitting on her porch wearing the de facto casual dress of Black women in the 1940s, a bottom-up-the-front print dress from the Montgomery Ward's catalog. Because of the heat, she wore no underwear. She held a bottle of Hamm's beer, a gift from old man Goldstein, the manager of the defense plant.

      "Evening, Amanda."

      "Evening, Caleb. You can't go upstairs. Sharonda is in labor, and the midwife is with her."

      "She's having our baby," he said excitedly.

      
        "That's what being in labor and with the midwife usually means," Amanda chuckled. "Have a beer. This could take a while."

      Caleb's legs trembled as he sat on the steps, his hand outstretched towards the cold beer. Lost in his own thoughts, his gaze absentmindedly drifted upwards, only to unexpectedly catch a glimpse beneath his mother-in-law's dress. His eyes widened momentarily, surprise washing over him. Quickly realizing the impropriety of his unintentional glimpse, Caleb averted his gaze, trying to shake off the arousing image.

      "Boy, we are way past you getting bashful after what we did this morning."

      "Yessum."

      His cock thickened in his pants as he recalled finger fucking Amanda and her sucking his dick.

      "It looks like you and my daughter's plan goes into action tonight."

      "Ma'am?"

      "She told me about your scheme. Y'all want me to fuck you until my daughter can fuck again. I ain't got no problem with that. But have you thought about what happens if I get hooked on your cock, or you develop a taste for my pussy?"

      "Amanda, Shar just didn't want me fucking someone else and getting hooked. If I get hooked on your pussy, at least we keep it in the house."

      "You mean you think you're man enough to fuck me AND my daughter?"

      Amanda turned the beer bottle up and took a long swallow. As she did, her dress rose, fully exposing her twat. Caleb could see it gleaming in the twilight.

      Impulsively he leaned over and French kissed his mother-in-law's pussy. He forced his tongue between her cunt lips and licked up and down, being sure to flick her clit.

      
        "Fuck, boy! What are you doing?"

      Amanda tried to close her legs and push him away. Not that she didn't like getting her pussy licked, but they were in the open, and the other neighbors might see them.

      Caleb forced her legs open and buried his face in her gushing cunt. She was almost as wet as her daughter.

      "Oh fuck! Fuck!"

      Caleb shoved a finger in Amanda's pussy as he sucked on her clit. Amanda's ass rose off the wooded chair, and her hips thrust forward, overcome with lust.

      His tongue ached at the root as he forced it as deep as he could in his mother in laws cunt. Her pussy was sweet, not as sweet as her daughter's was, but sweet and juicy. Her pussy was bigger and he could get his tongue and finger into it at the same time.

      Amanda bucked on the chair as her son-in-law gave a master class in pussy eating. He was good, as good or better than many men who had eaten her out.

      "You like eating my pussy, boy?"

      Caleb mumbled his assent as he slipped a hand under her hips and pulled her closer. He added a finger and pumped them vigorously in her hole while sucking her clit. Her pussy began to spasm, and he knew she was close to cumming.

      Just as she did, he pulled the finger from her honey hole and slipped it in her ass. At the same time, he pushed his thumb in her hole and began rocking them back and forth, fucking her ass and her pussy with her clit in his mouth.

      Amanda had her share of men and women eating her out. Back in the day, when she and Henry Carruthers were an item, they went to orgies up in Mound Bayou. Some of those people were virtuosos at pussy eating. They couldn't match her son-in-law. As she rode the crest to a soul-shaking orgasm, she wondered if she would be able to give this up when the time came.

      
        Amanda's orgasm exploded. It was like she was being turned inside out. The kinkiness of having her son-in-law eat her pussy on the porch where anyone could see them drove her over the top. Her hips pumped against his face as he expertly took her pulsing clit in his mouth and sucked it as she came.

      They heard a baby's wail as she slumped in the chair. Her dress was high on her thighs. She was sated with her juices running through her ass crack.

      "I'm a daddy," Caleb exclaimed, pulling back.

      "Yeah, and a damn good pussy eater."

      Amanda eyed her son-in-law speculatively. The next several weeks would be interesting.

      The midwife met him as he rushed into the house.

      "You got a healthy baby boy, around 10 pounds. You can spend a few minutes with your wife, but not too long; she needs rest."

      "Yes, ma'am."

      She grabbed his arm as he tried to push past her.

      "And no fucking for at least a month. That's a big baby for such a small woman; her innards need time to heal. You understand?"

      Amanda walked up next to him and hooked her arm in his.

      "Don't worry. I'll make sure they don't do anything. Come on, DADDY! Let's go see the baby."

      "I'll be back tomorrow to check on your wife," the midwife said.

      Chapter

      
        The following morning, Sharonda's breasts immediately began expressing milk when the crying baby awakened her. She sat on the side of the bed and pulled the baby from the bassinet she inherited from one of her mother's friends.

      With the soft glow of dawn caressing the room, Sharonda awoke to the familiar stirring of her little one. A yawn escaped her lips as she adjusted Caleb's oversized t-shirt—the one that had become her makeshift nightgown.

      The baby's cry, more a gentle summons than a demand, tugged at her heartstrings, and instinctively, her body responded. As she guided her little one to her, the warmth of skin against skin mingled with the soft sighs of contentment. The sensation of milk expressing was both a marvel and a mundane fact of life, a testament to the quiet miracles that unfolded in the stillness of the early hours.

      . Jenna's eyes fluttered closed, savoring the weight of her baby in her arms, and though she was tired, her heart was full. There, in the soft embrace of morning, life's simple truths were cradled just as tenderly as the child at her breast.

      Caleb sat up in bed as the baby suckled. " Good morning, Shar."

      "Good morning, baby. You can nurse the other one for your breakfast."

      Caleb turned on his belly and took the other nipple in his mouth. His mouth instantly filled with warm, sweet breast milk.

      "Mmm! Tasty," he mumbled around the teat.

      Sharonda carried in her heart what she had not shared with Caleb. The memory of her lesbian tryst with Callie was a hidden gem, one that sparked with an intensity that surprised her each time it flickered through her mind.

      As Caleb lay beside her suckling, he was unaware of the silent storm within his wife.

      The baby's suckling was rhythmic and soothing, yet it stirred a longing within Sharonda, a yearning for the soft touch and whispered promises shared with Callie. It was a connection she couldn't shake, a desire that refused to be silenced. She needed to see Callie again, to feel the rush of forbidden pleasure, to share the joy of motherhood with her. But how?

      
        
      

      Their world was simple, uncluttered by the trappings of modern communication. No telephone lines disrupted the horizon, no buzzing devices disturbed their peace. Yet this simplicity now presented a challenge. Sharonda knew she must find a way to send a message, a subtle invitation that would bring Callie to her doorstep under the innocent guise of visiting the newborn.

      The bay crying woke Amanda up. This would be the first chance to see the baby feeding, and she wanted to watch. She slipped on a robe and headed to the kids' room down the hall. She tapped lightly on the door and walked in unannounced.

      She was stunned to see the baby nursing one tit while a naked Caleb sucked the other. His hand was on Sharonda's belly, and his hard cock lay on her thigh.

      "Good morning, ma' dear."

      "'Morning Shar! I'm sorry to barge in like this, but I wanted to see you feed the baby."

      "Which one," Sharonda giggled, nodding her head at her husband nursing.

      Caleb stopped nursing briefly. "' morning, ma'dear."

      "Caleb, stop!" Sharonda slapped her husband's hand away from her pussy. "No sex for a month. Remember what the midwife said."

      Amanda's eyes moved from her daughter nursing the baby and her husband nursing to his hard dick.

      "I can help with that," Amanda said quietly, "that is if you guys still want me to be your surrogate fuck. Come with me, Caleb."

      "No, ma'dear."

      "No, you don't want me to fuck your husband?"

      "I want to watch," Sharonda said, "I may be out of action, but I'd love to watch you two."

      
        
      

      "Are you sure," Amanda and Caleb said as one.

      "Yes, I am! And ma' dear, you can start by taking care of his morning wood. I usually suck him off."

      Caleb's gaze followed Amanda as the soft fabric of her robe cascaded to the floor, revealing her voluptuous curves. There was a palpable shift in the air—a mix of anticipation and vulnerability.

      Amanda moved closer, her eyes flicking from Caleb to Sharonda. There was a silent conversation in those glances. Amanda and Caleb had breached the taboo that prevented in-laws from having sex. Sucking her son-in-law off while her daughter watched was the next step in her sexual surrogacy.

      For Caleb, though he and Amanda had sex several times in anticipation of this moment, doing it while Sharonda watched was the next step in implementing her plan.

      Sharonda was having second thoughts as she cradled her nursing baby in her arms. The rationale for having her mother act as a sexual surrogate was to prevent Caleb from catting around while she was out of action. She was particularly concerned about him getting involved with his old girlfriend, Callie.

      However, since she and Callie shared a lesbian interlude, she knew that Caleb leaving her for Callie was not the problem. The problem was her feelings for Callie. She wasn't sure what it was but she wanted more encounters.

      "Go back to nursing, " Amanda said as she took his cock in her hand and stroked it a few times.

      "Come on, baby. Share my breast milk with our baby."

      She cradled her husband's head in her free arm and gasped when he returned to nursing.

      Amanda licked the copious amounts of precum from her son-in-law's cock. She had numerous erotic encounters in her life; this had to be the kinkiest.

      She took Caleb's cock into her mouth for what would be many more times.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part Six

    
  
    
      Chapter 01

      Thomasina Collins lay on a pallet on the floor next to their old brass bedstead, her humongous jugs heaving as she fingered her pussy. It was the only relief she got since her husband Aaron injured his back several weeks ago lifting a bale of hemp into their old truck. It was slowly getting better, but Aaron and Tommie discovered he was more comfortable, and his back felt better when he slept in the bed alone.

      Like most residents of Delta County, access to doctors who would treat a Black person was limited. The nearest doctor who would treat black people was in Mound Bayou. That was not only a long drive, but he was always booked weeks in advance. Most people relied on the crones living on the margins for medical care.

      The balm that Tommie got for Aaron's back was working but very slowly. She complained to the old witch who lived in the swamp that the balm she gave her was working too slowly.

      "Not only cain't he work the farm, his back is so bad we can't fuck either."

      "Use this one," the old crone cackled, "I made it up special. It'll cure what ails him."

      The old crone didn't tell Tommie that the new salve contained psychoactive plants. Those plants would speed the healing, but a side effect was an increased libido.

      Tommie couldn't understand why the woman cackled evilly when she gave her the balm.

      In addition to her lack of a sex life with her husband, the rest of the family had to do extra work. Tommie, her sister Allie Carruthers, her daughter Callie, and her son Deandre were responsible for cultivating the hemp plants.

      The only cock she had since her husband hurt his back was her son. Ever since they fucked that day in the barn, Tommie thought of nothing else. It wasn't that his cock was bigger than her husband's. The main reasons she fantasized about fucking him again were that he got harder than Aaron, stayed hard longer, and had the stamina of youth.

      
        
      

      Per her sister Allie, who was fucking him regularly now, Deandre could fuck for hours and barely break a sweat. And when he came, it was like a dam had burst, releasing a torrent of hot cum that flooded her pussy to overflowing.

      And then there was the kinkiness of incest. The taboos on incest in the South of the 1940s had more to do with not having a close relative's baby than the actual act of fucking. With a war on and a severe shortage of men, close relatives having sex was common, though not spoken about.

    
  
    
      Chapter 02

      Thomasina's son was just up the road, staying at his sister Callie's home while her husband Clay was in the Army. Tommie didn't doubt they were fucking like rabbits. She wasn't jealous of her daughter; she just wished he was living at home so they could have sex.

      Even her sister, Allie, whose husband and son were in the service, was fucking more regularly than Tommie. Allie told her about her and Dre having a threesome with ole lady Goldstein down by the landing when she picked up her marijuana shipment.

      Thomasina moaned as she recalled her and her son making out in the yard. He had her dress around her waist and his finger in her ass. She hadn't had a good assfucking since her cousin Cassius moved to Noxubee County to work in the defense plant. Even Cassius didn't eat pussy like Allie said Deandre did.

      "Are you okay, Tommie?" Aaron asked.

      "Yeah, I'm just having trouble getting comfortable on this floor."

      "I'm sorry, baby!"

      "Don't apologize. You're down in your back, and the way that old mattress sags when both of us are in causes your back to pain you."

      Aaron fell silent, and soon Tommie heard him snoring. She turned her hand so she could have a finger in her ass and her thumb in her pussy. She came hard after a long masturbation session, then fell asleep thinking of fucking her son.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 03

      The following day, she replenished the balm the old witch lived in the swamp. Somewhere in the conversation, Tommie must have mentioned her sexual frustration.

      The crone cackled ominously, went into her ramshackle hut, chose a blue jar of ointment, and handed it to Tommie.

      Looking doubtful at the change, Tommie unscrewed the jar and recoiled at the foul odor.

      "Mother Swiggins, what is this evil-smelling brew? Why can't I have the other one? It doesn't smell as bad."

      "That one will cure what ails you," the witch answered.

      She didn't tell Tommie that the new salve contained psychoactive plants that would ease the back pain better. However, one of the side effects was an increase in libido.

    
  
    
      Chapter 04

      Tommie was right about her son and daughter fucking like rabbits. Since Clay left for the Army, Deandre moved in with his sister, and they couldn't get enough of each other.

      Callie was riding her brother's cock with her hands on his chest while he leaned up and nibbled on her sensitive nipples.

      "Fuck that feels good, Dre!"

      Callie leaned forward, her big jugs hanging where her brother could suck them. Dre cupped her ass as she bounced on his cock. He had cum once already and was slowly building toward another.

      "Are you sure about wanting to get pregnant?" Dre said through clenched teeth.

      
        
      

      It was another hot, humid night in The Delta, and the air in the shotgun cabin was thick with the aroma of sex even though they had the doors and windows open.

      "My womb aches to have a baby in it."

      "You know what the ole witchy women say about a brother and sister having kids. They can come out touched in the head."

      "It doesn't happen every time. They say Noah Moses' mother's baby is his."

      Callie shuddered as another orgasm wracked her body. In the month since Clay left, they fucked every day.

      "Tell me again about you eating Sharonda's pregnant pussy."

      "Fuck, your cock feels good in me! Put your finger in my ass." Her back undulated as she came again.

      "Not until you describe seducing Sharonda."

      "I didn't seduce her. I mean, I didn't go to see her to have sex. She's my friend; she's pregnant, and I visited her."

      "Does pregnant pussy taste different from other pussy?"

      "I only have mine to compare it with, but Shar's juices were sweet and thick, almost like molasses."

      "Mmm! I can't wait until you get pregnant."

      Callie stopped fucking her brother and sat back with his cock still in her pussy, looking down at him.

      "I may be pregnant," she said quietly, "my period is late."

      
        
      

      Deandre cupped his sister's sweaty ass, kneading it as he looked up at her. The sweat on her body gleamed in the glow of the kerosene lamp. In another age, she would be an Ashley Graham look-a-like. Callie was big-boned and voluptuous.

      "Then why are you so sad?"

      "Because my period has been late before. Let's change positions. I want you to do me from behind."

      "This must be your favorite position," Dre said.

      "It is and it gives me a better chance of getting pregnant. Your cum goes in deep and doesn't run out. Besides, I love the feeling of your big balls slapping against my ass!"

      His sister slipped off him and got on her elbows and knees with her big, firm ass in the air. Dre got behind his sister, lined his cock up with her gaping pussy, and slowly slipped in her pussy.

      "Oh my fucking God, that feels good," Callie moaned, "you get so deep this way, and there's a spot inside me that your dick rubs that sends chills all through my body."

      Dre slapped his sister's ass, then gripped her hips and rhythmically pulled her back to meet his thrusting cock. He maintained a slow even rhythm watching his sister's pussy foam.

      "Like that, sis?"

      "Yes, Dre, yes! Like that!"

      Callie's voice was guttural as her back undulated and a series of orgasms wracked her body. Her brother was hitting the fabled G-spot. It didn't have a name in 1940s America, but people knew it existed.

      Deandre leaned down on his sister's back, maintaining a steady thrusting rhythm. He reached around her, found her clit, and rubbed it while they fucked.

      
        "Motherfucker," she screamed, slamming her ass back on her brother's cock. "It drives me crazy when your cock hits that spot inside my pussy, and you play with my clit."

      "Your pussy is clamping down! You gonna make me cum!"

      "Cum in me, Dre! Cum deep in my pussy! Put a baby in me!"

      Their orgasmic howls echoed through the shack and were loud enough for anyone on the road to hear. Callie dropped to her belly, her ass rotating against her brother's spurting dick. They were good together and getting better each time they fucked.

    
  
    
      Chapter 05

      The following morning, Tommie, Callie, Allie, and Deandre used their hoes to chop weeds in the hemp field. This was a daily task to keep the weeds from overrunning the crop and possibly bringing in a devastating crop-destroying disease.

      The women worked with the hem of their dresses tucked into the dress belt to prevent the hem from getting tangled in the plants. This exposed an excessive amount of legs and thighs. This meant Dre had the cock hardening experience of working closely with the three women he had sex with, and they were partially exposed.

      Tommie stretched, putting the palms of her hand on the small of her back. She was trying to ease the discomfort she felt in her back from bending so much.

      "Tommie, it's close to noon. Why don't you go fix dinner?"

      "I know I need to, but I don't want to hear Aaron's mouth complaining about his back and worrying me about taking care of the crop. All he does is complain since he hurt his back."

      "I'll go," Callie volunteered.

      "Thank you, baby! I appreciate that. While you are there, could you also put some of that new balm I got from the old witch? I haven't tried it yet be she says it'll work faster."

      
        Callie dropped her hoe and began the long walk back to the house. They had a Gasoline Ration 'C' card, giving them eight gallons of gasoline a week since they were on a farm. Still, they were prudent in their use of gas for the tractor.

      "My back is killing me," Allie complained. "I'm going to sit under that shade tree for a spell."

      "I think I'll join you. I need to cool off."

      She turned and spied her son well down the row, chopping weeds.

      "Dre! Come sat a spell before dinner."

      A large rock was buried in the ground across from the big shade tree. Aaron had tried to dig it out, but it was too big. He was hoping to get some scarce dynamite to blow it up, but that, like everything else, was in short supply.

      Allie and Tommie sat beside each other with their backs against the rock, while Deandre sat across from them with his back against the tree. A gentle breeze stirred the leaves on the old oak, helping them cool off.

      Their clothes, soaked with sweat, clung to their bodies. The women flapped the hem of their dresses, trying to fan themselves and to dry their dresses partially.

      Dre was sitting across from them, shirtless in some ragged overalls. He caught glimpses up their skirts as they flapped their dresses.

      Allie noticed him looking and raised hers higher, smirking at her lover and nephew.

      "You had better stop looking up my skirt; you'll go blind."

      "I been closer than this to what's between your legs, and I ain't gone blind yet."

      "Will y'all quit talking about fucking! I ain't had a good dicking in weeks."

      
        Dre looked at his aunt and mother speculatively. The threesome he had with Allie and Ellen Goldstein whetted his appetite for more.

      "You'd probably be cooler sitting under this shade tree, Momma."

      "I'm good right here."

      "Well, I'm going over there," Allie said. "It's powerful hot, and with Aaron laid up, there's one less of us but just as much hemp to chop."

      Instead of standing, Allie crawled across and sat next to Dre. Tommie experienced an unexpected arousal as her sister's dress was on her back, and she could see her pussy between her plump thighs.

      Tommie and Allie had a few makeout sessions when they were young girls. Those graduated to pussy eating when they hooked up with their cousin Cassius. He liked for them to 69, and he fucked whoever was on top. All that stopped when they got married and started raising their families.

      Allie sat beside her nephew, with her back against the tree and her head on his shoulder. They had sex often enough that she thought of him as her boyfriend. Sharing him with his sister meant he couldn't fuck her as often as she liked. However, when he did, he made up for lost time.

      Deandre pushed the skirt on her dress up and stroked her upper thigh. Allie's hand rested on her nephew's cock, massaging it.

      "If y'all're gonna fuck right here, I can start for the house and help Callie with dinner."

      "You can if you want to," Allie said, "but we don't mind having an audience."

      While Dre's hand slipped under her dress and cupped her cunt, she unbuttoned his coveralls, inserted her hand, and stroked his cock.

      Tommie's hole moistened as she watched her sister and son make out. The war had changed so much! There was a time when their behavior would have outraged her. Now, she envied them. She wondered what the world would be like after the war.

      
        Would they or could they return to the way things were? She doubted it.

      She crawled over and sat on the other side of her son, watching her sister stroke his cock. She moistened her suddenly dry lips with her tongue as she watched the clear drops of precum leak from Dre's dick.

      The only thing better than a fat cock in her pussy was a cock in her mouth. Tommie loved sucking dick! She loved the feel of it in her mouth and the power it gave her over the lucky recipient.

      Tommie didn't flinch when her son pushed her dress up and ran his finger through her cleft. Her hips gently pumped as his index finger slipped between her engorged pussy lips. It may be wrong, but it felt good.

      Allie pulled her nephew's cock from his pants, leaned down, and took it in her mouth. She didn't have the reservations her sister had about sex with Dre. Good dick was good dick, no matter whose it was.

      Dre pulled the hem of his aunt's dress up and caressed her bare ass. He felt less than a man when he was classed 4F and couldn't go and fight. However, he rationalized he was doing his part for the war effort by keeping his sister and aunt well fucked while their men were off fighting.

      Thomasina watched her sister gobble Dre's dick. She always was a greedy bitch. Tommie turned on her belly with her head just above Allie's as she sucked Dre's cock.

      "You greedy bitch! I want some, too."

      "You can have whatever is left when I finish," Allie mumbled around her nephew's dick in her mouth."

      Tommie groaned as her son slipped his index finger into her ass. The boy was a good lover, even better than her husband.

      "I want some now," Tommie said, pushing on her sister's head.

      "Y'all stop fighting!" Dre slapped both of their asses in quick succession. "We got to learn how to share."

      
        
      

      Dre's slap on her ass sent a thrill through Tommie's body, like the time she touched that naked electric wire in the house before Aaron fixed it. This time, instead of making her finger tingle, the sensation was in her honey hole.

      She watched as her son pushed his aunt's head off his cock. She didn't resist when he pulled hers down to it. She gobbled it down, reveling in the way it filled her mouth and the manly musk that wafted from his groin. She loved the way her son slowly pumped his hips, fucking her mouth while she sucked his cock.

      While watching her sister suck her son's dick, Allie unbuttoned her dress and got naked. The sun and the gentle breeze felt good on her body. It felt even better when Dre's hand slipped over her ass, and his finger entered her pussy. She ground her pussy into the leaves covering the grass as she leaned over and licked his balls while Tommie was sucking his cock.

      "That's right, Momma and Auntie, we got to learn to share."

      He watched as his mother stood and took her dress off. She was a larger version of his sister; everything was the same; there was just more of it.

      "Don't sit down, Momma," Dre said quickly. "Straddle my face."

      "Boy, you're a caution," Tommie giggled.

      Tommie wrapped her arms around the tree trunk for balance and straddled her son's face. Dre wrapped his arms around her jiggly ass, holding her in place while he French kissed her pussy. At the same time, Allie was bobbing on his cock.

      "Momma, your pussy tastes amazing," Dre said, making slurping sounds.

      "Dear God, boy! Where did you learn to eat pussy so good?"

      Allie looked up at her sister, riding Dre's face. It was the hottest thing she had ever seen. She couldn't wait until it was her turn.

      
        She stopped sucking his cock and watched her sister gyrate on her son's face. She imagined doing the same thing with her son when he returned from the war. If he returned! She experienced a moment of sadness as she considered the possibility that her husband or her son might not survive the war.

      The sadness passed as she had a wicked idea. She rose to her knees and straddled Dre's cock. Allie wrapped her arms around her sister's behind for balance as she positioned her nephew's cock at her entrance and slowly squatted down.

      She gasped as she experienced the mindblowing sensations of Dre's cock filling her. She kissed her sister's ass as she rode Dre's cock, grunting at the incredible feel of a full pussy.

      Tommie felt her sister's tongue in her ass as Dre was eating her pussy. It was like old times with their cousin.

      "You like me eating your ass, bitch?"

      "Who you calling a bitch," Tommie groaned as she ground her pussy into her son's face.

      She jumped when her son slapped her on the ass.

      "Y'all stop fussin'.' We're family; we love each other, and we share everything. I ain't gonna have y'all arguing.

      The women accepted Dre's dominance. There was a war on, and everything was in short supply, including men and good dick. They were luckier than most; some of the women had no cock at all to fuck!

    
  
    
      Chapter 06

      "Where's Tommie?"

      Aaron groaned in pain as he raised the upper part of his body on his elbows. His daughter stood in the doorway of their clapboard shack. The sun backlit her thin cotton dress, and he could see the outline of her voluptuous body.

      
        She reminded him of her mother at that age, all ass and tits. Despite the pain in his back, he felt a stirring in his BVDs.

      "She coming, Daddy. She sent me on ahead to start dinner."

      "Shit! She knows she has to put that balm on my back."

      "She told me to do it, Daddy. You turn on your belly while I add a log to the stove. While the stove is heating up, I'll do your back."

      Aaron struggled to turn on his belly. When he finally got turned over, he was at eye level with his daughter's butt as she stirred the fire to get it going. Her dress was pulled tight across her ass, and her legs were spread.

      If she turns around, I could probably see her pussy, Aaron thought.

      He immediately chastised himself for having such thoughts about his daughter. He had heard that in some families, they had sex, but not in his! The war was stressing everything he held dear in his life, but his family wouldn't stoop to incest.

      He was horny because he and Tommie hadn't fucked in the two weeks he had been down in his back. Tommie was a quarrelsome old woman, but she was a good housekeeper, a great cook and an amazing fuck! He wondered if his daughter fucked her husband Clay like Tommie fucked him.

      Tommie was an animal! He loved for her to ride his cock with her big jugs flopping. After all of these years, she was still an amazing fuck.

      His eyes were drawn to his daughter's ass. She was on all fours poking at the embers to restart the fire in the stove. Her dress had ridden up in the back, exposing her legs to her lower butt. It was as big as her mother's but looked firmer. He groaned as his cock got hard under him as he lay on his belly.

      "Are you okay, Daddy?"

      "It's my back. It's been paining me."

      
        
      

      "It's going to take the fire a minute to get hot. I'll put that balm on your back while it heats up."

      She retrieved the new jar of balm from the shelf above the bed and knelt on the floor next to her father.

      "You're going to have to pull your BVDs down. Otherwise, I'll get this smelly stuff on them."

      Callie's nose wrinkled as she unscrewed the top, and the aroma of the evil-smelling cream wafted through the one-room shack.

      At another time, the old witch who made the cream would be called an herbalist, and her potions were called natural therapy. The cream was made with psychoactive plants that grew naturally in the swamp. One of the plants worked by increasing blood flow to the affected area to speed healing. It also had a narcotic side effect causing the user to relax and feel a sense of euphoria.

      "That's why Tommie should have brought her ass here! I cain't get them down without causing a lot of pain."

      "Don't you get riled up so much, Daddy. I'll do it."

      Before he could react, Callie gripped the band of his drawers and pulled them down, exposing her father's ass. Her eyes widened as she saw his powerful glute and back muscles. His hard body showed the result of years of strenuous work.

      She suppressed a gasp when she saw the outline of his thick shaft partially exposed. It was the largest she had ever seen. It looked bigger than even Noah Moses, who she knew from personal experience was enormous.

      Callie felt a tingle between her legs as she imagined that monster in her mouth or in her pussy. She had never considered sex with her father, but if his shaft was any indication, her mother was a very lucky woman.

      Aaron's head lay on his folded arms just below his daughter's breasts. Her dress was still sweaty from working in the fields and the long walk to the cabin. It clung to her body, emphasizing the size of her breasts.

      
        He shrank away and then relaxed as his daughter applied the cream. Its warmth permeated his body, increasing the blood flow to the affected area and easing the pain in his back. The increased blood flow also caused his cock to harden.

      The warmth from the cream invaded Callie's hands, traveled up her arms, and through her body. The psychoactive parts of the cream also increased the blood flow to her pussy, causing her pussy to moisten. She licked her lips as she saw her father's cock twitch.

      "Be sure you get my lower back; it hurts most there."

      "Yes, Daddy."

      Callie slid her hands down her father's back, working the cream into his lower back and upper glutes. She was sweating profusely and felt out of body, as though she were watching herself from a high place. SHe felt light in the head and disoriented.

      Aaron was experiencing similar feelings. He ground his dick into the mattress under the influence of the psychoactive cream.

      "This balm is different from the other. I can feel it working."

      Callie leaned across her father, using her body weight to help her work the balm in. Her hands slipped down, and she worked it into his ass and thighs, her fingers brushing his hard cock as she did.

      Aaron moaned, and his ass lifted in the air when his daughter's hand brushed his cock. His precum gushed, soaking his underwear. His cock was so hard it hurt.

      Callie was never sure where she got the nerve, but she took her father's cock in her hand and slowly stroked.

      "Callie, baby, don't!"

      Aaron's ass pumped up and down as his daughter simultaneously stroked his cock and probed at his anus. Back in the day, his wife used to finger his anus, and he always loved it. A few times, she fucked his ass with the handle of her wooden spoon. He stopped letting Tommie fuck his ass with the spoon handle because it felt too good, and he was frightened of what it said about him. A man shouldn't enjoy things in his ass!

      "Just relax, Daddy! It's going to be okay."

      Callie lay sideways on her father's back, fingering his asshole while stroking his cock. Behind her, she could feel her father struggling to turn over. She stood and lifted her dress over her head. She never wore a bra or panties when she worked in the fields, so she was naked.

      "Turn over, Daddy."

      "Callie, we can't do this," Aaron said as he turned on his back. The room spun slowly as he turned. He felt like he did when they smoked the marijuana they grew. However, marijuana never made his dick hard.

      "But I want to, Daddy."

      She knelt on the bed and threw one leg over her father. His cock slapped her on her ass. She rose to her knees, reached back, grabbed her father's dick, positioned it at her entrance, and lowered herself on his tool.

      "Oh, Daddy! Daddy! You're so big!"

      The aphrodisiac effect of the salve increased the sensitivity of her pussy. Her pussy flooded as she felt he father's cock fill her sheath.

      Aaron grasped his daughter's waist, intending to lift her off him. However, her pussy felt incredible wrapped around his cock. It was snug and fit his tool like it was made for it. He involuntarily thrusts up, burying his dick to his balls in her cunt.

      "Baby, we shouldn't...your Momma..."

      "Hush, Daddy! Fuck your daughter!"

      
        Callie rotated her hips as she pumped up and down on Aaron's cock. At first, the size of his rod caused an uncustomed pain. No cock since her first caused her pain. The pain diminished as her pussy lubricated, but it was a tight fit.

      "Oh baby, baby! You fuck your daddy so good!"

      Aaron moved his hands from her waist to her breasts. He gripped her dark nipples and twisted them, eliciting a scream of pain from his daughter. Then he leaned forward, bit it, and took one in his teeth.

      Callie rocked back, sitting up on her father's rod, her eyes staring blankly at the ceiling as she screamed in pain and had the most intense orgasm she ever had. For the first time in her life, she squirted, covering her father's chest and face with her essence.

      "Jesus Christ, you fuck good," Aaron exclaimed.

      He licked his daughter's juices from his lips. It was like a narcotic, releasing all inhibitions. The noonday sun streamed through the open door. The hemp fields were in the distance, and soon, his wife and the rest of his family would be coming for dinner.

      He didn't care! This was the best pussy he ever had, and he had to have it whatever the cost.

      "Get off me and get on your knees!"

      Callie complied, her ears roaring as the blood rushed through her veins.

      "Are you going to fuck my ass, Daddy?"

      "Maybe later," Aaron growled, "but I want this fat pussy first!"

      He knelt behind his daughter, sweat and her cum streaming down his body. He paused for a moment, reveling in her big round ass tooted in the air waiting for his cock. He slapped her ass hard, eliciting another scream.

      "Say 'fuck me, Daddy'."

      
        
      

      Callie looked back over her shoulder at her father. His cock was poised to penetrate her, and she wanted it! She wanted it more than she had ever wanted any cock in her life.

      "Fuck me, Daddy! Make your daughter your bitch!"

      Aaron gripped her lush hips, at the same time pulling her back on his cock as he thrust forward. He didn't stop until his balls slapped against her ass.

      "Fuck! This is some good pussy!"

      "Oh, Daddy, your dick feels so good in me. Yes, Daddy! Yes! Fuck me. It's your pussy."

      For what seemed like hours but was only a few minutes, they rutted like animals in the barnyard, snorting, farting, and cumming repeatedly. Aaron hadn't cum more than once or twice at a time in years. Under the influence of the drugs in the salve, he came three times, flooding his daughter's pussy.

      Finally, they collapsed on the bed with Aaron on top and his semi-hard cock still buried in his daughter's honey hole. They were exhausted, drenched in sweat and other bodily fluids.

      "I want more. I want you in my ass! But they'll be coming in from the fields for dinner soon."

      Aaron rolled off his daughter. "Yeah, you're right. You better get dressed.

      Callie stood, reached for a ragged dishcloth to clean them up, and giggled.

      Her father was lying on his side in the bed, watching his daughter clean up. He stroked her ass as she washed their juices from his body.

      "What's so funny?"

      "I was thinking how much of your cum is in me," Callie lied, "it's running out of my pussy and dripping on the floor."

      
        
      

      What she found so funny was that she was sure she was pregnant. She was at her most fertile time, and her womb was full of her father's seed. There was no way she wasn't pregnant!
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