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		Part One

		

	
		Alabama, 1869

		

		As a lady of fashion, Bethany Lancaster found it distasteful to be in such a backwards town as this. She longed to be back home at her daddy's exquisite cotton plantation where she could be coddled and pampered by a staff of Negro maids whose only care in the world was to make sure that her silk was clean, her hair was shiny, and her cup was full. Sadly, that world of luxury and Southern hospitality felt a million miles away —even though Bethany had only been gone for three days now. The beautiful young woman was traveling in a horse-drawn buggy that was being driven by an old trusted Negro called Sam. Bethany was fond of this Negro. Old Sam had started off as one of her daddy's slaves, and then stayed on as a worker after the Civil War.

		Of course, Bethany didn't like thinking of that god-awful war. The wounds were still too fresh. Not only had the bloody battles taken away both of Bethany's brothers, but they'd also eaten into a sizeable portion of her daddy's fortune —not to mention all the devastation suffered by her beloved state of Alabama.

		It was true. Now, with a parasol perched over her lovely blonde curls, Bethany saw to her dismay the ruins of another city that was still recuperating from military defeat.

		She closed her brilliant blue eyes, wishing that she could wake up from this terrible nightmare, wishing that she could do something to change the fate of her people. But she was powerless to do so. Although some considered her naive and gullible, Bethany still comprehended that such matters were far beyond her reach. War was the business of men. Not her. For Bethany —God bless her soul— the most physical effort of the day was lifting a glass of lemonade brought to her by a Negro maid. Aggressive action was not one of her strengths.

		Instead Bethany was beautiful, but risky to touch, like porcelain. Before the war suitors from all over the state used to come and pay their respects, hoping to garner favor with Bethany and her overly protective father. She played the part well too. Every southern belle was expected to be up-to-date on the latest fashions, which often proved tricky and expensive because fashion was constantly changing throughout the nineteenth century. But Bethany was a true lady who embodied the ideals of the South, and was thus always hospitable, well-groomed, and graceful.

		Her sad eyes were still closed.

		"You okay there, Miss Bethany?" asked Old Sam. "If ya' like, I can pull over. You ain't got no vapors, does ya?"

		Bethany opened her eyes and cleared her throat. Looking straight in front of her now, she said, "Yes Sam, I can assure you that I'm quite well. Thank you. You just focus on getting us there in one piece. That's your job."

		Sam's eyes were already focused on the narrow, winding path ahead of them. He sucked his teeth, or what remained of his teeth, but didn't say anything for a long time. Then he broke the silence by offering his opinion: "That fiancé of yours, boy oh boy, he sure is a heap of trouble sometimes."

		Old Sam slapped his knee.

		Bethany smiled at the mere thought of seeing her fiancé again. She was in love. No doubt about it. These days it didn't take much for her to become all warm and gooey on the insides, not when it came to the man she was planning to marry. Lieutenant Dewey Lee, the great-grandson of General Lee, was a handsome man of twenty-nine years, made even more dashing in his Confederate army uniform. Bethany was quite proud of Dewey. He was tall, blonde, with a deadly charisma that made the girls go wild. The one drawback to Bethany's union with Dewey was that his family had been ruined during the war, so that he had a famous name, but not much money to go along with it. No problem, Bethany's dowry would be more than enough to start that importing/exporting business Dewey wanted to start. He'd already promised her a house bigger than the one she'd been raised in. And when Dewey told her that it was his job to spoil her for the rest of her life, Bethany couldn't help but to feel secretly elated.

		Sam tightened his weathered hands on the reigns. "What he do?"

		"Excuse me?" said Bethany, smoothing her pretty silk dress over her knees now.

		"What Mr. Dewey doo diss time?" asked Sam. "Poker? What? A'gambling again?"

		Bethany didn't respond right away.

		On the one hand she didn't feel like it was any of the Negro's business. Any other Negro and she would have reproached them for their impudence. But on the other hand, Bethany had a great fondness for Old Sam the same way she had a fondness for her favorite horse. He was a family friend almost. Sam had served Bethany's family since she was knee-high to a grasshopper. And she knew that Old Sam, like most of his kind, was a naturally social and talkative type. He couldn't help himself. Like many Negros, he was so very fond of standing idly around, jabbering away the hours. So for just this one instance Bethany decided to indulge Sam, if only to help herself pass the time.

		"Yes," she said with the heavy air of exasperation in her breath. "To be frank, Sam, I'm not exactly sure what it is, but I expect it has something to do with an unpaid debt."

		Sam whistled through two of his missing front teeth. "Gambling is a sin, Miss Bethany. Show is. That's what the preacher man says."

		Bethany rolled her pretty blue eyes. "Is that so?"

		"Preacher man says it." Sam paused. He started shaking his head. "That boy of yours sure do know how to take chances with coin he don't got!"

		"Boy?" said Bethany irritably. "Mr. Lee is no boy!"

		"Sorry miss," said Sam with a sheepish look in his eyes now. "You know what I'm saying. You're right, you're right. Don't mind me. I just worried about you."

		Bethany didn't feel the need to respond.

		Sam continued. "Anyhow, why he be dragging you across the face of the earth anyway? That just beats all, miss. Don't he know this ain't no kind of weather for no lady? Couldn't he have sent one of the servants to do his bidding?"

		After a full minute, Bethany responded calmly, "Well, Sam, I suspect my fiancé didn't feel confident that a servant could be trusted with such substantial funds. That's why his letter explicitly stated that I arrive with the money. Now, I know that for some, that might be complicated to understand."

		Old Sam nodded in agreement. "How much he owe them anyway?"

		"To be honest, I'm none too certain about that myself, Sam. The letter only said to bring a good amount of cash; and that I was to personally arrive myself."

		After that their conversation died, much to Bethany's relief.

		During the next several hours they went through a series of small towns where the people often stopped to admire the breathtaking blonde woman and her loyal Negro servant. Old Sam had wanted to bring along a pistol for their journey, but Bethany (perhaps a little naively) assured him that they were going through a good Christian part of the country. Later that evening, just as the sun set, and the chorus of insect sounds filled the hot Alabama air, Bethany found herself being pulled up a long, steep driveway which led to a house that was as enormous as it was beautiful in the dying of the light.

		"Is this the place?" she asked excitedly.

		Sam nodded. Then he dismounted and tied up the horses. Bethany was still waiting primly for the old Negro to help her down since she had zero intention of sullying her fine dress. To her dismay, she looked around and saw a couple of shiftless Negros staring at her from the porch. Though Bethany considered herself to be as progressive as the next woman, she nonetheless was appalled whenever she came into contact with Negros who were less than 100% subservient.

		"Miss Bethany, would you like me to join you?" asked Sam, having just helped her down from the buggy.

		Pride caused her to shake her head of princess curls at the old black man. "You and the horses better wait here," Bethany said. "I'm sure this won't take but a few minutes. When Dewey and I return, I'm sure he'll have instructions for our bedding tonight."

		Sam looked down at his muddy shoes, shrugged. "Yes ma'am."

		Taking small dainty steps, Bethany proceeded towards the entrance of the grand house now. As she strode down the pebbled sidewalk and up the flight of stairs, she became conscious that her sudden appearance had caused quite a stir amongst the servants here. It seemed like every second more and more Negros were popping up from the woodwork to see what all the commotion was about. Thank God her daddy wasn't around to see such bold impudence. Unlike Bethany, her daddy was known to give a good hiding to any Negro caught ogling a white woman.

		"Who you be?" said a deep voice which nearly caused Bethany to jump out of her shoes.

		Startled, she turned around. It was one of the Negros. A male. He was a powerfully built man, bull-like in his proportions, with almost no visible signs of a neck, and dark African skin which suggested that he spent lots of time working in his Master's fields.

		Surprisingly, however, his clothing was much nicer than anyone would have expected. He wore black leather boots, khaki trousers, and a linen shirt with buttons on it. The buttons on the very top were undone, exposing the top of a chest that was as heavily muscled as it was dark. And stretched across his massive hands were a pair of expensive-looking leather gloves. Clothing aside, the black man was what Bethany's daddy would have called a "top dollar Negro" since his physical prowess would have fetched a high price on the auction blocks.

		Bethany took a moment to compose herself. The Negro's fancy attire was curious to say the least. She'd never seen such a thing.

		Then, unable to keep the slightly haughty tone out of her voice, she said, "I am here to see your Master. I am the fiancé of Lieutenant Lee, who I believe is a temporary guest on this premises. Be a good boy now and go let your Master know I have arrived."

		With that, the large Negro turned and took a long lustful gaze at Bethany, causing her skin to crawl.

		"How bold!" she stammered.

		"The name's Ebenezer," he told her.

		Then the Negro winked at her, and told her to wait her pretty fanny there. Two or three minutes later he returned, now carrying a torch topped with kerosene-soaked rags, explaining that it would provide both illumination and it would keep away swarming mosquitoes.

		"There are mosquitoes in the house?" she asked, perplexed as ever.

		"We ain't going to no house," explained Ebenezer in a low, serious voice which didn't leave any room for quibbling. "We going to see your fellow."

		Feeling like she had no other choice, Bethany followed the torch-wielding Negro around the side of the house, which had a roofed platform along the outside that was ground level and extended across the entire backside. She could hear voices, both men and women, but by then it was too dark to see anything other than shapes moving around in the blackness of the night. Then something like a cold chill ran down her spine and suddenly she wished that she was back at home, having tea with her mother, while the fireflies played in their garden.

		"Where are we going?" Bethany demanded, holding her dress so that the hem was safely above the path of rocks and dirt they followed.

		"We almost there," said Ebenezer.

		The chorus of insects was almost deafening now as nightfall enshrouded the surrounding landscape. Bethany asked, "Does your Master know I have arrived?"

		Ebenezer laughed, perhaps a little too heartedly. "Oh, he know."

		A few minutes later they arrived in front of the dilapidated structure of a wooden barn. Again the sound of voices could be heard from inside. But this time the voices were all male. They sounded like they were arguing. Negros. Far from the grandeur of the main house, Ebenezer opened one of the swinging doors and gestured for Bethany to enter. She did so, albeit reluctantly.

		The first hint of trouble was the circle of Negro men at the back of the barn. When they saw mighty Ebenezer and pretty Bethany, they stopped their arguing and watched among the flickering of torches positioned throughout the barn. Suddenly Bethany was surrounded by these same men, who were all dressed in the rags of common laborers, stinking to high heaven.

		"I don't understand," she said, trying to hide the growing trepidation in her voice. "What's going on? Where's Dewey? Where's your Master? And why have you brought me here?"

		Just then there was a low groaning sound from one of the horse stalls. Bethany turned and saw that the stall had been fitted with iron bars so that it very much looked like a jail cell. She was still having a difficult time understanding what was going on when the face of her fiancé appeared between the bars of his makeshift jail. Bethany's heart sank at once. She'd never seen her soon-to-be husband in such a deplorable state. His clothes were torn and muddy. His hair was wild like weeds, and his face was messily bearded, not to mention badly bruised as if he'd been on the losing end of a very long fight. By the time she kneeled down by the bars, he already looked like he was on death's doorstep.

		"Dewey! Dewey! What has happened to you? What monster is responsible for this?"

		Through a pair of badly chafed lips, her fiancé managed to eke out, "I'm... I'm... sorry."

		Laughter, cruel and unrelenting, came from behind Bethany. She turned, her beautiful heart-shaped face now flushed with anger as she glared up at the Negro men who had the gall to mock a man that was so far above their own stations in life. Alarmingly, her indignation only seemed to spur the amusement of the Negros, who continued shaking with unrestrained mirth. Only after they were done did Ebenezer explain the situation to the distraught white woman.

		"Your beau there is a criminal," he said. "Several nights ago, after losing all his money at the poker table, he decided to get drunk and rape one of the women who works for me. Claimed it was his right as a white man. All that bullshit. Long story short, when the woman's husband came to her rescue, your beau murdered him. So now he's a rapist and a murderer on top of being a degenerate gambler."

		While half a dozen large Negro men looked down at her, Bethany turned back to the bars that separated her from her fiancé. She searched his face for signs that she was being misled, but all she saw was the broken countenance of a guilty and defeated man.

		The pitiful moment, such as it was, did not last long. Ebenezer nudged the tip of his leather boot into Bethany's backside, then said, "Alright, I don't have all night. You got to see your fiancé. Now it's time to say your goodbyes, pay us his gambling debt, and promptly leave."

		Bethany didn't like the fact that the Negro had touched her with his boot and it showed clearly in her face. She straightened her back and turned her shoulder so that she was squared up to the massive man. "Where's your Master? I'd like to talk to him at once!"

		Again came the awful sound of men laughing at her.

		"Sure thing," said Ebenezer. "Lucky for you, you're talking to him right now!"

		She shook her head contemptuously. "No, I mean the man who owns the house and property. Your boss. Where is your Master?"

		Now, with the air of a man being annoyed by a small insect, Ebenezer glared down at the woman who'd probably spent her entire life getting exactly what she wanted. Well, it was never too late to try new things. "The house belongs to me. This barn belongs to me. My property extends for miles and miles. So once again, you're talking to the Master right now."

		Bethany was too confounded to respond.

		"Ebenezer was a war a hero, first Negro to ever earn his stripes in the Union army," offered one of the men by way of explanation. "After the war, they rewarded him with the plantation of a former traitor to the union. Now he's the first Negro plantation owner. Ain't that something?"

		Bethany couldn't believe her ears. It was like every few seconds she was being forced to deal with one horrible thing after another. She looked at Ebenezer again. She found his face to be hideous and cruel.

		Then she looked back at the love of her life. It looked like he hadn't bathed in several centuries. His eyes were now puffy and profoundly sad —a far cry from the indomitable will they had once portrayed. His clothing was essentially just scraps of cloth barely held together by torn threads. His skin was already crawling with the lice and fleas that covered every inch of his straw mattress and blanket. There was a large jug in the far corner which obviously served as his chamber pot. It was too sad to witness. It broke Bethany's heart.

		"What is to become of my fiancé?" she asked the large Negro now.

		"He will be given the same treatment as any other murdering and raping scum," said Ebenezer, pausing for a few tense seconds. "First we will remove his 'weapon.' Secondly, after several tortuous months of being without his 'manhood', we will put the murdering scum out of his misery with a rope."

		The threat of castration caused Dewey to clutch at his groin protectively.

		This did not go unnoticed by Bethany. Already her eyes began to water profusely. There was no doubt that the Negro was telling the truth. In her mind, she figured that she would be able to return home where she could rouse a group of people to come back and collect her fiancé either by bribe or force. But at the same time she realized that by then Dewey would already be disfigured, emasculated, unable to fulfill his duties as a good Christian husband. The situation seemed so hopeless.

		"Of course," said Ebenezer with a knowing smirk that slowly turned into a suggestive leer, "we could come to an understanding that would satisfy all parties concerned. It all depends on how much you're willing to give up to save your man's pitiful little existence."

		"Leave her out of this!" cried Dewey from his jail cell. "She has nothing to do with me or my supposed crimes!"

		Ebenezer scoffed, his wide African nostrils flaring. "On the contrary, scum, without her participation you will face immediate castration, followed by months of anguish, followed by execution. Now, it doesn't take much to see that a "man" such as yourself will do anything to prolong your miserable existence. So let's not pretend that you're going to object to my alternative, even if it means having your lovely fiancé serve me."

		For a long moment Dewey seemed to think about what he'd just heard. His pale white fingers desperately gripped the iron bars of his cell. Then he gazed into Bethany's eyes, and under mortal fear, read agreement there.

		"What do you want of us?" Dewey asked Ebenezer now.

		The mighty Negro seemed to radiate with primal pleasure. "Fantastic. First I will have your fiancé remove every item of her person." He looked at Bethany now and said, "Strip to your skins, woman!"

		"You black bastard!" cried Dewey.

		"Of course the choice is entirely up to you," said Ebenezer, maintaining strong eye contact with the beautiful blonde southern belle now. "You don't have to obey me. In fact, feel free to hang around and watch as my men remove the tiny weapon your fiancé used to rape a Negro woman with. I'm sure he'll put on quite a show."

		Again Bethany's eyes met Dewey's. They'd always been so close, so in tune with one another, that it was like they could read each other's thoughts. This time was no different. She knew what he wanted her to do. And she knew that she would do anything in the world to save him. There was no other choice.

		Then she turned slightly, her trembling fingers struggling with the intricate knots of her pink and white silk dress. The soft fabric fell to the muddy surface of the hay-strewn ground and Bethany stepped out of it. She appeared even more feminine and lovely in her silky underthings. In her periphery, several of the Negro men began to rearrange the front of their trousers at the sight of such Aryan beauty.

		Ebenezer's face bore a sly smile as he said, "From now on you will serve me the same way that my people served your people generation after generation. The more pleasure you bring me, the better off you and your fiancé will be treated. Do you understand? I am a firm, but fair Master. But I must warn you that bad behavior, disloyalty, and unwillingness to obey orders will be met with severe consequences. People often say that death is the worst thing that can happen to a person. I am here to tell you that they are greatly mistaken. Now remove the rest of your clothing, woman. It all belongs to a part of your life that is all over. For good."

		After Bethany stepped out of her shoes, she began weeping softly as she unhooked her stockings and slid them off of her long, shapely white legs. The garter belt followed, joining the silk stockings in a crumpled mass on the ground. She was a truly beautiful woman. Desperately squeezing her pale thighs together, she kept one hand over her small patch of golden blonde pubic hair, while her other hand was trying to cover up as much of her full jiggly breasts as possible. With her head down, eyes shut tightly, she realized that no man besides her daddy had ever seen her nude before.

		Ebenezer stood with an impatient look on his weather-battered black face while the other Negros seemed to be taking quite an interest in the defrocked southern belle. Then he snapped his fingers for one of the other men to take all of the lacey garments off the ground and bring them into the house. Bethany was still shielding her nudity with shaky hands.

		Ebenezer read the pleading in her eyes and he grinned broadly, his thick purplish lips spread across his brutish face now. "From now on you may only refer to me as Master. Failure to do so will result in swift punishment for both you and scum. Do you understand?"

		Unclothed, and avoiding the prying eyes of the men around her now, Bethany nodded her head weakly and mutely.

		"I can't hear you," Ebenezer said. "Speak louder."

		"Yes, I understand," came her belated response.

		"Finish your sentence, woman," he said mercilessly.

		Bethany looked at the black man quizzically. Then she seemed to get it. "Yes, I understand, Master."

		Her words, although barely audible in her soft voice, had a powerful effect on the men surrounding her. For Dewey, they caused him to sink down to his knees, drop his head, and utter an expletive under his breath. But for the Negro men, it seemed to arouse their interest even more, so that now several of them had large scary-looking tents at the front of their trousers. Most likely these men, who'd spent most of their lives in chains, had never imagined that one day they'd see such a woman such as Bethany, an aristocratic white woman, shed all of her garments —much less be reduced to calling one of their own 'Master.'

		"Are you ready to obey?" Ebenezer asked, pulling her head up by her thick blonde tresses to meet his dark eyes.

		Bethany began to sob, her tears wetting her flushed cheeks, as she nodded, pleading with her tormentor.

		With no warning, Ebenezer raised his hand in the air and brought it down on the side of her face so hard that after the loud slap sound there was the imprint of his big African palm across her angelic features. Then he yanked her head back and peered into her face as she cried harder still, this time her eyes closed, more a flinch than obeying his demand. "I have a lot of work to do with you," he told her in front of the other men. "But you will be much better for it by the time I'm finished. You are mine for now and always. Your miserable fiancé’s life depends on how well you learn to please me. The quicker you learn to deal with your new place in the world, the better off you will be."

		Bethany whimpered and opened her eyes. And yet for the first time, she did not raise her gaze, but looked at the floor, or more accurately, at Ebenezer's polished leather boots. She feared for her life. She feared for her sanity at the hands of this evil black brute of a man.

		"Now," Ebenezer said as he let her head hang again, apparently satisfied for the moment. "Let me have a look at what now belongs to only me."

		The gorgeous southern belle was then forced to deal with a series of probing touches from the ugly black monster. Fearing retribution, she remained frozen, eyes averted. She felt his very gaze travel her body and was helpless to hide herself from it. Ebenezer removed his gloves and began to run his rough hands over her the way a stable owner might inspect a horse for sale. First over her back and hips, then down her legs. To the amusement of the other Negros, Ebenezer then stood behind Bethany and lewdly squeezed the round cheeks of her ass before rudely pulling them apart and peering at her tiny, puckered rosebud. Bethany could not scream, she could barely react —the shock to her mind was too great. But when she felt a slickened finger tip rub and press at her anus, she bucked then screamed for the pain it caused her.

		"Noooooo," whimpered a small voice off to the side. It was Dewey. The humiliation of seeing his woman in such a degrading state shone all over his beaten face. "Please, this has to stop. I don't care if they kill me. I don't care if they maim me. That doesn't matter. But you have to leave now, Bethany. Please, I'm begging. Get out of this place, now, Bethany."

		"Ah, thanks for reminding me, scum," said Ebenezer, standing directly behind the nude woman, poised but not touching her. "From now on you will not be called Bethany. That is your old name. As far as you're concerned, that name belongs to a different person in a different life. Do you understand?"

		Bethany nodded slowly, almost imperceptibly.

		Holding her head back again, Ebenezer spanked her full bare bottom twice, extremely hard. Bethany cried out, struggling not to sob.

		"You will answer me properly, slave," he said, watching as her mind grasped what he'd called her. "EYES DOWN!" he then yelled, dropping her hair.

		Bethany's blue eyes darted around for several seconds before she said in a soft withering voice, "Yes Master, I understand."

		The Negros watching this had to keep from allowing their eyes to bulge out of their heads. They couldn't believe what they were witnessing. They started hooting and hollering, clapping their hands and doing a little victory jig at the sight of Bethany's degradation in the old barn. Even better, one of those racist white Confederate soldiers was there to get a first hand view of the entire beautiful scene.

		"What you gonna call her then?" said one of the Negros, a young man with an extended potbelly and thin shoulders.

		"Let me worry about that," said Ebenezer. He grabbed Bethany by the wrist and jerked so that she stumbled after him, her bottom and breasts jiggling enticingly as she was pulled along by the evil dark brute. Then Ebenezer stopped several feet short of the barn door. He turned around and glared at the other Negros.

		Addressing the captivated audience, he said, "In the meantime, yawl clean up around here. See that scum gets something to eat and drink since it's been a few days. Who knows. Depending on how well tonight goes, scum might just get a new set of clothes and a bath. He sure do stink enough. Also, one of yawl tell the Negro out there in front that he needs to leave. Now."

		"But ain't he waiting for her?" said a small, wooly-headed Negro of about twenty.

		Ebenezer scowled at the young man. "Just tell that Negro that these two done run off to get married. Tell him that was the plan all along. Okay? He'll believe it." Ebenezer took several more steps, then stopped. "Now if anyone needs me I'll be breaking in my new slave in my bedroom."

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		Bethany was dragged into the main house that was full of Negros of every age, both men and women. The spectacle of her shame caused them all to stop and stare as Ebenezer dragged the naked white woman from one room to another. Going up the spiral staircase, she stumbled, her knees suddenly giving out from the strain of the nightmarish evening. Without pausing, Ebenezer scooped her up, tossing her nudity over his large shoulder, and giving her pale rump a loud smack before taking her to a large bedroom.

		“Look around and get used to your new surroundings," said Ebenezer after he'd roughly thrown her onto his large bed. "Because this is where you will be spending a lot of your time now. I am a busy man in the daytime. Running a successful plantation like this, especially as a black man, is no easy task. So your sole purpose now is to make sure that I stay relaxed and happy when I'm here. I do not blame you for your fiancé’s sins, so I will try to break you in as gently as I can. Do you understand, slave?"

		Bethany nodded her head as the nature of her predicament became more and more real to her. "Yes Master."

		"On certain occasions, such as holidays and birthdays, I might even allow you to see the man who was once your fiancé. Would you like that, slave?"

		A little more eagerly now, she nodded yes.

		"That all depends on how well you do in this bedroom though," said Ebenezer. He stopped, using the moment to appreciate how beautiful the naked blonde woman sitting on his bed was just now. It must have only started to settle in for him how incredibly good his fortunes were because he suddenly became silent, his eyes blazing with raw animal hunger.

		Bethany saw that Master's trousers had become swollen at the front. She looked away, and once again her beautiful cheekbones became wet with tears that flowed for several long moments as she struggled to regain composure. She was thinking how unfair all of this was, how she was never meant to be put in a situation like this, how much she loved her fiancé still, and of course how revolting she found the large Negro man towering over her now, his repulsive body approaching her until he was just a few disgusting inches away.

		"Snowflake."

		Bethany flinched at his voice now. She looked up and stared at him curiously. His dark eyes were unreadable.

		Then the big man shook with laughter. "That's what we we’ll call you. Your new name is Snowflake. It fits you. You're so white and delicate." He laughed some more. "Yes, now that you don't have that old name, you need something better. Do you like your new name, Snowflake?"

		She had no other choice but to shrug her shoulders and say, "Yes Master."

		"Which would you rather me call you? Slave or Snowflake? I'll let you pick."

		It only took her a second to respond. At least one of the options sounded almost pleasant. "Snowflake."

		He started to pet her head now like a dog. "Now isn't your new name much better than your old name?"

		She swallowed hard, eyes down. "Yes Master."

		"You're very lucky, aren't you Snowflake? To be here in this bedroom with me? About to serve your first Negro?"

		Her eyes were still trained on the floor. She almost started to sob again, but managed to choke the tears back. "Yes Master, I'm very lucky."

		The hopelessness of her situation was never more obvious. Nor, the degree in which her status had fallen. Presently, she could see how much he was enjoying this, humiliating her by treating her in such a fashion. But what could she do about it? How could she live with herself if she allowed her fiancé to suffer such a cruel fate at the hands of these animals? No, she thought, she must keep this charade up for as long as possible until some window of opportunity presented itself.

		Suddenly, she felt her sadness morph into anger, anger towards this ugly black criminal who'd just started to run his coal-black hands through her silky blonde hair. But at least in anger, she was able to calm herself, dry her brilliant blue eyes.

		"Ah, there we go now," he said, confusing her anger as acceptance.

		She bit her lip, still loathing the touch of the man's fat fingers.

		"Snowflake?"

		She looked up at the powerful Negro, watched him lick his lips hungrily. "Yes Master?"

		"I want you to undo my trousers with your hands. Inside my trousers you will find something very big and very special to wrap your sweet lips around. Do you understand, Snowflake?"

		Already getting used to the sound of her new name, she said, "Yes Master."

		Sitting on the bed, she was already at eyelevel with the Negro's crotch. The lump inside his trousers began to twitch as her pale alabaster fingers tentatively reached for the top button. She was already in fear as she unbuttoned his flap —oh no!— he hadn't been lying! The Negro was hung like a stallion. Bethany began to shake in fear as she took it in her soft little hand and watched as it still continued to grow. It's dark coloring disgusted her. And the contrast of their skin tones only made it look more monstrous. It's girth was such that she could not wrap her dainty fingers about it. It was several hands long, knobby with a curved shape, and capped with a bulbous head.

		To make matters worse, the Negro smelled bad, like a wet dog. Yet, she held her breath and stuck out her tongue for a man for the first time. She used her tongue to wet the hateful appendage, knowing where it would ultimately come to rest. How far she had fallen, once the daughter of a grand plantation, renown for her beauty and charm, and now stripped of all her finery, manacled to the life of a Negro's harlot.

		After several miserable minutes of having it in her mouth, Bethany was surprised and relieved when the Negro pulled it out, reached down for the sides of her small head, and planted his lips on hers. Performing sexual acts was one thing. But kissing him was something else; and in a weird way, it felt far more personal, more intrusive. He was only the second man to ever kiss her in such a fashion. Bethany could feel part of her old self already starting to slip away.

		Master's kiss was deep and insistent, his heavy tongue making several circuits in Bethany's mouth. His lips were so big, so soft, so possessive. The former southern belle tried to think of other things. This close to her tormentor, Bethany noticed that his taste was not altogether unpleasant. There was a musky smell to his body that reminded her of rainy days sitting on the veranda, watching the Negro field workers toil happily from sunrise to sunset.

		Then he broke from the kiss. "Now Snowflake, I want you to undress me. You shall perform this duty every night. Always start with my boots. Then my jacket and shirt. Then my trousers. Do you understand, Snowflake?"

		"Yes Master."

		"Begin."

		The boots were impossible though. They seemed to be welded onto his feet. So after a moment Master told her to straddle his leg, facing away, and pull them off that way. As she obeyed, she felt his hands appreciatively grope her ass cheeks which were now on display as she bent forward and struggled to remove each boot off his enormous feet. Her frustration amused him. He was chuckling to himself.

		"Snowflake, what a lovely bottom you have," the Negro said, examining her pale creamy flesh. "So round and white. Such beautiful pale skin. I thought your mouth felt good. Now I can't wait to be inside other parts of you."

		It was humiliating for Bethany, bent over like that, her breasts hanging towards the floor while Master freely rubbed the fleshy globes of her ass. She closed her eyes and felt his hand run down her inner thigh, then down the other.

		"Stand up, I need another kiss, Snowflake," he said once he was fully nude, every inch of his broad ebony body unclothed.

		She could feel the dark monster between his legs press against her round but firm belly. Their tongues met inside her mouth. He held her tightly by the back of the neck, his other hand free to run over her body, stopping to tease her nipples. He teased the tips of her breasts, watching her nipples become harder at his ministrations. She shuddered lightly, and he watched her gently shake her head, her long golden hair moving against her pale flesh.

		"Snowflake?"

		"Yes Master?"

		He grinned happily, liking how quickly she was getting accustomed to her new status. "Are you ready to become my whore? The whore of a Negro?"

		"If that's what Master wants," she answered sadly and a little mechanically.

		Bethany's pretty face burned red with shame as she felt her Negro Master place her on her hands and knees. He was behind her now. She could hear him groan appreciatively at the sight before him. For a moment she was too petrified to move. Then she gasped, and her abdomen swelled as she felt something fat and very long rest against the crack between her butt cheeks.

		"Spread yourself for me," he ordered.

		Bethany hazarded a confused glance over her shoulder, up at him, the ugly-faced Negro, who was smiling evilly down at her, while she didn't understand what she was being asked to do.

		"Snowflake, I want you to reach back with both hands, pull your white ass cheeks apart and hold them like that. Show Master how badly you need him inside you."

		Afraid to disobey, Bethany closed her eyes as her hands reached back and felt the softness of her own backside. There was a little give as she spread herself in the most degrading way possible so that now her most intimate parts were on full display, like a blossoming flower, for this Negro who was more beast than man.

		"Nice and gentle," he said.

		She felt his massive hands gently rubbing each buttock. One hand was on each, caressing and gently squeezing them. She suddenly tensed her body (almost tried to crawl away) when she felt something big and warm press against her sex. She knew exactly what it was. The Negro was about to penetrate her. With her head buried in a pillow now, she tried to remind herself why she was making this ultimate sacrifice in the first place. As though it was happening to someone else, she felt him press himself into her, causing her to squirm and wince painfully.

		A second later the first few inches of his hideous appendage was resting inside her channel. She could feel him pulse inside her. This was the stuff of nightmares. She dug her nails into the bed. His hands were squeezing her hips. She wasn't going anywhere. The thickness of his manhood was stretching her out and she was afraid of getting split in two by him.

		"Ah, Snowflake, you feel so good. You must be a virgin. I can barely get inside."

		"Owch, owch," Bethany cried. "Master, please, please, it's so big."

		Not much more than the tip was inside her still. He began making small circular movements with his muscular hips, slowly trying to dig deeper inside her incredibly tight little snatch. "You like it though, don't you, Snowflake? You like having some black meat between your legs? Tell me the truth, Snowflake. A part of you has always been dreaming of this day when you'd be a Negro's whore?"

		Finally realizing that she had absolutely no say as to what happened to her, Bethany, for the first time, understood that the only hope for a tolerable existence was to become indispensable to her Master. "Ye-ye-yes..." she moaned.

		His smile vanished. Mercilessly he thrust another punishing several inches, causing the white woman to let go of her butt cheeks, squeal out, shriek, tossing her head from side to side while she tried to get away. But his grip on her waist was unbreakable. Kept in this humiliating position, she'd never felt such strength. Such pain. Such degradation. She kept trying to buck him off, shrieking wildly while impaled on his throbbing African meat.

		"Calm down!" he said angrily.

		"It hurts! It hurts! It hurts!" she screamed.

		He waited for a while.

		"That's what you get," he said enigmatically. Then he went on to explain why she was being punished with his cock. "I asked you a question earlier. Remember, Snowflake? A part of you has always been dreaming of this day when you'd be a Negro's whore?"

		Her loins were on fire. Large hot tears were forming in the corners of her eyes. Sniffling up a sob or two, she said, "Yes..." But then she caught her mistake before it was too late this time. "Yes Master."

		He smacked her ass playfully, pleased by her correction. "Explain Snowflake."

		"Yes Master, you're right, I've always dreamed of being a Negro's whore."

		"I'm always right, aren't I?" he said.

		"Yes Master, you're always right."

		"Are you my little whore?"

		"Yes Master, I'm your little whore."

		"What's your purpose in life, Snowflake?"

		"To make you happy, Master."

		He gave her ass another hard smack which sent fresh new waves of pain through her body, but nothing like what she'd already experienced.

		"That's right Snowflake."

		She bit her lip now. The longer he kept his manhood buried deep inside her, the more poor Bethany could feel the flaming sensation dissipate. And when he started to move himself in and out of her, going gently now, she was shocked to find that her body was producing a tingly sensation which certainly wasn't that unpleasant.

		"Good, good just like that. Just stay on your hands and knees like that, let me fuck you like that. This is how I fuck all my slaves," he said, adding to her intense humiliation.

		Then, as she felt one of the Negros hands reach under her belly and start to roughly turn and twist her nipples, she sensed that there was a new warmth and moisture between her legs. The pain of his length and girth was giving way to something that almost bordered on pleasure. It was very confusing. Bethany couldn't believe it. Her mind was spinning out of control as he continued to fuck her and tease her rock-hard nipples.

		Letting go of her breasts, he moved his big hands to her hips again and started to increase the tempo. That he'd already managed to loosen her up down there was unquestionable. Her juices now freely ran down her thighs and onto the surface of the bed. As he slammed himself into her Bethany closed her eyes, hearing the sound of her own loud groans competing with the smacking sounds of her pale backside against the powerful Negro.

		Something was happening to her. Bethany could feel the external world recede as her mind focused on the new sensations she felt. She felt a pressure in her stomach; and it was almost like she had to pee. It didn't matter that the thing going inside of her, rubbing against all that sensitive flesh, belonged to a man, or beast, which repulsed her. At the moment she could only focus on the overwhelming sensations she was feeling for the first time in her young life.

		Laughter filled the room.

		Bethany opened her eyes.

		It was him, the Negro was laughing richly at something. Bethany was confused; and it took her a moment before she glanced over her shoulder and up at him. Motionless, he had his hands on his hips now. His dark eyes were filled with amused mockery.

		He nodded for her to continue.

		It was then that she realized what he was laughing it.

		He was laughing at her.

		It appeared that during his brutal assault on the beautiful southern belle, the Negro had abruptly stopped pushing himself into her, and that her body's automatic response was to start moving her pelvis back and forth, causing her round pale rump to jiggle as she rode his large ebony shaft that glistened with her fresh juices. He wasn't fucking her now. She was fucking him!

		But lovely Bethany was too gone to be embarrassed.

		She'd never felt such wonderful pleasure. After a long build up of pressure and tingling, suddenly it felt like something inside of her had exploded. She cried out, thrashing from side to side as she experienced her first sexual climax. Her blue eyes were still rolled back deep in her head as the Negro behind her let out his own manly roar of delight. Bethany dug her fingers into the bed's linen as she felt him start to shoot load after load of his hot, creamy substance. After he pulled himself out of her, she stayed on all fours, face down, ass up, eyes clenched, not ready to face the reality of the situation yet.

		"Now Snowflake," said Ebenezer in his deep voice which sounded unmistakably African to Bethany, "if you were my wife then I would reward you by letting you go to bed right away. But alas, since you are essentially nothing but chattel to me, I must insist that you finish your duties."

		After that Bethany was made to fetch a jug of water and some rags to wash every inch of the large dark-skinned man. Until today she'd never even touched a Negro male except for his hand. And now she found herself dutifully washing his body from head to toe.

		There were long scars on his back that gave her pause. She tried not to focus on them, however, because they only reminded her painfully of a time when her station in life had been much different from now. After she washed his stomach, she tried to speed past his groin, but he grabbed her small wrist, and told her to slow down and make sure she got all the parts below his waist very clean. Envisioning her fiancé in his little cell, she sighed and nodded, knowing that there was no use in challenging him now.

		Ebenezer was big all over. His dark chocolate-colored thighs were enormous. His buttocks were heavily muscled. Her pale fingers trembled as she reached out to lift his large, veiny, uncut black member which was still coated in her very own juices. Holding him in one hand, Bethany used her other hand to gently massage the huge pair of testicles that swung between his legs.

		"Excellent job, Snowflake," he said after she was done washing the bottoms of his massive feet. "Now I want you to wash yourself. It seems that you have some of my cum running down both of your legs now. I'm sure that your mother taught you better than to walk around the house in such a state."

		The image of her beautiful mother broke Bethany's heart as she squatted before her Negro Master and began to wash away the thick, gooey substance which was still dripping out of her flower. Once finished, she gazed up past his tree-trunk legs and gazed at her Master's scarred face. He wore a look of contentment as he beckoned Bethany to join him on the bed. Lying entwined with her Master was confusing to Bethany. On the one hand it reminded her of the visions she had of her marriage day. But her Master was not Dewey. As she lay against his strong chest and felt his hands gently caress her body, Bethany tried to reconcile the feelings of pleasure she'd felt earlier with the feelings of revulsion she felt every time she saw his dark, wicked face.

		"Snowflake?"

		"Yes Master?"

		"Are you crying?"

		She sniffled some of her tears and wiped her eyes clear. "I'm sorry Master."

		One of his big hands stayed on her rump. She felt him give her a firm squeeze, then two quick pats.

		"You did a wonderful job taking my manhood, I'm very proud of you, Snowflake. I have decided to reward you with some clothing. Tomorrow you will be given a dress to cover your nudity when you walk around the grounds here. Of course, it won't be anything close to the fancy garb you're accustomed to. But at least you'll have something to cover parts of you."

		"Thank you Master, you're very generous."

		Ebenezer squeezed her ass again, no doubt marveling at how quickly he'd turned one of the South's great beauties into a most loyal and subservient slave. "And depending on how you do in the next few days, I will try to see that scum gets improvements to his accommodations. Does that sound good, Snowflake?"

		"Yes Master, thank you again."

		The smile on the old Negro's face now said that he was really getting used to being called Master by such a woman as this. The massive organ between his legs started to rise again in a way that the South never would. This time he pulled his blue-eyed prize on top of him, wrapped her soft body in his giant arms.

		"Snowflake, ask me to fuck you again."

		"Please fuck me, Master."

		"Now beg me!"

		"Please, please, please! I need it back inside me, Master!"

		He laughed deeply and appreciatively. "I bet you never thought you'd be telling a Negro that one day!" he chuckled.

		Bethany was still tight, but now she was able to accept his bulbous African head much easier than before. Her pale breasts pushing into his broad chest, Ebenezer began to lift his hips until he was moving back and forth inside her again. She had a beautiful ass. And he loved putting a woman like her on her hands and knees as if she was a bitch in heat. But from this position, it was almost better since their faces were just inches away. Now Ebenezer could see all the different emotions flicker across the features of her angelic face as he fucked her slowly with his big veiny organ.

		At one point she leaned back, her huge white tits flopping all around as she started to moan in lust. With increasing humidity, the room's reek of sweat and private body fluids was almost overpowering. Sensing that he was close, Ebenezer grabbed Bethany by the back of the neck, and pulled her close to him. Their mouths found each other and he started to feed her nice, long, luxurious strokes that caused the warm velvety insides to quiver.

		This time was very different.

		This time they were looking deeply into each other's eyes as Ebenezer's balls contracted and he started to fill her hole once again with his essence. For a very long time afterwards, Bethany stayed on top of his massive body, straddling him, her blonde hair a total mess as she continued to kiss his lips and stroke his dark face.

		"Oh Master," she said worriedly.

		"What's wrong, Snowflake?"

		"We made a mess again," she said, her small nose twitching from the room's heavy reek now.

		Ebenezer laughed, patted her backside for good measure. "Don't worry about that, Snowflake. Me and you, we gonna make a lot more messes before it's all said and done with."

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		The next day Bethany found her Master to be true to his word. To her great relief, he gave her some clothing to wear. Only now, instead of wearing fancy dresses and silky petticoats, she wore a simple cloth dress which wasn't that much nicer than what some of the poorest Negro women wore. Incidentally, she found the dress to be a little short, giving her pause whenever she had to bend her knees the slightest. But at least it was something.

		The first week was the hardest and she wondered if she would always be so sore between her legs. But over time Bethany began to adjust to the routines of Ebenezer's household. And every night, as she fell asleep in the Negro's arms, her backside pushed up into his crotch, she reminded herself of why she was doing this in the first place. Even after months and months, her only wish was to save Dewey so that they could leave and finally start their life together.

		One night Bethany had just finished up her evening chores which included some light housework, cooking, and any sewing that the Negro women required of her. The door to her chambers opened and there stood her Master, tall and broad, dressed in his taut tan-colored riding trousers and shirt which was covered in dust from many miles of traveling. Their eyes met and Bethany gasped, surprised by how happy she was to see her Master again. He'd been gone for over a week now and she always felt more comfortable around the other Negros whenever her Master was there to protect her. And judging from his lascivious grin, the Negro was happy to see her too.

		"Come here Snowflake," he commanded. "I need a kiss."

		Her small pink toes flew across the wooden floor. He wrapped her up in his big arms, easily lifting her off the floor so that her white legs were now wrapped around his powerful waist. They stood there kissing one another passionately for several long moments.

		As Bethany felt her Master's strong mouth and tongue against her face, she couldn't help but to feel that special moisture between her legs again. That she'd grown so accustomed to letting go and enjoying the pleasure of their union was a startling revelation to the former southern belle. And yet, at the same time, she couldn't deny that their lovemaking, however crude and barbaric, was a source of great pleasure for her. In fact, considering how difficult and unpleasant her days as a seamstress and maid could be, lying in bed with her Master was the only thing keeping her sane.

		Ebenezer sat the white woman back on the ground, freely stuck one of his big black paws down the front of her little cotton dress. When he felt how hard her nipples already were, he smiled a big smile. "Looks like somebody really did miss me. Did you miss your Master, Snowflake?"

		"Yes Master," she said, squirming from his touch.

		Rather abruptly he broke away from her, cocking his head to one side. "Listen, my pet. We need to talk about something."

		"Yes Master?"

		Bethany listened intently as her Master explained he had a surprise for her tonight. Because of her loyalty to him, and because of her ability to bring him so much pleasure in the bedroom, her Master had lived up to his promise to help out scum, or the man who'd been her fiancé in a different life. Then the Negro called out a name Bethany hadn't heard in a very long time. The door to the bedroom opened and a white man, manacled around the feet and hands, came in slowly, the chains of his shackles rattling away.

		Bethany was stunned. Her knees trembled as her eyes met those of the man she'd once intended to marry. There was so much that she wanted to tell him now. It was the first time that Bethany and her former fiancé had been allowed to see each other since that fateful night in the barn. Bethany was happy, at least, to see that her Master had lived up to his word. It made her feel less guilty somehow, since all of her reluctant debauchery had served a higher purpose. Saving another person's life.

		Indeed Dewey did look much better than before. His sandy hair was cut short, his face was shaven, and he was clean, now wearing a long sleep shirt that went past his knees. The bruises and gashes along his handsome face and arms were now replaced with soft, smooth, white skin. To Bethany, he seemed to be the very picture of physical health. And she was truly happy to see him again. Which is why she was so confounded to see Dewey scowling at her with open contempt.

		"As you can see," announced Ebenezer in a voice that was very loud and deep, "I am a man of my word. By offering your body to me every night, you have not only saved your ex-fiancé’s miserable life, but he is looking quite healthy."

		"Yes Master," said Bethany, her face lit by an inner fire now. "It is true. You have been very good to us both."

		"The other men wanted to castrate him for his crimes, but I offered a better solution," said Ebenezer. Then he looked at Dewey and said, "Boy, lift up your shirt so Snowflake can see what's been keeping you from harming more women."

		Dewey seemed to be in a great amount of anguish as he turned his head to the side, lifted up the hem of his sleep shirt to reveal a metal chastity device locked around his crotch.

		"Boy," said Ebenezer, now hooking his arm around Bethany's slim waist, and pulling her body into his while they both stared across the room at Dewey. "How does that device suit you? Is it comfortable?"

		Dewey mumbled something unintelligible.

		"Speak up, boy!" Ebenezer snapped.

		Bethany was afraid on Dewey's behalf. She wished he wouldn't anger her Master.

		"No sir," said Dewey. "It's not really that comfortable."

		Ebenezer laughed and laughed, one of his hands dropping down Bethany's backside where he started to openly massage one of her buttocks. He looked at Dewey again, his dark eyes suddenly bright with an epiphany. "I'll tell you what, boy. Let's make a deal. Not only will I remove your device, but I'll also allow you to have some release. How does that sound?"

		Bethany was surprised to hear her Master being so generous. She couldn't imagine what it must be like for a man like Dewey to be kept in such a state of denial. There was a time when he seemed like the most masculine person she'd ever met. And now, suddenly blushing, she realized that any spark of pleasure he could receive, however small and transitory, must be acquired.

		Apparently, Dewey felt the same way. Because he responded by first nodding his head several times, unable to make eye contact with either Ebenezer or Bethany, before mumbling under his breath that he would like that opportunity very much.

		This pleased Ebenezer. After winking at Bethany, he looked back at the miserable white man and said, "And all you have to do is ask me to fuck your former fiancé. Now, I know this might be hard for you. Especially considering that you two used to share a history together. But if it makes you feel any better, she's been sharing my bed for months and months now. So it's not like you'll be asking her to do anything she hasn't already done hundreds of times."

		There was a long, tense silence in the bedroom. That Dewey was forced to choose between two different types of agony read clearly on the features of his once aristocratic face. But the demands of his manhood were too great to be denied. His sad green eyes finally met those of Bethany's black Master. "Would you do that, would you please have sex with Bethany?"

		The large Negro smiled broadly and handed Bethany a key, instructing her to remove Dewey's chastity device and sit him down on the wooden bench against the wall.

		"When I am finished with my favorite white whore, your device will be placed back on, boy," said the Negro, motioning for Bethany to come over and undress him like she did every evening they were together.

		With Dewey in the room, Bethany felt that hot sting of humiliation and despair all over again. Over time she'd been able to almost forget about her old life as a pampered plantation princess. But this was different.

		By the time she was struggling with her Master's boots, her pretty little face had become bright crimson with humiliation. Then she undid her Master's trousers and slid her small hand inside. She was a little surprised to find how happy she was to feel its comforting size and heat in her pale grasp. With her back turned towards Dewey now, Bethany took the Negro's manhood out, closed her eyes to summon her courage, and slid down to her knees. She opened her mouth. The fit was tight. But as always, she managed to get the large purple head into her mouth, sliding down her tongue, towards the back of her throat.

		"Hm, your mouth always feels so good," Ebenezer complimented her, running his dark fingers through her golden blonde tresses. "Look up at me now, Snowflake. You know how I like it."

		Her own saliva juices were already starting to run down her chin and onto the floor. She barely had half of his length in her mouth, and as she gazed up at her Master, she decidedly looked like a princess who'd bitten off more than she could chew. Still, she tried her best, knowing that her fate was inextricably tied with how well she was able to please this man.

		"Now Snowflake, let's try something a little different tonight since we got ourselves an audience," said Ebenezer, pulling the young woman up by her long hair and promptly bending her over the bed so that her round backside was thrust up in the air. Holding her by the neck, the Negro spit into the crack of her tight little ass and rubbed it with a well calloused finger.

		Bethany tried to fight the digit's progress up her tight asshole, but her muscles were no match for his cruel finger. Worse, if just his small finger was difficult to accommodate, how was she going to manage his horse-sized genitalia?

		"Master, please, please don't put it there. It'll hurt too much."

		"Nonsense Snowflake. You were born to be a pleasure slave. And everyone knows that pleasure slaves are able to take even the biggest members up their rear. Stay still and quit squirming!"

		Bethany gave out a little shriek as the Negro lined up his rigid phallus with its intended target. Still with one hand on her neck, he started pushing his member forward, into her. He had connected several times, but hadn't quite managed to force his way into her innards. Still, the ring of her ass throbbed from the missed attempts. Now it almost sounded like Bethany was sobbing now.

		"NOOOoooooo, pleeeeeaseeee, not in my derrière, Master!"

		He chuckled. "Remember how much pain you felt the first time we laid together? It will be like that, my lovely little Snowflake. Just relax. Soon you will get used to having me in your bottom. And soon you will even crave my manhood in your pale round bottom. Just relax and stop squirming."

		To emphasize his words he gave her ass a loud smack which left a large red print of his hand.

		Knowing that there was no way she was going to escape her fate, Bethany tried to obey her Master's words. So she arched her back and moved her ass up, now offering the Negro the target he wanted. A big smile broke across his fat lips when he saw her tight little bud, already red from his earlier attempts. Without further hesitation, he plunged his hips forward, causing Bethany to whimper and cry out as the ring of her asshole was suddenly stretched out by his swollen African meat.

		Just like their first time, he started slowly, allowing her body to grow accustomed to his punishing size. But even before he increased the tempo of his fucking, Bethany already knew that she was going to have problems standing and walking for a while.

		"Ah, there we go, now I'm really inside your sweet little butt. Do you like, Snowflake? Do you like having your Master's Negro cock up in your butt now?"

		Judging from the smile on his face, Bethany's shrill cry was music to his ears. Wanting to stretch her out some more, he gripped her flared hips and plowed into her some more, pausing, twitching his huge rod deep inside her innards.

		"There we go now, hush child, it's all the way inside you now, all you got to do is relax and wait for the pain to go away. The hard part is over, Snowflake. Your ass feels so warm and tight. Your ass feel so wonderful, Snowflake."

		Bethany was yelling like a woman possessed now.

		She was so focused on dealing with the big black cock in her ass, that she didn't notice the movement off to the side as Dewey, his face full of shame and sadness, began to stroke himself at the sight of his beautiful ex-fiancé taking it in the ass from the large heavyset Negro. Unfortunately, the chains around Dewey's wrists kept him from being absolutely quiet. And soon he was mortified when Ebenezer looked over, grinning and nodding, happy to see the former Confederate officer so turned on by witnessing his southern belle with a big black erection exploring her anal cavity.

		Then Ebenezer pulled himself all the way out, looked down at the gaping hole before him. And with a swift thrust, pushed his dark African shaft back inside her, causing Bethany to start bucking and thrashing on the bed. The Negro wouldn't let her go though. He kept her impaled on his abnormally large penis, grabbing a big handful of hair and pulling back so that her pale neck was also stretched to its limit.

		After a while, Bethany began to quiet down, and Ebenezer increased the tempo of their fucking, little by little, until the room filled with the rhythmic sounds of her backside hitting his solid black thighs.

		After a dozen strokes or so, Bethany's tears of pain were replaced by tears of pleasure as her Master continued his assault on her poor little sphincter muscles. Being sodomized was like nothing she'd ever felt before. She felt so used, so dirty, so broken, her anus irreparably stretched. But out of necessity there was nothing else for her to do other than try to endure his taking of her asshole as good as possible. And she noticed that the more she shrieked and begged him to continue, the more excited her Master became.

		Both Bethany and Ebenezer were making small grunting animals sounds together, his much deeper from his wide-flared nostrils. Suddenly he pushed himself back inside her, all the way to the hilt, and began to roar like an absolute beast. Bethany could feel his hot warm spray hit the walls of her anal cavity. At the same time the strength in her thin arms went away and she collapsed, head into some pillows, while Ebenezer held her by the hips, still using the tightness of her anal ring to milk his heavy black balls.

		"Oh Snowflake! Oh Snowflake! Take it, take everything!"

		In a state of delirium now, Bethany managed to turn her head to the side just in time to see Dewey, slack-jawed, staring back at her. It was the first time she'd ever seen his penis. It made her sad, seeing him like that, his hand working furiously along the small shaft. She couldn't help but to mentally compare it to the size of her Master's. Then a few small gobs of white fluid flew out of the pink helmet. It made her sad, it made her very sad.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		Several years later Ebenezer’s health began to fail. Considering that he was in his 60's by then, this surprised no one on the plantation. By then Bethany's role had morphed from pleasure slave to one of a caregiver —and it didn't go unnoticed by many of the surrounding Negro men and women that when they finally laid the great man into the ground, that the one who shed the most tears was the blonde-haired, blue-eyed woman who'd shared so many sticky Southern nights in his bed.

		As per Ebenezer's instructions, Bethany and Dewey were granted their freedom.

		By then Dewey had become a broken man, no longer a threat to others, and spent most of his time in the barn as an innocuous drunk.

		Of course Bethany was free to leave and return home, albeit not as a young woman in the peak of her beauty, but as a mature lady who'd suffered through life's cruelties and nonetheless managed to come out stronger and fiercer than she would have ever imagined before. Another difficulty for Bethany lay in the fact that she'd given birth to a brood of dark-skinned, dark-eyed children (two boys and one girl) who were unmistakably the product of a union which still wasn't accepted in the South. Ultimately, Bethany decided to stay on at the plantation with her children. Several years later she even remarried Ebenezer Jr., who was much closer to her own age than his father anyway.

		And they lived happily ever after.

		

		TH END
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