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A sharp, loud, crack filled the air; the taskmaster's whip slicing through the hot, dry air. Samson ducked and looked over at the old white man, high atop his white steed. It was a warning shot, aimed at one of the older slaves who had slowed down. 

"Come on now nigger! I ain't seein' you pick! You best hurry yo damn nigger ass up before I beat you!" The taskmaster shouted with his overpowering, thick Southern accent. 

The older black man nodded and began picking at the cotton in front of him faster. Samson wanted to jump on the white man and beat him to a pulp. It took everything he had not to. 

Samson was a huge hulking figure of a man. Years of working on different plantations had sculpted his body into a mountain of muscle. Genetics had allowed him to be larger than most others, towering well over six feet. One swing with his powerful right arm would've sent the taskmaster flying. 

"What you want nigger? You glarin' at me boy?" The taskmaster questioned as he stared at Samson. 

"No sir, nothin' to it sir. I was just wonderin' if maybe you might wanna rest in that shade over yonder. It's mighty hot out here," Samson replied. 

"Y'know what, you're right. Fuck this damn heat. I want you to keep this old nigger in line while I rest, ya hear?" The taskmaster ordered. 

"Yes sir," Samson replied. 

The white man cracked his whip in the air once more before heading towards the shade. Samson walked over to the older black man and shifted some of the cotton in his own bin over to the older man’s. 

“Praise the Lord for your soul,” the old man said. 

“Just stay quiet and stay low old man. You gotta watch your health,” Samson replied. 

The old man nodded and shook Samson’s hand. Samson smiled and then headed

back to his part of the field. The taskmaster was oblivious as he was too busy lying down on the ground, placing his hat over his face. Samson imagined himself sneaking up the smaller white man and crushing him with his bare hands. 

“Massa John comin’ through!” A black man on a brown horse yelled. 

Samson turned to see, in his eyes, a traitor. He was a black man, well liked by the master of the plantation. He had turned on his own men; ratting them out every chance that he had. Many men were whipped because of the traitor, while he himself became a nigger taskmaster. 

“It’s that damn nigga Rufus,” Samson whispered. 

“Motha fucka, if I was younger, I would’ve beat the shit outta that nigga,” the old man whispered back. 

“He’ll get his,” Samson replied. 

Behind him was an older white man wearing a large white hat. He had a large cigar in his mouth and he barely met eyes with any of the slaves. He was Master John Smith, the owner of this particular plantation. He was a cold, ruthless owner who wasn’t afraid to teach niggers a lesson and, at times, even put his fellow white men under his heel. 

“Down boy. Let these niggers do their work,” John said. 

Rufus nodded meekly and then looked back at the other slaves. He glared at Samson momentarily before looking over at the others. John glanced over at the slaves, his eyes glazing over the male slaves. Samson noticed John pause as he saw a younger black woman in the fields. 

“Who’s that nigger over yonder?” John questioned. 

“That bitch? That’s Latifa, she’s just recently celebrated her adulthood,” Rufus responded. 

“Oh… my, my, my, I remember Latifa. She’s grown into quite the… lady. I’ll have to pay a little visit tonight,” John remarked with a sly grin. 

Samson lightly shook his head and continued picking cotton. Master John was an extremely abusive man, having to remorse over beating his slaves. He was also quite the adulterer and enjoyed spending time with female slaves, especially the younger nubile ones. Even the woman they had given Samson as his so called ‘wife’ was once the plantation owner’s plaything when she was younger. 

Samson looked over at the large house centered at the edge of plains to see John’s wife make her way out. She was a beautiful blonde Southern belle, wearing a light blue dress and a straw sun hat. Samson couldn’t believe that she was a mother of three children, but alas, she indeed was a mother of two sons and one daughter. 

“John!” She called out. 

John smiled and waved at her. He sped up slightly to reach her before hopping off of his horse. He gave her a big hug as his three children ran out of the house. 

Samson grunted and continued his work. The taskmaster snuck back into the fields on his horse and smacked Samson from behind. 

“Damnit nigger! If John comes back, you’re supposed to wake me up!” He shouted angrily. 

Samson turned and looked up at the older white man, his cowboy hat hiding his balding head. He wanted to grab his leg and pull him down, and then beat him to a bloody pulp. His blood boiled as he tried to calm himself. 

“I’m sorry, sir, I didn’t mean to, sir,” Samson apologized while lowering himself. 

“Fucking nigger, you better be lucky I don’t whip your damn skin off,” the taskmaster replied. 

He cracked his whip at the air, causing Samson to tremble. The taskmaster grinned and rode off towards Rufus. He smacked him on the back of the head and headed towards the plantation owner. 

“Fucker,” Samson whispered under his breath. 

Samson continued picking at his section, grabbing as much cotton as he could. 

The sharp thorns constantly picked at the palms of his hands. The glaring sun beat down on his chiseled body, covering his muscles in glistening sweat. 

For a brief moment, he met eyes with the owner’s wife. With his shirt off, even at the great distance, she could see his powerful body black body glisten. He grinned and continued picking cotton. There had been moments where he had caught her eyeing him before in the past. 




***

Hours had passed and even Samson was feeling tired. The beaming sun was much stronger than usual. The dry heat didn’t help, increasing his thirst as he continued picking. The taskmaster finally came around and began cracking his whip in the air again. 

“All right niggers! That’s enough for today. Gather your shit and start heading to the barn for weighing. You fucking niggers better have gotten your fucking share of cotton. I don’t wanna have to come back out in this fucking sun to have to whip your sorry asses!” The taskmaster shouted. 

He made sure to glare at the older slave he had whipped before. Samson hoped that the amount he had given the older man was enough. The group of slaves prodded along, heading toward the cooler, shaded barn. 

“Massa William, could I whip these niggas today?” Rufus asked the taskmaster. 

“You want this whip?” William, the taskmaster replied. 

“Yes massa, I’d love to try it out,” Rufus responded. 

“We’ll see nigger. I might let you,” William said. 

“Thank you massa. I know you don’t want to be back in this heat massa,” Rufus said. 

Samson rolled his eyes and clenched his fists. Just another victim that Samson wanted to get his hands on. Rufus grinned and looked over at Samson. The two met eyes and both men could feel their hatred and anger for one another. 

Rufus had reported Samson to the taskmaster before for sharing cotton. Samson had been whipped for hours, and the older slave he had helped had been whipped to death. Samson had managed to get his hands on Rufus once, knocking out several of his teeth but he was whipped again in return. Samson

swore that he would kill Rufus if given the chance. 

“All right! Niggers, line up in your usual positions!” William ordered. 

Samson and the other slaves lined up. There was a large scale with a bucket hanging on it. One by one the slaves began placing their share of cotton into the bucket. Another white man walked in carrying a pen and paper. He was in charge of weighing the cotton. 

One by one they began getting their numbers. The taskmaster seemed pleased as each one hit or exceeded their daily allotted expectations. One of the slaves, a white man, was the first to not reach the threshold. 

“Luke, my man, cool hand Luke, what is going on? You’re off by quite a bit today. Sun getting to you?” The man calculating the totals asked. 

William, the taskmaster, slowly made his way towards Luke. He was shaking his head as he walked. Luke looked downwards, unable to meet William’s gaze. 

“I’m… I’m sorry. I just… It was just really hot and dry today,” Luke answered. 

“Here,” William said as he handed him a cup of water. 

Luke grabbed the cup and gobbled down the water. Samson glared, swallowing his own spit to try to cool his parched throat. William looked over at the man with the paper and pen. 

“Well, go on, keep the line moving,” he ordered. 

“Oh, of course. Samson!” 

Samson plopped his cotton into the bucket and then stood back in his spot. The man with the paper and pen nodded, looking surprised by the amount. William turned and wandered over towards the scale. 

“Not bad. But… for a big nigger, you sure didn’t get as much as I thought you would. You weren’t helping that fucking old nigger now, were you?” William questioned, raising the handle of his whip and pushing it against Samson’s chin. 

“No sir, I did not,” Samson replied. 

“You lying to me boy?” 

“No sir, I would never lie to you sir,” Samson answered. 

William turned around and took a quick look at the older slave. The older black man did not meet his eyes and only looked down. A small smile crept on William’s lips and he turned around, smacking Samson in the face with the back of his hand. Samson barely flinched and kept staring forward, trying to keep himself calm. 

“You fucking lying nigger. I can smell you niggers lying from a mile away,” 

William said. 

“What’s going on here?” 

Samson looked over to see John and his wife wander in. William stood straight and looked over at John. 

“Sir, this nigger’s lying to me. He picked cotton for the old man and he’s lying about it,” William informed. 

John looked over at Samson and shook his head disappointingly. He recognized him from the last time Samson was whipped. 

“Damn niggers never learn do they? How about her? How did she do?” John asked as he pointed at Latifa. 

“Damn good,” William replied. 

“Mmm… good. I think she deserves a reward,” John said. 

His wife glared at him and clenched her jaw. Samson, as well as all others in the barn, could easily sense her anger. John was oblivious, as he stared at the nubile, lithe body of the black slave. 

“Let’s give her some desert from tonight’s dinner honey. Make her feel good about her work today,” John said. 

“No nigger is eating my cooking,” his wife shot back. 

“Excuse me Susan? Did you… did you just talk back to me in front of the slaves woman?” John questioned as he finally turned his attention to her. 

He raised his arm, ready to hit her with the back of his hand. Samson reacted with instinct, gliding by William and grabbing John’s wrist. The whole barn grew silent. It was forbidden for any slave to touch John without approval. 

“What the fuck!” William exclaimed. 

He punched Samson in the gut but there was very little effect. Samson shook his head and calmly released John’s wrist. A small smile of appreciation curled up on Susan’s beautiful red lips. 

“William! Have you not fucking taught these niggers anything?! Whip this damn nigger! Whip him till he fucking cries!” John ordered. 

“Rufus! Get your ass over here! Grab this nigger and tie him to the post. We are going to fucking have a field day today!” William commanded. 

Rufus grabbed Samson and tried to force him away but failed. Samson was too big and powerful and barely budged. He was not going to move unless he wanted to. William punched him in the gut again but was met with the same resistance. 

“Oh, you a big nigger aren’t you? You think you’re tough and big huh? All right boy, you brought this on yourself!” William screamed. 

He turned and waved at the other white men in the room. They all surrounded Samson and began hitting him. Samson took the punches and kicks, flinching but refusing to move. William went to the back and brought out a shovel. 

“Fucking nigger!” William shouted as he slammed Samson’s side with the shovel. 

Samson finally moved, grunting in pain. The men began dragging him out of the barn and towards a lone wooden post outside. Samson looked over at Susan and gave her a slight subtle nod. Susan nodded back, thanking him without words. 

The men wrapped his arms around the post and tied his wrists together. His back was towards them, long, dark marks already on his back from previous

whippings. William pulled up his whip and in one quick strike, cracked it onto Samson’s back. Samson flinched but did not make a sound. 

Susan gasped and covered her mouth as she saw William whip Samson again. 

She could never get used to the way John and his group of thugs treated their slaves. She had grown up in the South, and was even raised by slaves, but her family was never abusive to them. After she married John, she saw a darker side to him; one of which was his treatment of his slaves. 

“Come on nigger! Just cry like a little bitch and I’ll stop!” William yelled as he whipped Samson again. 

Samson remained silent, quietly staring off into the distance. Rufus was clapping and laughing excitedly, hoping that he would get a chance to whip the large black man. William was livid, his face bright red with anger. 

“Fucking nigger making me sit out here in the fucking sun again! Fucking nigger!” William screamed as he lashed out again on Samson. 

“John, that’s enough,” Susan said. 

John looked over at his wife, a big toothy grin on his face. He shook his head and watched the whipping. 

“John, I’m serious, he should not be whipped for protecting me, your wife!” 

Susan yelled. 

“Woman, don’t you dare speak against me in front of my slaves,” John grunted back. 

“Is that how this is going to go? Do you want me to reach out to my father? He will not appreciate the way you treat me. The fact that you raised a hand towards me will make him come down with a shotgun; father of his grandkids or not,” 

Susan replied. 

“You think I’m afraid of your father?” 

“Maybe you’re not. But I do know you’re afraid of him cutting off his money to you and maybe he’ll take this land back from you,” Susan replied with a sharp edge to her voice. 

“Rufus! Rufus! Come here nigger! Take this whip!” William shouted. 

John glared at his wife, his own face growing red with rage. Her father had given him a loan to own the plantation he had. While John was close to paying off his father-in-law, it most likely was not enough to stop him from taking back everything. 

“Are you threatening me, woman?” John asked. 

“Only if you take it as a threat,” Susan replied. 

The two fell silent, glaring at one another. William was in the background, handing his whip over to Rufus. 

“Oh yeah, it’s my time now nigga! You gonna get this!” Rufus yelled while excitedly pacing back and forth. 

“Enough,” John said as he turned towards Rufus. 

“What?” Rufus turned, confused. 

“God damn nigger, I fucking said enough!” John yelled as he rushed over and backhanded Rufus. 

Rufus fell to the ground hard. 

“And you had best call me master, fucking nigger,” John continued as he bent down and took the whip from him. 

John gripped onto the whip tightly and looked at his wife. He was seething with rage as he glared at her. He was being made to look like a fool right in front of his slaves. He looked at Rufus and swung the whip, smacking him hard on the arm. 

“Nigger, get up and grab me Latifa. I’m going to treat that nigger bitch like a real woman,” John ordered. 

Rufus got up, his eyes filled with tears. He stared at the ground and nodded before rushing back to the barn. 

“I’m going to go enjoy myself some nice pussy, not that loose hole you have,” 

John remarked as he brushed past his wife in anger. 

Susan ignored her husband and made her way towards Samson. She looked over at William and waved him over. 

“Help me untie him,” she said. 

“Sorry ma’am, I can’t get that nigger,” William said as he walked off. 

“One of you, please, come help,” she pleaded towards the other slaves. 

They seemed afraid to help; worried that John would retaliate against them. The older black man that Samson had helped slowly made his way forward. Another large, bald muscular black man followed close behind. They walked over to Samson and helped to untie his wrists. 

“Are you okay?” Susan asked. 

“Yes ma’am. Thank you ma’am,” Samson replied as he moved away from the post and rubbed his wrists. 

“Yousa crazy,” the large bald slave said. 

“It ain’t right to smack a woman,” Samson replied. 

“My gawd, your back. Let me put some ointment on it,” Susan offered. 

“I’m used to it, it’ll heal,” Samson said. 

He looked down at her smaller frame. The dress she was wearing had a very low cut top, giving him a clear view of her cleavage. He couldn’t help but lick his lips. 

“Mesa can’t belie you did dat,” the bald man said. 

“I can’t believe you did that, you mean,” Samson said. 

“Oh… yeah, thanks Samson. Yousa smart,” the bald man replied. 

“You’re still fresh and new, Toby, you’ll pick up the language,” Samson said. 

Toby nodded and helped to support Samson slightly. Susan took another look at Samson’s injured back worriedly. She called over one of the other slaves. 

“I need you to go to the house and ask Fanta to get you a bottle of our ointment and some bandages,” Susan ordered. 

“Yes ma’am,” the slave replied. 

He jogged across the fields towards the house. Samson shook his head. 

“No, it’s all right. I can handle this,” Samson said. 

“No way darlin’, no way I’m lettin’ a man like yourself stay in the shape you’re in,” Susan replied. 

Samson shrugged and began making his way back towards the barn. The older black man and Toby followed close beside him, making sure to help support him. Susan followed closely from behind and pointed at another barn. 

“Go rest in there. There should be a small cot you can use to rest,” she said. 

“I really am fine, ma’am,” Samson replied. 

“As your owner, I order you to go get some rest in that barn. You two make sure he gets there and stays there,” Susan ordered. 

“Yes ma’am,” the three answered. 

The three made their way to the barn while Susan waited for the slave to return with the ointment and bandages. The old black man tapped Samson on the side. 

“I ain’t never seen a nigga touch the boss like that,” he said. 

“Oh come on Henry, you’re old enough to have seen some crazier shit,” Samson joked. 

Old Henry laughed and shook his head. The three walked into the barn and looked around. It was a smaller barn, most likely for storing dried hay for the horses. As Susan said, there was a rolled up cotton blanket on a box. 

“Must be to keep the horses warm while they feed,” Henry remarked. 

“Mesa… er, I neva knew dem dings could get cold,” Toby replied. 

"Horses be very delicate," Henry replied. 

Susan waited patiently for her slave to run back. She was brewing with anger, not due to the slave but because of her husband's actions. He was most likely with the black slave woman now, laying with her somewhere. His threat was not an idle threat. She knew early on that he was cheating on her with their slaves. 

"Ma'am, ma'am, here be the things you asked for." 

Susan turned to see the slave running towards her, huffing and puffing. She smiled and took the bottle of ointment and the roll of bandages from him. 

"Thank you. I owe you something in return for this," she said. 

"No ma'am, this be what I do," the slave replied as he ran off. 

He was most likely worried that the wrath of John would be enacted upon him if he was seen helping Susan. Susan made her way towards the barn she had ordered the three black slaves to. As she walked closer to the barn, she thought about getting revenge on her husband. 

If he was going to go around sleeping with slaves, then maybe she would go about doing the same thing. The idea excited her a bit, causing her crotch to grown warm. A short little quickie with the black slave that had grabbed her husband’s wrist sounded exciting. 

She walked into the barn and closed the door behind her. The three black slaves were standing around, chatting with one another. 

“Hey! Why aren’t you resting on the cots?” Susan asked. 

“Wesa ain’t tired, but wesa are just hangin’ out,” Toby responded. 

“Yeah, I can’t say that I’m that beat up. I’m used to the whippings,” Samson agreed. 

“Well, turn around. Let me put some ointment on those wounds on your back and get you bandaged up,” Susan said. 

“Really, I’m fine,” Samson said. 

“No way you’re getting out of this. Now turn around,” Susan ordered. 

Samson sighed, shrugged and did as ordered. Henry and Toby snickered and moved aside, letting Susan get close. She cringed as she saw the marks on Samson’s back, not just the fresh ones from the recent whipping but the darker lines from the previous whippings he had received. 

She squeezed ointment onto her hand and gently placed it onto one of his wounds. He grunted as the stinging pain shocked him. 

“You didn’t make that much noise when you were whipped,” Henry joked. 

“Fuck you old nigga,” Samson replied with a grin. 

Susan gently placed more of the ointment onto Samson’s back. She was careful, placing large amounts of the cooling treatment onto his sore back. Every time he flinched or moved, his rock hard muscles flexed and glistened. Susan’s crotch grew warmer watching his powerful body move. 

She couldn’t help but lick her lips as she spread the ointment onto Samson’s back. Toby glanced over just as her tongue slipped around her soft red lips. She unrolled the long bandage and slowly wrapped it around Samson’s body. 

Her hands briefly passed by his hard black nipples and she felt a slight bit of excitement creep up her spine. Her face turned slightly red as her whole body grew hot. As she leaned in close, she could smell his heavy musky scent. For some strange reason, the smell caused her legs to buckle slightly as her crotch began to moisten. 

“Whoa, you okay?” Samson asked, holding her up with one powerful arm. 

“Oh… oh yes, just lost my footing,” Susan replied. 

She touched his chiseled abs as she regained her footing. His body felt as if it were made out of solid rock. He was hunched down, with lowered knees, and yet, he still towered over her tiny white frame. 

She let out a small sigh and continued wrapping the bandage around his wide, 

powerful body. Her heart raced as she kept touching his rock hard body. The folds of her sex were soaking wet underneath her cotton panties. 

“Can… can you keep a secret?” Susan asked. 

“Huh?” Samson replied, looking down at her, confused. 

“Can you hold onto something only you and I can know? And maybe these two,” Susan answered. 

“I ain’t neva had a white person tell me a secret,” Samson said. 

“Well, can you keep a secret?” Susan asked again. 

“Uh… yeah, guess I can,” Samson answered. 

Susan looked to Toby and Henry. “Can you two?” 

“Whassa secret?” Toby asked. 

“It’s when you and I keep something between us,” Susan informed. 

"Mesa can do," Toby replied. 

"The secrets I hold are far and many, one extra won't do nothin' up in this ol' 

head o' mine," Henry added. 

"Good. Samson, for being such a good and brave slave, I wanted to reward you," 

Susan said as she gently brushed her hand against Samson's crotch. 

She felt his manhood twitch, ever so slightly, against the back of her hand beneath his pants. Even with just the brief touch, something about his manhood felt different from her husband’s. Samson moved slightly, a bit surprised by Susan’s accidental brush. 

“Oh, my, sorry about that,” Susan said with a small coy grin. 

Samson was very cautious. He had heard stories of other slaves in nearby plantations being hanged for accidentally touching the owner’s family. One of the slaves he had spoken with mentioned that a man was hanged after the plantation owner’s daughter seduced the man. 

The poor slave and the owner’s daughter were in the fields fucking when a taskmaster had stumbled upon them. The owner’s daughter lied and claimed the slave had been raping her. The very next day, after the slave was hanged, she immediately found another slave to toy with. 

“Thank you, ma’am but I think you’ve done enough,” Samson said as he backed off slightly. 

“No, I haven’t. There’s still the secret we have to keep,” Susan replied, closing back in on Samson. 

“Well uh…” Samson looked over at the other two slaves. 

“Don’t worry, this will be our secret,” Susan whispered as she rubbed his crotch purposefully with her right hand. 

Her hand slipped past the waistband of Samson’s pants and directly towards his member. He panicked for a moment and looked around. He reached and held her wrists, trying to stop her from getting lower. 

"Whoa ma'am, what, what are you doing?" Samson asked. 

"Thanking you... and getting a little revenge on that bastard husband of mine," 

she replied. 

"I don't think this be the best decision to make ma'am. I'd be hanged and you... 

you might be whipped in public," Samson resisted. 

"Only if we get caught," Susan answered. 

Susan’s heart raced as she felt Samson’s grip loosening. The back of her smooth, silky white hand touched the base of his member, running into his thick, curly pubic hair. She slowly turned the palm of her hand towards his crotch and paused as she felt his thick manhood on her hand. 

“I have to warn you ma’am, once you wake my dick up, I won’t be able to quit till it’s down,” Samson warned. 

“Don’t you fret none. I’m a mother of three, I know how a man’s body works,” 

Susan replied. 

Her hand slowly wrapped around his shaft. It was surprisingly thick in her small hand. Her soft white hand could barely wrap around the girth of his soft, flaccid member. She wondered if she was actually grabbing onto something else. 

“What… this isn’t…” Susan whispered in wonderment. 

“Oh it most certainly is ma’am,” Samson replied back with a large grin. 

Susan pulled back and gripped the waistband of his pants. In one swift pull, she brought his pants down and her eyes widened. She let out an audible gasp as she saw his member hanging low between his legs. 

“Oh… my… God…” Susan whispered, her eyes glued to his swinging cock. 

Samson gently caressed her hair and then nudged her downwards onto her knees. 

His long, thick black cock was right in front of her face. It was unlike any penis she had ever seen before. He had a thick layer of foreskin covering the tip of his big black cock. 

“Do you still think you can handle it?” Samson asked. 

Susan was speechless, her eyes fixated on his magnificent member. She couldn’t help but reach out with both hands and touch his manhood. Even with it right in her face, she couldn’t believe it was real. 

“It’s… so large,” Susan said. 

“Your husband is nothing compared to this, huh? We all saw him fucking with one of the slaves and we laughed at the size of tiny little dick,” Samson said. 

“Uh huh huh, yeah, mesa remember dat tiny little shrimp,” Toby laughed. 

Henry laughed as he sat on a large pile of hay. Toby joined him and licked his lips, excitedly waiting for the show to go on. 

Susan gently stroked on Samson’s thick black cock and peeled back his foreskin, revealing the round knobby tip of his cock. She leaned in and licked the sensitive underside of his cock, right where the round tip of his cock met the shaft. 

Samson tilted his head back and groaned in excitement. 

His cock slowly began to rise and harden in her hand as she continued teasing it with her tongue. Surprisingly enough, as it grew harder, it became thicker within her hand. She couldn’t wrap her fingers around the shaft as it grew harder and harder. 

She licked her lips once and then slowly wrapped her soft red lips around the tip of his thick black cock. His cock tasted extremely salty, most likely from all the hard work he was doing in the hot beating sun. It was strange at first but she enjoyed the flavor and the scent emitting from his cock. 

She continued stroking his shaft while sucking on the big round head of his cock. There was no way she was going to fit much more of his cock in her mouth. She was already opening her mouth as wide as she could to take down the tip. 

She pulled back and spit onto his shaft and onto the palm of her hands. Susan wanted his cock to be as slick as possible. Her hands wrapped back around his throbbing shaft and squeezed as she wrapped her lips around the head of his cock again. 

“Mmm… yeah, that’s real good,” Samson moaned. 

She began twisting her hands while stroking and sucking hard on the tip. Susan tasted a tiny bit of cum as it leaked out from his cock. It was thick, jelly like, and a strange mix of saltiness and sourness. She swallowed it quickly while continuing to suck on the tip of his cock. 

Samson reached down and slid his fingers through her soft hair. He caressed her head and began to thrust back and forth, trying to push his cock further into her mouth. Susan gagged as the tip of his cock slipped into her throat. 

“Mesa gettin’ hot watchin’,” Toby grunted. 

Toby walked closer to the two and stared. He pulled down his pants and began stroking himself. Susan closed her eyes as she gagged on Samson’s cock. He was pulling her head in towards him while pushing his hips forward. 

Susan struggled to breathe as she choked on his big black cock. Her hands gripped onto his powerful thighs and squeezed as she struggled to swallow his member. After shoving about a quarter of his cock into her mouth, Samson

finally pulled away with a loud groan. 

Susan pulled back and took deep breaths, her vision blurry from choking on Samson’s big black cock. As her vision slowly came back, she looked over at Toby and gasped. He had nice hard long black cock; longer than Samson’s but not as thick. 

“Oh… my… are you all this big?” Susan asked, surprised. 

"Big? Mesa ain't big. Mesa normal sized," Toby replied. 

Susan stared as his cock hardened within his hand. She couldn't believe that he considered himself average. 

"Why don't you help Toby out?" Samson suggested. 

Susan reached over and wrapped her soft hands around Toby's long black rigid cock. It was rough and had thick veins along the shaft. She spit on his shaft and continued stroking. Samson leaned forward and placed his cock against her lips. 

"Come on, two things at once," he said. 

Susan slid her lips down his throbbing member. She made sure to wrap her lips tightly around his cock and sucked, letting no air escape from her lips. Samson groaned as he felt the hard suction against the sensitive tip of his big black cock. 

She continued stroking Toby off with two hands, twisting her hand each time she reached the tip. Toby eagerly thrust his hips back and forth to match her stroking. 

"Shesa good," Toby grunted. 

"Oh, real good..." Samson groaned back. 

Toby leaned down and massaged one of her breasts, occasionally trying to squeeze her nipple hidden beneath her dress. Susan stopped sucking and leaned back. She stood up and bent down, grabbing the bottom of her dress and pulling it up. 

Samson and Toby both nodded and licked their lips as they saw her white cotton

panties. Samson reached over and helped pull the dress upward, past her soft round breasts. Susan raised her arms, allowing him to peel her dress off of her. 

“Oh damn…” Henry muttered as he stared at Susan. 

She didn’t have a bra on; her nipples were extremely sensitive, even the lightest cotton bothered her. Susan’s curvaceous body was a huge difference compared to the extremely skinny slave women who were given scraps for meals. All three men’s eyes lit up, enjoying the view of the pale white woman before them. 

“Now, them panties,” Samson said. 

Susan took her time slipping her panties down her ass, and then her legs. Her thick pubic hair covered the folds of her sex, keeping it safely hidden from view. 

Toby continued stroking himself while staring at her nude body. 

Henry stood up and grabbed the rolled up cot. He laid it down on top of a thick stack of hay and signaled for her to lay down on it. Susan obliged, lying down on her back onto the soft, yet still slightly uncomfortable stack of hay. 

Samson positioned himself between her legs and gently slid his cock against her pussy. His thick cock slipped back and forth between her legs, teasing her. Toby positioned himself on the other side, placing his long hard cock against her luscious red lips. 

Susan opened wide, letting Toby’s cock slip past her lips again. She anxiously moved her hips as well, trying to get Samson’s big black cock inside her. He continued to tease and pull away every time it felt as though it would enter her. 

Her pussy squeezed tightly shut in anticipation, almost as if it were practicing for when his cock would enter her. She gagged as Toby pushed deeper into her throat. With her head pulled back, her throat was wide open for Toby’s long black cock. 

“Do you want my big black cock?” Samson questioned. 

Susan wanted to scream yes, but with Toby’s cock in her throat, she could only let out a muffled moan. Samson grinned and continued teasing her cunt with his powerful cock. Susan began thrusting her hips at him in frustration. 

“Hey Toby, let her talk for a second,” Samson ordered. 

“Ungh, aight,” Toby replied as he pulled his cock out of her mouth. 

"Now, go on ma'am, tell me if you want my big black nigger cock inside you, tell me you want me to fuck you with my big black nigger cock" Samson commanded. 

"Oh gawd, please stick it in me," Susan replied. 

Samson continued toying with her, sliding his cock back and forth. 

"That ain't what I asked," he replied. 

"Please, fuck me," Susan pleaded. 

"Fuck you with what?" Samson teased, constantly running his cock back and forth between her legs. 

"Fuck me with that big black nigger horse cock!" Susan shouted. 

Samson smirked and placed the tip of his thick cock against her juicy pussy lips. 

He pressed forward slowly, letting the tip of his cock pop into her tight cunt. 

Susan gasped as she felt his large member stretch her tiny little pussy. 

There was a ringing in her ears as she felt his cock enter her. She couldn’t believe how wide his big black cock was stretching her open. As she let out a loud moan, Toby slipped his fat cock between her lips. 

“Ungh… I can’t believe she’s a mother. She’s so tight!” Samson grunted. 

Susan let out muffled moans as Toby pushed his cock deep into her mouth while Samson penetrated her sopping wet cunt. Her toes curled as she felt the big black cock inch deeper into her pussy. The amount of pleasure coursing through her was unbearable. 

“Mesa can’t belie she suckin’ mesa dick,” Toby groaned. 

Samson only grunted in response and grabbed her hips. He pushed in harder, half his cock sliding in quickly. Susan struggled to accommodate his large cock and

trembled. She began to choke and gag as Toby slid his cock deep into her throat. 

His balls were hanging right at the tip of her nose. She inhaled his manly scent as he kept his big black cock in her mouth. Her vision blurred as she tried to breathe, her lungs screaming for air. She couldn’t pull away and could only tap Toby’s powerful thighs. 

Samson began sliding his cock out, her pussy gripping tightly onto his throbbing shaft. Toby pulled back as well, finally letting Susan get some air into her lungs. 

She coughed and spit as his cock slid out of her mouth. Her spit slid down her face, just barely avoiding her teary eyes. 

Toby tapped her cheeks with his spit covered cock, smiling at the sight. Samson began to speed up his pace, sliding in and out with a consistent rhythm. She could feel every little ridge and bump on his powerful, thick shaft. 

“Ungh… oh yes…” Susan moaned. 

Samson gripped tightly onto her waist and began pounding in and out of her poor little pussy. The entire length of his big black cock slid back and forth between her outstretched legs. A bit of anger began to fuel his thrusts as he thought about the unfair treatment he and his black brothers were being put under by their white owners. 

Susan could feel his anger and began to grow excited. She wanted him to pound into her harder and faster. She wrapped her legs around his trunk like waist and dug her fingers into his rock like forearms. 

“Come on you nigger! Is that all you have?!” Susan taunted. 

“Oh, you just gone and done it now,” Samson grunted. 

He grabbed her legs and pulled them away from his waist. He let go of her hips and grabbed onto her ankles. Susan gasped as he pulled her legs wide apart and then lifted her legs towards her head, effectively folding her in half. 

His long hard cock seemed to penetrate even deeper in the new position. Her toes were hanging off the hay, right beside her head. He leaned in lower and began thrusting with all his might. Susan thought the hay below here would crumble from the force of his thrusts. 

He let out a small growl with each thrust, his big fat balls smacking loudly against her ass. His rage and lust were inseparable now as he hammered in and out of her wet cunt. His muscles bulged as he began pummeling her with his big black cock. 

Toby stroked himself as he watched the huge black frame of Samson hammer into Susan’s much smaller white body. The entire stack of hay shook with each pound, and parts of the corner began to break apart. Susan began to worry as Samson only sped up. 

He was like an uncontrolled beast, which Susan was not fully anticipating. She thought that like most men she had slept with, that Samson would tire out quickly. She was amazed at the stamina and the sheer power of his cock as he pounded in and out of her. 

“OH! AH! AHHH! OOOH! GAWD… slow… slow… SLOW!” Susan shouted. 

Samson ignored her, his big black cock constantly struck her cunt, his large swinging balls thrashing against her ass. Susan’s body felt as if it were on fire; her poor pussy the source of the heat. Her body trembled uncontrollably and her hips thrust upward towards him as she cried out. 

The heat from between her legs spread through her, making her entire body extremely sensitive. Toby reached down and squeezed her nipples, driving her level of pleasure through the roof. Her toes curled and she let out a loud shriek while her pussy clenched around Samson’s big black cock. 

The rush of her orgasm blasted through her in one intense swoop. Her mind went blank and her eyes rolled to the back of her head as she continued to tremble beneath Samson’s powerful frame. She hadn’t felt this type of orgasm before in her life and she reveled in it. 

“Mesa want some of dat,” Toby said. 

Samson slammed into her with a couple more strokes before finally pulling out with a sloppy wet pop. He rubbed his cock against her wet cunt lips and smiled. 

“Aight. Let’s switch. Fuck her like she’s your bitch,” Samson said. 

Samson let go of her ankles, letting her legs naturally fall back down and down

onto the ground, still widespread. Toby walked over while Samson made his way to her face. 

“Hold on Toby. Turn her around. Get her on all fours and fuck her like a bitch,” 

Samson ordered. 

“Aight,” Toby replied as he grabbed her by the hips and turned her over in one swift move. 

Toby immediately jammed his long hard cock into her from behind. Only her toes lightly touched the ground as she straddled the big heap of hay. Toby was not as gentle or a tease like Samson. He was rough from the beginning, jamming the entire length of his cock into her in one quick stroke. 

His rough hands grabbed a hold of her soft round ass cheeks and squeezed. 

Samson forcefully grabbed her hair and tilted her head towards his cock. He shoved it deep into her mouth, penetrating her from the front. 

“Henry! What are you doing over there? Stop stroking yourself and get over here!” Samson shouted as he fucked Susan’s mouth. 

The old black man wandered over towards the trio. Susan’s eyes glanced over and widened as she saw the size of his old black cock. It wasn’t as thick as Samson’s or Toby’s cocks, but it was easily longer than both. 

“Damn! You be packing!” Samson laughed. 

“I was quite the catch for women before I was slaved. And after I guess… my last master’s daughter loved having my nigger dick inside her,” Henry replied. 

Samson pulled his cock out of Susan’s mouth and moved aside, letting Henry take his place. Susan panicked slightly as she saw his old, but still virile cock throbbing in front of her face. There was no way she was going to be able to suck or swallow the length of his manhood. 

“Go on, suck on my nigger dick,” Henry ordered. 

“It’s… its too long,” Susan moaned. 

“Just get as much as you can in,” Henry replied. 

Susan hesitated, staring at the long member. 

“Bitch, listen to your masters! Suck on his nigger dick unless you want us all to just stop and walk out this barn,” Samson commanded. 

Susan nodded and slowly slipped the tip of Henry’s cock between her lips. She was enjoying the feeling of being these black men’s slave. Toby rammed into her from behind again, his balls smacking right against her sensitive clit and causing her to shift forward, swallowing more of Henry’s big black cock. 

Henry grabbed her hair and thrust forward, pushing his cock deeper into her throat. The two black men began taking turns, one thrusting in while the other pulled out. She gagged and drooled while her pussy clenched. Samson stood to the side, stroking himself and enjoying the view. 

“Yeah, that’s it, you our slave in this place,” Samson said. 

“Shesa feel so good,” Toby moaned. 

“She can’t suck as good as my last owner’s daughter but still, good enough,” 

Henry grunted. 

“Fucking old man, not like you gonna get no pussy anywhere else,” Samson replied. 

“Yeah, I guess,” Henry said with a shrug. 

“Well shit, you gonna complain, then let me back in there,” Samson said. 

“Nigger, stay there and just respect your elder,” Henry laughed. 

Samson laughed back and nodded. He reached down and gave one of her tits a hard squeeze. Susan could only moan in response and drool onto Henry’s long black cock. Toby began speeding up, only pulling his cock out about halfway before pummeling back into her. 

“Yeah boy, get up in there,” Samson cheered. 

Susan collapsed downward onto the hay, her breasts squished into the soft cot below her. She was light headed as she tried to breath in oxygen. Unfortunately

for her, Henry’s long cock was impaled deep inside her throat, stopping her from getting much needed oxygen. 

Her body trembled yet again and the familiar intense heat from between her legs returned. The intense heat made its way up her stomach and down her legs. Her pussy squeezed onto Toby’s cock like a vice and she let out a loud muffled scream. 

The lack of oxygen only intensified her orgasm. She grabbed onto the side of the hay below her and closed her eyes. A flood of emotions rushed through her. 

Toby was relentless, pulverizing her poor pussy even as she was having her orgasm. 

“I need to get in there before you niggers stretch that pussy too much,” Henry grunted. 

“Why don’t you just go up in dis hole?” Toby asked as he stuck a thumb into Susan’s virgin asshole. 

Susan’s eyes widened in shock and her mind rushed back from the sudden intrusion in her ass. She’d never had anyone go near her asshole before. Toby’s rough, thick thumb in her ass was a whole new experience. 

“Oh, in the ass, I love fucking white women in the ass,” Henry groaned as he held Susan’s head in place. 

“Toby, get down on the ground. Henry and I will get this bitch on top of you,” 

Samson ordered. 

Toby grunted and slammed into Susan a couple more times, his throbbing cock sending shivers up her spine. He pulled out and tapped her ass with his cock before listening to Samson and lying on the ground. Old Henry pulled his cock out from her mouth, letting her gasp for air. 

Before she even had a chance to catch her breath, Samson hoisted her up and brought her towards Toby. Toby was excitedly stroking himself, his rigid member standing straight into the air. 

Samson lowered her down on top of Toby. Henry helped to position her just right, making sure her pussy slid right onto Toby’s thick black cock. Susan tilted

her head back and moaned as she felt his thick member slide into her wet cunt. 

As she fell onto Toby’s immense cock, he wrapped his hands around her waist and pulled her lower. Samson let go of her, letting her fall down the entire length of Toby’s thick cock. She let out a loud moan as she felt the thick throbbing member plunge into her. 

“Now bend forward,” Henry said as he pushed her upper body and positioned himself behind her. 

He spit down onto his cock and rubbed his saliva all over the length of his cock. 

Susan panicked as she spit again, this time between her ass cheeks. He rubbed one of his fingers against her sensitive clenched asshole, spreading his slick saliva around her virgin hole. 

“Hold on, wait, that’s not an entra-” 

Susan was cut off as Samson jammed his cock into her mouth. Her muffled protests did nothing to stop Henry from slowly putting his cock against her tightly clenched asshole. She closed her eyes as she felt the tip slowly make its way into her. 

She nearly bit Samson’s cock as the tip popped into her once virgin asshole. A burning sensation rocked her body and all she could do was let out a muffled scream. Toby continued pumping in and out of her pussy from below, holding tightly onto her waist with each stroke. 

Her body tensed up as Henry continued pushing his long hard cock into her ass. 

A sharp stinging wave of pain blasted through her, mixed in with the waves of pleasure from below. She wasn’t sure how to react, never having felt a cock in her ass before. 

The two big black cocks rubbed against each other, a small thin layer separating them. She could feel both cocks throbbing inside her as they invaded her. Toby and Samson continued thrusting their hips, fucking her cunt and mouth with all their might while Henry took the slower approach, pushing his cock into her ass at a consistent speed. 

Her body couldn’t handle the mixture and she let out another muffled scream. 

The familiar intense sensation of heat crept up her spine again from between her

legs. In an instant, the heat exploded, dispersing through her body like fireworks. 

It felt as though her body shut down momentarily after the intense heat blasted its way through her. From her head to her toes, everything went numb. Her pussy clamped tightly onto Toby’s cock as he continued slamming in and out of her. 

Her aching jaw seemed to open a little more, allowing her to swallow more of Samson’s fat cock. 

Henry grabbed Susan’s wrist and pushed, one final thrust that managed to get over half his cock implanted into her ass. Susan’s mind went blank and for a second, her vision blurred. Henry paused for just a moment before sliding out, her virgin ass holding tightly onto his shaft as it slid out. 

The three men began pumping into all her holes at various speeds. Toby was the most intense, slamming into her from below into her sore pink pussy. Samson was slightly slower but just as rough, fucking her throat while holding onto her ears. Henry was the slowest, sliding in and out of her ass, though he was starting to speed up. 

Compared to her husband’s tiny white penis, these three black men were absolute monsters. As Henry began speeding up, the pain subsided, converting to a whole new level of pleasure. Samson pulled his cock out, letting her gasp for air and drool onto Toby’s chiseled chest. 

“UNGH… GAWD… IT’S… TOO… MUCH!” She screamed loudly. 

Another blast of heat shot through her. The sudden orgasm so soon after her last one shocked her. Every inch of her body was extremely sensitive, every slight movement sending chills up her spine. 

Henry’s thrusts were fast enough to match Toby’s, his thrust timed to slide in when Toby slid out. Samson slapped her cheeks with his cock, enjoying the sounds of her moans. He stroked himself as he watched the two slaves fuck their owner’s wife. 

Toby took one last deep plunge, and his ass clenched. He bit one of her nipples and groaned. Susan felt his hard cock quiver inside her for a moment before a rush of warm cum shot into her. Her pussy squeezed and milked his cock, sucking up every drop that squirted out from his thick member. 

She continued grinding against him while he came inside her. Henry continued pounding her ass, his long hard cock drilling into her once virgin ass. Even though the entire length of his cock didn’t make it into her ass, it was still enough to cause her to scream. 

“Hey old man, how you doing?” Samson asked. 

“So… so close…” Henry groaned. 

“Hold on, let me get in there too. Hold onto her and I’ll help her get on top of you,” Samson said. 

Henry let go of her wrist and grabbed her hips. Samson grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her upward while Henry began laying back. With an audible wet pop, her pussy let go of Toby’s slowly deflating cock. 

She was soon on top of Henry, her back on his thin but still muscular chest. His cock was still impaled in her tight little ass. Samson spread open her cum filled pussy and smiled. He slowly stroked his cock between her legs again, teasing her once more. 

Her cum filled pussy was ready, gaping open and slick for Samson’s thick black cock. She cried out as she felt the tip of his cock enter her cum filled cunt. Henry began sliding his cock in and out of her again. 

Samson shoved his entire cock into her cunt, squeezing into her pussy and causing some cum to leak out onto his shaft. She screamed out loud and her pussy let out a slight squeal of its own. Samson and Henry began hammering in and out of her, out of sync. Sometimes they entered it at the same time, and other times not. 

She could feel the two cocks rubbing against each other, driving her wild. 

Another orgasm washed over her, an entirely different feeling from the previous ones. Her entire body went numb, and instead of the intense feeling of heat, it was a strange chill that ran through her. 

For a moment, she lost consciousness, and she could see nothing but black. 

There was a ringing in her ears as she regained consciousness. Her pussy was squeezing and trying to push out the cum inside her. 

Samson pulled his cock out and Susan squealed. Her pussy clenched tightly and then gaped open, squirting out a mix of her juices and cum onto Samson. Henry groaned from underneath her and began smashing in and out of her ass harder. 

Within moments, she felt his cock twitch and tremble madly. After a few more strokes he gripped tightly onto her hips and Susan was met with a hot blast of cum deep into her ass. He continued sliding in and out even as he came inside her, his hot sticky cum clinging onto his shaft. 

Samson shoved his cock right back into her cunt, slamming into her. He began sliding in and out at an intense pace, the entire length of his thick shaft makings it way back and forth. Henry was surprisingly still hard, pumping from below. 

She could feel both her holes leaking hot sticky nigger cum. She was slightly excited at the thought of having a black baby and surprising her husband. There were enough mixed step daughters she had from his little escapades in the field. 

“Ungh, yeah, you like this nigger dick in your pussy and ass?” Samson grunted. 

“Oh… oh… yes… fuck me with your nigger cocks. Give me a black baby!” 

Susan shouted. 

Her comment made both men fuck her even harder. The loud smacks as their bodies smashed together filled the barn room. Toby made his way to her face and stroked himself. His once flaccid cock was rock hard again. 

Toby groaned and he shot a blast of cum on her face, his thick, gooey cream splashing all over. Henry grunted from below and slowed his pace momentarily. 

“Damn nigger! Be careful where you shoot your load!” He shouted. 

“Oh, mesa sorry, wassa thinkin’ mesa gonna cum again,” Toby replied. 

Henry slightly shook his head and began speeding up again. Susan was amazed at the stamina of these slaves. Her husband would’ve been done a long while ago. Samson was absolutely destroying her sore red cunt, pounding into her with all his might. 

Years of being enslaved by white people had jaded him and this was his time to let that frustration go. He gritted his teeth and began speeding up, his arms

holding tightly onto the dirt below. Each thrust caused her to bounce up before sliding right back down onto both cocks. 

Henry groaned again and he clenched his ass tightly. His cock grew extremely rigid for a moment before another hot stream of cum launched into her already full ass. She could feel thick bits of cum squeezing out of her ass as he continued pumping. 

At the same time Samson’s own cock began to tremble. She could feel his veins throbbing and within seconds, he let out a roar. A huge blast of cum came shooting out of his big black cock, filling her womb. The sudden rush of cum in both holes caused her to get extremely hot. 

Samson pumped in and out a few times before pulling his cock out. A thick string of cum oozed out of her wet cunt and the hot sensation from between her legs was quickly replaced with a sudden rush of cold. Henry pulled his cock out and gently pushed her to the side, getting out from under her. 

Susan closed her eyes and lay still for a moment. She licked her lips and tasted Toby's sticky, salty cum. She was absolutely exhausted. 

The three black slaves quickly got dressed and looked around for something to help clean Susan. Samson saw a small cotton sheet and started walking towards it when the barn door swung open. Samson stopped, his heart racing. 

"What the fuck?!" A coarse voice yelled out. 

Samson slowly turned to see a man standing at the door. The setting sun made it hard to see who it was. He was a big round fellow, with a large hat. 

"The fuck are you niggers... is that? Susan? Oh you niggers planned on dying today didn't ya? I'm gonna fucking hang you niggers myself!" The man yelled. 

Samson contemplated rushing him. If she could take down the fat man fast enough, and then at least Henry and Toby could get away. He readied himself, digging his heel into the ground and getting ready to pounce. 

“W-wait…” Susan grunted. 

She managed to get on her elbows and cover her breasts. She could still feel cum

leaking out from her poor sore asshole and her bright red cunt. 

“They just found me… it was that other negro,” Susan said. 

The fat white man looked at the three slaves and then looked at Susan in confusion. 

“What other nigger?” He asked. 

“The one who rides with William. The negro who thinks he’s… white. Ru…

Ruf…” Susan struggled, her body still exhausted. 

“Rufus?! That fucking nigger that thinks he’s one of us?!” The white man finished off her sentence. 

He looked at the three slaves and then pointed at the cot that was on top of the hay. The same cot that the three were on when they fucked Susan. 

“The fuck are you niggers doing just wandering around? Wrap that cot around her,” he ordered. 

Henry rushed over and grabbed the cot while the white man turned and whistled. 

A group of other white men, more taskmasters, that were nearby rode by on horse. 

“Samuel, Benjamin, go round up Rufus. We got a nigger to hang!” The white man exclaimed. 

“Rufus? What? Why would we ne… whoa! Holy fuck! What in the hell is happening here?!” One of the men yelled as he looked inside the barn. 

Henry and Toby were busy helping Susan up while wrapping the small cot around her body. The man on the horse readied to hop off when the other fat white man shook his head. 

“Nah, I have this handled. That nigger Rufus got to her. These niggers here happened to stumble in. And I’m thinking of whipping them for not coming in here sooner and stopping that nigger,” the fat man said. 

“No!” Susan shouted. 

Everyone was surprised for a moment and stared at her. She wiped her mouth and gently tugged the cot, tightening it around her breasts. 

“I mean, these niggers are the reason why he didn’t keep on going. If they didn’t walk in, he would’ve had even more time to…” Susan paused, letting the taskmasters figure out the blanks. 

“Ma’am, that nigger Rufus will get what’s coming to him,” the fat man said. 

“All right Benjamin, you heard the lady. Let’s go hang a nigger,” Samuel said. 

The two rode off on their horses, heading straight to the small area where all the slaves lived. The fat man glared at the three black slaves as another taskmaster came by horse. 

“Christopher. Let’s get our lady here back home. You three niggers, go on, get! 

And don’t you dare talk to anyone about this!” The fat man shouted. 

“Yes massa, we sho won’t,” Toby replied. 

Christopher hopped off his horse and rushed to Susan’s side. He helped stabilize her and helped her towards the horse. Samson picked up her clothes and walked over to the two. 

“Sir, her clothes, sir,” Samson said as he handed Christopher her dress and panties. 

Christopher held onto her dress as Susan grabbed her panties and slid them on. 

Her legs were weak and she almost fell but Christopher quickly grabbed a hold of her. After managing to get her panties on, she slid her dress over her head and pulled it down. She turned towards the fat man. 

“Franklin. I want this to be kept among us. I don’t want John to hear about this,” 

Susan said. 

“But ma’am, when we hang Rufus we’re gonna need a reason,” Franklin replied. 

“Then find a reason. But I will not have my husband learn that a negro had their way with me, do we have an understanding?” Susan asked, a bit of a threatening edge to her voice. 

Franklin visibly squirmed slightly and nodded. “Yes ma’am.” 

Susan nodded in return and for a brief second, looked over at Samson and winked. Samson was speechless as he watched Susan slowly make her way out with Christopher and Franklin. He looked over at Toby and Henry, a small smile creeping up on his lips. 

In most cases, he would have been sad about a fellow slave being hanged, but Rufus was not someone he cared for. For all intents and purposes, Rufus was no longer like them, and to Samson, was already dead as a negro slave. He was nothing more than a white person’s pet, a dog trying to be human. 

“Poor Rufus,” Henry grumbled. 

“Fuck him. He’s getting what’s coming to him,” Samson replied. 

“Yousa think wesa could fuck her again?” Toby asked. 

Samson shrugged as he started heading out of the barn. Henry and Toby followed closely beside him. They watched as Susan, Christopher and Franklin slowly made their way back to the main home on the plantation. 

“I think we’ll be seeing her a lot more often,” Samson said with a grin. 

As they headed closer to their shacks, they watched as the taskmasters rode by on their horses. Rufus was tied to one of the horses and being dragged by the wrists. He was shouting in pain. 

“FUCK YOU WHITE PEOPLE. I DIDN’T TOUCH NOBODY! FUCK YOU! I CURSE THIS FARM, I CURSE THE MASSA, I CURSE YOU, I CURSE ALL

YOU WHITE PEOPLE ON HERE. FOR GENERATIONS YOUR WOMEN

WILL ONLY LOVE SLAVES! I CURSE YOU!!!” Rufus screamed at the top of his lungs. 

Samson shook his head. Even as a small grin crept up to his lips, he did feel sorry for the slave. It wasn’t necessarily Rufus’ fault for becoming the cowardly slave that he was. It was the system that was built around them. Though, ultimately, it was Rufus’ decision to turn his back on his fellow slaves. 

The taskmasters took Rufus off towards a tree in the distance. Samson looked at

Henry, who shrugged at him. The three men headed to their shacks, keeping their secret. Samson could still hear Rufus in the distance, yelling a curse on the plantation. He looked out and could barely make out the outline of the men as they circled around the tree. 

“Mercy be,” Samson said as he turned around. 

Just as the taskmasters hanged Rufus, a huge cloud appeared above the plantation. Samson looked back out, amazed that a storm could appear so suddenly. A thunderous roar erupted from the skies and lightning struck the tree Rufus was being hanged on. 

Samson was speechless. He had never seen anything like it before. The tree burned immediately and the taskmasters rode off in fright. For a brief moment, Samson wondered if the curse that Rufus was shouting was the reason but he shook off the idea. He made his way to the ground and closed his eyes, getting some rest before the night work he had to perform. 
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