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John took another long sip of his whiskey and planted his cup down on the bar. 

He grimaced as the burning sensation ran through him. The bartender nodded at him before wiping off the counter. 

“Damn John, I can’t believe it. A nigger touched your wife and then another nigger went and saved her?” The man sitting next to John questioned. 

“Yeah, fuckin’ niggers,” John replied, finishing his whiskey. 

He snapped down his fingers and pointed at his cup, signaling for another shot. 

The bartender grabbed the bottle of whiskey and poured another cup. John nodded and placed some money on the counter. 

“Fuckin’ crazy John. You need to whip them a bit more, get them to understand that they are nothin’,” the man said. 

“You think I don’t whip them enough Bill? I beat the hell out of these niggers day in and day out and I still end up with this shit,” John replied angrily. 

“Sorry John, didn’t mean to spark anythin’ there. I just noticed that some of these fuckers near my lot are treatin’ their niggers like people. People! Can’t believe this shit. What is the fuckin’ world coming to if these niggers think they can just wander around freely,” Bill said. 

“That’s probably what it is. You know Tom? The fucker next to me?” John asked. 

“Know him? I hate that motherfucker. Ain’t he originally from one of them European countries?” 

“Yep. He has these… house slaves. But not just women as maids or anything. I mean fuckin’ cotton pickers out and about in his home,” John said. 

“See? That’s the shit that I’m talkin’ about. Annoys the shit out of me man. 

These fuckers with their new age thoughts and shit. Makes the other niggers think they can be free,” Bill replied. 

“Yeah, so he came around with his wife, and brought some of his house niggers over. I bet that’s where that one fucking nigger got the idea,” John said as he

took another drink. 

“Shit, these fuckin’ niggers are going to mess with our health. Hey barkeep, another round,” Bill ordered. 

The bartender nodded and poured another two glasses of whiskey and slid them down. Bill and John tapped glasses and took the whiskey down in one shot. They both grimaced as the liquid burned through them. 

“You goin’ to the auction?” Bill asked. 

“Yeah, I’m thinkin’ about it. Goin’ to need a couple new niggers now that a couple are gone,” John replied. 

“Let’s outbid the shit outta that fucker Tom. No more house niggers for that nigger lovin’ fucker,” John said. 

“Sounds good to me. Shit, what time is it?” John asked. 

“Near midnight,” the bartender replied. 

“Shit, time for me to go. The missus has been feelin’ sick,” John said as he plopped more money on the counter and stood up. 

John staggered away from his stool as Bill paid his tab and stood up. The two were fairly drunk as they headed out of the bar. They laughed as they both nearly tripped on the step up to the front door and then headed out. 

The trip home was hazy, the drinks a bit stronger than John had anticipated. He wandered by Tom’s farm and he stopped. John unzipped his pants and unloaded his bladder on his neighbor’s farm, angrily giving the farm the finger as he did so. 

“Fuck you Tom!” John shouted angrily. 

After finishing up, he struggled to make his way home. He was angry and wanted to beat one of his slaves but decided against it, for now. His wife was sick and he had to at least check up on her once. 

He struggled with his door and finally made it in. After looking around to make

sure he was in his house and not his neighbor’s; he began making his way up the stairs. Once he reached the master bedroom, the ground beneath him squeaked loudly. 

“Honey?” Susan, his wife, called out. 

“Hey… yeah… it’s me…” John slurred as he made his way to the bed. 

He unbuckled his belt and pulled his shirt out from under his pants. Susan briefly looked at her overweight husband and sighed as she could guess what was next. 

She wasn’t really sick, just worried that her husband would be able to tell that she was much more… loose. 

As her husband pulled down his pants and boxers, he smiled, showing off his tiny white penis. Susan sighed as she saw his manhood, feeling disappointed after her experience with three big black slaves. He was easily only a quarter the size of the slaves’ members. 

“You… still feelin’… sick?” John asked as he hiccupped. 

He nearly fell to the side as he pulled his leg out from his pants. Susan wondered if she should continue lying or try something else. In his drunken state, John could, at times, be somewhat abusive. 

“Yeah, I still feel a little slick, but I can’t leave you like that,” Susan said as she put a finger to her lips. 

John smiled and moved his hips around, making his small, little penis flop around. “That’s what I like to hear.” 

“I don’t think I can really go wild tonight but how about I help you out with my lips?” Susan suggested seductively. 

John grinned and began stroking himself as Susan slowly got out of bed and crawled towards the edge. She licked her lips and reached out with her right hand, wrapping her fingers around his still flaccid shaft. Her tongue slowly made its way under the tip of his penis and gently licked. 

Susan’s face scrunched as she tasted his sour penis. It wasn’t anything like the manly, salty flavor of the slaves. She sighed as she licked the underside of his

penis, slowly making it to his small white balls. 

The tip of her tongue reached his balls fairly quickly and Susan slowly made her way back. His unimpressive penis slowly stood at attention, turning hard in her hand. John groaned as he teetered back and forth in his drunken state. 

She wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and sucked, making him groan louder. It was like taking a small lollipop in her mouth, just not anywhere near as sweet or tasty. She moved in closer and his entire penis fit in her mouth without even touching her throat. 

Susan sucked hard and fast, feeling his throbbing member tremble. John ran his fingers through her hair and groaned. Susan reached around and squeezed his ass and within seconds, she felt his legs buckle. 

“Oh… oh yeah…” John groaned. 

His tiny little penis squirted a tiny bit of his sour cum into her mouth. Susan grimaced as she swallowed her husband’s pathetic attempt. She moved her head back and wiped her lips. 

“How was that?” She asked seductively. 

“Yeah, that’s what I love,” John said as he lowered himself onto the bed. 

He collapsed on the bed and began snoring. Susan lay back on her bed and sighed again. Her fingers slowly made their way down between her legs. 

After such a lackluster experience, she began thinking about Samson, one of the black slaves she had experienced the day before. She could see his big black cock waving in front of her as she slowly pushed a finger into the folds of her sex. A small moan escaped from between her lips as she slowly pressed her finger in and out of her tight wet hole. 

She did care if her husband heard her or not, though he most likely didn’t hear a thing in his current state. She pushed another finger into her pussy and curved her fingers upwards. Susan moaned as she felt her fingertips brush up against her most sensitive spot. 

“Mmm… yes…” Susan whispered. 

Her fingers continued pressing against her most sensitive spot and she slowly lifted her hips up. She shook her fingers, slowly feeling a small orgasm building up inside her. There was a warmth building up in her belly as her body trembled. 

She bit her lower lip, and thrust up her hips while pushing her fingers deeper inside herself. Her toes dug into the covers as she felt her body reach its climax. 

The small ball of warmth spread through her entire body, from her belly all the way to the tips of her toes and fingers. 

“Oh… Samson…” Susan whispered as she lowered her hips back onto the bed. 

She let out a long sigh and pulled her fingers out. Her husband snored away, lying naked and drunk. Susan contemplated kicking him and pushing him off the bed but decided against it. 

Susan closed her eyes and slowly drifted away into a deep sleep. She was back in the palms of the big black slaves. Each one grabbing and groping her, their large members entering in between her legs, and even in her sleep, she moaned slightly at the dreams of pleasure. 




***

John yawned as he looked around the slave market. Susan was to his side, looking better than she did the day before. He saw Bill and his wife, Anne, walking towards his way. 

“Bill!” John shouted. 

Bill looked over and raised his hand, acknowledging John. He sauntered over and shook John’s hand. John nodded and tapped Bill’s shoulder. 

“How’s the batch lookin’ today?” John asked. 

Anne walked over and gave Susan a hug. “Susan! I heard you were feeling sick.” 

“I was, but I’m feeling much better now,” Susan replied. 

The two couples made their way to the bidding area where new slaves were being walked in. Susan pulled Anne aside and the two wandered away from their husbands. Susan’s heart raced as she debated on whether or not to tell Anne

about her experience with her black slaves. 

“Anne… there’s… well…” Susan started, her face turning slightly pink. 

“What’s wrong? Are you still feeling sick? Your face is getting red,” Anne interrupted. 

“Yeah, the thing is… can you keep a secret?” 

Anne laughed. “You’re joking right? Who’s the one that hasn’t said anything about the horse incident?” 

Susan smiled and nodded. “Okay, well, this is a big one. John might even kill me.” 

“Oh… it’s that serious?” Anne asked as her smile faded. 

“Yeah… you have to promise to keep it a secret.” 

“You have my word honey. Cross my heart. He’s drinking and hitting you again, isn’t he?” 

“It’s… it’s nothing like that. Well… he was going to be a bit violent against me when one of my slaves stopped him. The slave… Samson, he was whipped so badly.” Susan started. 

“A slave shouldn’t touch his master though…” Anne replied. 

“Even to protect me?” 

Anne tilted her head. “I see your point.” 

“Well, I decided to help him heal up and then I saw… it,” Susan said, her face now bright red. 

“It?” 

“His… well… you know.” 

“His what? His scars?” 

“No… his… his manhood,” Susan answered. 

“Oh…” Anne was speechless. 

“And it was… it was something else. It was so… soooo big,” Susan continued. 

“I heard rumors but I’ve never seen one,” Anne replied. 

“You wouldn’t believe it… I couldn’t believe it. So… I touched it,” Susan said. 

“You what?!” Anne shrieked. 

Susan quickly covered Anne’s mouth and looked around in surprise. She was worried that someone had overheard their conversation. Luckily, there were too many people wandering around and shouting as they tried to outbid one another or try to look at slaves as they walked by. 

“Quiet! Come on Anne,” Susan said as she grabbed her wrist and pulled her away from the crowds. 

John and Bill were busy bidding for slaves, trying to find young, powerful black men. Anytime Tom would bid, they would bid, raising the price for Tom. They didn’t notice that their wives had moved on, heading out of the crowds and into the less crowded areas where slaves were being brought in. 

“You didn’t really touch it, did you?” Anne whispered as the two walked further away from the crowds. 

“I… I did. I touched three in fact.” 

“Three? You were with three of those niggers?” Anne asked, astonished. 

“Yes and it was… it was amazing. I let them have their way with me and it was… it was the most amazing experience I had ever had,” Susan replied. 

“You… you can’t be serious. You know how dangerous that is? What about your children?” Anne asked, worried for her friend. 

“There was no harm done. Trust me Anne, you have to see this,” Susan said as she pulled Anne over. 

“Look over there,” Susan said as she pointed over at a small barn. 

“What is it?” Anne questioned. 

“It’s the cleaning rooms for slaves. Let me show you what I saw,” Susan said as she pulled Anne towards the small barn. 

Anne’s heart raced as the two got closer to the barn. There was a small window to the side that Susan walked over to and peeked over. Anne heard her gasp and then Susan turned and waved her in, giggling. 

“Look! Come see!” Susan said excitedly. 

Anne hesitated for a bit before making her way towards Susan. She slowly got in her toes and peeked through the window. She gasped as she saw a group of slaves being washed by a hose. 

Her eyes immediately fell upon their members hanging low between their legs. 

Like Susan had said, the slaves had extremely large rods swinging side to side. 

Susan licked her lips and pointed at one of the large, more muscular ones. 

“Look at that nigger. It looks as thick as your forearm,” Susan said excitedly. 

“Oh my…” Anne gasped. 

The slaves looked angry as they were washed with cold water. The slave that Susan pointed at looked up and out the window. He locked eyes with Anne and time seemed to stop. 

Anne’s crotch grew incredibly hot as she stared into his dark brown eyes. Her nipples grew hard and pressed against her dress as her whole body began to grow as hot as her crotch. She wanted to reach out and grab his big black cock; to stroke it and massage it. 

One of the white men smacked the slave and spun him around. He splashed a bucket on water on the slave’s back and Anne quickly turned her attention away. 

She stopped looking through the window and tapped Susan. 

“Susan, this is so… so wrong. You have to be careful Susan. This isn’t safe for you and who knows what those black beasts could do,” Anne warned. 

“Anne, trust me, I know what those black beasts can do,” Susan replied. 

“Oh Susan, you know what I mean. I don’t want you to-“

“Come on niggers!” A man shouted as the side door to the barn opened. 

The newly washed slaves were pulled out from the barn by chains that were locked around their necks, wrists and ankles. They slowly shuffled out, some of them nearly falling from being pulled. The black slave Anne had locked eyes with walked out last, just wearing a pair of ripped trousers. 

His ebony skin glistened in the sunlight from the leftover water. He looked over and saw Anne and Susan near the window to the barn. He gave a small grin and nod as he was pulled along with the others. 

“Wow… he is just large all over,” Susan said. 

The slaves were pulled along towards the auction as Susan and Anne remained near the barn. Susan tapped Anne and pulled her back towards the crowd and towards the auction. 

“I don’t know about you, but I’m going to have John buy the big one,” she said excitedly. 

“You’re joking, right?” 

Susan shook her head and pulled Anne along. They had to push and squeeze through the crowd to get to their husbands who were still bidding. Susan tapped John and leaned in close to his ear. 

“You should stop bidding on that one. There’s a big, muscular nigger coming this way,” she whispered. 

John looked over at her and smiled. He gave her a kiss on the cheeks and then tapped Bill. “Bill, cut off the bids. Another batch comin’ and one is a real big nigger.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah, Susan saw one comin’ this way,” John replied. 

“Good job Susan!” Bill yelled out. 

“And sold, for one hundred seventy to the gentleman in the white hat!” The auctioneer announced. 

“Fuckin’ Tom,” Bill complained. 

“It’s all right, we raised that bid up for his stupid ass. Don’t worry, we just need to get the big niggers, the ones that can work in the fields,” John replied. 

Susan watched as the batch of slaves she and Anne had seen were led out onto the stage. She immediately saw the larger black man in the back of the group. 

Her husband was busy looking at the female slaves, his eyes glued to one of the darker skinned ones with large breasts. 

“Look, look at that big one!” Susan said as she tapped her husband’s arm. 

“Oh… damn, you weren’t kiddin’. Look at the size of that nigger,” Bill said. 

“Huh? Uh, yeah, yeah, I see him,” John replied, his eyes still fixated on the black woman. 

“Hey John, you gonna bid on that big nigger?” 

“Uh, yeah Bill, sure.” 

“You… you okay John? Cause I was thinkin’ about biddin’ for the guy if that was all right with you,” Bill replied. 

“Yeah Bill, go for it, I think I got another one I want to bid on,” John said, coming back to reality. 

“What? Honey? We need the big and strong ones, you have to get him,” Susan said. 

“Woman, know your place in this auction. You stay quiet and let the men do the buyin’,” John replied angrily. 

Susan gritted her teeth and crossed her arms as the woman John was eyeing walked towards the center of the stage. She was spun around by the white sellers

and shown off to the crowd. There were a couple of whistles here and there as the buyers stared at her voluptuous body. 

“All right, let’s start the bidding at ten!” The auctioneer shouted. 

Susan shook her head and walked away, her anger getting the best of her. She couldn’t believe her husband was going to buy yet another female slave. He had been overworking whatever males they had, and killing some out of anger or boredom. 

Their plantation was hurting, cotton that could have been picked lying out in the fields and drying up in the summer heat. They needed more slaves to pick the cotton, especially in the coming few months. Susan cursed to herself and balled her fists. 

“Susan,” Anne called out, right behind her. 

“Hey Anne,” Susan replied, trying to calm herself. 

“Are you okay?” 

“Yeah, I just… I just need some time to calm down. I can’t believe he’s going to get another female nigger. We need more workers that can work out in the fields,” Susan answered. 

“Hey, maybe he’ll buy one after he gets the woman? There aren’t that many more females even left at the auction,” Anne said. 

“Yeah, but that’s not the point. That slave would have been an amazing addition,” Susan groaned. 

She was being selfish. Susan had been mesmerized by the powerful slave’s enormous rod. She wanted to wrap her hands, her lips, and even her legs around him and feel his manhood deep inside every one of her holes. 

Her crotch grew warm at the thought and her face turned pink again. Anne looked at her, trying to see if she was okay. 

“Don’t worry about me. You should go see how the bidding is going,” Susan said. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yeah, I think I just need some time on my own,” Susan replied. 

Anne waited for a moment and then walked back to the bidding area. Susan sighed and looked back at her friend. Anne hadn’t had any children yet, though she was constantly being pressured by everyone. 

Susan was somewhat jealous of Anne. She was younger than her, and had yet to bear children, allowing her to keep her tiny framed figure. Her hips were wide, perfect for child bearing in the future, and yet, she had a slim tummy and fairly large breasts. Susan was always joking with her, telling her that she could have done much better than her bald, overweight husband. 

Anne wandered back to see her husband smiling and clapping. She tapped his shoulder and leaned in towards his ear. 

“What happened?” She asked. 

“I got that big nigger right there! Look at that nigger! He’s goin’ to be working those fields all day, every day!” Bill yelled happily. 

He gave her a big hard hug and pulled out a cigar. Bill lit it up and took a couple of puffs. He was even happier by the fact that he had outbid Tom, taking the big black slave away from his most hated plantation neighbor. 

He tapped John on the shoulder. “I think it’s been a good day today!” 

“Oh yeah, did you see the nigger bitch I got? She looked like one of them African princesses,” John replied with a huge grin. 

“Let’s get a couple of drinks to celebrate! That other nigger you got looked like a pretty good worker. A little skinny if you ask me though,” Bill said. 

“Hey, those skinny niggers can last a while though. Easier to whip and keep under my thumb,” John answered. 

“Hey man, whatever gets you your cotton,” Bill laughed. 

They made their way to the side house where they were to pick up their newly

bought slaves. John had ended up buying three males and one female while Bill had bought four males. They made their way through the crowds and pulled out their money. 

The slaves were brought into a room, checked one last time by both John and Bill and finally, they were given contracts to sign. Susan finally made her way back through the crowds and to her husband. She took a quick look at the newly bought slaves, her eyes locked on the three black male slaves. 

There were three males, all fairly skinny but well built. She looked over at the other group of four, large, bulky and extremely muscular. She licked her lips as her eyes glazed past them, admiring their glistening bodies. 

The slaves were loaded up on the couples’ carriages, still chained together. They all began the trek back home. Susan remained silent on the ride home, her mind racing as she thought about the new black slaves and her experience with Samson and the other slaves at the plantation. 

Anne quietly stared out at the fields, slowly drifting away. As she slowly drifted away, a small voice called out to her. She wasn’t sure who it was, but she could faintly see the outline of a lithe black man. 

“For generations your women will only love slaves…” The voice whispered. 

Anne shook her head and looked around. There was nobody around except her husband. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, leaning her head back. 

Once again, the small whisper crept through her. 

“For generations your women will only love slaves…” The voice whispered. 

One of her hands slowly crept between her legs as her crotch grew incredibly hot. An image of the big, powerful black slave’s manhood flashed in front of her and she let out a small moan. Her eyes flickered open and she shook her head. 

Luckily, her husband was too busy staring off at the road while steering the horses. 

They took a sharp turn, heading towards the plantation. Bill steered the horses around to the side of the house and let Anne hop out. Anne waved at her husband and headed into the house as Bill took the slaves around to the fields. 

A couple of taskmasters rode by on horses, guiding Bill over to the edge of the fields. They had their whips ready. They were just as excited to see the new slaves, to break them down, and whip them into shape. 

“Lots of niggers today boss?” One of them asked. 

“Oh yeah, four big ones. We’re gonna have a good summer this year,” Bill replied with a smile. 

“Heee yah!” The taskmaster shouted in glee. 

Bill stopped once he reached the edge of the field and made his way off the carriage. The taskmasters opened up the back and ordered the slaves out. They stood around, unsure of what to do as the taskmasters shouted at them. 

“Come on niggers! Get outta the fuckin’ carriage! Get out!” One of them shouted pulling out his whip. 

The big four black men looked around and then eyed the white men. They sized them up, wondering if they could just mow through them. The taskmasters seemed to sense what the slaves were planning. 

“Look at these new niggers. They actually think they can take us. Let’s show them niggers what we can do,” one of the taskmasters said. 

He swung his whip, cracking it in the air. The slaves backed away, raising their arms in fear. The taskmaster laughed and cracked the whip again. 

“Come on you fucking niggers! Get out!” The taskmaster shouted. 

The slaves slowly began leaving the carriage, their arms still chained together. 

They looked around, confused and afraid as another taskmaster pulled out a thick stick. He hit the largest slave, smacking him in the arm. 

The large slave barely flinched and glared at the white man. The taskmaster growled and slammed the stick against his arm again but this time, the stick broke. The large black slave was built like a ton of bricks. 

“You… try hurt me?” He asked. 

“Uh… Stuart, hit him with the whip!” The taskmaster with the broken stick yelled. 

Stuart, the other taskmaster attacked the larger slave with his whip. It cracked against his upper back and the slave looked over at Stuart. He raised his whip and struck again but this time the slave raised his powerful, muscular arm and grabbed the whip in the air. 

“Fuck!” Stuart shouted. 

The black man began wrapping his arm around the whip, dragging Stuart towards him. Stuart held tightly onto the whip, trying to stop the slave from taking it away. The other taskmasters looked around in confusion. 

“Hey come on! Hit this fuckin’ nigger!” Stuart screamed. 

The other taskmasters started hitting the large black slave with their whips. As their whips slammed against his back, he continued pulling Stuart in. The other black slaves remained silent looking at one another, wondering if they should help or not. 

Stuart was literally being dragged, his feet sliding across the dirt towards the large black slave. The whips cracked away on the large man’s back but he barely flinched as he continued pulling and pulling. 

“Enough!” Bill shouted as he fired a shot into the air. 

Everyone stopped and stared at him. He had his pistol out, pointing at the air, a bit of smoke rising from the barrel. Some of the slaves had never seen a gun before and were afraid of what the man was holding in his hands. 

“You let go you fuckin’ nigger, or else I will shoot you,” Bill said. 

The large slave silently glared at Bill. He still held tightly onto the whip, sizing up the smaller man with the gun. He had seen them used in the past and knew of the danger associated with them. 

“You…” 

“I’m the master here. And you are my property!” Bill yelled angrily. 

“I… no property,” the big black slave replied. 

“What’s your name nigger?” 

“My name… my name Kunta,” the slave said. 

“All right Kunta, you better get this through your thick skull. I am your master. 

You listen to me,” Bill said. 

Kunta glared at Bill and clenched his fists. He wanted to smash the fat white man’s head in as he stared at him. Bill pointed the barrel of the gun at Kunta. 

“Don’t think I won’t shoot you, you stupid ass nigger. I have three niggers right there who will help if you can’t,” Bill said. 

Kunta waited for a few more minutes and finally let go of the whip. He still valued his life, even if it was as a slave. Deep inside, he believed that at some point he would be free. That he would be able to walk the Earth as a free man, not a slave. 

The taskmasters continued whipping him, trying to break him down but failing as he stood silent, still defiant. Bill shook his head and grabbed a rope from inside the carriage. The other slaves moved aside, afraid of his gun. 

“Hang this nigger. Don’t kill him though, just hand him so that he’s on his toes,” 

Bill ordered, handing the rope to Stuart. 

Stuart stared at the rope and then at Kunta. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to get anywhere close to the nigger without being beat. He tried to say something but Bill walked away and back on his carriage. 

“Fuck…” Stuart whispered. 

Bill headed back home, not even looking back at the taskmasters. He didn’t feel like dealing with slaves right after getting out of the auction. He was tired and he just wanted to take a quick nap. 

Once he got back to the house, he hopped out of the carriage and Anne jogged out to give him a quick hug. She helped him inside and waved her maids over. 

“Go on girl, go get his bath ready,” Anne ordered. 

The maids nodded and headed upstairs to the bathroom. Anne helped Bill over to the kitchen and then sat across from him. More maids came out and walked out with food, placing it in front of the two. 

“You took a while,” Anne said. 

“Yeah, that fuckin’ big nigger, he’s a tough one. Had to whip the hell out of that nigger. Stuart should be hanging him right now,” Bill replied. 

“Hang him?! You just bought him!” 

“Don’t worry, I ain’t killin’ the nigger. I told Stuart to keep him on his toes, nothing more,” Bill assured. 

Anne nodded and closed her eyes, grabbing her husband’s rough hands. They had a small prayer before their meal and then began eating. They ate in relative silence, the maids being the only bit of disruption every once in a while. 

Her thoughts trailed off as she bit into her food. For some reason, the voice, from back on the carriage crept back. Her crotch grew hot as she thought about the big black slave and she began to worry. The thought of the big black slave dying angered her but for the wrong reasons; she didn’t care about the cost of the slave, she wanted to feel his powerful member. 

“You all right there?” Bill asked. 

“Hm? Oh yeah, just um… thinking,” Anne replied. 

“All right,” Bill said as he continued eating his steak. 

Anne quietly continued eating, images of the big black slave’s monstrous member flashing before her eyes. She stopped eating and slid her plate away. 

The maids waltzed over and quickly grabbed her plate. 

“Is something the matter, miss?” One of the older maids asked. 

“No, no, everything’s fine. I think I’m going to go to bed early,” Anne said. 

Anne stood up and headed upstairs to the bedroom. She turned and smiled at her husband. “Bill, once you’re done, you should take a bath and go to bed.” 

“Will do.” 

The maids helped Anne head upstairs to her bedroom. She lay back on her bed and closed her eyes. Before she knew it, she was knocked out, deep in her dreams. 

Once again, images of the black slave’s large manhood flooded her mind. She twisted and turned in bed as she dreamt about the big black slave. Her legs were wrapped around his powerful waist, her sopping wet pussy right against his member. 

The big black slave teased her, sliding his manhood between her legs and against her pussy but not into her. She gasped as she felt his powerful member constantly rub against her clit. A moan escaped her lips and she jolted upright. 

Her body was covered in sweat, and the sky was absolutely black outside. Bill was lying beside her, knocked out and snoring away. Anne took a few deep breaths, slowly waking up as she looked around. 

Her crotch was still hot, her body a bright red with small beads of sweat slowly rolling down her back. She got up out of bed and headed downstairs and towards the front door. Anne wanted to get outside, take a few deep breaths, and cool her body down. 

As she looked out at the fields, a small wind blew past, causing a chill to run down her spine. Her eyes flickered over to the fields where the slaves were. Her pussy squeezed tightly at the air, a small thought creeping through her mind. 

Anne slowly made her way back in and paused. She turned around, staring at the fields again and took a deep breath. She slipped on her slippers and headed out into the fields. 

Her heart raced as she slowly jogged towards the slaves’ barns. She wanted to help rescue the big black slave, if he was still hanging on a tree. Knowing Bill, he had probably ordered the taskmasters to keep him hanging for at least a day. 

Only the moonlight lit up the night sky, giving her enough vision to make her

way to the edge. In the distance, she saw a large tree and a figure near the trunk. 

As she had expected, her husband had left the big black slave hanging. 

As she got closer and closer to the tree, she could clearly see his large hulking figure glistening in the moonlight. His shirt had been ripped off, as were the majority of his trousers. She stopped and stared at him, wondering if she should continue. 

She took a deep breath and made her way towards the large slave. Her heart raced even faster as she got closer to him. He was struggling on his toes, his hands at the rope on his neck, pulling at it to give him room to breathe. 

“H-help,” he barely managed to utter as he looked over at Anne. 

Anne rushed over and grabbed the rope. She wasn’t sure what to do as she looked around. Her hand made its way around the knot of the rope and she tugged at it. It was too tight and there was no way she was going to dig her fingers into it. 

“Hold on,” Anne said as she rushed away to find something to cut the rope with. 

There was nothing and she rushed over to a nearby barn. As she busted in, she woke up the slaves sleeping inside. She recognized the three black men as the newly bought slaves. They looked at her, unsure of why she was in their barn. 

“Knife, give me something sharp,” Anne said. 

The three black slaves blankly stared at her, not quite understanding what she wanted. Anne quickly rushed through the barn, and sighed as she couldn’t find a thing. The taskmasters had removed any and all sharp objects to stop the slaves from having any weapons. 

“Come! Follow me!” Anne ordered as she rushed out. 

They stood silently, before shrugging and following her out the barn. Anne led them to the big black slave and pointed at him. 

“Get him down!” Anne ordered. 

The three black men wandered around Kunta and pointed at him, with

questioning faces. Anne nodded and tried to mimic pulling him off the rope. The three men were afraid, unsure of whether or not they were being tested. They had been whipped all day to get them to understand that they were nothing more but slaves. 

“Hurry! Lift him up and break that branch,” Anne ordered while trying to explain with body movements. 

“H-help,” Kunta uttered again. 

They gathered around him, and one of them grabbed his legs. Another helped lift him up by the hips. Yet another yanked at the rope, trying to break the branch that Kunta was hanging on. 

“Careful! Careful!” Anne said. 

With one final hard yank, the slave managed to pull and break the branch. 

Everyone fell to the ground except Anne, who raised her arms in surprise. The large branch fell to the ground with a thud, just barely missing the slaves. 

“Oh sweet Jesus! Is he okay?” Anne asked. 

The slaves nodded as they began working away at the knot. They managed to undo the tight knot and pulled it off Kunta’s neck. Anne crouched down and helped the large slave sit up, his musk hitting her hard. 

Her body reacted instantly, the fire between her legs spreading through her body. 

Her nipples pressed against her soft, cotton nightgown. Even a small moan escaped her lips as she felt his powerful, ebony body. 

“We need to get you guys back inside,” Anne said. 

Susan’s words rang through her mind as Kunta was helped up by the slaves. 

Anne shook her head and helped the slaves to the barn. She could hear her heart pounding away and part of her worried that the slaves could hear it pump away. 

They made their way into the barn and Anne realized that her cotton nightgown was covered in her own sweat and clung closely to her nude body beneath. One of the thinner, yet muscular black men lit up a lamp and placed it down, giving everyone a nice, clear view of her body peeking through the nightgown. 

Kunta took deep breaths and slowly got to his feet. On his knees, he was about Anne’s size, but when he stood up, he towered over her small frame. He rubbed his neck a couple of times and coughed. 

“Kunta thanks you,” he groaned. 

“Is your name Kunta?” Anne asked. 

“Yes,” he replied, continuing to rub his neck. 

“Miss, what are you doing here? It’s very unsafe for you to be doing this,” the thin muscular slave who had lit the lantern asked. 

“Your English, you speak well for a nigger,” Anne replied, surprised. 

“I’m actually from the North. I lived in Philadelphia, a free man, along with my brother. He disappeared a month ago and I tried to search for him and then I was captured.” He explained. 

“So… you were a free man?” Anne asked. 

“Yes. I’ve been traveling from one plantation to another. Being sold faster than some livestock.” 

“What is your name nigger?” Anne asked. 

“My name is Jerome,” he replied. 

“Well, I’m Anne, and I’ll try to help you find a way back home,” Anne said as she stuck out her hand. 

Jerome shook her hand, his grip nice and firm. A chill ran down her spine as she felt his powerful hand. She slid her thumb back and forth along his palm, enjoying the rough feeling of his dark skin. 

Jerome’s eyes swung down and towards her cleavage. He got a nice good look at the top of her milky white breasts. Anne caught his eyes and a small smile crept up on her lips. Jerome quickly let go of her hand and stepped back. 

Anne turned around, her attention back on Kunta. With the small yellow light

emanating from the lantern, strange shadows formed around everyone. For a moment, she thought she saw a large bulge between his legs but took it as the shadows playing tricks on her. 

“Thank you,” Kunta said. 

Kunta caught her gaze for a moment and looked into her eyes. Anne’s face turned pink with embarrassment. She took notice of all the other slaves, staring at her body, focusing on her rock hard nipples. 

Anne looked around, her heart racing faster and faster as she looked around. Her pussy screamed for attention, squeezing against itself as she grew excited. The voice whispered to her again and she licked her lips. 

“I… I need to make it up to you,” Anne said. 

Kunta tilted his head, unsure of what she was talking about. 

“For my husband’s actions,” Anne replied. 

She then looked at the other three slaves and slowly slipped one finger between her lips. “And for his men’s actions.” 

She reached up and grabbed her shoulder straps and slowly peeled them off. Her nightgown slowly made its way down, revealing her creamy breasts for the slaves. They all stood in stunned silence, unsure of whether or not this was a trick. 

As her nightgown made its way lower, they started gathering around her. The tip of her pubic hair peeked out as she lowered the gown past her hips. The slaves behind her got a good look of her ass as the gown made its way down her thighs. 

“Looks good,” one of the slaves remarked. 

“Tasty,” another added. 

The slaves all rubbed their hands together, Kunta right in the center, his huge hulking frame towering over even the slaves. Anne grew more and more excited as her nightgown hit the ground. One of the slaves behind him rubbed the inner side of her upper thigh, his thumb just barely touching her pussy lips. 

Anne moaned and thrust her hips back, not wanting to be teased. The three slaves looked at one another and then at Kunta. Kunta only shrugged in return and pulled down his ripped up trousers. 

She gasped as she once again saw his big black rod. Her legs gave out and she fell to her knees. Kunta grinned and walked closer to her, his big black cock waving back and forth with each step. 

Anne wasn’t sure why, but her body seemed to be screaming for the black slaves’ big black cocks. It was as if some sort of magical spell had overtaken her inhibitions. She reached out and gripped the base of his flaccid cock. 

The second her fingers touched it, it seemed to come to life, twitching and throbbing as it began to grow hard. The others surrounding her took off their clothes, revealing their equally impressive members. She grew light headed at the suddenness of the situation, and yet, her body grew more excited. 

She could smell each slave’s manly musk as they surrounded her, swinging there cocks against her. Her mouth salivated at the thought of sucking on each of their chocolate rods and she reached out with her other hand to grab another cock. She leaned in and spit on Kunta’s thick member, letting her saliva run down the lengthy shaft and provide lubrication for her stroking. 

Jerome crouched down behind her and slid his cock between her legs. He didn’t push it into her, instead, he stroked it right against her pussy lips. Anne moaned as she felt his throbbing member tease her wet pussy. 

“You want it?” Jerome questioned. 

“Yes… yes please…” Anne replied, thrusting her hips against his abs. 

“Yeah? You want this big black nigger dick inside your little white pussy?” 

Jerome teased. 

“Yes! I want that nigger cock!” Anne replied, reaching down between her legs and rubbing the tip of his cock against her clit. 

She couldn’t believe the words that were slipping out from her lips. Her body felt as though it were on fire. A tingling sensation ran through every fiber of her being. 

“Then suck that nigger’s cock,” Jerome ordered as he placed his hand on the back of her head and pushed it forward towards Kunta. 

Anne obliged, opening her lips and letting Kunta’s thick black cock enter. He groaned as he felt her soft lips slip past the tip of his cock. Her warm mouth enveloped the sensitive head of his cock and it came to life instantaneously. 

It hardened in her mouth, throbbing to life and growing larger by the second. She used one hand to stroke his shaft while she sucked on the tip. With her other hand, she began fondling the big black balls of another slave to her side. 

Jerome pushed his hardened cock between her pussy lips. Anne moaned with Kunta’s cock between her lips as she felt the big black cock pushing in from behind. Her mind went blank momentarily as her pussy stretched to take in the thick black member. 

She nearly bit on Kunta’s thick cock as Jerome began to enter into her, deeper and deeper. With just the tip he had surpassed where her husband could reach. 

The sensations she was feeling was indescribable, intense feelings of pleasure mixed in with pain sending a shock through her entire body. 

Kunta sank his hand into her hair and pulled her head in, trying to shove his cock in deeper. Anne gagged and tried to move away, never being in this type of situation before. Her jaw ached as she tried to swallow more of his thick member. 

She had taken Bill in her mouth before and it was like sucking on a lollipop. 

Kunta was an entire different matter. His cock was double, if not triple the girth and length of her husband’s puny white penis. 

The slave to her left spit on his cock and gently pulled her hand away from his balls and onto his glistening shaft. She stroked away at his lengthy, bumpy shaft while she struggled to swallow Kunta’s thick cock. Jerome grunted and pushed the entire length of his big black cock into her, his balls smashing against her widespread cunt. 

Jerome gripped tightly onto his hips while he impaled her, letting her pussy slowly grow accustomed to his large member. She was tighter than any other woman he had been with before in the past. Kunta, on the other end, began thrusting his hips back and forth, fucking her mouth with great force. 

Anne gagged as Kunta slid his cock in and out of her mouth. Her saliva dripped down the sides of her lips as she tried to swallow his member. Jerome continued pounding in from behind, timing his thrusts to match that of Kunta. 

The slaves tapped each other and nodded their heads in approval. She couldn’t believe how far wide her pussy was being spread open and how much she was able to swallow. Her hand continued stroking away at the other slave’s thick black cock, her hand barely able to wrap around the girth. 

“Kunta, let me pull her back and on top of me,” Jerome grunted. 

“Huh?” 

“Her on top,” Jerome shortened. 

Kunta shrugged and moved back, allowing Jerome to lean in, wrap his arms around her and pull back. Anne moaned loudly as he fell back on his back with her on top. She was soon riding atop him, her ass towards his face, his cock deep inside her. 

Anne grinded her hips against him, riding his cock as Kunta moved in again. The others also approached, one of them grabbing one of her breasts and massaging it. Anne opened her lips, allowing Kunta to slide his cock right back into her mouth. 

She slobbered away on his cock as she reached out grabbed two other cocks to her side. After sucking on the tip of Kunta’s cock, she moved back and then spit on the two cocks she was stroking. She stroked the two hard cocks while she went back to sucking on Kunta’s. 

The slave to her left reached down and played with her other breast before pinching her hard nipple between two fingers. Anne let out a muffled moan as he body trembled. The thick hard cock in her cunt was hitting areas that had never been touched, driving her wild with pleasure. 

Anne had to reposition herself slightly, getting off her knees and on her feet. She began to bounce up and down atop Jerome, her ass slapping loudly on his powerful abs. Kunta continued slamming his cock in and out of her mouth, trying to shove it deeper into her mouth. 

Jerome squeezed her ass as he tried to thrust his hips. He squeezed and played with it, massaging it and spreading it open to get a good view of her tightly puckered virgin asshole. He teased it with his thumbs, spreading it as she began thrusting harder. 

Anne let out a muffled cry as she shook uncontrollably. Her climax was unexpected, hitting her hard and out of nowhere. The intensity of the orgasm was at a level she had never felt before in her life. 

Her pussy clamped down on Jerome’s cock, squeezing and milking it with all its might. As she hit the peak of her climax, the slaves squeezed her nipples hard. 

Kunta pulled his cock out and let her scream as he tapped her cheeks with his big fat cock. 

“My… turn,” he grunted as he tried to figure out the words he wanted to say. 

Jerome nodded and groaned as Anne’s pussy continued squeezing on it like a vice. He had never felt such a tight pussy in his life before and chalked it up to her being a white woman. Kunta put his hands under her armpits and raised her up, easily lifting her into the air and off of Jerome. 

Anne yelped as she was hoisted into the air, her pussy still clamping tightly at the air. In one swift move, he tossed her up higher and then wrapped his arms around her hips. He placed the tip of his thick cock against the entrance of her velvety pussy and pushed it in, letting her slide down his bulky frame. 

“OH GAAAAAAWWWWD!” Anne screamed. 

She descended upon his cock, her pussy struggling to take in his massive member. Her body could barely handle the thick cock as it pushed deep into her tiny little slit. Anne wasn’t sure she’d be able to make it down to the base, her pussy squeezing tightly around his big fat cock. 

Her arms made their way on his shoulders and around his neck. She felt his balls hit her ass cheeks and another orgasm hit her. Her whole body trembled yet again and her pussy seemed to squeal as she hit her climax. 

Jerome made his way behind her and spread open her ass cheeks. He licked a finger and placed the tip of it against her tightly clenched asshole. As Anne shook from her orgasm, her asshole constantly rubbed against Jerome’s finger, 

only adding to the pleasure she was feeling. 

“GAAAAAWD… Not there… not there…” Anne whispered, her voice coarse from screaming in pleasure. 

Jerome grinned and slipped his spit covered finger into her ass, making her clench both her pussy and ass tighter. His spit provided enough lubrication to allow him to push his finger in up to the first knuckle. As Anne felt the bump of his first knuckle slipping in, she screamed again and dug her fingernails into Kunta’s powerful back. 

She had never had anything enter her from behind, and now, Jerome was having his way with her sacred hole, teasing it with his finger as he slowly pulled back out, his first knuckle popping by in the opposite direction now. Just as the tip of his finger was about to slip out, he slipped it back in, this time pushing it all the way in. 

As each of his knuckles entered, her asshole reacted, sending a shock of pain, mixed with pleasure through her whole body. Kunta began to slide her up on his cock while Jerome continued to play with her virgin asshole. The other slaves touched her body, one rubbing his thick cock against the bottom of her smooth, soft foot. 

“Mouth,” one of the slaves said, tapping Kunta. 

Kunta looked over and then at the other slaves. He didn’t really care that he was hogging up the white woman, but at the same time, he knew that it would be wiser for him to share than to continue doing what he was doing. He slowly got down on his knees with her still on top. Jerome helped to stabilize Anne as Kunta got on his back. 

Anne screamed as she was lowered right back onto Kunta’s extremely thick cock. Her pussy and the area surrounding it had turned pink from the amount it had to stretch. Jerome pushed her forward, letting her breasts smash against Kunta’s powerful chest. 

Within moments, he placed the tip of his spit covered cock against her still clenched asshole. He spread her ass cheeks wide open and pressed forward. 

Anne screamed as she felt the tip slowly penetrate her once virgin ass. 

“OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHH GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAWD!” Anne screamed at the top of her lungs. 

The head of his cock popped in, and Jerome began pressing the rest of his shaft into her. One of the other slaves made his way towards her face and placed his throbbing cock against her lips. Anne clenched her teeth as she struggled to take in Jerome’s cock while Kunta’s was already inside her pussy. 

The slave impatiently tapped his cock against her lips and cheeks before she finally opened her mouth, letting him enter. His cock quickly hit the back of her mouth, causing her to gag immediately. She was now being penetrated by three big black cocks, all of them easily double, possible triple, the size of her husband. 

Her body was being pleasured in way she had never imagined as the three black slaves explored areas that had never been touched. Her fingers and toes dug into the dirt as she felt yet another orgasm rush through her, and surprisingly, right after, she felt the beginning of another. 

It was as if the flood gates to a dam that had been holding back any feelings of pleasure within her had been opened. One powerful shock after another, the pleasure ran through her body. She wasn’t even sure when she was experiencing an orgasm as they continued rolling through her. 

Three black men were thrusting in unison, all three pushing in and pulling out at the same time. She began to see large spots before her as she struggled for oxygen. The remaining slave grabbed one of her hands and placed it on his cock after spitting on the shaft. 

Anne struggled to stroke him off as her body tingled and struggled to respond. 

She was exhausted, her legs giving out from beneath her. It was as if she was weightless sandwiched by the three black men. 

Jerome grabbed tightly onto her waist as he sped up, pounding in and out of her poor sore ass. Kunta took it as a competition, thrusting his hips faster to try to meet Jerome’s. The slave at her lips didn’t seem to care as he continued fucking her mouth at a smooth, consistent pace. 

Jerome was the first to groan and release himself. Anne let out a muffled moan in surprise as she felt the first few blasts of his cum shoot deep into her. She

couldn’t believe that her anal virginity had been popped and now, this big black slave was cumming inside her once virgin ass. 

“Ah… yeah… take it…” Jerome groaned. 

He continued sliding his cock in and out of her asshole as he climaxed. Anne could feel his thick jism bubbling out of her ass each time he pulled back. She couldn’t believe that he was still pummeling her ass with his long, hard cock as he was cumming inside her. 

“H-hey… me… now,” the slave fucking her mouth grunted. 

Jerome groaned and nodded, sliding his cock out with a nice wet pop. Anne felt his cum drizzle out from her trembling asshole. The slave fucking her mouth pulled his cock out and made his way behind her. As he did so, the slave she was stroking made his way to her lips, placing his cock against her mouth. 

Kunta took this as a chance to thrust harder and faster, his balls smacking against her ass. Some of Jerome’s thick, gooey cum clung to Kunta’s big fat balls as they bounced up and down. The slave she was sucking on eventually made his way behind her and placed the tip of his cock against her cock filled asshole. 

She cried out in a mix of pleasure and pain as he pushed in. Jerome’s cock was helpful in providing more lubrication for the slave’s slightly thicker cock. She arched her back as she felt him push in deep. 

“YES! OH GAAAAAAAAWD…. YOU NIGGERS ARE SOOOOO BIG!” 

Anne cried out. 

Her screaming seemed to push them harder, making them thrust with all their might. Her pussy and ass were both sore but she loved the feeling of their fat cocks inside her. Even the one at her lips pushed forward, pulling her face in by pulling on her ears. 

Her spit made its way past the sides of her lips and onto Kunta’s thick, powerful chest. Her rock hard nipples pressed into his muscular body as the three black men continued pounding into her. The slave behind her squeezed her ass as he plowed in and out. 

Kunta and the slave began timing their thrusts, one pushing in as the other pulled

out. They were like a well-oiled machine with their timing. Their balls took turns slamming against her sore pussy. 

Jerome was already getting back in his clothes, getting ready to look outside and make sure there was outside that could hear them. The barn was filled with the wet smacking sounds of the three cocks as they slammed in each of her holes. 

Each time, her entire body shook due to their powerful thrusts. 

Anne couldn’t believe their stamina as they slammed away. Her husband would have finished a long time ago, but these three black men were insatiable. As she glanced over at Jerome, she saw that his cock was still rock hard as he put on his trousers. 

Given a chance, he would have fucked her again, but with all three holes already occupied, he was making the wise decision to be a lookout. Her mind flashed back to Susan’s comments at the auction and she wondered if her friend had been in this exact same position. Her body grew even hotter at the thought of seeing her friend being penetrated by large nigger slaves. 

The slave behind her thrust his hips faster, throwing all three off sync. He was nearing his climax, his cock throbbing inside her. She could feel each time his cock pulsated inside her, sending a shiver up her spine. 

“Ugh… ugh… AGH!” The slave behind her groaned as he pushed deep into her ass. 

His cock trembled and soon, her ass was filled with more nigger cum. His cock unleashed a torrent of hot, gooey cum, squirt after squirt. Anne momentarily blacked out, the lack of oxygen, mixed in with the intense pleasure overtaking her. 

Jerome slipped out of the barn and into the night. Anne wondered if he had planned on leaving the plantation entirely or if he had just planned to be a lookout. She didn’t care as the slave behind her continued to plow away at her ass. 

Thick globs of cum clung to his cock as he thrust back and forth. He was still rock hard as he pumped his cock in and out of her outstretched ass. She couldn’t believe that even after cumming, he was slamming away as if nothing had happened. 

The slave in front of her shoved a third of his cock into her mouth and stroked the remainder of his shaft. He groaned and tilted his head back, his cock throbbing uncontrollably in her mouth. Anne gagged, her tongue flinging left and right as she gagged on his big fat cock. 

He groaned as he cock unloaded a stream of thick into her mouth. It tasted salty and strangely sweet, with a slight sour aftertaste. She swallowed it up eagerly, more so because she had no choice with his cock deeply implanted in her mouth. 

It was thick and sticky as it made its way down her throat. She gagged several times trying to get it down. He pulled away and continued stroking himself as his cock throbbed. Another spurt of cum blasted onto her face and surprised her, causing her to back up slightly. 

He grinned and then shoved his cock right back into her mouth. Like the other slaves, he was still rock hard after reaching his climax. They were unstoppable, their endurance unbelievable as all continued rocking her body. 

Kunta was somehow hanging on, not cumming inside her. The cum inside her slid out, and clung to both the slave behind her and Kunta’s cock. She could feel the gooey, sticky cum making its way into her pussy as Kunta’s cock slammed in. 

A part of her worried that she would get pregnant from the cum seeping into her pussy from her ass. Before she could even contemplate what it would be like to be impregnated by slaves, Kunta groaned. Her eyes widened as she felt his thick cock grow even thicker and for a moment, absolutely rigid. 

She grabbed onto the legs of the slave in front of her and pulled away. Her spit clung to her lips and the tip of the slave’s cock. 

“MMMMM! Mm… w-wait! NOT INSI-“ She was cut off as the slave in front of her shoved his cock right back into her mouth. 

Kunta’s cock exploded inside her cunt, constant thick stream of his cum blasting deep into her womb. She couldn’t believe how much cum was shooting into her pussy. Some of it even began leaking out as there was nowhere else to go. 

The slave behind her spread her ass cheeks open and pulled his cock all the way out. He let her once virgin hole gape for a moment before he jammed the entire

length of his cock right back in. Cum continued to leak out of her ass and into her pussy, mixing in with Kunta’s gooey cum. 

Kunta, like the others, continued plowing into her, his cock still as hard as a rock. In fact, cumming made his thrust even harder. She couldn’t comprehend the fact that he had just unloaded inside her pussy. 

There was no doubt in her mind that she was going to be pregnant with the slave’s baby. The amount of cum he was shooting would make sure of that. The slave behind her pulled his cock out and looked over at the one fucking her face. 

“Uh… change… move, you, me,” he said, trying to find the right words. 

The slave in front seemed to understand and nodded. He pulled his cock out and stood up, making his way to her ass as the one behind her made his way to her face. 

“Oh God… I’m going to be pregnant…” Anne whispered to herself. 

She grew hot at the thought. The thought of having a half black baby actually made her excited. Her only worry was how her husband would take it, as there would be no way to lie and say that it was his. 

She screamed as she felt the new cock that was once in her mouth slide into her ass. The slave that had fucked her ass placed his cock against her lips. She hesitated as she stared at the cock. 

“But… that… was… oh… oh… oh…” Anne protested. 

The slave didn’t care, pushing his cock past her lips. Anne couldn’t believe how filthy she was being and yet, she loved it. She wanted to taste the cock that was just inside her ass. She could taste the mixture of cum that had been unleashed in her ass. 

She was once again full of cock, every hole filled to the brim with nigger cock. 

As the intensity of pleasure rose higher and higher, her vision blurred. Within moments, she blacked out in pleasure again, but this time lasting a little longer. 

When she regained consciousness, there was no more cock in her mouth. 

Instead, it was just Kunta and one of the slaves fucking her pussy and ass. She

could feel something sticky and warm on her upper back, most likely the cum from the one that had been fucking her mouth. 

The one in her ass groaned and again, unloaded a stream of cum inside her. And again, the cum leaked out as he pulled his cock away. She could feel it finally getting softer as he let out the last couple drops of cum into her ass. Jerome snuck back into the barn and tapped Kunta’s shoulder. 

“Hurry, the taskmasters do their round soon,” he said. 

“Huh?” 

“Finish!” Jerome replied. 

Kunta nodded and thrust harder into Anne. His balls smacked wildly against her now outstretched asshole. Cum from both her pussy and ass was flying all over the ground. 

Anne couldn’t even let out a scream as there was nothing left in her lungs to give. She could only lie atop Kunta as he pounded away. His throbbing cock grew even more rigid and he penetrated deep into her pussy. 

“My… name… KUNTA!” He shouted as his cock let out another stream of cum into her womb. 

Her pussy milked away at his cock, soaking up his cum like a vacuum. She actually craved his cum, she wanted to get pregnant with his nigger baby. The look on her husband’s face would be absolutely priceless. 

“For generations your women will only love slaves…” 

The voice was back, whispering in the back of her mind again. She wasn’t sure whose voice it was or why she kept hearing it but at this point, she didn’t care. 

The words were correct. She loved the cocks of these slaves, these big black niggers. 

Once Kunta finished up, he pulled her up and off of him, laying her gently on the ground. Anne lay quietly on the ground, taking long deep breaths as she tried to recover. Her body was absolutely exhausted and, as it was still in the middle of the night, she began to fall asleep. 

“We need to clean her up and put her on the porch,” Jerome said. 

“Clean?” One of the slaves asked. 

“Yes, wipe her body. Here,” Jerome said, handing out a couple of old tattered clothes. 

Jerome bent down and began wiping between her legs, trying to clean up the cum that was leaking out. Kunta saw what he was doing and figured out what he had to do. He reached down and picked her up, getting her off the ground so that the others could wipe the cum covered dirt off her back and ass. 

The slaves began cleaning her up as best as they could. They used the tattered clothes to wipe the cum and dirt that was all over her body. One of the slaves pinched her nipples and Jerome glared at him. 

“No, clean up,” he ordered. 

The slave nodded and continued wiping. Once she was relatively clean, Jerome grabbed her nightgown and flicked it around. He cleaned it up as best as he could and then slipped it over her head. 

“Kunta, follow me,” Jerome ordered. 

“I follow,” Kunta said as he lifted Anne onto his shoulder. 

Jerome snuck out of the bar and looked around. The taskmasters would be on their way out soon to check for any random slaves that might have tried to wander off the plantation. After taking a long look around the fields, he poked his head back into the barn and signaled for Kunta to follow up. 

Kunta had managed to put his pants on even with Anne on his shoulder. He glistened in the moonlight as he stepped out. The cold chill caused the hair on his skin to rise up slightly. 

The two made their way through the fields. Jerome acting as the scout while Kunta carried the tiny frame of Anne around. He made sure to give her ass a hard squeeze as he made his way back to the house. 

They finally approached the front of the house and paused. A couple of

taskmasters wandered out from a barn nearby the house. They had torches as they headed out towards the fields. 

“Hopefully we can find some fuckin’ niggers tonight. I feel like hangin’ one,” 

one of them said. 

“Oh shit, you think that nigger that we put up on the tree this afternoon is still there?” The other asked. 

“That fuckin’ beast probably broke the fuckin’ tree.” 

The two continued on their way into the fields. Jerome waited patiently, watching as the torches moved off towards where the slaves lived. He raised his arm and then waved Kunta in. 

“Okay, we go,” Jerome said. 

They made their way up the porch, the stairs slightly creaking as Kunta made his way up. Jerome pointed at the bench on the porch and Kunta lightly placed her on it. Jerome nodded and pointed back to where they came from. 

“We go back, be careful, we need to watch out for the taskmasters,” Jerome said. 

They quietly made their way through the fields, ducking beneath the cotton bushes. Jerome led the way, rushing through the bushes and heading back towards the barn. He paused as they reached the tree Kunta had been hanged on. 

“God damn! You seein’ this? Fucker broke the whole damn branch down,” one of the taskmasters commented. 

“I bet he’s probably out there tryin’ to run away. Nigger probably made his way over to John’s,” the other said. 

They began heading off towards the road that led to the other plantation. Jerome and Kunta took this as a chance to head inside their small barn. The other slaves had already dressed themselves and were sleeping on the ground. 

Jerome extended his hand and shook Kunta’s hand. “Good job.” 

“Yes, me, you, good,” Kunta replied. 

The two grinned and fell back on the ground. They quickly fell asleep, drifting off into a deep sleep. Just as they fell into their dreams, Anne also fell deep into dreams of her own, replaying the events that had just occurred in her mind. 

Anne woke up with a throbbing headache. She looked around, confused as to her whereabouts. She slowly sat up on the bench she was laying on and looked around. 

Every inch of her body ached and she immediately recalled her passionate night with the four new big black slaves. Though, she began to wonder if she had only been dreaming. She was fully clothed and on the front porch bench. 

“Ugh…” She groaned as she closed her eyes. 

Her crotch was screaming in pain, as was her ass, her arms and her legs. She licked her lips and they tasted salty. Her skin seemed to have a slight sheen to them, glowing in the rising sun. Even her throat hurt and she had to clear it a couple of times to try to make the pain ease away. 

“Ma’am? Missus Meckling?” A voice rang out. 

Anne looked over to see her maid staring at her. “I’m sorry?” 

“Are you okay ma’am?” 

“Oh… uh… yeah, just getting a breath of fresh air,” Anne replied, her voice raspy. 

“You didn’t sleep out here did you ma’am?” 

“I guess I may have. I must have dozed off when I came down this morning,” 

Anne replied with a forced smile. 

“Would you like me to get you some tea?” The maid offered. 

“How about some coffee? Two sugars and a bit of milk,” Anne replied as she walked past the maid and into the house. 

As she passed, the maid sniffed the air, taking in a strong, strange scent. For a moment, she had a look of familiarity but remained silent. Anne calmly made

her way to the dining table and contemplated taking a bath. 

The maid stepped into the kitchen and began boiling some water for Anne’s coffee. Anne stared off at the distance, trying to figure out if it was a dream or if what she had experienced was real. Her pussy clenched and then unclenched, letting a thick drop of cum slip out and slide down her leg. 

Anne’s eyes widened in shock and she quickly reached down with one hand and wiped the gooey substance. She pulled her hand up and stared at it, knowing full well what it was. A smile crept up on her lips as she knew for sure that the experience from last night was real, and it was one of the greatest times she’d had in her life. 

She looked out the window and towards the fields, mainly towards the barn where the new slaves were being kept. Her heart began to race again as her body began craving more of their ebony love. As she licked her lips, her maid placed her cup of coffee on the table. 

“Do you need a tissue ma’am?” 

“Hm? Oh, no, I’ll be fine,” Anne replied, quickly pulling her hand back. 

The maid stared at her curiously. “Are you sure you’re okay missus Meckling?” 

“Absolutely dear. Now, go on and get breakfast ready for Bill,” Anne ordered. 

The maid nodded and headed back into the kitchen. Anne stared at her hand again and then licked her fingers, taking in the familiar salty and tart flavors of the thick nigger cum. She enjoyed the taste, more so than her husband’s pitiful, strange tasting spunk. 

She smiled and took a sip of her coffee right after, washing down the gooey cum. 

Once her soreness died down, she’d have to go to the barn again; possibly even get more slaves to play with. But first, she’d have to talk with Susan and let her know what had happened. If there was one thing she could count on, it was for Susan to keep her secret and give her some additional tips. 
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