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Part One: The
Ménage

Part of Rebecca Swann had
always understood that she stood on the top rung of the social
ladder. The plantation she lived on had been purchased in 1761,
over 100 years ago, by her great-grandfather, Cpt. Cornwallis
Swann, who personally planted the dogwood trees in the backyard,
which today were a lush profusion of white blossoms against a
background of new green.

Fortunately for Rebecca, the state of the
plantation was much more orderly today than it was 100 years ago.
By now the Swanns were considered by most to be part of that
Southern Aristocracy which held a firm grip on the region's crops,
especially cotton.

By reputation the Swann women were always
great beauties who floated around their drawing rooms with a lofty
air. While the Swann men were generally proficient in hunting,
gambling, business, and politics. These days it would have been
positively bizarre to see one of Rebecca's uncles or brothers
sweating under the hot Alabama sun.

For matters of physical labor, the Swann
family, like so many people of high-birth in the South, owned
slaves.

Depending on the season, there were up to 200
slaves on the plantation. Rebecca's father had once explained to
her that it was no different than owning a horse-breeding farm. For
her part, Rebecca found many of the plantation slaves to be as
hardworking as they were good-natured. It brought her no small
comfort to wake up each morning and see them already working so
contently in the field. Sometimes she thought that picking cotton
must be the most peaceful thing in the world to do.

They did it so well.

So proudly.

Besides field work, there were always slaves
tending to the animals, preparing one of the carriages, cleaning
the porch, etc. It was in these accomplishments that their
dark-skinned, big-boned bodies excelled. Whereas ten minutes of
exposure to the hot afternoon sun would have nearly ruined
Rebecca’s porcelain-white skin —that skin so prized by Southern
women and so carefully guarded with bonnets, veils, and
mittens.

Today, for example, as Rebecca languished on
the front porch, drawing a huge handkerchief from her sleeve, she
wore a dress sufficiently large enough to cover at least two other
pale maidens. The dress had several petticoats and was made of good
domestic homespun; not for her any dry goods smuggled through the
blockade. Moreover, the dress ideally displayed her eighteen-inch
waist. While at the top, the dress was prettily striped in
horizontal patterns of pink on white, the direction of the stripes
doing little to distract the viewer's eye from the tight-fitting
basque, which all but flaunted Rebecca's full lily-white breasts
that had matured so nicely in her nineteen years.

Oh yes, everyone considered Rebecca Swann a
great beauty; and some considered her the most beautiful Swann
woman in many generations. Rebecca had her mother's hourglass
build, silky blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and prominent
cheekbones that were the envy of every woman in three counties.

Just then Rebecca heard Mammy's lumbering
tread shaking the floor of the front entrance as she came outside,
her blubbery arms and stubby black fingers straining to balance a
silver tray. On top of the tray there was an assortment of cups,
spoons, and a little blue pot. Mammy set the tray down, poured a
cup full, and passed it to Rebecca.

"No Mammy, I told you already," said Rebecca,
who could occasionally be hot-tempered and easily plagued with fits
of unease and boredom.

Mammy responded with a stern look of
disapproval. "You ain' got no mo' manners dan a billy goat. Now
Mammy don labored in the kitchen fixin you dis. And Mammy 'specks
you to drink it up!"

Rebecca looked at the ancient black lady who
had raised her since she was knee-high to a grasshopper. Out of all
the plantation slaves, Mammy was definitely her favorite. She liked
Mammy's too-large bosom, fiery dark eyes, and enormous be-hind that
invariably reminded one of a baby elephant wearing a maid's
uniform. "I'm not thirsty, Mammy! What is it, anyway?"

There was almost pain in Mammy's bewildered
face as she said, "I bee seein' how you in a funk all day, Miss
Rebecca. Mammy knows what she knows. And right now, you need a
little something cool to parch that temper."

Cautiously, Rebecca picked up the cup,
sniffed it. "Is this supposed to be one of Mammy's special brews
again? This smells!"

"Drink," Mammy said. "Drink, chi'. Then you
gonna tell yo Mammy wuz' been got you all stirred lately! You ain't
actin, right Miss Rebecca! Mammy knows what she knows!"

Mammy sat there, shrewdly observing Miss
Rebecca while she drank down the liquid. When every last drop was
gone, Mammy gave an approving smile and whisked the empty cup away
with a dexterity that far exceeded her haggard age.

Rebecca took a moment to compose herself. It
was so annoying to have someone as strong-willed as Mammy
eyeballing you all day long. Especially when that same person could
read you like a book. So, in order to stall what felt like the
inevitable conversation they were about to have, Rebecca turned and
said, "Okay, Mammy. I was hoping to just sit out here and enjoy the
view. But I can see that once again your designs for my day are
more important than my own!"

"I hear yo talking chi'," said Mamma in her
no-nonsense fashion, "but you ain't sayin nothin!"

"What I'm trying to say," Rebecca said, "is
that if you would kindly go find my pink parasol, I will oblige
your curiosity. I'll tell you what's been bothering me all
day."

"Pink parasol?" Mamma said.

"Yes, can you go fetch it now?" Rebecca
said.

"I ain't fetching no parasol," Mamma said,
speaking with a definite firmness, "when you got one sitting right
there by yo hand! Look! Look, chi'!"

Rebecca rolled her pretty blue eyes at the
servant, who knew a thousand ways to cook a chicken, but didn't
have the slightest clue when it came to matters of taste and
fashion. "Mammy, that parasol happens to be purple. As you can see,
I'm wearing a pink and white dress. Do you see the problem? I'd
simply feel like some country rube with such an ill-fitting
accessory. Please, Mammy, go do as you're told! Go fetch my
parasol! Then when you get back we'll chat!"

Rebecca could see that Mammy was running out
of objections. The old black lady had already started to turn
towards the door when Amos appeared from nowhere.

Amos greeted the two women in his boisterous
way. The old negro was a stout, large-chested, loutish fellow with
short gray hair and one yellow eye. He was wearing cheaply
manufactured "negro shoes" and his entire suit was made of
osnaburg, which was just a little softer than burlap. Amos was
notorious for doing less work than all the other plantation slaves,
but he had such a colorful personality that he always managed to
dodge any type of serious consequence.

"My heavens," said Mammy, squaring her
shoulders so that she was looking directly at the man. "Look wut
the cat done dragged in!"

Amos glanced at her with a smug smile. "You
sure are looking mighty purdy today, Mammy. If you don't mind me
sayin none."

Mammy, who had more than her fair share of
run-ins with the likes of shady Amos, shook her head
contemptuously. "Now what you doin up here at The Big House,
causing a fuss? We dont need no fuss stirring around here, I'm here
to tell ya! Mammy knows what she knows!"

Amos grinned back, walked until he was
standing on the second step of the front porch now. From his pocket
he pulled out a broken pocket watch and pretended to consult the
timepiece. "Why Mammy? I do believe that today was the day I wuz
gonna bee 'scortin you around."

When Rebecca heard this her face suddenly lit
up with amusement. If there was one thing she enjoyed it was
watching the negros participate in their primitive courtship
rituals.

"Shoo you ol' hound dog!" Mammy said now. "I
ain't got time for your nonsense today! Mammy is busy! Shoo and
stop darkening mah doorstep!"

"Wait just a second," Rebecca said, speaking
up finally. "Mammy? Now is that any way to treat your gentleman
caller?"

Mammy looked at Amos with undisguised
irritation. "What? Him? That ain't no gentleman collar!"

"I could be wrong," Rebecca said. "But he
certainly seems to laboring under the impression that you two were
intended to go on a romantic date."

Mammy was still looking at Amos, as if she
was afraid he might slither up the stairs and bite her on the
ankle. "That just him, Mr. Good-for-nothing!"

"Oh Mammy, please Mammy!" Amos theatrically
pleaded now, holding one of his hands over his wounded heart. "I
done borrowed us a horse and wagon and everything! All we gonna do
is ride 'round for a lil while, jus a lil, get some fresh air. You
can't spend your whole life in the Big House, Mammy! Come on, girl,
let’s go have ourselves sum funnn!"

Again Mammy made her case very plain. She had
more choirs to do and besides it wasn't proper for a single woman
to be seen cavorting with a single man, especially one of such low
character as Amos. But as soon as she had finished her impassioned
speech, it was Rebecca's turn to say something. Outwitting Mammy
gave Rebecca a pleasure that was almost indescribable. Not to
mention that she would thoroughly enjoy the opportunity to witness
interaction between the two old negros, especially since Rebecca
had just finished her last Romance novel and badly needed some
entertainment for the rest of the afternoon.

Which is why the sumptuous Southern Belle,
standing up in her fancy lace-hemmed dress, spreading her thin
pale-white arms out wide, informed the two negros that she would be
acting as chaperone for their date.

"My chaperone?" cried Mammy in utter
disbelief. "You mean yoself Miss Rebecca?"

"Yes, Mammy, that's exactly who I mean," the
beautiful Southern Belle said, growing more and more pleased with
herself with each passing moment. "I’m going to chaperone you and
Amos. After all, we can't have you negros running around, breeding
like stray animals. Instead, I'm going to come along."

There was a long pause.

Then, trying out one of the few French words
she'd remembered from her lessons, Rebecca Swann said, "And I
promise you that we're going to have just the nicest little
ménage you've ever seen!"




Part Two: Mammy’s
Playdate

The night before had been
wild and wet with rain, but as Amos guided the horse through long,
winding, never-ceasing dirt trails that meandered through endless
acres of newly plowed cotton fields, the sun shone down on them and
the gentle wind swept through Rebecca's long tresses of golden
blonde hair.

The daughter of the plantation owner was
enjoying herself immensely. First of all it was nice to be in open
spaces again. Secondly, Rebecca couldn't wait to shock her parents
with the news that she'd chaperoned a couple of negros around on
one of their "playdates."

The buggy that Amos had acquired for the
occasion was a ratty old thing with most of its top missing. But
the way Mammy sat there, her chin held high, exuding her imperious
air, one might have expected them to be traveling to see the Queen
of England. Even Amos had assumed a dignified authority as he drove
the buggy along.

"Mighty fine day dis bee," Amos said, pulling
his shoulders straight back.

Mammy, however, was too busy inspecting the
roughness of his clothes. She pinched her fingers together and
tugged at his forearm. "What dis suit made out of? Burlap?"

Amos laughed, shaking his head from side to
side. "You a real pistol, Mammy!"

"That ain't no kind of answer," Mammy said,
still holding his suit like she was carrying a dead rat by the
tail.

Amos looked down at his chest and nodded.
"Dat ole negro-cloth was jus’ like needles when it was new. Never
did have to scratch our back. Jus’ wiggle yo’ shoulders an’ yo’
back was scratched!"

"You a goddamn fool, Amos!"

"Maybe I is," he said. "And maybe I is."

They both started laughing together.

A few minutes later, Amos said, "Is dat air
chillin yo' Mammy?"

Sucking her teeth a little, Mammy said, "I
done reckon I'll survive."

"Pretty nice day for a ride, aint you
think?"

"Not really," grumbled Mammy, never one to
hold back her opinion.

Rebecca looked at Mammy and sighed.

In her heart Rebecca was hoping that the two
negros would decide to get married today. In a perfect world they
might even allow Rebecca (who fancied herself a great matchmaker!)
to serve as their pastor —something Rebecca had some personal
experience in since she used to do the same thing as a little girl
with her baby dolls. But if Mammy continued with this cold
aloofness, an afternoon elopement seemed most unlikely.

Then, to make matters even worse, the buggy
soon came upon some property that Rebecca had never seen before.
Unlike the verdant fields and nicely wooded trails surrounding her
sunny home, this area seemed much darker and scarier. Above them,
the trees closed over, forming a Cathedral that blocked out most of
the light. The trees looked older and bigger with horribly twisted
limbs that reminded one of sick people decaying in their beds.
Suddenly it was much colder and quieter. Even the old nag pulling
them along seemed a little spooked, a little reluctant to keep
going. But Amos kept lashing the animal every time it slowed.

Rebecca, trying to be the best chaperone
possible, bit her tongue. Even as she twisted from side to side,
bounced about by the uneven terrain, she didn't raise any
objections. However, the further into the forest they went, the
more she lost hope for a wedding between these two negros. Now, the
sight of a deer carcass, its innards spilling out, completed
Rebecca's demoralization.

Fortunately, it was Mammy who spoke up first.
"Amos! Where in the devil are you taken mee? I aint tryn to go to
da ends of da earff!"

"Hush yo squabbling," Amos said, reaching
back to give the miserable horse another lash of encouragement.
"Ain't nobody going to no ends of no earff!"

Mammy didn't respond for once.

With relative quiet restored, the buggy
continued to jolt and sway as it ambled along the pathway which
showed no signs of breaking from the morass climate.

Rebecca's spirits were falling by the
second.

This was not her idea of a good time. Any
moment and she would insist that Amos turn the buggy around and
head back to the plantation which was probably basking in the last
remnants of a sunset. Rebecca just wanted to get away from this
place, which seemed altogether sinister to her. Everything here was
so dank and disturbing. Every time she took a breath her head was
filled with the smell of that moist hungry earth.

But just as Rebecca started to clear her
throat, the buggy rounded the curve of another road coated with
blood-red mud, and there was a great jolt as their single horse
fell to the ground dead.

At first there was nothing but a grim silence
as Rebecca and the two negros got out of the buggy and took stock
of the situation.

But if Amos had thought that he would be
getting out of the situation without getting an earful, then he was
certainly mistaken.

All at once Mammy began assaulting him with
her biting remarks about his stupidity, his laziness, and his
ability to ruin everything he put his grubby little fingers on.
With a ruthless singleness of purpose, Mammy made it abundantly
clear that this was the very last time she'd ever be part of one of
his "hairbrained schemes."

"Alright, alright woman!" Amos said, placing
his hands up in the air.

"And another thing," she started again.

Amos interrupted this time. "It aint no help,
you standing over there and hollering in mah face!"

"Someone needs to!" Mammy shot back. "Amos, I
swear! If you ain't the most hard-headed, blustering fool I eva did
lay my eyes on, I dont kno what is!"

Amos responded by sinking to his knees as if
he were about to draw open a prayer book. "Oh please help me, Lord!
Get this ol' snake-eyed evil-spewing harpy woman off mah back!"

"Shut up fool!" Mammy said. "What are we goin
do now?"

"He dead," Amos said, rising and pointing at
the dead horse, its huge snout buried in a pile of blood-red mud.
"I can’t make no horse walk after he done died!"

Mammy shook her head at him. "I wish it was
you dere in dat mud!"

"I kno' you do, Mammy!"

"What we gonna do?" she said. " I got to get
Miss Rebecca here back over at da house 'fore dark and we dont have
dat much time, fool!"

"Well, Mammy, I reckon I could try something
else."

"What you try?"

"I reckon I could hook you up to that there
buggy and lecha pull us back! You stubborn jus like a mule, I
reckon you pull like one too!"

Mammy walked over and slapped Amos across the
face. Hard.

The whole time Rebecca stood back, several
feet away, watching the terrible scene play out. By now she was
almost at her wits' end! As the excited babble of the negro voices
increased, the beautiful Southern Belle even began to question
whether or not this trip had been a very wise decision. It was so
dreadful, being stuck out in the middle of nowhere, with two negros
who were fighting like cats and dogs.

It was about then that Amos noticed something
sitting behind some trees. The little house was barely bigger than
a shed, but it had a front porch, windows, and even a little
chimney sticking out the back.

Slapping his hands together joyfully, Amos
said, "Wood you look athat? Ah has had mah prayers answord!"

But Mammy didn't share his excitement. "You
shiftless, no good doin' negro! We can’t stay there! That no place
for no white lady like Miss Rebecca. She respectable. And if I dont
get her back 'fore dark, her daddy gonna tan my hide and yo's too!
Mammy knows what she knows!"

Amos, smiling again, turned to Miss Rebecca
and made his case. They were too far away from the house now to
make it back before dark. In fact there was a good chance that they
would only get lost if they tried to walk back on foot right now,
seeing how they lacked a proper lantern. Lucky for them, at least
they would have a roof over their heads for the night. Then, in the
morning, Amos would set on foot to procure a horse, which he would
ride back and pick up the ladies. If all went right, everyone
should be back home by the early afternoon.

 



Part Three: Rebecca’s
Submission

 A few hours later all
three of them were inside the rustic little house which had saved
them from the elements. Rebecca, Mammy, and Amos were sitting
around the fireplace, drinking from Amos's flask, when Rebecca made
the same joke three times in a row. The daughter of the plantation
owner was a little drunk and the joke was at Mammy's expense. Mammy
was drunk too, but not as intoxicated as Miss Rebecca, who wasn't
accustomed to taking spirits.

"You hush up now!" Mammy said, tossing her
head indignantly to the side. "That talk aint fit for company!"

"Oh Mammy, can't you take a joke?" Rebecca
said, just starting to slur her words a little. "You're such a
fussy old thing!"

"Mammy is a good Christian woman!" said
Rebecca's Mammy, getting more and more worked up every moment.
"Mammy dont like to hear no ill-talk like that! Mammy thinks all
that hooch done made Miss Rebecca loose her goddamn mind!"

Clearly Mammy didn't like Rebecca's joke.

"Oh Mammy," Rebecca said, her blue eyes
glistening the darkness, "I didn't say that you are a baby
elephant. All I said was that you sort of looked like one when
you're walking away..."

Rebecca started laughing.

Mammy's eyes narrowed and she sat her big
jaw.

Then Rebecca looked over at Amos, who was
holding his cup of hooch and grinning silently.

After a good deal of strenuous head-wagging,
Mammy said, "And all I'm just saying, Miss Rebecca, is that you
bess put down dat dare hooch, chi! Put it down, less yo drunk
yoself in all kinds of stupor. What wood yo daddy say about you
now, huh?"

Smiling brightly and tauntingly, Rebecca
raised her glass in the air. With no small amount of mockery in her
voice, she said, "Miss Rebecca knows what Miss Rebecca knows!"

Mammy's patience snapped. Between Amos's
ineptitude and Miss Rebecca's insolent behavior that night, Mammy
could no longer control the blood that was boiling in her
veins.

Not that there wasn't some reluctance, albeit
very short-lived.

Mammy knew that an old negro woman such as
herself was never supposed to lay her fingers on a white woman,
much less the unanimously beloved daughter of the plantation owner.
Just like Mammy knew that Miss Rebecca was only talking a bunch of
nonsense because of that infernal hooch Amos just had to bring
along.

But by the time she'd thrown her bulky body
on top of Miss Rebecca, in a fit of blind rage, Mammy still didn't
know what she was going to do. She only recognized how incredibly
infuriating it was to have practically raised this girl from the
crib, only to be treated by her so callously and disrespectfully.
How could Miss Rebecca do that to Mammy? Wasn't Mammy a good
honest-to-God Christian woman?

And as a good Christian woman, wasn't Mammy
supposed to turn the other cheek?

Yes, she was.

But on that particular night, alone in a
strange house, far away from the orderly world of the plantation
—not to mention that everyone was under the effects of the Devil's
Waters— it wasn't Mammy's own cheek that she turned.

It all happened so fast.

First Mammy grabbed Rebecca by the hair,
gathering the thick blond strands behind her head. Then the old
black woman pulled the Southern Belle forward, pushing Rebecca's
head down, so that now Mammy was bending Rebecca over the plush
velvet armrest of the couch.

Then Mammy forced Rebecca's face down onto
the rug until she was off-balanced and her bottom was high in the
air.

Rebecca's rustling dress fell over her as she
was almost upside down, exposing her creamy white buttocks and
thighs. She was naked underneath her petticoats, except for her
expensive lace stockings and garters.

"Mammy?" Rebecca cried out incredulously.
"What are you doing? What do you think you're doing?"

There was a pause, an intake of breath, then
a loud swish as Mammy's outspread hand came down hard on Rebecca's
curvy backside.

TWHACK!

And another.

"OOOOUCH!" Rebecca wailed. "STOPPPPPPP!"

But Mammy ignored the other woman's pleas. It
didn't matter that Rebecca was white and Mammy was black. All that
mattered now was that Miss Rebecca had been needing this for such a
long time.

The spanking burnt Rebecca's ass and by the
tenth one it felt like her bare butt was steaming. Rebecca began to
cry and reached back with one hand, but Mammy had a dominant
position and quickly swatted Rebecca’s hand away and told her to
keep "the position."

"No Mammy, no! You can't do this!" Rebecca
pleaded, really trying to fight off the tears now.

"This will teach you to listen to yo' Mammy!"
said the angry black woman, aiming to strike Rebecca across the
part of her naked butt where there was already a dark-red
handprint. THWACK! Mammy saw Rebecca's flesh wobbling in an
explosion of movement that spread like a wave from her buttocks
down her soft, feminine thighs.

"Please, Mammy, no!" Rebecca pleaded, her
voice already devoid of that haughty tone from earlier.

"Hush child and take your spanking! You been
needn' dis for a long time. Too long! You gonna remember dis
spanking just fine!"

Mammy was enjoying this, oh yes.

Years of resentment had built up in her like
a powerful river which was finally ready to burst through the dam.
As Mammy brought down her hand, not holding anything back, she
thought that if Miss Rebecca's momma or daddy had done this years
ago everyone would have been better off.

As Mammy continued to rip into Miss Rebecca,
she thought of every cruel thing that the young white woman had
done to her, every thinly veiled put down, every insult in front of
all the other slaves, every attempt to show that just because of
her skin color, she somehow deserved to be treated like an animal.
No, Mammy had had enough! Miss Rebecca deserved this and anything
else Mammy felt like doing to her. Miss Rebecca had EARNED this
beating.

THWACK, THWACK, THWACK!

Not that Rebecca was going quietly. She
kicked and hollered and strained to get free. "Get off me! How dare
you lay your dirty black fingers on me! Let me go, Mammy, or I
swear, you'll —"

THWACK! went Mammy's large hand against
Rebecca's soft white derriere. THWACK, THWACK, THWACK!

That shut her up, Mammy thought.

Now Mammy was almost in state of pure bliss.
She enjoyed the sound of her hand hitting the meaty part of the
white woman's ass. Mammy enjoyed the satisfying echo Rebecca’s
screams gave in the slightly acoustic room.

"Now you finally learn' yo lessons!" Mammy
said, showing no signs of slowing down. "You better be glad no one
else here to see a filthy ol' negro tan your hide raw! I bet day
love to see dat dough!"

Rebecca's eyes were blue and watery now,
forcing her to look out at the world through a pair of hot prisms.
"Please, please, Mammy, just ..."

Then Mammy smacked Rebecca across her
buttocks again, causing the beautiful Southern Belle to yelp loudly
with the searing pain.

"Don't (Whack!) You (Whack!) Ever (Smack!)
Speak (Thwack!) to me (Smack!) like that again, you ungrateful lil'
urchin," Mammy said in a cold, remote voice as she smacked the
beautiful ass bent over the couch.

Rebecca was already exhausted. Squirming
under the relentless blows, with pain washing over her body, had
really taken it out of her. Plus the fact that the her beating came
from a slave made it so much worse, so much more humiliating. She
lay there now, whimpering timidly, her view limited to Mammy's
large-footed slipper on the rug next to her face.

"I won't apologize none, as this is for your
own good!" Mammy stated in a loud, controlled voice.

"Please, just let me go..."

"Hold still damn you!" Mammy roared, sitting
down now and pulling Rebecca onto her lap.

Mammy started spanking her like this, as if
Rebecca was just a little girl.

Rebecca's desperate attempts to crawl out of
her lap were laughable to Mammy.

Rebecca's soft, creamy-white skin stood out
in contrast to the collection of handprints and red welts that now
decorated her butt-cheeks and the backs of her thighs. Rebecca
began to think Mammy would never stop. She was crying now, sobbing
and gasping, and writhing in pain. She was afraid that her Mammy
might even kill her!

Rebecca had never been hurt so badly. But
along with the pain was a boiling rage at what Mammy was doing to
her. Rebecca was determined to find a way to hurt her back, to make
this insolent slave pay for daring to lay hands on her. But for now
the pain was just too great. Rebecca had to do something to get
Mammy to stop. No matter how humiliating.

That's when Rebecca finally fell to her
knees, pleading for the beating to stop, while she gripped Mammy's
large thighs for support.

"No Mammy, no, please! I'm sorry! Just tell
me what you want me to do?" Rebecca said, her voice brittle.

"You gonna listen to yo Mammy from now
on?"

"Yes ma'am!" Rebecca said.

"You gonna do what yo Mammy tells ya? When
she tells ya?"

"Yes ma'am! I promise I will!" the white
woman said.

"Good girl," Mammy said, looking down with a
set of impassive eyes. "Now take that dress off!"

"What?"

"You hear me! Ya gots ears!"

Rebecca looked at Amos and then back at her
Mammy. "Please Mammy, no. I'm already so embarrassed."

"Well you gonna get mo' embarrassed if I have
to ask Amos to take that dress off fo' you!"

Rebecca dropped her head and began to slowly
remove the beautiful dress which she loved so dearly. Once it was
removed she felt incredibly vulnerable and used both of her hands
to cover up her most private areas.

Then Mammy smacked her hands away and said,
"I aint tell you to cova up!"

Whilst Rebecca whimpered slightly in fear of
what may yet come, Amos continued to ogle her behind. Bringing his
ugly mug closer, unseen to her of course, Amos eyed up the mound
that was her virgin snatch, that little slice of heaven hidden from
man for so long, especially a black man.

It was then that Mammy told Rebecca to sit on
the couch and spread her legs.

Rebecca seemed a little reluctant, but kept
quiet as Mammy put her head between the white woman's thighs and
began licking. Soon Rebecca's whimpers turned into gaps and moans
as she felt the big warm wet tongue of her Mammy licking her
sex.

Amos couldn't believe it.

The sight of Mammy eating Miss Rebecca's
pussy like that was probably the most erotic thing he'd ever seen.
The white woman really seemed to be enjoying it too! Miss Rebecca
kept moaning and panting with her lips in a perfect "O" as she
submitted to her Mammy's relentless kisses and licks.

The two women were so focused on themselves
that Amos felt invisible. He stroked his hardness, obsessed with
the sight of Rebecca’s big full white breasts. Although Amos had
been with dozens of women over the years, he'd never even seen a
white woman without her clothes on. And Miss Rebecca was possibly
the most attractive white woman he'd ever met.

"Oh Mammy! Mammy!" Rebecca said, arching her
back and grinding her pussy against Mammy's hungry mouth.

Mammy looked up for just a moment, her eyes
wild, her chin already covered in Rebecca's juices. "You like
dat?"

Rebecca rolled her eyes back and nodded
furiously. "Oh yes, Mammy! That feels exquisite!"

"You want Mammy to continue?"

"Yes Mammy, I do!"

"Ask me den. Tell me you want me to keep
doing dis."

"Please keep doing that, Mammy," Rebecca
found herself saying. "Your mouth feels so good down there."

Then Rebecca felt Mammy reach up and squeeze
one of her naked breasts just under a nipple and then her lips
clamped down around it, her teeth gently biting Rebecca's long
distended nipple.

Rebecca threw her head back, her mouth
opening wide. "Ah! Maaaaaammmmmyyyy, aaahhhhhhh!"

Then Rebecca opened her eyes in surprise as
she tried not to gag. She found herself staring cross-eyes down the
thick shaft of Amos's cock just as her first orgasm broke.
Unfortunately this caused her mouth to open wider as she tried to
cry out in pleasure. Amos took the opportunity to push the huge
cockhead in even deeper.

Amos grabbed Rebecca's head and slowly
withdrew his cock from her mouth. The black cock bobbed evilly just
under her nose. The head looked like a dark overripe plum with a
pee slit as long as her eye. Milky fluid was dripping from the pee
slit. The head glistened from her saliva. This monster would choke
her to death.

"Please?" she pleaded.

"We go slow," he reassured her, grinning
again.

He grabbed her head tighter and his cockhead
pushed hard against her lips. Realizing she had no choice, Rebecca
slowly opened her mouth, tears running down her cheek when she
tasted the man's salty precum on her tongue. The cockhead entered
her mouth and she fought the urge to gag.

After a few moments of Mammy eating Rebecca's
pussy while Rebecca sucked off Amos, Mammy stopped. She was looking
up, glaring at Amos now.

"What do you think you doin?" Mammy
demanded.

With a shrewd smile breaking across his face,
Amos looked down at Mammy and said, "Me? I ahs jus' doin wuut you
bee doin Mammy! I makin' show dat dis girl learns her lessons!"

Mammy shook her head in utter disbelief. It
certainly wasn't her intention to get Amos involved in this. She
wasn't sure how, but she knew he'd ruin everything!

"Amos! Get dat thing out of her mouth!" Mammy
said, not quite believing the sight of Miss Rebecca's white mouth
snugly fit around the big black willy.

It was a truly shocking sight.

Amos triumphantly stood over Rebecca now,
keeping one hand on the back of her pretty little head as he slowly
moved his hips back and forth, pumping his big slave meat in and
out of the white woman's mouth.

"Dis feel good, Mammy! I aint never felt
nothin better dan dis!"

Mammy kept expecting Rebecca to suddenly snap
out of it; realize what was going on here and insist that they stop
at once! But this never happened. Instead, Rebecca seemed to have
fallen into a trance. Perhaps it was because of the long day, or
perhaps it was because of the hooch from earlier, perhaps Mammy had
"broken" Rebecca earlier by spanking the Bejesus out of her pale
hiney, or perhaps it was a combination of all of these factors.

Either way, there was no mistaking what was
happening now. Mammy had never seen Amos look so happy.

Amos was grunting a little as he worked his
cock into the Southern Belle's mouth, before pulling himself out so
that the dark skin of his shaft glistened with Rebecca’s
saliva.

"What you think her daddy gonna say?" Mammy
asked Amos.

"About what?" he said, now literarily
smacking his cock against her face in a playful but dominant
fashion.

Mammy sucked her teeth at the unbelievable
scene. "What do you think her daddy is gonna say when he learn you
be messing' around with his daughter! He gonna string you up by the
neck! Amos, I aint kidding you none!"

"Aw hell, Mammy," Amos said, pulling his
shaft back against his stomach so that Rebecca could have the great
honor of licking his big black balls. "The old man aint gonna know
nothing! Who gonna tell him?"

For a moment there was only the sound of
Rebecca's sucking and kissing as she worked her mouth all around
Amos's big sack. Then, just for a quick second, Mammy almost
started to feel bad for Miss Rebecca, who had obviously been far
more frightened and overwhelmed than Mammy had originally intended.
Despite all of Miss Rebecca's cruelty, she wasn't a bad person. And
sometimes it was easy to forget that white people weren't as hearty
and robust as their dark-skinned brethren. How else would you
explain Rebecca's sudden transition? Her willingness to serve a
big-dicked old black man like Amos?

But Mammy still wasn't certain, so she wanted
to make sure. "Miss Rebecca? Hey, chi'! Do you realize what you bee
doin? You realize what you got yo mawf on?"

Rebecca pulled the big black dick from her
mouth, gripping in one of her small hands, and smiled sadly up at
her Mammy. "Please don't spank me, Mammy. I promise I'll be good.
I'll do whatever you two want. Just don't spank me anymore,
please."

"Miss Rebecca?" Mammy said, a little
concerned.

Rebecca didn't respond. Instead she turned
and got on her knees in front of Amos. The old black man didn't
have many handsome features to speak of. He had big rough hands and
a round belly too. But between his legs swung a foot long black
banana. It was monstrous, with a purplish bulbous head with a hood
that made it seem even longer. The testicles underneath were
equally large and seemed to promise great amounts of possible
seed.

"Quiet you big fat noisy harlot!" Amos said,
staring at Mammy while he gripped both his hands tightly on
Rebecca's bobbing head. "Can't you see that Miss Rebecca be, uh,
preoccupied at dis moment?"

For a moment Mammy was pure flabbergasted. It
didn't seem real. She couldn't begin to wrap her mind around the
fact that the unequivocal jewel of the plantation, little Ms.
Goody-two-shoes herself, was on her knees, her dress pulled up,
sticking out her bare ass which still showed the signs of the
whooping she got from Mammy, now trying desperately to suck the
black right off of Amos's dirty old cock!

Amos started teasing Rebecca with his
cock.

Amos would push himself deep into her mouth,
causing her to buck as she fought off the gag reflex. Then he would
pull himself out, enjoying the sight of Rebecca as she kept her
eyes and lips open, always watching his cock as it bobbed in front
of her, always ready to allow his cock back into her mouth whenever
he was ready.

Pulling the head of this beautiful young
woman up violently, he grabbed her by the throat with his free
hand. Her royal cheeks and forehead were glistening with tears, her
nose had been running and saliva covered her chin. Her eyes —until
that morning innocent and bright— were glassy and wild. She was
panting, looking at him with filthy lust. He smacked her on the
buttocks again with his bare hand, taking a big handful of flesh
and squeezing the soft, tortured buttock hard. He found his finger
against her soft lips, then, without really knowing what he was
doing, thrust it in up to the second knuckle.

Rebecca's thoughts were in turmoil, even
before she allowed one of her father's slaves to slide a finger
into her holiest of holies. All that she could think of was Mammy's
steely dark eyes; she could feel the firmness of Mammy's hand
holding her hair; the accuracy and sureness of the repeated blows.
Now Rebecca felt her juices flow from deep within. She gasped with
shortened breaths, squirming around on the floor.

"Amos! What are you doin to dat poor white
girl?" Mammy said, watching from a few feet away.

"We jus playn' Mammy!" Amos said.

"Dont you think about pudding yo meat inside
her! Don't you even think about it! You gonna rip her in two,
Amos!"

"Naw Mammy," Amos said, laughing as he
grabbed Rebecca by the neck, bringing her face to his. "I just
gonna give her some sugga!"

Forcefully, Amos kissed her, thrusting his
tongue in her mouth. His thick fingers twisted her nipples, pulling
hard on them, making her squeal out in pain. He cupped both her
ass-cheeks, smacking them hard with his palms. Rebecca cried out as
his hard smacks rained down on her sore derriere. Pushing her down
on the floor, Amos positioned himself behind her raised bottom. He
shoved two thick fingers inside her pussy.

Much to her surprise, Rebecca was soaking
wet.

Dipping his head down, Amos flicked his
tongue against the white woman's stiff clit.

"Ohhhh, owwwww, ohhhmmmy!" Rebecca responded,
unconsciously wiggling her hips back and forth, preparing herself
to be entered.

Amos grinned an evil grin, and pulled her
haunches back towards his famished mouth.

That creamy skin framed a lovely pink slit,
and Rebecca's inner lips, dark pink and engorged with her lust,
were blossoming through. Amos spread apart the sides of the slit
and breathed in deeply of the delectable aroma that arose in a
cloud. Her lips and crotch were already wet with her juices, and he
leaned forward to let his tongue take a tiny sample. Her taste was
even better than her fragrance, and he greedily lapped up the
nectar that was trickling down her crotch from the pink hole that
was its source.

Rebecca was in pure agony. As much as she
hated what was being done to her, she couldn't help but to respond
to the intense waves of pleasure rushing through her body.

Even worse, Amos knew exactly how to push her
buttons. As he sucked on her clit, he added another finger insider
her, stretching her virginal hole even wider.

"Ahhhhhh, oohhhhh, yyyyeeesss!" the Southern
Belle found herself moaning, closing her eyes from the sheer
delight of Amos's pussy eating skills. She had never felt so good
in her life. Soon she began to long for the familial touch of his
lips on her swollen bud.

But Amos wasn't just content to merely
exchange oral favors.

Already Rebecca could feel the end of Amos's
giant cock first slap against her ass-cheeks, then start to poke
its way between her thighs. Then she felt the tip begin to push
through the outer folds of her warm, wet pussy. Bent over on the
ground, offering her ass and pussy to an old well-hung slave,
Rebecca had never been so humiliated or so turned-on. She gasped
when she realized that he'd managed to get the entire mushroom head
inside her. For a second, Amos just held the gorgeous blonde woman
by her flared hips, letting her feel all that African meat throb
inside her. It was truly a sight he'd never thought he'd see: the
image of his big black snake stretching out one of the most
beautiful white women in the South.

Rebecca's eyes started to roll back in her
head as Amos tried to push his cock in further. She was so tight:
it seemed like her pussy just wasn't going to be able to take it.
But eventually her own juices began to coat the slave's big meat as
he started to softly fuck her with just the head of his cock.
Rebecca was moaning as she felt Amos wriggle inside her. Her body
was allowing him to get deeper and deeper.

When Rebecca opened her eyes again she was
shocked to see the inside of Mammy's legs. The large black woman
was offering Rebecca her pussy now. Within a second, Rebecca buried
her tongue into her Mammy's treasure, returning the favor from
earlier.

Amos finally got most of his cock inside the
tight white woman, looked down, and whistled loudly. "Whoo-weee!
Aint dis a sight! Mammy yo sho' do look mighty fine havn' yo
bidness eaten by dat white lady!"

Mammy, who's eyes were starting to roll back
also, kept both her hands on Rebecca's head, forcing that golden
tongue as deep as it would go. "I always did say Miss Rebecca got a
tongue on her! Just figured out what dat tongue really bee good
fo!"

Amos and Mammy started laughing together.

Rebecca cried out again when she felt the
slave's swollen head invade her womb. She pulled her face out of
Mammy's crotch as Amos leaned back, pulling her haunches towards
him as he continued plunging his cock back inside her pussy,
bouncing her ass up and down. Amos loved this. The sight of
Rebecca's big white bottom bouncing on his meat made him roar with
giddiness. He kept one of his hands clamped down on that hourglass
waist, while he positioned his thumb at the entrance of her
asshole, making her tense up.

"Oh please, no!" Rebecca said, looking over
her shoulder, back up at Amos as he continued to roughly fuck her
doggy-style. "Not there!"

Amos laughed again. "It’s OK. You can take
it! We go reeeelll slow!"

"No, please!" Rebecca pleaded.

"You begging me?" Amos said.

"Yes, please, I'm begging you!"

He fucked her hard several more times,
driving the length of his manhood all the way inside her. "Tell me
to cum inside you then!"

"What?"

"Tell me to cum inside yo pussy!" Amos said,
moving his thumb back to the taut ring of her asshole. He pressed
his thumb hard, liking the fact that he was now plugging two of the
white woman’s holes.

Mammy, annoyed by Rebecca's sudden
preoccupation with what was going on behind her, said, "Lap it up!
Make me cum too or Mammy is really fixin' to spank dat ass!"

Rebecca slowly sunk down, willingly returning
to that musky channel between her Mammy's thighs. Rebecca began to
lick Mammy's pussy again. To her surprise, Mammy's pussy tasted
sort of sweet, like a peach right before it goes bad. Unsure of
what to do, she zoned in on her clit, knowing that it would make
her cum faster. Rebecca started licking and sucking, stabbing at
the hard flesh, making Mammy buck her hips against her mouth.

Amos knew that he was ready to cum. As he
continued to fuck the Southern Belle doggy-style, his balls churned
uncomfortably. He'd never needed to cum so bad in all his life. He
looked down and slapped Rebecca on her big soft white ass again. He
backed his shaft out most of the way, and thrust forward while
Rebecca's head, propped up on Mammy's inside thigh, bent forward
with her mouth open.

Mammy roughly grabbed Rebecca’s head and
forced it back into her crotch.

"Mammy not done with that pretty little
tongue yet," Mammy chuckled hoarsely.

Rebecca was exhausted and half-delirious by
now. She felt like a puppet being manipulated by two master
puppeteers. Amos was really laying into her from behind, so that
there was a loud CLAP-sound every time her ass banged into his
wrought iron thighs. He was fucking her like he was angry about
something. He was so big too. It felt like he was all the way in
her stomach. He kept telling her to say she wanted him to cum
inside her. After a while, feeling like it made no difference,
Rebecca acquiesced. Once she even made a point to glance over her
shoulder, give the black man her most smoldering look, and purr
while she begged him to cum inside her pussy for her.

To Rebecca, it didn't matter what she said
now. All she wanted to do now was collapse, allow her limbs to
finally give out. She couldn't even breathe now. Every time Rebecca
tried to get a breath of fresh air, Mammy would pull her back into
the suffocating embrace of her thighs. Sometimes Rebecca kissed
Mammy's outer lips; other times she dutifully plunged her tongue
into Mammy as deeply as possible.

That night Amos came in her pussy at least
twice. The second time he came, Rebecca could feel that hot spray
fill up her womb just as Mammy started to tense up, squeezing her
knees against Rebecca's head while she came too.

The rest was a blur for Rebecca.

And perhaps the last thing she remembered was
the third time Amos came. He was standing over the two women,
sweaty and moaning. As he continued to jack his massive cock, he
made Rebecca and Mammy kneel and kiss each other with their
tongues. Then more thick jets of white fluid began to shoot out of
his cock again, hitting both Rebecca and Mammy, who had their faces
eagerly pressed against each other as they kneeled on the ground,
looking up, their tongues fighting over the big black cock.

 



Part Four: Black Baby
Bump!




Mammy emerged from the house, a huge old woman with
the small, shrewd eyes of a badger. She was shining black, pure
African, devoted to her last drop of blood to the sense of
propriety that dominated the Swann Plantation. As she stood on the
front steps, hesitant, wondering whether or not she should take a
parasol just in case, a little horse and buggy pulled up, driven by
a young black boy named Toby.

"Morning Mammy!" Toby said in his
characteristic upbeat manner. "Mighty fine day we be haven!"

Mammy picked up her picnic basket and
—without the least infringement of decorum— climbed into the buggy.
"This be a blessed day. Glorious day!"

"Yes ma'am," Toby said.

Mammy was straightening the bottom of her
skirt over her big legs. She turned, cocked an eyebrow at Toby.
"You remember the way, I suppose?"

Toby smiled. "You always bee saying dat,
Mammy. Nawma'am, I reckon I won’t get us lost, none."

The dark cedars on either side of the
graveled drive met in an arch overhead, turning the long avenue
into a dim tunnel. Mammy had been making this trip once a week for
at least a year now. Every Sunday. Officially this was her day off,
the one day that she was supposed to relax and focus on her church
learning. But Mammy wasn't the sort of person to just sit back
while everyone else was working. Besides, there was a part of her,
a very private part, which actually enjoyed these trips.

After about an hour, the horse and buggy came
to the little house in the woods. Mammy told Toby to stay outside;
she wouldn't be more than an hour or two today.

The front door was answered by a young female
slave who wore a bright red bandana over her head. The two slaves
immediately exchanged pleasantries until they were interrupted by
the cries of a baby. Mammy insisted on taking a look at the baby
herself. It was perhaps one of the most beautiful children she'd
ever seen: a finely built boy with a smooth ebony skin, curly black
hair, and the bluest eyes you've ever seen.

After a few moments of rocking the infant in
her arms, Mammy looked up at the slave girl and said, "Where's dis
babies' parents?"

The slave girl shrugged rather sheepishly,
pointed down the hallway to one of the bedrooms. "They been
fighting all day, ma'am! The Mr. say that the Mrs. don't kno
nothing about fixin no food!"

Mammy chuckled a little. "Oh yeah? And what
she say?"

"The Mrs. say that she still be tryn to
learn, dat she won’t brought up like da rest of us folk."

Mammy sat the beautiful blue-eyed black baby
into the cradle, shaking her head. "Aint dat da truff!"

As Mammy tiptoed down the hallway, she kept
her ears strained for voices. She knew that living out here
probably wasn't the easiest thing for Rebecca. Ever since they
found out that she was carrying around a black baby in her tummy,
it seemed like the whole plantation had turned against her.
Overnight she became a pariah. Her father had given her two
options. One, she could give the baby up for sale and join the
nunnery. Or two, she could live in exile with her biracial baby and
the baby's father.

Everyone, Mammy included, were shocked when
they heard Rebecca (defiant as always!) choose the second
option.

The door to the bedroom was open now.

Mammy couldn't help herself. Amos was on top
and Rebecca had her white legs wrapped around his black waist.
Clearly they had stopped fighting and were now making up. It made
sense though. Rebecca was still young and fertile. Mammy could see
her having many more kids.

 


 


THE END
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