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MUMMA LEAVES

 


Ann lugged the sack full of potatoes up
on the back of the buggy with the help of one of the plantation
workers and wiped a little sweat from her brow.

The sun was well up over the deep
plains of Georgia. Part of her worried about her mother - now 47
and getting on in years - traveling to her sick older brother’s
farm on the border of South Carolina - a good 40 miles away. She’d
be there for a few days then return and in that time the
supervising of the plantation fell on Ann’s shoulders and that was
something that the 25 year old was not sure if she was ready
for.

“You almost finished out
there?” Mumma called from inside the big house.

“Almost, mumma.”

The young woman strolled back towards
the front porch. Her red, white and blue house dress was getting a
little dusty around the hem, so she flicked it - revealing her trim
ankles and long youthful carves for just a moment - and tried not
to notice how the worker stared at her behind.

She heft another sack and grabbed the
other side. The man was close enough that Ann could smell the
whiskey on his breath from the harvest celebrations the previous
night. He was big, black and had a dirty mind. The worst thing
about him his open lewdness though. Ann wasn’t much for the bible,
but she did wish the workers would take to it better. The Masta had
always been good about that when everyone was enslaved. He’d have a
big dinner out on the grass patch where the ex-slaves rather modest
living areas were located. The white families from around the area
would sometimes come. Everyone was poor, but they were kinder than
the whites of Texas, Ann heard, and they ate the same food as the
black folks did. She could remember the Masta reading from the
book. He’d been a devilishly handsome gent and his voice was that
of a preacher with the salt of a man who knew how to toil under the
sun just like his slaves did. Although his knuckles were scared,
the young Ann had only known him to be kind. He did what he had to
do and in the harshness of the poorer parts they lived in, that was
a pretty good part of what made a man good.

The sack clonked - probably some pots -
on the planks at the back of the buggy. Ann wiped her face and
ignored the hungry look from the worker. She’d never met a man that
didn’t want a piece and the supervisor knew she probably never
would looking like she did.

“You ready?” her mother
yelled.

Mumma burst from the house like the
tornado she was often described as. The lady gave the worker a look
on seeing where he was looking and the man scurried off as the
woman approached in her travel dress.

“You be careful out there,
mumma,” Ann said. “It’s hot out today.”

Her mother laughed and patted the young
woman on the shoulder.

“You be careful too,” she
replied. “Those boys can smell a single woman a mile
away.”

She was pointedly staring after the
worker hustling back to the fields as she said this.

“You know I’m
looking.”

“And when you gonna decide,
love?”

“When I’m ready,” was always
the reply.

“Then you better get ready
soon. No one wants to marry an old lady. All men like ‘em
young.”

It was Ann’s turn to give her mother a
pointed glare.

“If you’d only take
Herbert’s offer...”

Her mumma laughed.

“That old man can’t even get
his whistle up.”

Ann blushed a little and said, “but the
companionship would do you good. Papas been gone 10 years now. You
should find a man.”

That made the old woman laugh. It was a
mean cackle and she shook her head.

“You’ll learn one day, my
dear, that just because your man is gone don’t mean you ain’t got
some men around.”

Now that really made Ann blush.
Particularly as she secretly knew who the woman was referring
to.

“Well then. Enough of this
talk.” Mumma kissed her on both cheeks and got up on the buggy to
whack the rein’s gently over Old Clyde’s back.

“You take care,
love.”

And she was off. The old horse pulled
off slow, but got to a fast plod pretty quickly. Mumma rode down
the parched tree lined dirt track that was a little muddy on either
side due spill over from the fields where the crops had recently
been before being cut and sent to market only 3 days
before.

Ann wondered if the old woman would be
okay, but then decided that line of thinking was foolish. Mumma was
always okay. It was Ann who should really be worried.


MASTA COMES
VISITING

 


He rolled in long and slow on the back
of an old horse named Thunder that he’d ridden 10 years now and
couldn’t quite make himself put to pasture.

The dusty road leading to one of his
largest plantations was lined with tilled fields to either side and
the trees were looking dry this time of year. Vaguely he remembered
planting those to warn of droughts and the leaves were brown enough
to say he’d have a good one coming.

Up in the distance he could see the
house. It brought back memories of when his wife was young and
alive and his children, who were now grown and had their own
business pursuits to attend to, in their youth.

I shouldn’t keep coming back here, he
was thinking to himself.

Heather had been 30 when he was barely
more than 20 years of age and he’d been taken by her the moment
he’d stalked on to the farm all those years ago after being
shuttled here by his father for his ungodly love of the big city’s
worldly pursuits. She’d been a big woman even then and he
remembered the day that he’d had her surrender herself to him after
many a casual flirtation.

Of course, he could never love her.
That would be inappropriate. At the time, and now also, a man could
not have himself a negro wife.

So I married Sandra, he
remembered.

That had worked out fine for everyone.
He’d been a bit jealous at first of old Willie when he’d caught
Heather’s eye, but a woman couldn’t stay unmarried
forever.

Yet we still played.

And they had. Every day at times he’d
sought her out. They couldn’t put it in anymore because a
half-white child would have made things bad for everyone, but they
found their ways.

Slightly his cock hardened in his trim
black trousers. It’d been a month since he visited and with no
woman to provide him satisfaction on the road, he’d been slowly
building up his tension to the point where a touch might cause an
explosion.

As he slid up to the house with these
thoughts in mind, his eyes searched for Heather, but she wasn’t
there.

He stopped his horse by a new worker
that he’d seek an introduction with later and saw only Ann, the
daughter, standing there with a couple of the house
staff.

“Is Heather about?” he asked
as he usually did when coming here.

Ann was a small thing and didn’t look
much like her mother. She was lean and slightly built with long
legs, a wonderful behind and a smaller set of breasts. Her face was
pretty and her hair was curly and long. He would have taken more
than a moment to enjoy the young woman’s appearance, but his cock
was about ready to explode.

“Mumma went to her brother’s
in South Carolina, Masta,” Ann said. “We didn’t expect you to be
coming here around this time.”

He hadn’t either, but his desperation
was strong enough to pull him away from his normal activity of
traveling to and from the various plantations and other businesses
he’d accumulated.

“How long has she been
away?” he asked.

“A day or two.”

So I can’t ride her down and get what I
need... That thought was painful and more so because he needed
relief desperately.

“Do you think she’ll be back
this week?”

“More than
likely.”

The man sighed and gritted his teeth
then shrugged. There wasn’t anything that could be done. He’d have
to wait if he wanted that thing that only Heather could do for
him.

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s go
inside and you can tell me all about how things are going around
here.”

Ann smiled and led him inside. He
briefly noted that another man - a devious looking fellow that must
have been new - was watching them from over under a tree near the
field where he was probably working. The hunger in those eyes was
one that he recognized well and those wicked eyes were on
Ann.

Something to worry about, he
noted.

The older man thought they might have a
hanging if things worked out badly.


SAVIOR

 


Ann was in the kitchen when it
happened. She’d been cutting some potatoes when the black man had
come up behind her and grabbed her by the neck. It had been a shock
and she’d only managed a single scream that was more of a gurgle
than a real sound before he had pushed her over the table and was
trying to stick his thing in her.

Thankfully, the cook had been walking
back from the dinning table and saw what was going on. The big,
older woman had charged in, but had been rebuffed with a back hand
that sent her flying.

He’d been growling, “Bitch, slut,
whore,” in her ear and had nearly broken through her desperate
defense when the Masta came rushing in.

It had only taken two good wallops of
his fist and the other man had been on the ground
bleeding.

“Get the men,” he commanded
to the cook, who was back on her feet and had a knife
now.

The woman ran to the door and started
yelling.

The Masta strode over and placed a hand
on her cheek.

“Are you
alright?”

Ann was shaken, but this wasn’t her
first close call. She nodded and gave the man a good kick in the
balls to remind him that you don’t just take what you want from a
lady.

The men came and predictably they
started beating the attacker senseless. The Masta let them have
their time with him, but stopped them short of lynching the fool
when the rope was bought in.

“That’ll be enough,” he said
with a voice full of command.

The workers had gathered and the men
led the bleeding fool out to the big tree out back.

“It’s a hot day,” the Masta
said. “I think he needs some time to appreciate it.”

Soon the rope was employed and the man
that had stared at her so rudely a few days ago was tied to the
tree. The sun was brutal and leaves non-existent. A man was sent to
a nearby farm where the local law keeper was situated. He’d be
judge and jury and for sure this animal would be hanging from that
same tree by the week’s end.

“Come inside,” the Masta
said kindly with great respect for her condition.

Ann let him lead her inside. There was
a little blood on his knuckles, but he was proud, strong and tall.
Even at 37, which was pretty old for the times, he had the easy
strength of a much younger man. With only two strikes he’d knocked
down the much larger brute and had made it seem like
nothing.

“You sit down,” he said. The
man turned to the cook and ordered coffee made.

Ann took a seat, grabbed a rag and
gestured to the man to give her his hand. He put it out on the
table and sat down next to her with a big sigh.
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