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		Part One

		

	
		Georgia, 1867

		

		Anxiously, Lacey Andrews clutched at the hem of her dress.

		At first glance it was a beautiful article of clothing, obviously from France, with a ruffled bodice and wide hoop skirt. It was the sort of dress that Southern belles wore when they had been brought up by parents who had seen to their every wish, house slaves that hurried to their impulsive commands, and young men who'd fawned over them, admiring them for their young beauty and charm. However, there was one major difference. The dress barely reached past Lacey's round milky cheeks.

		Caroline Bradshaw, whose own dress was made of a blue satin, but equal in shortness of length, kept shaking the perfection of her silky blonde hair. "Don't worry, sugar, you look great."

		"Absolutely not! This is too ridiculous," said Lacey. Wiping away the first few hot tears that were stinging her eyes, Lacey had never felt more exposed and vulnerable. The dress had a way of making its wearer feel more naked after putting it on. At first she had assumed that Caroline was joking. The only reason she even slipped on the dress in the first place was because it hadn't occurred to her that Caroline seriously wanted her to wear such a garment. "I don't care how much my life has changed, I can't be seen in something like this. Positively not!"

		"But this is what our Master demands. We have to wear it for him."

		"Your master, not mine," Lacey was quick to correct.

		Caroline smiled a slow, seductive smile. "We'll see about that."

		Ignoring the comment, Lacey defiantly stabbed her small pale fists into her waist and eschewed her soft, sugary voice for something a little more feisty: "Do you have any idea how long my family has been in Georgia? How long our name has been synonymous with class and dignity?"

		"And do you think you're the only one?" asked Caroline, fixing Lacey with her icy blue stare. "It's a different world. I keep telling you that. The best thing is to just accept our new roles."

		A long silence ensued while both women contemplated the catastrophic forces which had usurped their Southern belle paradises.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		Earlier that day, Lacey Andrews had been thinking of more pressing matters. She wasn't thinking about her fallen South. She was thinking of her clients. Money.

		"Do you think we have enough time for all of the deliveries?" she asked her husband.

		Under another scorching Savannah sun, their one-horse buggy was clattering over a long well-worn stretch of road just outside city limits.

		"I reckon," said John. In one of his hands he held the reigns, in another he held a bottle of whisky. "They gonna pay us today, right? Cash?"

		"I hope so," said Lacey. "They better."

		"Good girl," said John, taking a long pull of whisky.

		Lacey couldn't believe what she'd become.

		Physically, she still resembled the woman she used to be. Even on her worst days, Lacey was still an attractive woman, albeit in her porcelain way. She had dark hair and round cheeks, and a very tiny waist. But her clothes were a far cry from the bustle and colors of Southern finery Lacey had once been accustomed to. Today she wore a simple cranberry-colored top with narrow straps and scooped neckline with a short broad skirt that revealed her smart little ankles. She had an innocent face.

		But the depressing truth was that after the war Lacey had been reduced to working as a seamstress. Now she was eking out a living by doing 'fancy work' —which meant ironing lady's dainty wear, hemming dresses, and using extreme care so that the ruffles would be crisp, yet curl softly.

		To make matters worse, many of her clients were wealthy women married to carpetbagging northerners. Whenever possible Lacey tried to hide her regal origins since this seemed to amuse her customers who obviously enjoyed treating Lacey like a trained dog.

		Presently, as their buggy continued lumbering through the unrelenting humidity, Lacey started to allow her thoughts to idly wander through the moss-hung kingdom of her ancestors.

		Slaves, she was thinking of slaves.

		Until recently, Lacey never given much thought to slavery. It was just a part of her life and privilege. Ever since she was a child, slavery had been an essential element of her family's existence. These colored people, in her mind, were fortunate to receive a new life in the South. Before that ungodly war, the Andrews Plantation had been the capital of all the cotton kingdoms in the deep South. By 1859, its 220 slaves were producing over a half million pounds of cotton annually.

		It was ideal in every way.

		Lacey's father, Colonel Buford Andrews, always told her that she deserved whatever she wanted. He was a big, rosy-cheeked man with a long grey beard and twinkling eyes. Nothing delighted the Colonel more than making sure that his daughter was the perfect plantation princess —pampered in petticoats, curls, ruffles and pearls.

		In either case, things were no longer the same. She'd lost so much. There were no more days spent drinking glasses of cold lemonade and snacking on frosted cakes. There were no more Negro maids, no more field slaves, no more plantation parties, no more cotillions, and no more joyous friends. The war had even taken away both of Lacey's parents.

		In her private thoughts, Lacey often thanked God that her poor parents weren't alive to see what had happened to the great state of Georgia. Destruction, famine, and death ruled in the South. Nothing seemed to make any sense. The whole world had gone crazy. There had even been rumors about Negros becoming quite wealthy in the Post-Civil War South, but so far Lacey Andrews hadn't seen any evidence with her big green eyes. Mostly she just saw her own downfall. John's too.

		"Please dear," Lacey pleaded with her husband now, "go easy on that bottle."

		John said something nasty, his words already starting to slur.

		Trying to sound as cheerful as possible, she said, "Dear, we still have to drop off several more dresses and I want to make a good impression on our new clients."

		"I don't give a damn about your damn clients," said John. "They're all a bunch of Northern scum, come here to pick at the carcass of our beloved South."

		"Yes dear, that's true," said Lacey, knowing that she was much stronger than she could have ever imagined. If there was a silver lining to the war, she supposed it was finding out how resilient her character was. Truth be told, despite Lacey's sometimes helpless demeanor, she knew that she was a natural-born survivor —not to mention a paragon of conservative values, warmth, and light. "But we still have to put food on the table, correct?"

		"Yeah, if you call this surviving," said John.

		Lacey closed her eyes, took in a long breath. She was tired now. Mostly she couldn't wait to get home and cook dinner. Cooking was also something new, but she found that she was quite good at it. "Maybe if you weren't drunk all the time, dear, things wouldn't seem so bad."

		"I don't appreciate you talking to me like that," said John. "I'll drink as much as I want, whenever I want. It ain't none of your business!"

		But it was her business.

		Lacey's natural response was to point out that since she was the only one making an income, his ability to eat or drink anything hinged on how hard she worked, usually by candle light into the early morning hours, while her husband drunkenly snored away on the floor. But Lacey was also wise enough to know that addressing such matters would only make things worse. So she bit her tongue, stared straight at the road in front of them.

		After a while Lacey perked up, looked over at her husband, and said, "There's something about this road that seems familiar. Isn't there? Either that, or I must be going crazy."

		John grumbled something unintelligible.

		Lacey was looking curiously at her husband now. She was giving him time to respond to her question, but when he didn't, she went straight to the point. "How come this part looks familiar?"

		"Oh, I don't know," he said with a cruel smirk. "Maybe because you were born about a mile away from here!"

		Lacey gasped, clutched her pale white throat. "Wait, wait, wait! You didn't tell me that we were going to my daddy's house today!"

		"Well, it's not your daddy's house anymore," said John, growing more irritable by the second. "Have you noticed? Things done changed around these parts. They got the Yanks calling the shots. And they got you working like some old Negro woman with your damn sewing needles. Pretty soon they'll probably have my ass out in the fields picking cotton with the darkies."

		Lacey ignored her husband's foul temper. Instead she focused her thoughts on the possibility of returning to her cherished plantation. "Why didn't you mention this earlier, dear?"

		"I don't remember you asking me," he said.

		"Well, I would have liked to have known at least," she said.

		"Would it have made a difference?"

		Lacey lapsed into a prolonged silence. "And who exactly owns the plantation now?"

		"I don't know. Someone with a lot of money, I suspect."

		"Oh dear," Lacey said, nearly dying from Southern belle exasperation. "Please don't tell me that a northerner has bought my daddy's home! No John, no! Please, don't tell me that's the case!"

		"Well," said John, "I reckon we about to find out."

		As they trekked on, Lacey assessed her surroundings with renewed interest.

		They were getting closer to the entrance of the famous Andrews Plantation now.

		Gazing out at the cotton fields, Lacey was overwhelmed by the power of her childhood nostalgia. John didn't seem that interested, but for the first time in a really long time, Lacey felt a gathering warmness in her heart.

		It wasn't that long ago when this had been the happiest place on earth. Her thoughts began to drift. She was thinking about the past. She was thinking about how in July or August, the green cotton bolls began to crack. And as soon as enough bolls had opened, the slaves were set to work. Every field hand of every age was assigned to go picking.

		Lacey loved to watch the slaves.

		Accompanied by several other close lady-friends, all of whom brandished parasols above their demurely coiffured heads, Lacey would often stroll through the trim gardens, past the slave quarters (which were a stark contrast to the beauty and opulence of the Big House) and out to her daddy's cotton fields. According to her daddy, the average Negro was unintelligent, unskilled, and demanded little. But that didn't stop them from working all day under the blistering sun.

		Pulling her mind back into the present, Lacey saw that they were almost there. They were almost at her daddy's plantation. John turned the buggy onto a long drive that was lined with massive trees. From here Lacey could already see the huge, graceful white house fronted by twelve tall columns. Daddy's house!

		"What's wrong with you?" John snapped.

		"Nothing," she said, wiping away the tears from her eyes. "I'm fine."

		"Then act that way," her husband said.

		"Oh I'm so happy now," Lacey said with a slight exaggeration, but considering how strong her conflicting emotions were, she looked far more composed than anyone had the right to expect.

		But Lacey hadn't counted on what she saw next.

		Dodging puddles, the one-horse buggy made its way up the path lined by ancient trees with Spanish moss hanging from their branches. Below some of these branches something caught Lacey's eye. She turned. Then she jumped and uttered a soft exclamation of fright when she saw a couple of men rolling around on the ground. It was two Negro men. Fighting for breath, each man had his hands around his adversary's neck, trying to squeeze the life out of the other.

		Lacey was greatly disturbed by such violence. That was obvious. With her big pleading eyes, she looked at her husband and said, "We have to stop them! Those Negros are going to kill each other!"

		"So? What do you want me to do about it?"

		For the briefest moment Lacey seemed to have forgotten about her dramatic change of position on society's totem pole. But that didn't matter now. She knew that this was her chance to intercede on the behalf of others too uncivilized to make healthy decisions for themselves.

		Suddenly, sitting there next to her husband, gazing down at the fighting Negros, Lacey was a vision —the genteel refined Lady of the Plantation. "Please John, they don't know any better. Someone is going to get hurt. Those Negros need our help."

		"Our help?"

		"Okay, your help, dear."

		"Well, it has been a long time since I knocked some darkies around," John said, dismounting and already walking over to where the two black men continued their fight. Lacey sat back, watched proudly as her husband took charge of the situation. Or, he was trying to take charge. Unfortunately, John was being completely ignored by both Negros, who continued trying to strangle one another. Indeed the more John tried to get them to stop, the more frustrated he became. After a while he began stomping his feet, clapping his hands, yelling at them, threatening them with promises of a public whipping of cow-hide, which he would be willing to dole out personally. However, as his words failed to command any signs of respect from the two black men, John swung his leg back and kicked one of them men right in the stomach.

		That was a mistake, a very huge mistake.

		Their reaction was nearly instantaneous. Suddenly both of the Negros were on top of John, holding him down while they delivered blows to his face and body.

		Lacey gasped in horror. Watching the Negros beat John like a child caused her to be scared out of her mind now. "Oh no! Stop, you're going to kill him! Please stop!"

		She continued begging the Negros.

		That was when Fortune interceded on John's behalf.

		Because around then a lovely blonde woman, holding her wide skirt, rushed towards the men on the ground.

		She looked like something out of a dream. "Ya'll stop that, you hear me? Stop whoppin' that white boy on the ground! Can't you see you about to beat the last breath out of him!"

		With a final push, the two Negros stood up and looked at the blonde woman. She was a couple of inches shorter than Lacey, but what she lacked in height she made up for in sheer physical beauty. She had perfect white skin, icy blue eyes, and wore her fancy dress as well as anyone Lacey had ever seen. Right away Lacey could tell that the woman was not from the North. Obviously, she was a fellow Southern belle, one who'd managed to maintain her lifestyle even after the war.

		While John continued moaning on the ground, the blond woman stamped her tiny fist into her hip and castigated the two Negros. "Maurice? Nathan? What do you two think you are doing out here, anyway?"

		They were both young men, quite tall, wearing shoes, slacks, and long-sleeve shirts that suggested they had the benefit of wealthy and generous masters.

		Then one of the Negros (the one with the outrageously large set of purple lips) began to shake his black head, loudly exclaiming, "I was sticking up for your honor, so don't yell at me! Why you gotta yell at me? Yell at this sunuvabich! Coz this sunuvabich was saying all sorts of no-good things about you, Miss Caroline."

		"Is that true?" the blonde woman said, directing her stare at the other Negro man.

		He shrugged. Then a guilty smile flickered across the dark lines of his unattractive face. "I donno, maybe."

		"Like what exactly?" she demanded. "Tell me exactly what you said about me?"

		The guilty Negro man remained silent, but his eyes were all laughter.

		"Tell her!" said the other Negro man.

		Now the blonde woman's icy blue eyes flashed with irritation as she lifted her chin and smiled. "Oh, let me guess! I suppose he's been telling folks around here that he's the one that got me pregnant? That I'm going to be giving birth to his black child? That he bred me? Is that it?"

		Not for the first time, Lacey found herself shaking her head at the scene below. None of it made sense. She'd never felt so confused in her life. It wasn't just how the Negros were talking to the white woman; or how the Negros were looking at the beautiful Southern belle. But more curiously, it was how the beautiful Southern belle was looking back at the Negros! Maybe Lacey was hallucinating from the heat, but it almost looked like the blonde Southern belle was looking at the two Negros with the light of desire in her big blue eyes.

		Then things got weirder.

		Unbelievable as it sounded, the beautiful blonde approached one of the Negro men, threw her arms around his neck, and engaged in one of the longest, lewdest kisses Lacey had ever seen. Lacey was flabbergasted. But then it all clicked in her head.

		So it was true.

		All the stories and rumors about beautiful white women entering into relationships with Negro men were true! For months Lacey had heard stories about wealthy Negros targeting vulnerable Southern belles who needed the money to support their fallen family members. But until now she'd refused to believe any of it. And broaching the subject to John was impossible since he always flew into a rage whenever he heard about the Flowers of the South sharing beds with Negro men.

		As soon as the blonde woman was done kissing the first Negro, she didn't have time to catch her breath before she was being pulled into the rough embrace of the other Negro. He had to bend down, first pecking very gently at her mouth, then kissing her fiercely as he reached around her fancy dress and started squeezing her ass. Rather shockingly, the white woman didn't object to such animalistic behavior. On the contrary, she looked like she was enjoying his ministrations.

		After their kiss, there was a huge bulge in the Negro's trousers —which was immediately noticed by both the blonde woman and Lacey, who continued watching uncomfortably from her perch on the buggy.

		In fact, Lacey was so enraptured by the bizarre turn of events, that she'd failed to notice her husband had gone completely still, most likely unconscious.

		"Oh heaven's me," said the blonde woman, now turning to squint up at Lacey, who was looking even more beautiful since the last rays of the sun were streaming through her hair, making her look like some kind of goddess figure. "Where are my manners? My name is Caroline Bradshaw. My daddy was General Bradshaw during the war. Afterwards we moved down here from South Carolina."

		"Lacey Andrews," she replied, smiling as she recognized the famous Bradshaw name, which was at least several generations into a dynasty. "My mamma was a Collins though. And the pleasure is all mine."

		"Ah, so you're a Collins woman? That figures. Collins women are known for being great beauties," said Caroline with a deep Southern drawl which was like sugar in your ears.

		"And I've heard quite a lot about the great Bradshaw family," said Lacey, smiling demurely. Visions of the cotillion and society parties where endless waltzes of whirling in costly satin ball gowns danced in her mind. She was certain that Caroline had enjoyed an upbringing very similar to her own. She could just tell.

		Suddenly Lacey was thinking about her past again. She was thinking about how her daddy had hired a dancing master to visit the plantation weekly. Then she thought about how her black seamstress would pamper her wide skirts with delicate hands as they attached white lace.

		Oh why were all of her memories so painful, thought Lacey.

		She bit her lip, tried to focus on the present again.

		At the moment, both Negro men were content to quietly stand behind Caroline, letting her exchange pleasantries with the other white woman in the buggy. Then one of them took a few steps forward, placed his huge hands around Caroline's tapered waist.

		Swatting his hands away, Caroline gave a coy smile as she eluded his dark grip for a moment.

		Looking at Lacey again, Caroline said, "I do declare, sugar, you are the very image of a delicate flower!"

		"Thank you," said Lacey, blushing heavily.

		"Oh Lacey, I do hope we can be grand friends!"

		"I feel the same way," said Lacey, wishing she hadn't worn such a drab outfit for the occasion.

		Frowning, Caroline looked down at the sprawled figure of John, who was just starting to blink his way back into a state of consciousness. Then Caroline looked at Lacey and said, "Hey sugar, is this your beau?"

		"All mine," Lacey said with a mirthless laugh. "I suppose I should thank you for interceding on his behalf. You really saved the day."

		Then, before she realized what she was saying, Lacey added, "And maybe his life."

		Caroline and the two Negros laughed out loud.

		"A lady does what she can," said Caroline, looking at John again. When she bent over to check on the motionless body, her cleavage spilled out of her tight bodice, giving both Negro men an eyeful and making things uncomfortable for Lacey.

		That's when one of the Negros snapped his fingers, beckoning Caroline to come over to him.

		What Lacey's eyes saw next stretched credibility.

		Caroline was standing in front of the Negro who had beckoned her. Now she seemed unable to lift her eyes as his dark glared fixated on the rise and fall of her fleshy bosom.

		"Ground," he said with a short barking laugh.

		She gaped, perhaps daunted by the sheer crudeness of his order. When she didn't move fast enough, the Negro pointed downward and Caroline finally gave in, reluctantly dropping to her knees so that not only the hem of her dress, but a good portion of the costly silk material was in contact with the dirty ground now.

		Once the beautiful Southern belle was kneeling the two Negros exchanged looks of undisguised lust. In contrast, Caroline was looking down again, her expression that of a servant who was being castigated by her cruel master.

		"Pull it out," he grumbled.

		Caroline winced. "Please, not in front of these people."

		"I don't give a shit about them," said the Negro. Then he smiled at her, grabbed a big handful of her luxurious blonde hair, yanking and twisting so that her neck was stretched, her milky white throat exposed. "You know what you need to do, right? This isn't your first time. If you want to keep living in a big fancy house and keep wearing all your fancy dresses then you'll pull it out right now. It's up to you though. Ain't nobody making you do nothing. You free to pack your bags anytime you want!"

		"Can we go back to the Big House?" Caroline asked, her face turning red. "I'll take care of you there. You know I like my privacy. Plus my dress is going to get ruined like this."

		"Here, I'll help you then," said the Negro. Then he let go of her blonde hair and reached for the top of her dress. When he ripped the dress open it sounded like a potatoe sack splitting into two. This seemed to give him some satisfaction and he began tugging the dress down until Caroline was wearing only the silk chemise she had on underneath.

		"And take that off too!"

		The humiliating scene continued as Caroline stripped down to her natural form. She kept her blue eyes trained on the ground, apparently not able to meet the Negro's demanding stare as he took a moment to study her pure white body —which was now fully on display for public consumption. Either he was unaware of how miserable she was, or he simply failed to care.

		He stood her up again. Caroline had pale skin which contrasted sharply with the Negro's dark burnish. They kissed for a while. By this point, she seemed to accept his need for sexual union, melting against his form as he groped the soft curves of her perfect body.

		Rather suddenly the Negro turned her around and said, "Grab yo' ankles."

		"No, not like that," Caroline Bradshaw said. "You know I don't like doing it that way. It's filthy."

		"You talk too damn much."

		"But that's how animals do it."

		"Stop talking," said the Negro. "And grab yo' ankles.

		Caroline gave one last fleeting look over her shoulder before she finally started to bend at the waist, thrusting her perfectly shaped derrière higher and higher.

		The Negro smiled, licked his chapped lips as he stood behind the Southern belle now. His erection was as massive as it was dark. It almost looked like Caroline was about to be mounted by a large horse.

		Rather cruelly, she'd been forced to kneel, then stripped naked, and now she was being bent over so that the fullness of her butt cheeks was seductively spread out wide for the Negro. It was so hard to watch. Caroline's naked breasts swung down, sometimes hitting her in the face as she struggled to maintain her precarious balance. And what parts of Caroline's face you could see through the forest of her golden hair were colored as more and more blood rushed down into her head.

		Then she began moaning as his ebony girth tested the limits of her womanhood. The Negro's member was incredibly wide and veiny. He held Caroline by the hips, not letting her get away now as he forced the purple head deep inside, his throbbing shaft mercilessly stretching the pink elastic band of her sex.

		The Negro began to increase the tempo, pulling her back onto his member, marveling at the bounciness of her pale backside as it connected with his muscular hips. The louder she moaned the faster he fucked her from behind.

		"Now reach behind and spread your ass cheeks for me," the Negro demanded.

		"What?" she cried in disbelief.

		"Like last time."

		Caroline sighed, let go of her ankles. She reahed back and grabbed big handfuls of her own ass, pulling the enticing globes as wide as she could spread them.

		"Like that?" she asked the Negro.

		"Like that," he said. "Keep grabbing them like that. That looks so good to me."

		Soon Caroline started to mewl, but sucked it back, making a strange gurgling sound instead. It seemed like Caroline did not want the ex-slave to have the satisfaction of hearing her whimper as he thrust his coal-black phallus in and out of her smooth delicate flesh. But you could already see Caroline's lips forming the words, "Oh, oh, oh my God!"

		Watching this, Lacey was a little embarrassed and unsure of what to do. She wanted this to stop. It dawned on Lacey that Caroline was allowing this to happen, that indeed she might even be getting some type of sick thrill from subjecting her body to this merciless lover. But it was hard to imagine any Southern belle who would readily accept such an arrangement. Lacey only knew that she could never see herself touching a Negro, much less allowing one of them to kiss her or feel her sensitive parts. No way: there weren't enough mansions or silk dresses in the world to entice Lacey Andrews into degrading herself in such a manner.

		Caroline was still spreading her buttocks for the Negro. Her eyes were glazed with obvious lust as he continued slamming into her from behind, his black hands reaching underneath her body to play with the erect nipples of her well-rounded boobs as they bounced back and forth from his pounding, muscular frame.

		Then the Negro let out a loud battle cry. He looked down, taking great delight in watching his enormous black organ disappear into her white body, only to reappear a moment later, now glistening with the fluids which betrayed the Southern belle's state of arousal.

		"You like that?" asked the Negro.

		"I like it, I like it," said Caroline, one of her knees starting to buckle from the strain of his thrusts.

		But before she could collapse, her dark lover managed to pick her up in his arms as if she weighed no more than a child. She automatically wrapped her legs around his waist, then put her arms around his broad shoulders. They looked like such a bizarre couple. But at the same time there was an unmistakable passion between them. Then the Negro fitted the massive cockhead back into her vaginal entry and started bouncing her up and down his large black shaft.

		As she hung on for dear life, Caroline moaned, "Oh my goodness! I can't believe this, I can't believe this is happening!"

		"Say it!"

		"Say what?"

		"You know what I like to hear. Say it! Like last time!"

		"No, it's too embarrassing."

		"Now! I'm not asking!"

		"I can't."

		"Yes you can. You've already said it before. Don't be shy just because you got an audience. Now say it before I stop letting you ride me."

		"Aaaaawwwww... fuck me...."

		"Fuck me what?" said the Negro.

		"Fuck me master!" said Caroline Bradshaw, lost in the throes of her escalating passion.

		Meanwhile the other Negro had already disrobed completely. With rapt attention, he was watching the spectacle of Caroline Bradshaw getting penetrated deeply by the ex-slave who made her refer to him as her new master. Unlike his friend, he seemed content to merely watch, stroking the length of his own massive cock as Caroline and her black lover rode themselves to thunderous orgasms.

		"Oh, I'm almost there!" Caroline screamed.

		"Me too!" said the Negro.

		"Oh, oh, oh!"

		"Awwwww," he growled.

		Then Caroline's blue eyes went wide with panic. "Wait, wait, but don't... I mean, pull it out before. Okay?"

		"No way, this feels too good," the Negro said, his jaw clenched as he bounced the lovely white woman up and down on his rigid pole.

		Caroline was shaking her head. "No don't finish inside me, we can't! Okay? You can't finish inside of me! Not today!"

		Then she screamed, her voice dying as her body started quivering in orgasmic joy. She dug her manicured nails into the Negro's dark skin, obviously lost in the ecstasy of the moment. "No, no, no, not today," she said in a soft, whimpering voice.

		"It's okay, everything is okay," the Negro said, flexing his powerful buttocks as he rammed his giant tool back inside the daughter of General Bradshaw. "Ah, ah, here it comes, feels so —"

		His voice faultered as he came.

		Even still, the Negro kept Caroline in his arms, strong enough to hold her as a thick white creamy substance could be seen running down the base of his throbbing shaft —which finally plopped out of the Southern belle's drenched little slit.

		"I told you not to do that," she said, looking sweaty and a little frustrated. "I wanted you to pull it out. Why didn't you listen?"

		The dark Negro was still holding her up in his muscular arms, keeping her white legs wrapped around his tapered waist. He was grinning, laughing at her. "Why? Are you fertile today?"

		"I think so," she said. "See?"

		"Are you sure?"

		"I don't know. But probably."

		"Oh really?" he said with a sly grin now.

		"See what I mean?"

		"Well, good," the Negro said. "You'll look damn good with a big round belly."

		She gave him a look like she couldn't believe he just said that. "You never listen to me!"

		"You seemed to be enjoying yourself plenty," the Negro said back.

		Then the two were just staring at each other, giggling and happy from the experience they'd just shared. They were in their own world now. Despite the many differences between them —such as race, culture, and educational background— they looked as happy together as any two people could possibly be. It was a strange time to be alive in the South.

		But when Caroline was finally let go, she fell to her knees, exhausted.

		And the other Negro sprang into action.

		He approached her and grabbed the tresses of her blonde hair, forcing her dazed blue eyes to look up at him as he continued jerking his giant black member. The whole time he'd been watching, furiously working the length of his own impressive member. But now, looking down at the Southern belle, he seemed almost angry, as if he was finally allowed to show his true feelings towards a person who represented years of cruelty and abuse. Then, in almost no time, he started to make animal grunting sounds as several huge jets of his creamy load landed right in Caroline's hair, across her pert nose, and on her cheeks and forehead.

		Caroline was giggling, wiping her eyes. She seemed tired but extremely pleased. She looked up, watched as his huge shaft continued to stay hard despite the fact he'd just emptied his balls all over her face. "Christ, you nearly drowned me with all that."

		Laughing, the Negro jerked out the last of his jism onto Caroline's milky breasts. "Let's just call that reparations."

		His black cock was still seeping white fluid, which ran down Caroline's clutching hand. She was about to tell him something else when there was a loud thud sound from Lacey Andrews going unconscious and falling to the ground.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		It took Lacey Andrews several hours to come around, but when her green eyes finally started to flutter open, she was shocked to find herself lying in a spacious four-poster canopy bed with an exquisite rose-bordered, white coverlet.

		Then a woman's pleasant voice could be heard: "Welcome back from the dead, sugar. For a minute I wasn't sure if you were going to make it. I was just about to send for the smelling salts."

		Caroline Bradshaw was by the window, opening the blinds now. The beautiful blonde was wearing a chemise with several ruffled petticoats covering her pantalets. Playfully wiggling her haunches, she stuck her head out the window, inhaled the warm summer air, then turned around with the biggest smile for Lacey. "Did you sleep well?"

		"What happened?" asked Lacey, still feeling quite groggy-headed.

		"I'm afraid that you had a bad spill," said Caroline, still smiling. "Don't worry, lots of people pass out from this heat. Ain't no summer like a Georgia summer."

		Around then Lacey bolted upright in the bed, suddenly remembering something. In a matter of seconds Lacey's facial expression went from confusion to shock to disgust. "But I saw you! You were with that man —that Negro! And you let that Negro do all those terrible things to you..."

		The moment it was out, Lacey wished she hadn't said it. Not only did it border on extreme rudeness —but even worse now Lacey's mind was filled with discomforting memories of what had transpired earlier in the day.

		Then panic brought her wide awake.

		It was so, so appalling.

		Lacey was still struggling to understand. One look at Caroline Bradshaw and you could see that she was a woman of exceptionally high birth. But now she had obviously exchanged the glory of her white womanhood for the opportunity to maintain the standard of living she'd become accustomed to as a genteel southern plantation mistress —even though this meant the ultimate sacrifice: becoming a willing and submissive sex toy to a large Negro who had the manners of a pig and the genitalia of a horse.

		"I'll admit," said Caroline, "it was probably pretty shocking to see. Yes ma'am. Can't say I'm too surprised by your reaction. But us Southern women have a way of growing accustomed to certain things, the finer things in life. But we're also much stronger than everybody gives us credit for. It's how we survive."

		"But why did the Negros seem so angry?"

		"Most likely because they are angry," said Caroline, pausing to collect her thoughts. "You see, both Maurice and Nathan used to work on my daddy's plantation. As slaves, of course."

		"Really?"

		"Sometimes I could be quite generous to our slaves," Caroline said, smiling at a fond memory. "I often made sure that our slaves were very well-dressed whenever we had company or hosted a party. I was the consummate hostess, had exemplary manners, and exuded a general air of domesticity and agreeability, specifically to my husband's wishes."

		"Sure," said Lacey, thinking that wives had their place in the hierarchy of plantation life just like slaves did, and, while their position was obviously more favorable, they were still inferior to their husbands and sometimes victims of violence themselves.

		Lost in reverie, Caroline continued now. "But I also had a reputation for being sometimes an extremely intolerant mistress who lashed out mainly at slaves I perceived as lazy. Of course I knew that I had the power to make their lives more miserable."

		"Like how?"

		"Well I used to give Nathan and Maurice more work than they could finish in a day, and when they did not complete it all, I had them punished. At one point, their conditions in the house had become so extreme that both resolved that they would rather be in the field than be under such tyranny, away from the mistress who was constantly dogging them."

		"That's —so— unbelievable."

		"Now, of course, it's amusing because Nathan is the one who is always dogging me," said Caroline, lapsing into a fit of girlish laughter. "As you saw with your own eyes."

		"But with a Negro?" replied Lacey in a stuck-up tone.

		Caroline recovered from her high-pitched laughter enough to say, "Round here, we respect a person's right to choose who they want to be with."

		"Right, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to sound so judgmental," said Lacey, hanging her head.

		"Also, don't knock it till you try it!"

		Caroline started laughing again while Lacey just sat there, leaning against some pillows while scratching her head.

		All the same, Lacey was glad to be back in such a lovely bedroom again. She was just about to apologize for any trouble or inconvenience she might have caused when suddenly her large green eyes got even larger. This wasn't just any bedroom. This was her bedroom! And as far as she could tell, everything looked pretty much the same.

		Caroline, however, seemed less than impressed when she heard the big news. At the moment she was busying herself at the closet, keeping her back to Lacey as she rifled through several racks of dresses that were all lace and ruffles.

		"In any case," Caroline was saying, "we should probably stop dawdling. Lets' find you something decent to wear. Can't have you going around here looking like a professional ragamuffin. In my experience, the menfolk don't appreciate a woman who fails to take pride in her appearance."

		Menfolk? Menfolk!

		"Hey where's John?" asked Lacey.

		"Who?" There was no hint of irony on Caroline's face.

		"My husband."

		"Oh, yeah. He left already."

		"Where did he go?"

		"Home, I think."

		Lacey shook her head.

		Caroline elaborated. "It seems he started to get a little mouthy with Nathan and Maurice who kindly offered to turn out his lights again. Don't worry, he's fine now. That white boy just got his butt kicked, that's all. Anyway, I told him that we'd have you delivered back safe and sound. That is, if you want to ever leave this place again..."

		"My husband just left me?" Lacey asked, not registering Caroline's suggestive eyebrow raising.

		Ignoring the question, Caroline held up a fancy Scarlett-colored dress with blue and lavender lace. She tossed the fine clothing on the bed, next to Lacey's feet. "Here this should fit you. No dawdling now! The Master of the house has invited you to dinner."

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		Anxiously, Lacey Andrews clutched at the hem of her dress.

		At first glance it was a beautiful article of clothing, obviously from France, with a ruffled bodice and wide hoop skirt. It was the sort of dress that Southern belles wore when they had been brought up by parents who had seen to their every wish, house slaves that hurried to their impulsive commands, and young men who'd fawned over them, admiring them for their young beauty and charm. However, there was one major difference. The dress barely reached past Lacey's round milky cheeks.

		Caroline Bradshaw, whose own dress was made of a blue satin, but equal in shortness of length, kept shaking the perfection of her silky blonde hair. "Don't worry, sugar, you look great."

		"Absolutely not! This is too ridiculous," said Lacey. Wiping away the first few hot tears that were stinging her eyes, Lacey had never felt more exposed and vulnerable. The dress had a way of making its wearer feel more naked after putting it on. At first she had assumed that Caroline was joking. The only reason she even slipped on the dress in the first place was because it hadn't occurred to her that Caroline seriously wanted her to wear such a garment. "I don't care how much my life has changed, I can't be seen in something like this. Positively not!"

		"But this is what our Master demands. We have to wear it for him."

		"Your master, not mine," Lacey was quick to correct.

		Caroline smiled a slow, seductive smile. "We'll see about that."

		Ignoring the comment, Lacey defiantly stabbed her small pale fists into her waist and eschewed her soft, sugary voice for something a little more feisty: "Do you have any idea how long my family has been in Georgia? How long our name has been synonymous with class and dignity?"

		"And do you think you're the only one?" asked Caroline, fixing Lacey with her icy blue stare. "It's a different world. I keep telling you that. The best thing is to just accept our new roles."

		A long silence ensued while both women contemplated the catastrophic forces which had usurped their Southern belle paradises.

		Finally Lacey broke the long silence.

		"Fine, is there a mirror? I'd like to at least see myself first."

		Caroline gave an impish grin. "Downstairs."

		Lacey's cheeks had already colored badly. "Oh heavens, why is this happening to me?"

		"You look lovely though, sugar," said Caroline.

		"Though I feel like a —proper trollop!"

		Caroline clutched her stomach while she continued laughing at the awkwardness of the situation.

		"I'm not sure I can wear this."

		"In public?"

		"In public or private," said Lacey, whose heart was going a mile a minute at the thought of others seeing her in such revealing clothing.

		"Well, it's what the Master likes us in. You won't be the only one."

		Lacey's trembling white hands gripped the lace-lined hem of the hoop skirt. She turned her back to wipe at her eyes again. Sniffling a little, she said, "He makes all the ladies wear such short dresses?"

		"You'll see," said Caroline.

		Lacey shrugged miserably. Then she turned back to Caroline. "I don't know? I think everyone will be able to see my derriere."

		"I think that's the point, sugar."

		"I can't, I just can't wear this," said Lacey, her thoughts swirling as she desperately tried to cover up more leg.

		"Hey," said Caroline, "we'll just go down, say hi. And if you still feel too uncomfortable then we'll make an early exit. Okay, sugar?"

		"Fine."

		Her belly tied in knots, Lacey quietly descended the stairs and peeked around the corner to see a flurry of activity in her old home. She couldn't believe how many servants there were. The fact that all of the servants were white people did not go unnoticed by Lacey, who had always been surrounded by black servants. Both men and women, dressed in impeccable servant uniforms, bustled here and there, with a sense of fear to please their employer.

		Sensing her friend's apprehension, Caroline reached over and squeezed Lacey's pale hand.

		"It's okay, sugar. Just relax. Follow me. You may see some surprising things tonight, but I can assure you that in time you will come to accept this new reality. Everything is going to be okay."

		But Lacey didn't feel okay.

		On the contrary.

		Now, the two Southern belles were just outside the big drawing room, next to a large hall mirror, which Caroline used to fuss at her princess curls.

		Nervously seeing her own reflection for the first time, Lacey nearly fainted on the spot. She felt like her dress was making a mockery out of her proud Southern heritage. Only the most sadistic person would require her to walk around, always at risk of exposing her backside underneath a layer of lace and ruffles.

		Recovered, albeit slightly, Lacey started walking, following Caroline who was headed straight for the dining room now.

		Lacey was walking very slowly, taking small steps in her dress like a toddler learning how to walk.

		A look of fear crossed Lacey's face when they went through the wide double doors.

		She stopped.

		It was a large table that could seat 20 people. Currently the table was set with the finest china and silver. The food had already been brought out by the servants. Roasted duck, hot biscuits, a large tray of custard and blacmanage, and even an iced cake in the shape of the state of Georgia with a Confederate flag on a tiny staff.

		Of the 20 seats, only the seat at the head of the table was currently unoccupied. The rest of the seats were occupied —by well-dressed Negros!

		Lacey was still frozen.

		The sudden appearance of the Southern belles in their abbreviated dresses caused all of the dinner guests to turn at once. Suddenly Lacey found herself being stared at by 19 Negros. No, they weren't staring. They were gawking! Negros were actually gawking at her —Lacey couldn't believe it. How had the world changed so drastically, so quickly?

		To her dismay, Lacey couldn't help noticing that the Negro men were all dressed in tailored suits that made even the uglier ones look quite dashing. Similarly, the large Negro women were equally styled in the latest fashions, glittery jewelry, and exquisite hairdos.

		Lacey's heart was beating hard. Her throat was closing up. She wanted to turn around and run away but she didn't want to risk showing the entire room her bottom.

		It was dreadful, standing there. This was one of those moments in which Lacey couldn't tell whether or not she was awake or having a really bad dream. The Negro women (who wore gowns that reached the end of their legs instead of little skirts that showed off their bouncy backsides to the world) were all looking at Lacey and Caroline now in the most peculiar way.

		Each Negro woman had the expression of smug disdain that was appropriate whenever one found themselves in the company of saucy little harlots. On the other hand, the Negro men seemed to enjoy the sight of the two Southern belles in their sexy dresses. Even the oldest Negro male was staring at the white women with brutal lust.

		The whole room had a raw, dangerous energy in it now. It seemed like at any moment all hell might break free.

		Then Lacey turned to Caroline, who curtsied for the table of proud Negros. "Sorry for the interruption, ya'll, but I am here at the request of the Master of the house. But I see that he is not here? Did we miss him?"

		The Negro men all looked at one another. You could see an excited interest in most of their weathered faces, which meant only one thing.

		"He gone," said a deep-voiced Negro male, of at least 60 years. "But if you want, Miss Caroline, you can come plant dem' plump white cheeks on my lap. I got something real-real nice for ya! I'll be mo den' happy to keep ya warm until yo Mastah finally done shows up."

		"Oh gosh!" said Caroline rolling her pretty blue eyes at the old black man. "Thank you for the offer, but I'm afraid my dance card is already full tonight."

		"Well, if you ever wanna get yoself filled up aldoway, den' you yoself knows where I stay!"

		Then several Negro men at the table began cracking up at their friend's crude attempt at humor. The uncouth black men were now using their elbows to nudge one another, whispering bawdy scenarios they thought both white women would enjoy.

		The Negro women, on the other hand, were obviously of a different opinion.

		It certainly wasn't hard to imagine what the Negro women thought of the blonde and brunette in their little dresses. Showing all the leg. With their asses hanging out the back of their skirts. Breasts proudly on display. Whores. White whores!

		With a lofty and superior air, it seemed like not one of the formidable black-faced matriarchs had stopped looking at Lacey and Caroline with stern eyes since the untimely intrusion. There were plenty of whispers and exaggerated eye-rolls. The fact that these white women had to stoop to such low levels in order to get attention from men was such a blight on an otherwise pleasant social occasion.

		Lacey, whose legs were starting to shake badly, wanted to die on the spot.

		Her face reddened. But when she looked at Caroline again she thought she detected a sense of guilty excitement. There was something about being the object of desire for all these Negros in nice suits which obviously thrilled Caroline Bradshaw.

		Then the door opened and a skinny white man carrying a silver tray entered. Not old yet, he looked like he wanted to be there as much as Lacey did. It was only after a few seconds that she realized they'd met once before, a long time ago. Lacey couldn't remember his name now, only that he'd been a young, ambitious officer in the Confederate army, and that he'd had the great fortune to marry a beautiful long-legged, milky-skinned, red-headed Nashville girl named Sarah-Blake, who had once been considered by many to be the pearl of Tennessee.

		Sitting at the center of the table, the old Negro who'd made the crude joke earlier, said nothing now, but pointed to the white servant to top-off his untouched glass of wine.

		"Stop dawdling!" the Negro ordered.

		"Yes sir," the servant respectfully replied.

		"I told you to hurry," shouted the Negro. "Then go tell Sarah-Blake to ready herself for me tonight. I'm fixing' to teach her a thing or two about a thing or two. And make sure you're free tonight also. Alright, boy?"

		"Yes sir," said the servant, lowering his eyes as he left the room.

		Before the doors could close behind him, the Negro announced to the rest of the table, "I like it when they watch. It's better that way. Coz I know the last thing they want to do is watch. Which is why I make them watch!"

		Lacey's ears turned pink, but the men in the room were a different story. They began laughing and raising their drinks in the air, while the Negro women quietly shook their heads in a display of private chastisement.

		The whole world suddenly seemed so cruel and grotesque and unrecognizable to Lacey.

		Then she saw Caroline get grabbed by one of the Negro men, who pulled her onto his lap, where he held her until she relaxed and started beaming a big bright smile.

		Lacey was starting to think that perhaps she had dreamed this entire day.

		But she wasn't dreaming.

		She was wide awake.

		Then she was running out of the dining room which kept shaking with deep male voices laughing and exchanging bawdy innuendos. Then Lacey took the stairs in her little skirt. She wasn't even concerned about someone seeing her fanny now. She only wanted to get back to the room and change her clothes so that she could leave this place as soon as possible. Moments later she ran into the bedroom and slammed the door. Only it wasn't the right room.

		"This is my daddy's room!" Lacey exclaimed, taking in the familiar layout and furniture of the place. Besides a few paintings and knickknacks, everything looked the same as it once had in all its former glory. Obviously the new owner had some appreciation for Lacey's mother's excellent taste in home decorating.

		Taking advantage of the rare opportunity, Lacey looked around, languishing in the memories of her lost childhood. "I can't believe it. This is where daddy and momma slept!"

		"Not anymore," he said.

		Lacey practically jumped out of her skin when she saw him by the large picture window, looking out at the front lawns. At first he was just a huge outline on the other side of the room. But then he turned. And very slowly the vague shapes of a figure started to shift into a recognizable person.

		"Samson! Samson! Samson!" Lacey squealed in high-pitched delight. "Is it really you? Or am I just imagining you?"

		"Of course it's me," Samson said. "Who else would it be?"

		"Well it's awfully hard for me to tell these days," Lacey said, already starting to calm down from her initial fright. "I've practically been living in some kind of bizarre new reality lately. Nothing makes sense. Everyone is always making fun of me. I've missed you so much, Samson!"

		He approached slowly, giving her one of those big friendly Negro smiles which Lacey had always loved.

		Already she was feeling better. Lacey marveled at the sense of comfort she derived from being in the presence of her old big black slave Samson. How long had it been since anyone offered her comfort? Since the war? Could she count the drunken gropings by her husband? No, they only filled her with a sense of disgust because John's drinking problems represented the downfall of the South. Now she felt that if anyone in the world could appreciate how difficult her existence had become it was Samson, one of her daddy's most trusted slaves.

		Even for a Negro Samson was a large man, with a large head of wooly grey hair, bulging eyes, and a thick body that seemed to be made out of rocks from the quarry. Somewhere in his 50's, his skin was so dark that even some of the other Negros would mock him for it, saying that at night time you would only see Samson's teeth and eyes. Though of course nobody would ever mock Samson to his face.

		Besides being a great fighter, in the fields Samson was known to do twice the work of any man because of his great size and strength.

		Once, Lacey's mother had let it slip that Samson was also one of the top "breeders" on the plantation; and was occasionally loaned (or sometimes rented) out to other plantations for his superior genetic stock. Lacey remembered being confused by this concept. She remembered trying to smile like she understood what this meant, when in fact she really had no idea. And it was only recently, quite recently, that Lacey had figured out exactly what being a "breeder slave" actually meant.

		"Oh Samson! I can't believe it's really you!"

		"I'm happy to see you too, Miss Lacey," Samson said. "Come here, let me hug you."

		She moved without thinking.

		He could have easily crushed her, but he was always gentle as a mouse with her.

		Yes, despite his intimidating size, Samson was such a reasonable Negro —at least as reasonable as his kind could get. He always seemed to be extremely thankful for what Lacey's daddy had given him. Samson was one of those few slaves who could appreciate how good his situation on the plantation was. After all, the Negros were given shelter and food —and in return all they were required to do was wait on, clean, and serve the owners at all times.

		After a moment, they broke from their friendly embrace.

		Taking a step backward, Lacey finally realized something. Samson was dressed in clothes much nicer than he'd ever had before. Like the other Negro men downstairs, he wore an expensive suit that was tailored to the dimensions of his hulking body.

		The color of the suit was brown —and as Lacey's eyes slowly traveled down she saw that he wore tight riding trousers which clung to his lower body like a second skin. She was about to look away when she caught the bulge of his manhood. Thinking that there was some trick of light, she took a longer look. A big fat snake seemed to be curled on the inside of the Negro's left thigh.

		Samson started chuckling to himself. "Like what we see, huh?"

		Lacey gaped, her face growing warm at hearing the amusement in his husky voice. "I um, I um, I just thought..." she continued stuttering.

		"It's okay," Samson said, not bothering to wipe the big smirk off his heavy face. "I don't mind one bit. It's been a while since you've seen me. I've changed a little bit. By the way, so have you. I like your new dress. I really like your dress!"

		She frowned, imagining that this old darkie might actually be thinking of her backside.

		"Now turn around for me. Let me see the whole thing," said Samson. "Everyone always says Miss Lacey wuz gonna be growned into the perfect woman. And —boy, oh boy— wuz dey right!"

		When Lacey didn't move fast enough Samson barked out, "I said turn around woman!"

		Lacey swallowed, tried to say no, but found her feet slowly turning in a circle while her inner thighs trembled and her heart fluttered like bird's wings in her chest.

		After she was done giving him a show, Samson shook his head, as if it took an effort to drag his eyes away. "Ooo-wee! If yo' mamma and daddy could see you now! They be so surprised. Hehehe."

		"Well, I didn't actually choose this dress," she said right back in a defensive tone. "It was chosen for me. Apparently whoever owns this house now is an utter degenerate, Samson."

		"I'm sorry you don't like my tastes in clothes," he said.

		"Wait, you own this house now?"

		"Not just the house," he said. "I own this whole place, your daddy's entire plantation. See, I made my money up North after the war. Got lucky and made quite a few dollars. So when I heard this plantation was up for sale, heck, I knew I had to have it. Funny world, eh?"

		Lacey stared at him, her jaw falling open.

		"Samson's plantation. Got a nice ring?" He gave a wry grin. "Why do you stare, so?"

		Then she gave a quick shake of the head. "I can't believe this. How does an old Negro like you become the owner of the Andrews Plantation?"

		"Guess I'm just lucky," he said, moving forward so that he could reach out and grab one of her wrists. "Fact is, the only thing I'm missing is one thing. A wife. I need me a woman who I can take care of, pamper, and cherish to my last days. I need her to give me chilreen too. I know I already got plenty out there roaming all over, but I need me sum' mo' chilreen. If I find a woman who can do that, then I reckon I'll make sure she never has to lift a finger again! She just gotta concentrate on being da mistress of dis here plantation."

		Lacey had never flushed so much in her life. Hearing this Negro's proposal had caused her whole body to go limp with incredulousness. Was he really proposing that she marry him? Lacey Andrews marry an old Negro? An ex-slave? So that she could bare his children?

		"First of all," she said, summoning all of her strength, "I already have a husband. And secondly, I don't care how many plantations you own, I will never marry a —"

		"Negro? Darkie? Slave?" he said, holding onto one of her wrists while guessing all of her thoughts correctly.

		She shook her head again. "Let me go!"

		He smiled at her, but didn't move an inch.

		Lacey was shocked by his defiance —her whole life Samson had been one of the most obedient slaves on the plantation. He'd always been so eager to please his master. Which is why it was so hard to understand the source behind his dark, implacable eyes as they stared down at her from above.

		Now she tugged at the wrist he had captured. "I have no idea what's gotten into you, Samson! But I think you better let go of me. This is not funny."

		"Shut your mouth!" he roared.

		Lacey froze and turned slowly to face him again, apparently not bold enough to defy his anger.

		"Who can offer you all of this?" he said, making a sweeping gesture through the lavishly decorated room. Then he took her hand and brought it to the enormous outline of his genitalia. "And who can offer you this? Whenever you want it?"

		She wanted to refuse him, but the strength of his presence was undeniable. Having undergone the metamorphosis of groveling slave to strutting master had imbued Samson with an incredible magnetism that Lacey felt in her loins. She couldn't believe that her body was betraying her in such a fashion. Suddenly her emotions overwhelmed her, bubbling to the surface so that she could no longer repress the great swirl of confusing feelings. One tear rolled down her nose, then another. She brushed them off, then looked up at the Negro's huge face which continued to leer down at her.

		Still clinging to the last strands of her old life, she said, "Why are you looking at me like that, Samson?"

		"Because, Miss Lacey, you beautiful," Samson said, brushing his tongue over the meat of his thick upper lip. "Because I always like looking at yo' white skin, yo' green eyes, yo' hair which seems to run down your back forever. I like yo' body too. You sexy like your mama used to be. I used to wonder all the time what it would be like to touch you, to make you happy, laugh, and to make you —pregnant."

		The word "pregnant" almost made Lacey wince, eliciting a fresh reminder of how inappropriate this situation was. And yet she couldn't help smiling up at this man, this man who had more shared history with her than almost anyone else. What would it be like to be kissed on the cheek by a man like him? A Negro? Her daddy's slave?

		He held up a hand. "Let down your hair," he commanded huskily.

		She obeyed, unbinding her heavy, dark hair, which fell thick and wavy across her shoulders.

		Samson then picked her up in his big rough hands. She felt like a child. He sat her down on the bed and sighed contentedly.

		"I want you here," he said. "This is where you belong, Miss Lacey."

		"I am here," she said with a nervous giggle.

		"Do you understand?"

		Lacey looked around her mother and daddy's old bedroom. Then she looked back up at the large Negro towering over her. "I've really missed my home."

		"I'm glad you back," he said.

		She had a deliciously startled look on her face, her lips parted as they stared at one another, a silent communication running between them.

		Then Lacey returned to the large snake in Samson's pants. It was already bigger than it was before. Not only that, but she couldn't help noticing how muscular his lower body looked, despite his advanced age. Samson's upper body was plenty powerful, but in his tight riding trousers you could see the gigantic buttocks and rippling thigh muscles that nearly caused his trousers to burst at the seams. Lacey was awed by the fact that she'd never noticed how much the man exuded raw masculinity. But he most certainly did. Having one of the most perverse thoughts of her life, Lacey wondered what it would be like to reach around and grab a large ass like that while he thrust into her? Would it kill her? Would she love it?

		Then she remembered Caroline's words: Don't knock it until you try it.

		Trying to wash these filthy thoughts from her mind, Lacey said in her rather coquettish way, "Yeah, Samson, I can tell that you're glad I'm back."

		He smiled back at her. There was a long pause. "Are you a virgin, Miss Lacey?"

		"No, I'm married," she said. "John is my husband. You've met him before."

		The ex-slave laughed a warm, rich sound that entered her body, melting her resistance. "Ah, so the answer is yes."

		Then Samson started undressing her on the bed, Lacey's parent's bed.

		By now Lacey was too emotionally drained to put up a fight. If this was a dream, then she would simply wake up soon enough. And if this wasn't a dream, then it was useless to fight off the inevitable. Despite the great contrasts between them, despite their improbable union, at least this man was strong and powerful and was offering her some kind of escape from her daily toil.

		Lacey sighed at the Negro's touch. The bodice fell away, then he tugged off her ridiculously short hoop dress, flinging the flimsy materials over his giant shoulder. He took his time though. The present was still not quite unwrapped. He gazed down at her nearly nude form, her parted white thighs, smiling at how the thin silky chemise beneath did nothing to hide her enticing curves. The powerful Negro then put his fingers on the stiff peaks of her nipples steepling through the chemise.

		"Ooo, Miss Lacey, dat feels nice. I gonna take good care of you now, just watch. No more problems for Miss Lacey."

		She could hardly speak as she suffered this man's ministrations. It seemed like the world was spinning out of control. She couldn't think. Her mind was still struggling to catch up. She couldn't believe her eyes as she saw the contact of his dark ebony skin against her lovely pale skin. Nor could she believe the size of his cock as it strained against his riding trousers. Already it was twice the size of anything she'd ever seen before. And it wasn't done growing. Taking in a deep breath, she felt him draw her hand back to his enormous member, making her cop a feel as it literally grew in size.

		"My gawd that thing is hugggge!" Lacey muttered without even realizing it.

		"Glad you think so," Samson said, obviously pleased with her opinion. "You have no idea how long I've been waiting and dreaming for this moment."

		As Lacey contemplated this enigmatic statement, she felt Samson push her back on the bed, spread her legs and then remove the last shreds of her clothes.

		With all vestiges of her old life gone, Lacey was now free to lean back, eyes closed.

		"Oh Samson..."

		When she opened them again there were 250 pounds of solid Negro male towering over her, his gigantic cock sticking out in front of him as he gazed down, his broad teeth gleaming as he gave a smile.

		She took a large, shaky breath of air as his big paw ran down her belly to the notch of her thighs. Then he was inside of her, just the tip of his fat finger.

		"Damn, you're tight. Ol' Samson gonna have to go real slow with you," he said, his deep voice low.

		Then she gave another whimper but did not fight him when he breached her hole again.

		Lacey could feel her heart beating in her throat and temple now. Her nether parts were throbbing, preparing themselves, the juices running, all for this man. A man who'd once been purchased by her daddy. A man who'd once been treated with no more respect or dignity than chattel. And now, the world had suffered a massive shake up and he'd come out ahead, on top, unbroken like so many of Lacey's closest relations had been broken. And she knew that she needed someone, someone to help her, protect her, provide for her, and maybe even love her.

		Oh well. At least her mother and daddy weren't around to see this, see how soaked her smooth white pussy was getting for that old Negro's fat cock.

		She gripped the sheets, her buttocks shifting with the sensations shooting through her body. She both wanted him to go on and stop at the same time. This shouldn't be happening, but her body was responding in the strangest way. Her legs were spread wide. And already she started to hear the little squishy sounds as Samson eased his finger in and out, winding her up.

		"Please?" she heard herself mewling.

		The large Negro rubbed her dripping sex with the fingers of one hand, while continuing to press his finger deeply into her bottom. "Please what, Miss Lacey? Tell ol' Samson what you want!"

		Knowing that this stubborn man wouldn't quit asking her, Lacey closed her eyes and forced out the words, the words which she realized would change her life forever. "You Samson, I want you."

		Answering her desperate call of desire, the Negro mounted her, parting her legs. She still had her eyes closed, but she could feel a part of him twitching against the moisture between her legs. It felt so big and warm and full of life.

		Then Samson began cupping Lacey's breasts, sucking gently on one and then another. She didn't open her eyes again until he bit at her nipples, moving the breasts almost roughly so that as to feel their substantial weight, and then lightly slapping them back and forth, delighting in this.

		Lacey closed her eyes, her glittery green eyes, and felt his soft lips brush against her forehead before possessing her mouth with his own. Lacey was stunned with how good his tongue felt inside her mouth. By now her pelvis had began to make little circular motions from the sense of frustration she felt because of what this man was doing to her mind and body. It still seemed impossible that she'd allowed an ex-slave to remove her clothes, kiss her deeply, suck her breasts raw, and touch her down there. But not only had she allowed this to happen, she knew she wanted more. Much more.

		Her eyes wide, expressionless. Her bosom heaved with anxious breath. "Oh Samson, what are you doing to me?"

		He lifted her chin, kissed her throat, and began to line up the giant tip of his organ against her engorged flower which already felt like it was going to burst.

		"Please," she cried softly, her mouth sticky from the saliva of their greedy kisses. As she laid there, searching his face for kindness, she felt like one of those tender animals of the woods just before it was ripped apart by a butcher's knife. "Softly."

		Samson's dark eyes fixed on her milky white breasts again. He could not resist them. He bit at them with his teeth, playfully this time, not hurting her. Then the heavy Negro licked her white breasts with his tongue, and then he licked her sex too, and as she struggled, and blushed and moaned beneath him, he mounted her again, grinning from ear to ear as he forced the first couple of inches of throbbing ebony into the delicate pink folds of her Southern womanhood.

		"Oh Lord, you're so big inside me!" Lacey yelled, arching her back as she tried to accommodate her new lover's great size. Her face and breasts were suffused with red. She moaned, then made an awful cry as he pushed that big veiny thing, inch by inch, deeper inside her body.

		Lacey was as excited as she was frightened. It felt like she had something inside her that was trying to rip her apart. But then she felt Samson pause, allowing her to get accustomed to his tremendous size. She started to relax, catch her breath. And soon she delighted at the feeling of having him throb inside her.

		Very briefly her mind flitted back to memories of old Negro women who'd left Samson's quarters in the morning, huge smiles pasted across their faces. They always looked so happy and so tired. Suddenly this made sense to Lacey, who understood then that she'd been waiting for a man like this her whole life.

		"How's that, Miss Lacey?" the ex-slave said, peering down at her. "Coz I'm having to use all my restraint right now."

		"Oh?" she said, staring back up at him.

		"Feels so good, best I ever had," he said with no trace of irony on his face.

		Lacey blushed even more, finding it hard not to feel flattered by the comment. "And you're certainly the best I've ever had. Definitely the biggest."

		"You'll get used to it," Samson said. "I gonna break you in nice and slow. Then you gonna be Samson's woman fo' show!"

		Lacey nodded quickly and answered, "Yes Samson, I know that. This is so wonderful. I've never felt this way."

		Impulsively she reached up and kissed the old black man on the lips, drawing the weight of his muscled and scarred body down onto hers while he started to slowly work his manhood in and out of her canal, stretching her elasticity so that soon the scorching pain was replaced by the most wonderful sense of pleasure that was emanating from limb to limb. She closed her eyes and gave herself to the rapture of the moment.

		Just then she felt Samson pull out of her and reposition himself on the bed.

		When Lacey opened her eyes again she saw him hovering over her, his massive coal-black Negro cock bouncing up and down. It looked so big like this and secretly she was proud for having taken such a sizeable lover.

		"Do you know what I want you to do now?" Samson said, gently patting her hair as he looked down. "Miss Lacey?"

		She felt giddy and unsure like a child. "No Samson, just tell me."

		"I want you to take it in your mouth, stroke it with your tongue and lips. Then I will know for sure that you have given yourself to me."

		Lacey was shocked. She had never thought of this. The idea of placing such an ungodly thing anywhere near her face caused an involuntary shudder of disgust. But staring up at Samson she could also see that there was no compromise in his eyes. Had this been John asking to do this she would have laughed him out of the room. But she knew that Samson would not be so easy to persuade.

		So, as unbelievable as it sounded, Lacey Andrews found herself closing her eyes and taking the Negro's dark cock into her mouth, feeling its huge size, its lively pulses, its velvety hardness.

		"God, that look about right to me," Samson said delighting at the sight of his cock disappearing between the Southern belle's lips.

		Even if Lacey had wanted to respond, such a thing wasn't an option. It nudged the back of her throat, and she gagged as Samson pushed the back of her head.

		Surprisingly, the taste of it was almost delicious. Salty droplets of precum came into her mouth, driving her even wilder with lust —a sort of lust that Lacey had never felt for any man. When she opened her eyes again she heard Samson roar out in delight.

		"Oh yeah, yeah yeah yeah, like that, look up at me with it in yo' mouth," Samson said, stroking his hand over the curve of her creamy derriere, obviously enjoying the feel of her smooth silken skin while she struggled to pleasure him with her mouth.

		"Yes," he said in a low voice, "I like seeing you take me like this very much, and as long as you can learn to obey my commands, I think we gonna make ourselves a fine couple."

		Suddenly Lacey found herself being flipped over on her hands and knees.

		Samson lifted his hand and smacked her bare ass a couple of times. "I'm really gonna enjoy this, Miss Lacey. Riding you like this, always been one of my big dreams in life."

		"Oh Samson, please put it back inside me," she said breathlessly. "I... need it."

		She couldn't believe what she was saying, only that she knew that her body had never felt this good before.

		Then the old black man behind Lacey caressed her slightly reddened ass a few more times, gazing at her exposed folds. Knowing that there was no one to stop him from plunging deep inside one of the South's most protected flowers, he took great delight in slapping his giant black cock against her butt cheeks, rubbing the slick head against her hungry lips while she groaned and wiggled her ass from side to side. This time when he slid inside her there was much less resistance and he started stroking deep inside her passage.

		Not only was Lacey dripping wet now, she realized that she'd produced the natural lubricant which had allowed a large well-hung man like Samson to work himself inside her opening. She began moaning, begging him. She buried her face in the bed, then would toss a desperate look over her shoulder as if to make sure she was actually being taken by a man, instead of a large beast.

		At first she resisted the urge to scream out while he was fucking her from behind, but the more the large black man kept slamming into her, driving his thick ebony rod deep inside her slit, the more Lacey lost control of her thoughts and willpower. She began moaning out loudly, calling his name out, and even grunting as he yanked her hair back and fucked her like a bitch in heat.

		"You needed this, didn't you Miss Lacey? You needed ol' Samson to pound on you some. Didn't you?"

		"Oh yeah-yeah-yesss!"

		"Yes what?" said Samson, yanking her hair harder. "You mean: Yes sir, Mr. Samson."

		"Yes sir," Lacey Andrews said, her eyes rolled all the way back in her head as the large Negro continued pounding the sense out of her body.

		"That's not what I said," Samson said, sounding almost angry now. "I said: Yes sir, Mr. Samson."

		"Ohhh—-yeeeahhh—-Yessss sirrr, Miiiistterr Sammmson, sirrrr," Lacey mewled, unsure of how much more of this her body could take.

		Then Samson let go of her hair, caught both of her wrists, and pinned them behind her back. His thrusts had become more violent, deeper now. "Who's your master?"

		Muffled by the bed sheets her face was driven into, Lacey managed to say, "You are, Samson. You're my master."

		"You gonna listen to me? Do what I tell ya?"

		"OOOhhhhh yyeeesss," she said, her body already writhing in the first stages of an impending orgasm.

		"I don't like to tell you twice."

		"Yoouuuu wonnn't," she said, her voice shaky as the pressure in her loins had suddenly exploded like a field canon, showering her in the most exquisite sense of pleasure she'd ever felt in her life.

		"Ah, ol' Samson knows what that means," he said, leaning over to crush her in a big bear hug. Now he was pressing his huge face into the nape of her soft neck while she still shook and shuddered from her orgasm. He leaned close to her ear and spoke softly. "You're mine now. Your old life is over, a memory, a dream. Now you're Samson's woman. I gonna treat you right, but you gonna listen to me, serve me. And I gonna take care of you."

		"Oh God!" Lacey roared, unable to understand how her body was starting to orgasm a second time, so quickly. She began calling out Samson's name. She loved the feeling of being held by such a large man. She loved the feeling of being crushed in his beefy arms. Her slit was calling out to him, overriding any distress she felt from being penetrated by a large Negro.

		With clenched hands and a fierce expression, Samson began riding Lacey to her second orgasm. Every muscle in his body was tense now. Hunger darkened his eyes as he watched the helpless white woman suffer his deepest penetrations.

		Then, as Samson kissed the back of her neck, continuing to fuck her from the back, Lacey felt something shoot off like a rocket, bursting into her body, flooding her with a hot, sticky fluid. He was doing it, shooting his essence into the depths of her channel. She loved it. She craved his fluids. She shook, screaming her pleasure in his muscled arms. She wished that she could see his face as her body erupted into a second glorious orgasm.

		Finally Samson paused, allowing his heavy balls to drain all the way inside this gorgeous Southern belle. She was still struggling to regain her wits beneath him. He chuckled. It took some time for her mewls to become whimpers and when he finally pulled it out of her swollen lips she insisted that he hold her.

		"I don't know why I'm crying," Lacey said. "I never do this. This is so embarrassing."

		Samson laughed, enclosing her pale body with his thick tree-trunk like arms. "You cry all you want as long as you ain't sad."

		"No, these are tears of happiness," she insisted, turning her face into the scent of his breath, her lips scraping across his rough cheek.

		Keeping a hand on her buttocks, Samson chuckled some more and said, "Well, maybe we get ourselves a little nap. Then tomorrow I'll see about the ceremony. I reckon we have ourselves a big ol' wedding ceremony. Lots of food with all the fixings!"

		"Sounds lovely, dear," Lacey said, frowning slightly as she felt some warm stuff trickle out of her womanhood.

		"Yup, we'll have the wedding here at the plantation," continued Samson. "That way all yo' dead relatives will get a chance to see you dressed up in a pretty white wedding dress and getting married to my black ass. Ha ha ha! What you say to that, Miss Lacey?"

		"Oh Samson," she said, shyly batting her eyelashes up at the big man. "A wedding here does sound lovely. But I seriously doubt my relatives would be too thrilled."

		Samson closed his eyes and laughed some more, obviously enjoying this. "Yeah, especially when they see what kind of wedding dress I gonna have you wear."

		Lacey's eyes flashed open wide and, thinking of her dress earlier that night, said, "But you can't mean—"

		Then Samson put a finger to her lips, shushing her back into silence. "I wasn't kidding about obeying me. These are different times. Don't worry, I gonna take real good care of you, Miss Lacey. And you gonna look soooooo goooood."

		

		THE END
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