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		Part One

		

	
		The tattoo parlor was part of an aging strip mall which included a pawn shop, a liquor store, a gun store, and a bail bondsman. Two bums standing over a shopping cart exchanged a glance as they saw the headlights approach from the main drag. It was getting dark.

		Climbing out of her Mercedes-Benz, Blair Bennett’s stomach gave a heaving motion like an ocean swell. This was not the sort of neighborhood the young wife normally frequented. It was odd to not see a Starbucks on every corner. Clearly she was far away from the gentrified world of the luxury condominium she and her husband lived in. With her designer jeans, long silky blonde hair, and $600 handbag, she knew she stuck out like a sore thumb. But she'd already made up her mind. And the tattoo artist here was supposed to be one of the best in the area. Forcing herself to move, she reached for the door to the parlor, her heart thumping hard now.

		A bell on the door jingled and a man with dyed black hair came out from the back.

		Blair hesitated.

		The man inside snorted a welcome, then gestured for Blair to follow him back and take a seat in his chair. As he emptied a coffeepot into a mug, Blair looked around, taking in the tattoo parlor's decor. To her chagrin, it wasn't the most hygienic place in the world. But the fact that there were no other customers both surprised her and made her feel better since she craved her privacy now.

		"So when we spoke on the phone," said the man, whose entire lanky body seemed to be covered in artwork, "you said that you had a pretty good idea what sort of design you wanted. Correct?"

		"Yes," said Blair, still clutching her handbag tightly. "It's for my husband actually. It's his 50th birthday and I want to surprise him."

		"50th?" the man said, raising his eyebrows curiously.

		The pretty young woman smiled, blushing lightly. She wasn't Harold's first wife. She wasn't Harold's second wife. And more than once she'd been confused for Harold's daughter. "Yes, my husband is older."

		Then Blair stopped herself from adding that she'd grown up without a father and consequently always been attracted to older men. They called it having "daddy issues." The fact that Harold was a partner at his law firm didn't hurt matters either. He already had two children with his first wife but they were teenagers now (not much younger than Blair) and he wanted more. Which was great. Because Blair had recently come down with a terminal case of baby fever.

		Silently the man nodded, put the coffee back on the counter. He looked at Blair. "So you want to surprise the old man with what exactly?"

		Now Blair started to nervously tug on a strand of her hair, a habit she'd had since her prep school days. "I was thinking a rose with his name sort of wrapped around the stem. He always calls me his 'little rose.'"

		Blair blushed.

		There was a long quietude as the man handed his customer a large plastic binder with hundreds of pages of artwork inside. Each design had its own corresponding number. Then he asked her, "Have you ever been tattooed before?"

		Blair took the binder and grimaced slightly from the man's question. "Yes, I got one in college. A stupid thing, really. All the girls in my sorority did. I suppose that's what happens when you mix Cancun with too much free tequila."

		"A story as old as time," said the man wistfully, turning to the section which had a dozen pages of different roses. "Think one of those will work?"

		"169," Blair said after scouring the pages for twenty or thirty minutes. "With his name around the stem? H-a-r-o-l-d. Do you think that would look good?"

		"You're in good hands," he said, nodding professionally. "169. No problem. You want it on the lower back?"

		"Yeah, right above my first tattoo," she said, lowering her gaze to her lap now. It was weird to be in a tattoo parlor while being completely sober. Then, hoping to diffuse the tension she felt with some humor, Blair used the exact same phrase her ultra-conservative mother had used upon first finding out that her youngest daughter had gone out and whorishly marked herself with a modern-day Scarlet Letter. "My tramp stamp..."

		Blair looked at the tattoo artist, unsure of what she was expecting to find, maybe some kind of reaction, but she found none. The man was already pulling a rubber glove up his wrist, obviously not the sort of person who judged others for stupid mistakes made in college. That made sense. His professional demeanor made her feel more and more comfortable now. And Blair took a large sigh of relief. Maybe she'd been nervous about this whole thing for no reason at all.

		Recalling that moment when her husband Harold had expressed his wish to see her with a tattoo of his name, her face became slightly flushed.

		It was her husband's idea.

		Harold had first brought up the topic in a grinning, teasing sort of way. But even then she could tell how much it turned him on. He could be a jealous and possessive lover. She liked that about him. Blair was no feminist. And even though he claimed he was just joking, Blair knew that Harold desperately craved to see her branded with his name, forever, ensuring that other men would forever know she was someone else's property. Yes, she thought now, this was going to be the best possible birthday present she could give her sweet cuddly hubby.

		She was starting to feel better already.

		However, just as the process was about to begin, the front door opened, the bell jingled, which gave poor Blair a start.

		Entering now was a large, goateed, heavily tattooed black man who introduced himself as Mack.

		The black man, who wore a diamond stud in one ear, said he needed a few words with the tattoo artist. Now.

		Blair gulped and clutched her handbag tighter.

		After a few minutes of hushed conversation, the tattoo artist apologized to Blair for the imposition, but told her that an emergency had risen and that Mack was going to be the one taking care of her now. The news was issued in a friendly, casual manner, but it made Blair feel uneasy for a couple of reasons — none of which she could find a way of expressing in this hopelessly embarrassing situation.

		"But I thought you were going to be the artist?" she said, her voice rising several octaves.

		"Don't worry, Mack is one of the best guys in the state. Hell, he's the only artist I let do my tattoos!" Then the tattoo artist turned to Mack and said, "She already has it picked out. 169. From the blue book."

		Mack nodded. "Blue book. 169. Got it."

		"Wait, wait..." Blair tried, unable to complete her sentence just now.

		As both men continued to stare at her, Blair was aware that she needed to hide her distress as much as possible. She knew that the more she protested, the worse she would probably look. And yet, at the same time, she wasn't sure how she felt about letting a man like Mack do her tattoo. This wasn't what she signed up for. So after a quiet moment, Blair cleared her throat, and said hopefully, "Maybe I can come back later?"

		"Nonsense," said Mack adamantly.

		Blair nodded, feeling her own willpower start to fold in the presence of Mack's energy field.

		Shortly after it was just Blair and Mack.

		Blair hadn't said anything in a few minutes. She was quietly waiting on the reclining chair.

		Humming now, Mack had his broad back to her. He wore brown boots, and jeans that were as loose-fitting as his white tank top was tight-fitting over his well-muscled torso. Blair had read in a book once that since only the strongest African-American slaves survived slavery, their descendants were often gifted with superior genetics when it came to size and strength. This theory seemed to hold water since most physically-demanding professional sports were dominated by African-American men and women.

		Blair was watching him carefully now. Mack was standing over a workbench surface that included needles and bottles of ink scattered about. Next to the workbench was another small bookcase filled with even more binders holding pictures of tattoos.

		He turned, looked at her. "You can sit your handbag on the counter if you want. Nobody's going to bother it."

		She shook her head. "I'm fine, thanks."

		"I take it that was your Mercedes parked out front?"

		"Yes, actually."

		"Nice car. What do you do?"

		"I'm... I take care of the house."

		"Children?"

		"No, but soon."

		"Husband is loaded then?" asked Mack.

		Blair wanted to tell the black man that it was none of his damn business. But she was far too polite to ever breach such decorum. "We do okay."

		There was a long, tense pause.

		Mack finally broke the silence. "On your lower back, right?"

		"That tattoo?" She nodded. "Yes please. Like I was telling the other guy, I want it just above my other tattoo. I want it with my husband's name wrapped around the stem of the rose. Harold. H-a-r-o-l-d."

		The black man smiled and nodded slowly. "Got it. Harold. Is that your father?"

		Hearing the sarcasm in his voice, she looked up at him squarely and said, "Husband."

		"Oh yeah?"

		Obviously it was a rhetorical question because Mack didn't wait for a response. In his voice that was so loud and deep, he said, "Alright, you don't have to take those tight little jeans off, but I need you to just pull them down two or three inches at least. The canvass just needs to be a little bigger than the painting."

		The dark behemoth looked at her, waited, before adding slyly, "Unless you want to take them off? And get comfortable?"

		Blair smiled ironically. There was no way she was taking her pants off to give this black creep a free show. Instead she stood up, unbuttoned her jeans, and tugged the denim down a few inches over the pure white skin of her flared hips, revealing for the first time the Confederate flag tattoo on the middle of her lower back.

		Taken aback by the sight of such an offensive symbol, Mack stared at the young white wife's curvy posterior for several long moments. He didn't say anything, increasing the overall tension in the room.

		Obviously the tattoo wasn't something Blair was very proud of. But she kept her features frozen, trying not to show that she was both embarrassed and nervous to be showing her racially charged tattoo to this large African-American man. Her mind flickered back to what she'd read about slaves again. Two hundred years ago and a guy like Mack wouldn't have been allowed to make eye contact with her — let alone make her feel bad for showing a little Southern Pride. "So I want the new tattoo to be right above the old tattoo," she said, trying to sound as casual as possible.

		"Yup," was all Mack said.

		Next he told her to turn around and straddle the chair, keeping her jeans tugged down her hips. Leaning forward with her arms hugging the headrest part of the chair now, Blair started to feel quite vulnerable since it made her back arch, provocatively pushing out her plump buttocks so that they were on display. She'd seen the same pose struck by women in issues of adult magazines. Even worse, she knew that directly under her Confederate flag tattoo, several inches of her thong were now visible to the black man; and that most likely he could see a few inches of the crack of her white ass.

		Her suspicions were confirmed when she looked over her shoulder and saw the lust in the black man's eyes as he nodded approvingly. "I'm going to enjoy working on that," he said.

		"How long will this take?" she asked.

		"Better take off your top also."

		When Blair looked at him with a quizzical expression, he quickly added, "I don't want to spill any ink on your nice shirt."

		Blair didn't quite believe him, but she felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and eagerness to please this man — and so she only hesitated for a moment before lifting her halter over her head. Underneath was her matching Victoria's Secret bra. Her breasts were naturally large, but still quite firm, and her nipples were very hard.

		"Are you sure you're going to be able to hold still?" Mack asked. "This is going to hurt, you know."

		"I...I'm not sure," Blair stuttered, suddenly feeling scared.

		"Well, we better not take any chances." The black man opened a drawer and fished around, pulling out a small white bottle. Then he handed her an oval-shaped pill which was no bigger than a baby aspirin.

		"What's that?" she asked.

		"Just something to relax you and dull the nerves a little. We use it all the time. Don't worry, it's completely safe. It won't affect your ability to drive your fancy car. We just need to make sure that you don't accidentally flinch, or hit my hand while I'm working. Harold probably wouldn't like that."

		Maybe it was the comforting sound of her husband's name, but Blair found herself blushing and washing the proffered pill down with a gulp of water. It started working almost right away. By the time she was back in position, straddling the chair, her pants tugged down and butt pushed out, her nipples squished into the chair, she was already starting to feel happy and very drowsy.

		"169, right?"

		She nodded.

		He began.

		At first she couldn't help but to flinch when he dipped his pen into her flesh, but after a few seconds the pain stopped, and was replaced by strange warmth that emanated throughout her body. The feeling reminded her of combining Valium and Chardonnay. Only there wasn't as much mental haze. Mostly she was just glad that the pill had blocked her pain, which she was never very good at dealing with.

		Suddenly the buzzing sound of the pen stopped and she heard him say, "We better go ahead and get those jeans off too."

		She actually laughed out loud. "Why on earth do I need to take off my pants?"

		"The same reason you took off your top. Come on, we're wasting time now."

		When Blair stood up she felt the weakness in her knees, stumbled until the black tattoo artist caught her, placing his enormous fingers around her flat midsection. She used him to steady herself while she struggled to kick off her shoes and remove her pants. (Jesus, she thought, this guy is made out of concrete.) She saw her clothes and handbag sitting on the counter, not too far away. Then she felt him help her back into the chair, now that she was wearing only her bra and thong, both were bright purple and lacey.

		"Now arch that back and stick that ass out," he told her.

		Blair giggled. "What?"

		"You want your tattoo to look good, don't you?"

		"Yes, of course."

		"Then stick that ass out. Do it for Harold."

		Blair leaned forward, keeping her eyes closed until she heard something that sounded like a camera after it had just taken several quick pictures. She glanced over her shoulder, up at Mack, who grinned down at her, but there was no sign of a camera, so she let it go.

		After that the black tattoo artist went to work. Blair remained quiet, wishing that she had the nerve to ask him if she could please have her phone out while he worked. She was so bored. She started to get more and more sleepy. Her eyes fluttered and then closed. Completely.

		It was a good time later then when she felt someone nudge her on the shoulder, telling her to wake up and take a look at his latest artwork.

		Since one of her feet had already fallen asleep, getting out of the chair was an awkward process. She felt dizzy and parched. And she'd also forgotten that (for some strange reason) she had stripped off her top, jeans, and shoes.

		On shaky legs, she stood up, looked at Mack, then walked over to one of the big wall mirrors in the place. She felt a little silly in just her underwear. Of course that probably wasn't that unusual in a seedy place like this though. At the mirror, Blair turned around, pulled her long silky hair back over a shoulder, and looked back until her eyes fastened onto her lower back.

		There was a long pause.

		At first her brain seemed to not understand what her eyes were telling her. Then there was a burst of panic in her chest, causing her heart rate to accelerate rapidly, her large bright eyes to dilate with shocking disbelief. She was too confounded to say or do anything for a count of ten.

		"No, no, no... This is wrong, this isn't what I asked for..." she stammered, fighting a strong urge to start bawling like a baby.

		Mack nodded curtly. "It looks good on you. In a few days, when the tattoo heals up, it's going to look great!"

		Blair shook her head as though the black man still wasn't quite getting it. "This is the wrong tattoo! I wanted a rose!"

		When the man failed to reply to her complaint, Blair blurted out, "Instead you gave me a tattoo that says QUEEN OF SPADES!"

		The words, practically shouted, hung in the air.

		Blair's face turned a bright crimson from humiliation. She knew that the term "Queen of Spades" was more than just a gambling term. She knew that it denoted a woman, typically a white woman, who preferred her bedroom companions to be spade-colored, or more simply: black men!

		Distraught as ever, she stared at the floor.

		Now Mack studied Blair's backside for several seconds, then replied, "Like I said, it looks really good on you. I bet your husband is going to LOVE IT."

		She glanced at him for just a second. "Are you crazy?"

		Enjoying himself, Mack smiled and shook his head. "I realize that you seem upset right now. But that's not my fault, miss. You told me you wanted 169 and that's exactly what I gave you."

		Then he handed her the book and pointed to the page. Blair's mind spun as she saw the tattoos which all seemed to be of a highly sexual nature. Daddy's Little Girl. Slut Wife. Size Queen. Cumdump. Etc.

		"This isn't the book I was shown!" she said.

		"I'm afraid it is though, miss," said Mack. Growing bored, he glanced at his wristwatch. "Now that will be $200. We take cash and all major credit cards."

		Still in her bra and panties, the young wife glared at him, her confusion and panic turning into outrage. "You don't really expect me to pay for that, do you?"

		Mack leaned back, shrugged as though he didn't give a shit. "Either pay me or I'll call the cops."

		Blair threw her hands up in disgust. Still shaking her head, she went over to the counter, grabbed her pocketbook, muttering curses under her breath. Was she dreaming? Was this some horrible nightmare she was having? Would she wake up any moment in the comfort of her own bed, next to Harold? Blair's thoughts froze when she realized that her wallet was nowhere to be found.

		"Everything okay, miss?" said Mack, right on cue.

		She turned, the beauty of her face actually highlighted by her unfamiliar wrath. "My wallet is gone!"

		Mack crossed his beefy black arms over his chest. "So you can't pay me then?"

		"Where's my wallet? Did you take it while I was asleep?"

		"That's racist," said Mack. "Listen, if you can't pay me now for my services, I'm afraid that I'm going to have to call the cops. Actually, I better do that right now before things get out of hand. I don't really feel safe right now."

		Blair couldn’t believe it. "But I didn't do anything! I'm the victim!"

		"Cool, let's let the cops decide," said Mack, smiling with his eyes only. Then he leaned across and whispered in her ear. "Unless you're a woman who doesn't want to have the cops involved since there will be lots of questions, cameras, and public reports?"

		His meaning was crystal clear. The public embarrassment would be enormous. Even worse, with all of Harold's ties to the legal community, there was no way he wouldn't get wind of this before she could talk to him personally. Indeed this might be a source of a great public embarrassment for a man like him, who valued his pride over everything else.

		Summoning all her courage now, Blair managed to look him in the eye and say, "What do you want then?"

		Her question couldn't have pleased the black tattoo artist more. "First I want you to go over to that door and lock it so that we have some privacy. Then we'll be all alone. Just me and you. See, my wife LaTasha, has this bullshit rule about never giving blow jobs. Can you believe that shit? She says sucking cock is humiliating and degrading to her. Lots of sisters are like that. So I was thinking you could help me out in that department."

		Blair fought back the tears that threatened to fall. "You can't be serious!"

		"White chicks are good at sucking cock. They are naturals."

		Her level of fury rose several more levels. "Who do you think I am?!?"

		"I know who you are. It's written all over you," he said with a little pun. "You ever suck black cock before?"

		Her silence, her angry eyes, told him she hadn't.

		Then, with firm pressure on her shoulders, he ordered her down on her knees. Blair looked at him, beyond shocked. But the expression on his face told her that he was not a man who bluffed very often.

		Blair decided to detach her feelings from what was about to happen. There was no other way. She would have to perform oral sex, only oral sex, and then chug an entire bottle of mouthwash, and then have a hot bath afterwards and pretend that none of this happened. This would be the secret she would take to her grave. She fell to her knees.

		"Good girl." Reaching into his pants, Mack pulled out his cock, and held it in front of him. He must have heard Blair's surprised gasp because suddenly he broke out in a big ear-to-ear grin. "Ah, so I was right. This is your first black cock? Don't worry, after you get done with my big donkey dick, you're never going to want to touch one of those little whiteboy pricks again. Now open up white girl. And let's put some black meat between those pretty lips."

		Her face was still a deep red, and the blush was now making its way down her neck and onto her shoulders. Her head hung low as she found it completely impossible to look up and make any sort of eye contact with the horrible man. His cock was an ugly thing to her. So far she'd only had three different lovers including Harold. And none of them had penises that were as unsavory as the large, pendulous black thing swinging between Mack's legs now. It wasn't just the length of the monstrous appendage which frightened Blair, it was the girth too, which had to be twice that of her husband.

		As if reading her thoughts, Mack said, "Relax baby, all you got to do is suck it like a lollipop. I'm not gonna stretch that little married pussy out." He paused and then said, again slyly, "Unless you want me too!"

		Blair wanted to vomit. The musky odor of his genitals was suddenly hitting her with full force, clogging her nostrils and making her feel dangerously woozy. Closing her eyes, she reluctantly reached out and grasped his girthy cock with her right hand, began to stroke the veiny shaft. Her whole body shuddered at the ignoble act.

		Towering over her, Mack was still looking down at the young wife. He was having the time of his life now. There was just the right amount of hesitation to make his big African balls churn with expectation as he watched her lips slowly close over the end of his cock, sucking in the first few inches of throbbing ebony shaft before spitting it out of her mouth again.

		Gross, her expression seemed to say.

		Mack roared with laughter now. The privileged white wife, stripped to her lacey underthings and worshiping him on her knees, now had the facial expression of a spoiled child who was being made to eat her vegetables.

		"I really want to cum all over your new tattoo," said Mack, glaring down at her with his evil dark eyes. "But we better wait until it's healed up. So for now, I'll give you a choice. Does the lady want me to cum in her mouth? Or does the lady want me to shoot my load all over those big white tits?"

		"My breasts, I guess," she mumbled under her breath, trying to avoid the stench of his dark genitals by taking in air through her mouth.

		"Now open those lips again. Your mouth feels so good, baby."

		Shaking her head, more disgusted than ever, Blair leaned forward with her mouth open and began to suck and lick the bulbous head of his black cock. In reality she just wanted to get this over with as soon as possible. So she started to suck on his cock more and more fiercely, sometimes gagging herself when she went too deep, knowing that it would most likely cause him to reach orgasm sooner. In her limited experience, the louder and nastier the blowjob was, the shorter the man could last.

		"Good girl, suck that cock, earn your new tattoo," groaned Mack, grabbing her by the back of her bobbing head, wrapping his dark fingers around her silky blonde hair. "Suck that big black cock. Make those black balls empty into your hot little mouth! Show me what a good white slut you can be."

		As if on autopilot, Blair's head began to bob faster. She started to lose herself. So much blood was in her ears she could barely hear the degrading things Mack was calling her. Now she took his big bouncy cock out, and used it to playfully slap the side of her face. This was something that Harold had taught her. And she knew it was one of his favorite nasty things to do in the bedroom. She knew it would make him cum faster. And that was all that she cared about right now.

		Mack roared in delight. "Fuck you white girls sure do know how to suck the black off a cock! Master race my ass! You white girls are natural cocksuckers!"

		Vaguely aware that her nipples were starting to prominently poke through her lacey bra cups, Blair kept at it, determined to get him off as quickly as possible, while trying to block out all of his humiliating taunts from above.

		"Good girl. Your hubby is so lucky. You look like an angel down there on your knees. I have to say: that pretty white face looks especially pretty now that you've got something big and black in your mouth," he said with a smile on his face.

		After a few more minutes of a sloppy blowjob, Blair felt Mack grab both sides of her face and hold her still. She froze. He started bucking his muscular hips, so that now she was forced to sit there with her lips spread to the max, while he used her mouth like a pussy. Not even Harold had ever made her feel as degraded as this. It wasn't long before the ebony monster started to grunt and shudder, then pull his twitching cock out, and aim it at Blair's tits.

		The black man's orgasm exploded out of him, and spurt after spurt of semen shot out and splashed all over her breasts, with some running down the crevice between them. When at last she had milked the last drop of cum from his hideous manhood, she just stared intently at the white mess of fluid covering her breasts. It felt so real, but she knew it couldn't be, and that all of this must be just some dream. Or nightmare.

		Seeing her lost in thought, staring dumbly at her breasts which were now coated with his sticky load, Mack quickly pulled up his baggy jeans and told her that his next appointment was going to be walking in the door at any moment.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		The next couple of days Blair was a nervous wreck around the house.

		Thankfully, Harold was away on a business trip. He was in China. She knew that he was going to blow his top when he saw her new tattoo. Harold had a terrible temper and sometimes scolded her as if she really was his daughter. Her only hope at getting through this ordeal was to explain to him that laser removal was her best option. She'd already started researching the procedure. However, according to all of the stuff she read online, she'd first have to wait for the skin to heal itself before subjecting it to the harsh treatment of a laser gun. Unfortunately, this could take up to 45 days!

		Feeling like she couldn't wait another day with this disgusting ink on her body, much less six weeks, Blair was worried.

		Helplessly, she was trapped in her own head. Her mind kept replaying that disgusting scene in the tattoo parlor. She kept seeing Mack's dark eyes glow with lust as she straddled his chair in her lacey purple thong. Involuntarily, she kept recalling how her skin crawled while she serviced that vile man on her knees as if she was some common whore. And why did he have to be black? Why did he have to laugh so much when she struggled and choked on his enormous genitalia? Why did he have to brand her with obviously the wrong tattoo?

		Blair was depressed. Now she was skipping her yoga classes and telling her friends that she was feeling under the weather. She didn't want to go out in public. And when her friends offered to come over and cheer her up, she simply said she didn't want to infect them with her cold.

		That tattoo was healing though. Every day those unutterable words were becoming clearer and clearer, just above her backside. QUEEN OF SPADES. Ha, Blair Bennett was the last person on earth to be a QUEEN OF SPADES. Which is why it was so humiliating. She felt like she was a walking target now for any man with dark skin. And soon she stopped needing to bandage her tattoo; which was actually nice because the bandage made her super itchy.

		But on the other hand, this meant that Blair had to be extra careful about what clothes she wore since there was no way she could let herself be seen with such a disgraceful tramp stamp.

		A Confederate flag was one thing.

		Maybe some people thought the Confederate flag tattoo was in poor taste. But other people, Harold included, seemed to think it looked pretty cute on her body. Blair was a modern girl, but her roots were Deep South, and she had a lot of Southern pride flowing in her veins.

		Badly needing some exercise, Blair began going to the Olympic-sized swimming pool in her condominium. Swimming was the only thing that brought her relief. She loved the way the chlorinated water felt against her skin. She wasn't afraid of showing off her new tattoo either since she was quite certain that her Navy blue one-piece provided sufficient covering. Nonetheless, just to be on the safe side, it made the beautiful young wife feel better to go swimming only late at night, when technically the pool was closed, and there were minimal lights on.

		A former swimmer on her high school team, it made Blair feel good to be doing laps again, stroking the water with her long slender arms while her shapely legs kicked and fluttered. Her depression lifted.

		Then, about a week later, Blair made her first big mistake.

		It was so stupid.

		In a moment of unbelievable thoughtlessness, or what Harold described as having a "dumb blonde moment," Blair left her front door wearing nothing but her sandals, cut-off jean shorts, and pink halter top. Her hair was held up in a ponytail. Her fingernails and toenails were painted the same hot pink color as her halter top. It was the sort of comfy outfit she normally wore when she was just lounging around the house, checking her Facebook and Instagram pages. She wasn't going far. She only needed to go downstairs to the lobby to check the mail box.

		What could go wrong?

		Everything.

		When the leggy blonde got on her building's elevator, she hit the button for the first floor. She lived on the 14th floor, just under the penthouse. When the elevator reached the 8th floor it stopped, the metal doors yawned open, and there stood a tall African-American man.

		He was well-dressed. He looked like he was already for the conference room — wearing a perfectly tailored pin-striped suit, soft gray shirt, and conservative tie. When he saw Blair standing there in the corner, her thin honey-hued arms folded across her flat tummy, staring down at her painted toenails, he smiled at her with his big purplish lips and got on the elevator. It was just them now.

		The doors shut.

		Blair was still looking down. For some reason she was thinking of Southern slaves again. It was remarkable how quickly they'd gone from serving white masters to now establishing themselves as affluent leaders in the community. Blair's knees went a little weak. And there was a strange tingle several inches below her pierced bellybutton.

		After a brief pause, the well-dressed black man said, "So what school do you go to?"

		Her lips parted wordlessly. It came as an unpleasant shock to her that this dark stranger was addressing her.

		She looked at him.

		The stranger's eyes reflected the bright light of the elevator. They were clear, intelligent eyes.

		"I always see you with your dad," explained the intimidating man, his voice rich with the deep tones of his race. "I assumed that you go to one of the colleges around here."

		Blair, who couldn't help but feel flattered by being mistaken for a college girl, nonetheless felt that old familiar stab of vexation whenever someone confused her husband for her father. She took a deep, calming breath. Harold was no spring chicken, but he was in much better shape than men half his age. He had most of his hair still. And he was a formidable lawyer, feared by those in his professional circles.

		"You mean my husband," said Blair with a quick smile. "And no, I'm a few years past college."

		"Ah, I see now. That's actually your husband?"

		Blair acknowledged the question with a nod.

		"The name is James," the black man said, holding her gaze and extending his hand now.

		Blair reached out and felt her small white hand completely engulfed by the dark-skinned man. They touched for only a second, but she felt the strength in the man, knew that he was holding back. No doubt if he had wanted to he could have squeezed the life out of her without trying.

		"Blair. Nice to meet you."

		"Pretty name."

		She regarded him warily.

		The black man laughed. "You look like a Blair. That's what I meant. Your parents named you well. And from the looks of it, they raised you well too."

		Blair laughed, started twirling her hair, unsure of how to respond.

		James' eyes bulged out. "Oh, now I see the rock. Holy smokes! That's one huge wedding ring, I'm not sure how I could have missed that! Your husband sure must love you."

		Hearing this, albeit from a stranger's mouth, made Blair feel a little better, reminding her of how devoted Harold was to her mental and physical wellbeing. Many of her friends were married to men their ages, but none of them could provide the type of life that Harold could. Smiling at this happy thought, Blair glanced down at the great blistering shine that came from her wedding ring. "Yes, well, I suppose I'm a lucky woman."

		When they reached the first floor, the elevator doors opened and James made a gesture which suggested he still followed the code of chivalry.

		Blair was surprised and impressed.

		Tentatively, she stepped out of the elevator, heading for the mailboxes in the lobby, suddenly unable to shake the feeling that the black man's eyes were burning a hole through her small denim cut-off shorts. She knew she had a nice ass — round and curvy which slightly stuck out over her beautiful long legs— but now was decidedly NOT the time she wanted attention from strange men. Especially strange black men!

		Anxiously, she kept tugging at her taut halter top, making sure that as much of her skin was covered as possible.

		In her peripheral vision she saw James checking his mailbox too. The older black man opened the box, turned and smiled at her again, his teeth perfectly straight and white as a toothpaste commercial. His nose was large and flat across his dark ebony skin. His jaw was well-defined, couldn't have been more masculine. His lips were large and very soft-looking.

		Blair, who didn't even like Italian men, thought James was very ugly.

		She looked inside the mailbox. Waiting were several envelopes, all addressed to her husband. There was also a catalogue from Victoria's Secret. The front cover had a six foot blonde woman wearing high heels and a tiny black thong and Viking helmet. Blair's first thought was that this is exactly the sort of underwear Harold loved to see her in. But her ponderings were interrupted when she realized that James was carefully studying her now.

		"Can I help you?" she started to say before she accidentally dropped several of the envelopes on to the floor. She looked down. Grimaced. "Oh, crap!"

		"Here, let me get those for you," James said politely.

		"No, I can manage myself, thank you though," said Blair, turning her back to the black man as her knees bent and she squatted down towards the floor.

		It was a bad move. Terrible move. So stupid. Because unbeknownst to the young wife, as Blair tried to retrieve the fallen envelopes, her clothes shifted slightly — the pink fabric of her halter rising, the denim shorts pulled down the backside — thus perfectly revealing her entire lower back area!

		James was right there too. He was literally hovering over her. They were practically touching. And his eyes nearly burst out of his dark wooly head when he realized what he was looking at!

		That tattoo!

		He had to look again, make sure he wasn't dreaming. The incongruity of the Confederate flag with the QUEEN OF SPADES tattoo caused some confusion. But almost immediately the confusion gave way to a different feeling altogether. James could feel a swelling in his pants from seeing such a beautiful white woman, kneeling before him, her blonde ponytail bobbing as she moved, forever branded a traitor to her own race.

		Was this really happening to him?

		James felt it was too good to be true.

		As Blair scrambled to pick up her dropped envelopes, James kept looking down at her tattoo, trying to etch those beautiful words into his memory. If he had enough time he would have taken out his phone and snapped some pictures. The guys around the office would have never believed this.

		She was perfect. She was pretty enough to be a model or actress. She was like an angel. Blair's soft and milky-white skin was the ideal canvass for the erotic dark ink. It was hard not to imagine what a woman like her would look like: bent over, hair mussed, cheeks red, her white ass high in the air, while she squirmed and creamed all over his big black log — that sexy ass tattoo staring up at him, providing the perfect target for his creamy load.

		With her envelopes now, Blair straightened, still flushed, blowing blonde bangs out of her angelic but aggravated face now. She took two or three seconds to compose herself, and said, "Wow, I'm so clumsy!"

		James just stood there, looking at her, making Blair start to feel a little uncomfortable.

		Finally he said, "Hey, I like your tattoos."

		Tattoos?

		Oh no!

		Blair's mind was spinning so fast it was hard to hang on to a thought. Until now she hadn't realized that she'd given him such a good view of her backside and it showed in her reaction. She stood stunned, cheeks flaming, as her beautiful eyes filled with the quiet panic of a scared little bunny rabbit. With as much dignity as possible, she said, "Um, well... It's probably not what you think."

		"That's a shame," James said. He raised one shoulder in a negligent shrug. "Because it looks really good on you. I mean, the racist flag looks like shit. Ha-ha. No offense. But — girl— you made up for it with the other one! I could stare at that all day!"

		Blair winced. Her cheeks still burned with humiliation, but she maintained her composure.

		James stared at her for several seconds, then began to laugh. "I applaud you for being so brave."

		Deciding that she would probably have to get Harold to move to a different building now, or a different city, or a different state, or a different country, Blair shyly muttered, "Well, well, well..."

		"Don't be nervous," he said. He folded his arms across the buttons of his strong chest and studied her for several moments. "I'm giving you a compliment, Blair."

		"Thanks, I guess."

		"You like black guys, right?" he said.

		"Not really," she blurted out.

		James was unfazed. "Satisfy my curiosity. Why would a woman like you... get a tattoo like... that if you don't like black guys? Did you lose a bet?"

		The fact that he was laughing at her now really upset Blair. Still shaky, but with irritation starting to override her humiliation, she shook her blonde hair at him. "It's hard to explain. It's probably not what you're thinking. I have to go now."

		James stuck his arm out, blocking her path. He raised his dominant eyes at her, lowered his deep voice. "So tell me. Blair. What am I thinking?"

		Their eyes met briefly and Blair didn't have to guess the meaning in his hard stare. He was looking at her now the way a famished barbarian probably looked at a great meal he was about to devour.

		"I, I... I have some food cooking..." she said, flustered as she scampered away with her mail.

		James leaned back and roared with laughter. His eyes fixed on her jean shorts with their nicely curved buttocks that jiggled slightly as she hastened away. Her legs were the perfect shape: soft, but lightly muscled. The skin was so smooth, so perfectly white, and almost glowing. James called after the distraught white woman. "Okay sexy, Blair, but if you ever want to see my condo, just let me know. I think you'll love it!"

		For the rest of the day James couldn't get Blair out of his mind. What was it about sexy white girls like that which always made him want to creampie their tight little pussies? Was it a race thing? Was he getting back at the white man? Or was it just fun.

		James wasn't sure. He only knew that there was something about her beauty, her lovely skin and sexy body, her big bright eyes, her high-pitched voice, and that tattoo right over her curvy ass which kept him from concentrating on work all day.

		He had to have her. He was barely old enough to remember a time when white women and black men weren't even allowed to be left alone in the same room together. Now some of the hottest white women were branding themselves with tattoos that were clearly designed to turn off white boys and fill black cocks with lustful blood. At least, that's what was happening to James. And the longer he thought of the sexy young wife in the cut-off shorts and halter top, the more he couldn't wait to make her pay for getting him so worked up. All he needed....

		Was a plan!

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		A week later Blair was getting ready for her midnight swim when she saw the box she was planning to give Harold for his upcoming birthday. Unopened, the box was already wrapped with a big red bow tied around the middle. Blair sat down and started tearing off wrapping paper. Furiously.

		Her heart sank. Small tears formed in her eyes.

		She still hadn't told her husband about the tattoo. She didn't have the guts to tell him over the phone. He was still in China. She was too afraid.

		Inside was the string bikini she'd planned on surprising her husband with for his birthday. The bikini was very tiny and red. She'd chosen that color because it was supposed to match the rose tattoo she'd intended on getting earlier. It would have been perfect. Now the bikini only reminded her of her new tramp stamp and the fact that she'd given a blowjob to a black man who treated her like his own personal whore. Harold would never find out about this.

		Intrigued in spite of herself, Blair held up the bikini against the light, studying the negligible portions of fabric which were supposed to be enough to cover her privates.

		People actually wore this? In public?

		Not Blair. Instead, she envisioned a scene where she came waltzing out of the bathroom, strutting her stuff in front of Harold, who'd no doubt get that look of boyish excitement he got whenever his young, sexy wife put on a little show for him in the privacy of their bedroom.

		But obviously that wasn't going to happen — at least not until she could get her new tattoo removed from her body. And then everything would go back to normal. Right?

		Blair couldn't tell if she was just being foolishly optimistic or not.

		Usually when she was stressed out about something she would go running to Harold for advice. But for obvious reasons, that wasn't an option right now.

		In any case, Blair knew that she would not be giving her husband this string bikini as a birthday present.

		No way. Not now.

		Nevertheless, she hated the idea of just throwing out such a costly suit without wearing it once. It seemed like such a waste. So she went into the large marbled bathroom and began to shed her clothing until she was stark naked in front of the large mirror.

		With a sigh, she stepped into the leg openings and pulled the bottom up her thighs. The front part had just enough triangle-shaped fabric to cover her small dew-laden lips, while the back part was essentially a red string that mostly disappeared between the twin globes of her soft hinny. On both sides the bikini bottom was tied so that little strings hung along her flared hips like tassels. Next she fitted the top around her plump and very natural-looking C-cups which hovered beautifully over her flat stomach. The red bikini tied around her neck; and it took her a few moments of shifting and re-shifting until she got the fabric to completely cover her pink areolas.

		"Hm..."

		After going days without looking at her lower back, Blair now found herself turning around and looking over her shoulder at the reflection in the mirror. She leaned forward, stuck her butt out like she was taking an 'ass selfie.'

		The bikini looked amazing on her — in a slutty way. And she had to force herself not to become too depressed at the words now prominently displayed just above the crack of her ass. The ink was midnight black. But for Blair, the letters might as well have been written in flashing neon.

		QUEEN OF SPADES.

		QUEEN OF SPADES.

		QUEEN OF SPADES.

		As her agitation gradually abated, Blair left the bathroom and began to walk from room to room, clad in her sexy red string bikini. If nothing else, it made her feel good that she could wear such a flimsy thing and know that her body was fit and attractive as ever.

		Just then Blair's cell phone rang and when she looked on the screen she saw her husband's name. Damn. Fighting the urge to answer it, she grabbed her gym shorts and T-shirt, towel, and gym bag, before leaving for her midnight swim.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		For James the wait was agonizing.

		About a week ago he'd caught a glimpse of that young blonde wife leaving the elevator with a big towel and gym bag under her arms. Hoping to strike up another conversation, James followed her all the way to the pool area. Ignoring the blatant signs that told people to stay out when it was closed, the young wife strode right in like she owned the place.

		White privilege, sneered James.

		From a safe distance James watched her strip down to her bathing suit (A one-piece! Can you believe that shit? With a body like that!) and jump into the water. Normally, James wasn't a patient man, but he also knew that this time his prey could be very jumpy. So he watched her doing her laps. Most of the lights were turned off but whenever she got to the end of the pool he could catch a brief peek of her tight blue bottom as she did a flip turn and come back the other way.

		He considered approaching her that night, but knew that this would only scare her away from him. Which was not what he wanted. What James wanted, more than anything, was to see her tattoo again. He wanted to touch her, and taste her, and explode deep inside her inviting white body. In short, he wanted only what her tattoo called for. Lucky for this little snowbunny, his cock was not only black, but it was also quite large. Guaranteed to have her cumming back for seconds.

		So the cunning black man resisted his approach the first night. And the following night he was rewarded with another late-night performance in the pool. It seemed that this white girl was quite the mermaid.

		James kept watching, waiting for the right moment to pounce.

		A few nights later, James had devised his plan.

		His main goal was to get her back to his place, knowing that his chances of success were greatly improved if they could get some privacy together. Blair wouldn't be the first married woman, or white woman, he'd ever seduced. But for some reason James felt he wanted her in his bed more than any woman he'd ever met. Maybe it was that tattoo. Or maybe he was just feeling especially horny.

		Either way, that night, his plan was to have that fucking one-piece bathing suit be on the floor of his bedroom. So a few hours later, just after midnight, when James showed early to get in position, he was surprised to see the gorgeous blonde wife show up wearing something that far exceeded his wildest dreams!

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		Closing the entry gate behind her, Blair strode across the pool deck like she did every night now. She was getting used to her new midnight routine. Then she sat her stuff down on one of the lounge chairs and glanced around before reaching for her T-shirt. Her full white breasts seemed to pop out and jiggle for a few seconds. She adjusted the red cups over her nipples, feeling a perverse thrill at being so exposed despite knowing that there was no one around here to see her. She pulled her hair back into one of her blonde ponytails. Then she hooked her fingers under the elastic waistband of her small pink gym shorts, sliding them down, bending over at the waist, revealing her thonged backside. And of course her new tattoo. QUEEN OF SPADES.

		The water was amazing. And after a while Blair began to forget that she was barely wearing anything at all. She did lap after lap, lasting nearly an hour before fatigue caused her to stop.

		Now. Pulling herself out of the pool, Blair took a moment to shake the water from her smooth skin. Refreshed and smiling now, her eyes wandered over to the table where she'd left her towel and gym bag. Her smile vanished when she saw no traces of her belongings.

		Standing by the water, she froze.

		She turned and saw that the entry gate had been left open — a sure sign that someone had been here while she was doing laps.

		Suddenly she heard the swing of the metal gate and she looked to see who it was. His features were indistinguishable in the darkness, but Blair felt immobile and silent under the hypnotizing power of the man approaching her. Then the cloak of darkness that had been enveloping him started to vanish and just like that Blair saw that it was the black man from earlier, James.

		Blair was surprised to hear anger in her voice. "Okay, where's my stuff?"

		The black man's voice was low, hesitant, and disarming when he replied, "Stuff? I'm not sure what you mean."

		Blair watched as James stretched his arms high over his head while he yawned broadly, almost inviting her to inspect his body for stolen goods. He was only wearing a bathing suit. It was then that she realized that the black man had clearly-defined six pack abs, a rippled chest, and the strongest-looking thick (yet streamlined and sculptured thighs) anyone could describe.

		Most embarrassing, however, was the bathing suit he wore.

		James was standing there in a bright pink Speedo swimsuit which contrasted with his polished dark skin. The bathing suit did very little to conceal the bulge he carried in the front of that microscopic bikini "thing" he wore. The pure weight of his "package" truly seemed to weigh down the pouch area of his bright neon pink bikini. It truly hung lower than what would ever be perceived as normal.

		Catching Blair staring at his junk, Jamal grinned and said, "I'm not sure what you're looking for, but I doubt you're going to find it down there."

		Blair could feel her entire face burn red with embarrassment. After a beat she looked at his face and could see him smiling at her with an expression that was almost gloating. Softly she said, "My stuff is gone. Somebody took my stuff."

		"What stuff?"

		"The stuff that I was wearing."

		There was a significant pause before James said, "You look like you're wearing plenty to me."

		Her head was down, her eyes not daring to meet his now. She could barely breathe. Not only were her clothes and towel gone, but so were her keys, meaning that she was locked out of the condo. The idea of traipsing through the condo, in nothing but her butt-floss bikini scared her to death. This would mean that all of her neighbors could see not only her body, but the demeaning tattoo on her lower back. So having no other choice, when she was able to look up again, she saw the older black man's face and said, "Can you help me?"

		Knowing that she was at her most vulnerable now, James took a big step forward so that their bodies were mere inches apart. Getting a strong whiff of her hair caused the monstrous pouch in the front of James's bathing suit to jerk noticeably in anticipation. Blair was like a deer in the headlights now. She flinched, but didn't move away when James placed his big black hands around her slender biceps, increasing the pressure now as he spoke. "I would love to help you out, sexy. Just tell me what you need."

		Her blue eyes flashed in vexation at the man's boldness with her. She pulled herself away, glad that he didn't try to keep holding her. "Don't touch me! Don't look at me like that! Who do you think you are? I'm a married woman!"

		James looked around the dark area and then back at the angry beauty. "I don't see your husband."

		Before she could stop herself, Blair blurted out, "He's in China!"

		The black man grinned engagingly. "So it's just you and me then?"

		"Like hell," said Blair. "So are you going to help me, or not?"

		James smiled. He noted that the gorgeous blonde wife seemed oblivious to the fact that both of her nipples were standing erect through the small fabric of her bathing suit top. Despite her protestations, he would have bet a million dollars that space between her lips was already warm and wet with her juices. The animal chemistry of their bodies was causing his shaft to swell dangerously fast — which wasn't a good thing because James knew that if his big black cock suddenly popped out, started bouncing in front of him with its big plum-colored head, there was a good chance that the sexy white girl would go running out scared.

		"So what do you want me to do?" he asked. "I'm not a cop. I can't find the person or people who took your stuff. I'm not even dressed for that anyway."

		He held up his hands, stretching luxuriantly, inviting her to inspect his chiseled ebony body once again. And he was quite pleased when her pretty eyes gave him a once-over, then a twice-over, while she brought her porcelain hand up to her flushed throat, then the side of her long and slender neck.

		"No. I just need a towel. I don't want you to — "

		She cut off, flustered by the sight movement in the pink pouch which dangled between the black man's sculpted thighs. She felt awkward. In her life she couldn't remember such a bizarre mixture of emotions like this. She tried to keep from staring at James' ridiculously small bathing suit, although that was more easily said than done.

		When James saw her openly staring at his manhood, almost like she was in a trance, he knew that he couldn't wait any longer to make his move. All of this patience and waiting for the right moment was driving him crazy. He knew that it was no accident she'd let him know her husband was out of town. He knew that it was no accident that her nipples were hard. And judging from the way she was checking out his body, he knew that here was a woman whose needs clearly weren't being met. Especially not by that old white man she called her husband. A woman like Blair, the way she was built, you had to fuck, and keep fucking, or she would naturally go out and find someone else who could do the job right. It was in her DNA. Reproductive physiology was a force to behold.

		"Blair, do you want to see what my condo looks like?"

		"Thanks, but no thanks," she said with no hesitation, not even a blink.

		James nodded, mentally shrugging. "How long is your husband gone for?"

		"That's none of your business," she said, able to finally raise her gaze up and away from the man's intimidating crotch. And for a second it almost felt like a spell had been broken for Blair. She could already start to hear the voices in her head which were responsible for ethical and moral decisions. They told her that this black man was dangerous, they told her that being here alone with him was dangerous, they told her that the longer she stayed in his presence the greater the danger to her normal life would be.

		The couple glanced at each other and James spoke first. "Don't worry, I'll be gentle on you Blair. I won't be rough. Not with you."

		Shocked and confused by his words, Blair's mouth opened just as the black man leaned down, placed both hands on the side of her face, before planting a long, wet kiss on her lips.

		The lovely blue irises were dilated with panic as Blair froze on the spot. She kept waiting for him to stop. She kept waiting for him to realize that she wasn't kissing him back. Surely once he realized she was not enjoying this kiss, that in no way was it mutual, he would break free. But the big black brute of a man kept at — and soon Blair heard a whimpering sound in her throat.

		Without recognizing the serious danger of her action, her lips slowly parted, allowing James to slide his thick tongue between her teeth, where it started to mingle with the juices of her mouth. Then she felt his strong hands drop to her shoulders, fall to her wasp-like waistline, as the couple continued kissing one another next to the swimming pool.

		Blair was almost rendered unconscious by the impact of their mouths. James had lips that were equally soft and strong — and he used them to expertly kiss every inch of her mouth in a way that left her knees a little shaky now.

		It was so overwhelming. Things were moving so fast now. Something like hysteria was starting to rise from the pit of her stomach. She was so caught up in the moment that she almost didn't even realize that James' manhood had hardened, sprung free of its flimsy constraints, and was now freely pressing against the pure white flesh that covered her womb.

		After a while it became impossible for Blair to not acknowledge the elephant in the room. She broke free from James' kisses and gropings long enough to nod at his crotch with real concern. "You thing... it's.... it's showing now!"

		Once the words were out of her mouth she was glad she'd said them. She expected him to cover up and possibly be a little embarrassed by being so exposed. Blair was wrong.

		"Well, I'm not the only one responsible for that," he said with a coy smile. "After all, I'm only a man, made of flesh and blood. I have needs too. Just like you do."

		Then he gave her a meaningful look before reaching up, and cupping one of her mostly-bare breasts, drawing her attention to the erectness of her nipples now.

		Blair knew that she shouldn't let this creepy old black man keep his hand on her breasts. But the tenderness between her thighs was a taunting reminder that it had been a long time since she had been with a man. A man moving inside her. Climaxing inside her.

		"You look so good right now," James said, moving the bikini top to the side so that his rough fingers could get at her nipples. He started to squeeze and tweak them, adding pressure, getting rougher.

		"We... can't," she managed to mutter with her eyes closed shut. "I'm married."

		James turned her around so that he was behind her now, both dark hands on her naked white breasts, his mouth nuzzling the erogenous zones of her neck, causing her to literally squirm with excitement. "I don't care if you're married. I'm not going to tell your husband. Are you? Because that's the only way he's going to find out."

		Blair could feel James' cock rubbing in the space between her ass cheeks now. She was amazed by how much heat the massive thing seemed to be giving off. Blair's mind was spinning. Most alarming was how good the man's hard body started to feel pressed against her. A tide of red-hot wanton lust washed through the pretty blonde wife and she struggled to remind herself why this was such a terrible idea.

		James sensed her ambivalence and grinned. "It's okay, you don't have to do anything you don't want to."

		He was still sliding his big black cock between her thonged ass cheeks. The softness of her curvy backside was causing his low-hanging black balls to churn with life-giving baby batter. In his experience, white girls either had no ass at all, or they were fat. But not this white girl. This white girl had the perfect ass, both in terms of size and shape. The thong bikini accentuated it perfectly. He liked how the meat of her ass cheeks seemed to be sticking out over her long legs. And her tattoos (both of them now) made it impossible for James to focus on anything other than bending her over and fucking her white girl brains out.

		It was later, after James had stood there, kissing Blair's neck, squeezing her breasts, rubbing her thighs, and tweaking her nipples, that he finally said, "Blair, do you like to suck cock?"

		"Yes, I do," said Blair, not recognizing her own voice now. To her, performing oral sex had always been something guys expected, but had never brought her any pleasure. Normally she could think of a million things she'd rather be doing then bruising her knees while some guy literally tried to choke you with his penis — not to mention that always disgusting cum shot in her mouth or on her body.

		But for some inexplicable reason, the queasy feeling Blair normally associated with blowjobs was gone now. As she felt James turn her by the hips, then press down on her shoulder, lowering her to her knees so that she was in a kneeling position below him, Blair felt excited to take James into her mouth.

		A moment later she was rewarded with the biggest, darkest black cock she'd ever seen. If Harold was a medium, and the guy at the tattoo parlor was a large, then James here was an extra-large. To Blair, it looked like something in a horror film. Thick, long, and dark, surrounded by a patch of curly black hairs which already had some gray coloring. No wonder his bikini briefs had such a prominent bulge.

		James' cock was almost the length of her forearm, the head was the size of a baby fist. The surrounding darkness made it hard to see all the veins, but already her nostrils twitched with the very strong smells of fresh sweat and other musky scents that emanated from the black man's crotch.

		Noticing Blair's look of concern, James gripped the base of his cock, and brushed the tip against her reluctant lips. "Just start with the head. It's okay. Put the first few inches in your mouth. You can do it. I know you can handle this cock, Blair."

		The older man's words of encouragement emboldened Blair and she leaned forward, opened her mouth, and sucked in the tip of his cock. After a few seconds of bobbing her head, she was surprised by how much she didn't mind the taste of his cock in her mouth. It wasn't like Harold's dick. James' cock felt so much bigger, harder, warmer, and overall more substantial in her mouth. She liked it. Even though it forced her to completely stretch out her lips, she didn't mind, because the velvety black skin felt good sliding over her tongue. The blonde hair on the top of her head began to bob faster and faster as she relaxed her throat muscles and fell into a cocksucking rhythm.

		After several minutes of nonstop slurping sounds, Blair pulled the black cock out of her mouth and stared at it, awed and fascinated, while she caught her breath.

		"You're doing a good job," said James from far above her. "Keep it up white girl!"

		His cock was so huge. Blair couldn't get over the size of it. She wondered if all black men were hung like that. She wondered if his ancestors being slaves had anything to do with it. Were slaves bred for their big sexual organs too? Or were slaves with big sexual organs more likely to breed with females? Ultimately she knew that it didn’t matter. But it was probably a good thing that her ancestors couldn't see her now: branded a black cock slut and sucking off an old black man she barely knew.

		As if reading her thoughts, James grinned wickedly down at the beautiful blonde, and said, "The myth is true. Why do you think whiteboys are so possessive when it comes to their women? Because they know once a woman gets some real cock in her she won't be going back to their little pink baby dicks."

		Blair didn't care for James' rudeness, or booming laughter, or his cruelty towards the male members of her race. But she nonetheless had to admit that black men certainly seemed to be better well-hung than their white counterparts. Poor whiteboys, she thought, before catching herself and reproaching herself for allowing such a gross thought to actually cross through her mind.

		As she went back to servicing James, the black man started to gently caress her golden blonde hair, her face, in a way that was almost loving, while telling her how beautiful she was, how soft her skin was, how big her breasts were, and how sexy she looked on her knees with her ass poking out.

		Without warning James pulled Blair to her feet. Once again his mouth found hers in the dark, but this time she granted his tongue access immediately. Hoping that he wasn't upset at her for not making him cum yet, she was delighted to feel him reach around her body, caressing her round bottom with gentle sensitivity, occasionally giving each white cheek a few soft pats. James had a loving, confident way about him that affected her. A warm, delicious feeling spread through her now and she suddenly felt all the nerve endings in her body tingling with erotic energy.

		"You want me to suck your cock some more?" she said in a hopeful, high-pitched voice.

		James roared with delight. He patted her backside again, kissed her deeply, then positioned her on the ground so that she was on her hands and knees, with her ass high in the air.

		Suddenly Blair felt James' warm tongue kiss and flick across the warm folds of her lips. He didn't remove her thong bathing suit, only pulled it to one side of her ass. She started to squirm in response, having never experienced oral sex in this position. He was unrelenting though.

		Spreading her ass cheeks wide, his flat nostrils pressed into her anus, James' masterful tongue-probings only became deeper and deeper until it felt like he was hitting the same depths with his tongue as Harold could hit with his dick. Blair began to make little mewling sounds, biting her lower lip, and automatically arching her back to grant James as much space as he needed to tongue-fuck her from the back.

		"Do you want me inside of you?"

		"No, I can't. I'm married. Besides, you don't have a condom, do you?"

		"Relax, baby. Everything is okay. A few years ago I had a vasectomy."

		"You did?"

		"Sure I did," he lied.

		"You promise you did?"

		"Are you calling me a liar?"

		"No, no, no. I believe you."

		"Do you want me inside you, Blair?"

		She took a moment before answering. "I don't know. I love my husband. You can't cum inside me, okay?"

		"I won't, Blair. I won't cum inside you," he lied again.

		"Please don't," she whimpered.

		"Now. Blair. Here's the question. Do you want me inside you?"

		She nodded silently.

		"No, no way. You have to say the words. Tell me. Use your words white girl."

		Blair wasn't sure why this man had such a strange power over her, but she found herself suddenly nodding, her juices already flowing between her legs, and finally said, "Yes, James. I want you inside me."

		In one quick motion, she felt the large bulbous head of James cock enter her tight little snatch, stretching her out in ways she'd never imagined. She gasped and yelped loudly as the first few inches of his black manhood slid inside her flower. Then he pulled himself out, paused, and pushed again, feeding her more and more black meat with each thrust. Blair was having trouble drawing breath. It wasn't entirely pleasurable either. She felt pain mixed with enormous pleasure cursing through her body as James started to increase the tempo of his fucking.

		Behind him, she could hear James start to get more and more aggressive.

		"Yeah white girl, just stay like that, stay on your fucking hands and knees. Let me fuck you with this big black cock!"

		"Ohhhhh Jaaammmessss," she said, crying out the man's name in complete surrender. "Yeessss..."

		"Look how good that white ass looks bouncing against my big nigger dick! Look how sexy those tattoos look now that you got a real man fucking you the way you need to be fucked. That's right, bounce that ass on my pole. Use that white pussy for the one thing it's good for: milking black nuts!"

		Blair was too out of it to fully comprehend what her new black lover was saying to her. All she knew was that he was starting to get rough with her. James had grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair, yanked back hard, causing her neck to stretch and her breasts to thrust forward. His other hand stayed firmly on her hip. As the pain and pleasure clouded her thinking, she could barely make out the deep voice above her, asking her questions.

		"You like that big black cock in you? Does that white pussy love being stretched out? I bet your hubby doesn't come close to fucking you this deep, huh? Tell me white girl. You know a whiteboy can't handle a woman like you. That's why you got that tattoo. You're one of those modern white girls. You modern white girls don't mind telling the world that your little pussies crave big black cocks. Ain't that right, Blair?"

		Most of the words were garbled in her ears. To make matters worse, she felt James let go of her hair, only to reach around and stick his fingers in the corners of her mouth, pulling back so that again her neck snapped back. For some reason the taste of his hands in her mouth with the sensations of his cock buried deeply in her womb caused Blair to experience one of the most intense orgasms of her life.

		"Ohhhhhhh fucccckkkkk!"

		She could faintly hear James calling her a white slut when she lost all the strength in her arms and the walls of her pussy began to quiver and spasm before finally coating James' ebony rod with a creamy white substance which told him she'd just orgasmed.

		"Ugghhhhhh, ohhh, ohhhhhhhh," she said with her mouth still distended by the man's ugly black fingers. "I'm cummmmmmmmmminnnnnggggg..."

		James gave her a powerful, stinging slap on her rump. "White girl, I didn't say that you could cum yet! Who gave you permission to cum all over my black cock? Who said you were worthy?"

		It was hard to answer the question because Blair wasn't sure what planet she was on.

		James let go of her face, leaned back, and grasped her tiny waist again with his big hands. He could feel Blair's whole body still trembling from her orgasm. Both of them were covered in a sheen of sticky sweat. There were slight ripples in her white buttocks when they made contact with his dark skin. The contrast looked amazing. While James' stamina was legendary, he knew that giving such a sexy snowbunny her first taste of chocolate was going to make it hard to last much longer.

		Hoping to delay his cock from exploding too soon in her fertile womb, James started to stroke her stretched out pussy with long, leisurely strokes. Slick with the nectar of her juices, the dark veins on his cock bulged with hot blood. Sometimes he would pull his plump purple cockhead all the way out, smile down at her extended little pink hole, then mercilessly slam himself back inside her, all the way to the hilt, causing poor Blair to gasp in surprise and embarrassment from the loud farting sounds her pussy made.

		"It's talking to me now!" roared James, eyes closed, repeating the maneuver several more times. When he opened his eyes again he looked down and saw that racist Confederate flag tattoo. At any other time he would have found such an ugly symbol offensive to his sensibilities. But with Blair on her hands and knees, back arched, ass spread, pink pussy lips stretched over her first black cock — James found it in his heart to forgive the silly white girl.

		Of course, there was only one way that Blair could prove to the world that she was over her previous racist attitudes.

		"Hell yeah, just like that, let me fuck a baby into you!" he said.

		"Huuuuh?" said Blair, eyes half-closed, looking exhausted, like she was ready for a long night of sleep and recovery.

		James smacked that phat white ass again. "I'm going to fuck a black baby into you!"

		"What? No."

		He kept pounding into her from behind, his cock dangerously swollen inside her little cunt. Then he leaned forward, kissed her on the face, the slope of her tender neck, her earlobe. With his heavy black weight on top of her, pressing down, he wrapped an arm around her neck, putting her in a sort of choke hold as his hips kept thrusting back and forth, back and forth. In a hoarse, evil whisper, the older black man said, "Relax, baby. Let me fuck this white pussy good for you. Let me fuck a black baby inside you. You ready to get that flat tummy all swollen with your first colored child? Won't your friends and family be shocked? Their good little Southern girl turned out to be a black baby factory?"

		Blair felt suffocated by the man's weight, by his arm wrapped underneath her throat. She'd never experienced such rough sex before. She didn't think that she was the sort of person who would enjoy such aggression. But clearly her body had a different opinion. Because the more James degraded her, the more her body got turned on. And she could tell that James was turned on by it too.

		So she was both playing along and being 100% serious when she whimpered, "No, no, no. Don't cum in me. I don't want your baby!"

		James squeezed his arm even tighter, causing Blair's beautiful blue eyes to slightly bulge in shock and asphyxiation. "I'm going to give you a strong black son. We gonna call him DeMarcus. He'll be a black king. You know you want it. You know you want to be the mother of a Strong Black King."

		"No, please, don't! I'm not on anything! You can't cum inside me! You promised!"

		James shuddered and grunted. He was very close. Blair seemed to notice this too because all at once she used what little strength she had left to try and break free and crawl away. But she was no match for the older, masterful black man whose cock was buried deeply inside her. She felt his arm tighten around her neck, pulling her back into his body, so that his cockhead was practically touching her cervix. The thought of getting impregnated by such a man filled her with emotions that were both conflicting and extreme. Excitement, horror, arousal, desperation, disgust, panic, and overall happy submission seemed to fill her already cloudy mind.

		"I'm cumming... I'm cumming in this white pussy now...." she heard him grunt in animal fashion.

		The first strong jet of warmness hit the walls of her womanhood when Blair stopped struggling and let herself go to the moment. "Oh James, oh James, that's it, it feels sooooo good, cummmmm in me, baby!"

		His orgasm did feel good as her velvety walls milked those large dangling black balls. It triggered her own orgasm, which was even stronger than her first, and just like that they were both in a state of mutual ecstasy, their eyes rolled back, mouths open, as Blair gladly accepted the life essence of this dark man's virility.

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		"Are you feeling better now? Relaxed yet?" Blair cooed. Then, with a gasp, she said, "Hey, hold on, let me go!"

		With inquisitive hands he was inspecting her body under the foamy bubbles in the deep bathtub. Despite her protest he wasn't deterred. He touched her in a way that made Blair arch her neck as a long sigh escaped her parted lips. She glanced at their reflection in the mirrors opposite the bathtub and, not for the first time, thought how erotic the contrast of their bodies looked.

		"Guess who I saw today in the parking garage?" asked James.

		"Harold?" she sighed as James found an arousing spot.

		"He wasn't looking too good. Wouldn't even look me in the eye. If I didn't know better, I'd say ol' Harold doesn't care for my company very much."

		"Probably because you knocked up his little princess," she giggled.

		"Well he shouldn't have married a BBC slut."

		"Fuck you!" She splashed water in his face, but licked it away leisurely. As she went about that enticing occupation, his fingers teased her unmercifully.

		After a long, passionate wet kiss, he said, "By the way, Blair, didn't you say you wanted to tell me something?"

		With fingers dripping foamy water, she placed her hands on his broad coal-black chest. Her silken thighs moved sensuously along his under the warm water, conveying a message all their own. His eyes dropped to her white breasts which bobbed in the water, tempting him beyond endurance.

		"Yes," she finally spoke. "You know how I was supposed to get that laser surgery done next week? Well, I'm thinking about skipping it."

		Her news startled him, but not necessarily in a bad way. He took a moment to ponder what she was saying. "Yeah? Obviously it's your body. You get the final say."

		"But I know you like it," she said, giggling again as his fingers roamed around her butt, pulling her into his muscled body. She could feel his manhood swell and rise, so that it was resting against her mons now. "You love my QUEEN OF SPADES tattoo. It turns you on. That's why you make me wear all those hip-hugger jeans now. Don't even pretend that you don't like it."

		"I definitely don't mind it," he said, pausing.

		"But what?" she asked.

		"Nothing."

		Trying to read his expression, Blair said, "You want me to get the other one, the Confederate flag removed?"

		James was eyelevel with Blair's pert breasts. The pregnancy had already started to cause them to fill out into a bigger cup size. She was going to be an excellent mommy and caregiver — so naturally loving and giving, and so very submissive. His purplish lips closed over each pink bud, teasing it with teeth and tongue before suckling it. His hips fit more snugly into the welcoming hollows of her. Then, guiding her around the waist, he sunk her onto his enormous rod, causing her to gasp out in sheer pleasure of being stretched again by this older, dominant man who just happened to have the blackest skin she'd ever seen on a person. "Naw," said James, bucking Blair's white body up and down his thick rod. "Keep both of your tattoos. I don't mind them. I don't mind them one damn bit."

		

		THE END
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