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Part One

"I've been waiting for
this for a long time," Samson said, pulling his overalls down to
his waist, revealing a huge upper body that was as sweaty as it was
dark. Licking his thick lips, he climbed on top of me. "Too
long!"

I tried to respond, but I felt suffocated by
the bulky dimensions of his African body, and I could only let out
a little whimpering sound.

As Samson lay on top of me, crushing my
elegant hoop dress, ruining my beautiful hairstyle, I kept looking
over his shoulder, never daring to exchange eye contact. Instead I
kept my eyes glued to the ceiling.

It was beyond horrible.

My white legs were quivering and wrapped
around the coal-black skin of his waist. For a while it was a
struggle just to breathe with all that weight pressing on me. I
kept thinking I might pass out. I kept thinking it was like they'd
taken two regular men to make one Samson. I kept thinking that
nothing in my previous life as a southern belle had prepared me for
this moment.

"Go ahead," I said softly, resigned to my
destiny. "You won. Let’s just get this over with."

Samson grunted in reply.

"Go ahead," I said, remembering what my mamma
used to say. She used to tell me that when life gives you lemons,
put them in your sweet tea, and thank God you're a southern
belle!

But Samson paused.

"I used to work for your daddy," he said.
"You know that, girl? My, my. Look how quickly the world
changes!"

But I didn't want to look at anything. I kept
my eyes closed, hoping that this was a nightmare and any moment I
would wake up.

"You ready, girl?"

"Please, be—" but I couldn't get the final
word out my mouth, desperately hoping to hold onto my last shreds
of dignity and self-respect.

Samson smiled a cruel smile. When we started
kissing again I couldn't breathe through my mouth, so my nostrils
filled with the overwhelming musky odor coming from his reeking,
unbathed body. The odors exploded in my head, causing me to feel
light-headed and a little dizzy.

"What would yo' daddy say now?"

"Excuse me?"

"If he saw you, now," Samson clarified, his
grubby fingers gently stroking my golden blonde hair. "What do you
think he'd say if you saw you wit' me right now? On yo back? Wit
ol' Samson hisself?"

"I don't know," I said, shaking my head at
the confusing question. "Probably not terribly happy."

Samson laughed and laughed.

He looked down at me. He was missing two of
his front teeth and he stuck the end of his tongue through the gap.
Then he laughed some more.

There was nothing to be done. My lace-trimmed
gown —which I had planned to wear for the Colonel on our wedding
night, that is, before the Colonel was killed in the war— was
pulled up just shy of my bellybutton. It had been a hot, sultry
August day in Georgia. And the night wasn't that much cooler.
Samson kept kissing me on the mouth and neck; and then pausing to
stare down at me, his dark eyes filled with undisguised lust.

"I can't believe dis!" he kept saying. "We
really be married! Me and you! You be mah' wife now! I can't
believe it, dis be my lucky day!"

Unfortunately, I felt the complete opposite.
This was the unluckiest day in my life —which, by the way, was a
life with no shortage of unlucky days.

The day my mother passed away, this was an
unlucky day. The day my father married my stepmother, this was
another unlucky day. The day the Great South fell to those barbaric
troops up North, which was another unlucky day. But these examples
were almost laughably inconsequential to the day that I found
myself in a small dark room, about to give both body and soul to a
large, sweaty, black man named Samson. And the worst part was that
it was all perfectly legal!

Naturally, I blamed my stepmother.

 


 



Part Two

It started a few days ago,
in the early morning.

"Get up, you lazy cow! You can't sleep all
day!"

Through the windows of our remote Georgia
cabin I could barely make out any sunlight. But my stepmother was
already dressed and holding a candle.

She was middle-aged with crow's feet at the
corners of her eyes. She had a long, thin, cruel face with black
hair and even blacker eyes. Personally, I could never understand
why my papa had married her in the first place. She was the
coldest, meanest woman I'd ever met. The day after my papa’s
funeral she took all of his personal belongings into town and sold
them right away. If only I had realized then that she had the same
designs for me!

"Strip!" she barked.

"What?" I said, still rubbing the sleep out
of my eyes. "What time is it? It's so dark outside. Why are we up
so early?"

My stepmother shook her head angrily. "Get
them dirty rags off! Now! You got to get ready for your big
day."

Fear and disorientation kept me from asking
any more questions.

Once naked, I was made to sit down in the
large claw-footed tub —the sole luxury in the cabin. Actually, the
tub had been my mother's who passed away several years ago from
consumption. Papa used to say that every day I looked more and more
like my mother, which always made me exceedingly pleased.

My mother had been a great beauty. Everyone
said so. She had been as ample as she was pale —with delicate
facial features, and big, expressive blue eyes. She had been born
in Alabama where her father had owned a 1,500 acre plantation just
outside Montgomery. Now: this was before the war, when everything
was normal. Back then, my mother had a wild streak in her, prone to
fits of passion. And she'd been disowned by her family after
running away with my father, who had been the son of a lowly
blacksmith.

Afterwards, I was made to sit in the tub
while my stepmother started pouring pots of hot water over my head
and body. Then she told me to stand up while she worked up a thick
lather with ivory soap. Whistling happily, my stepmother used a
stiff body brush to scrub my entire body, even my secret parts.
"Now go put your dress on."

"What dress?" I said, crossing my arms over
my naked chest.

Suddenly my stepmother wrenched my hair back
until I was looking into her grinning eyes. "Listen up, young lady!
I am tired of all the questions and all the disrespect I get from
you! When I tell you to do something, I expect you to do it! Stop
asking questions and just do it! Okay?"

I nodded my head several times.

I was shivering so badly that I thought my
teeth might crack.

Then my stepmother pointed towards the other
side of the cabin where —for the first time— I saw one of my
mother's old dresses.

"You want me to put that on?"

I was shocked.

"Hurry up," my stepmother said, letting go of
my hair and nudging me in my back with her knee.

The dress was draped across the back of a
chair. The beautiful pale pink gown had a white silk lining and was
overlaid with a delicate pink lace. The bodice had front and back
boning, sheer gathered sleeves backed by netting, and elasticized
shoulders so that they could be worn on or off the shoulders.

It was wonderful. The light material felt
fantastic against my skin. It was much better than my drab
olive-green day dress.

Then swiftly, forgetting the precariousness
of my situation, I started to twirl around in circles, over and
over again, making a big show of my excitement at getting to wear
something so elegant and beautiful. The fact that the gown had once
belonged to my mother made the moment all that more enjoyable.

My stepmother, meanwhile, looked on with
growing irritation. She laughed without humor. "You always were so
vain and empty-headed. Vain cow! All it takes is something shiny
and you completely lose your goddamn mind!"

The words stung and quickly I lowered my
eyes.

Was I really as vain as she said?

Then a smile of satisfaction tugged at my
stepmother's mouth. "Instead of standing there and moping all day,
why don't you go do something about your hair. Jesus Christ! It
looks like a rat's nest! The last thing in the world I want is to
have strangers come over and have to look at that mess you got on
your head!"

"People are coming over?" I asked
breathlessly, bringing my head back up.

"Yes, yes, yes," my stepmother said
impatiently. "Now go comb your goddamn hair before I get fed up and
chop it all off!"

My heart pounded wildly. I rushed over to the
bureau where there was a small mirror and some different-sized
brushes.

My hair, incidentally, is very long and very
thick and very blonde. Combing has always brought me much pleasure.
But today the pleasure was superseded by the thought that we would
be having guests arrive. Oh, how I longed for the company of
others! As I tied my hair up with a lovely pink ribbon, my heart
jumped with glee because it had been so long since we'd entertained
guests.

Ever so badly, I wanted to ask my stepmother
who would be arriving today. But I knew better than to tempt
fate.

In reality, I didn't have to wait that much
longer to find out.

Outside the first signs of daylight were just
starting to streak across the sky. My ears perked up when I heard
the clattering hooves getting louder as they neared. I rushed over
to one of the windows and pulled at the drapes in time to see a
buggy just as it broke free from the tree line.

There was only one horse and at first all I
could see was the tall, pensive silhouette of a person sitting
back, holding the reigns.

But there were two men in the buggy, a white
man and a black man.

The white man was tall, dignified-looking and
young. He was probably barely my age. The black man, I assumed was
the white man’s servant. Of course, the slaves had been granted
their freedom only recently, but in a lot cases the ex-slaves found
employment as personal errand boys of the privileged whites. In
fact, even my stepmother had talked about them getting their own
black guy to help out around the cabin.

The two men approached me and my
stepmother.

"This is Dr. Steven Lancaster," my stepmother
said by way of introduction, obviously thrilled to reacquaint
herself with the smart-looking young man. In fact, for a quick
second it looked like there was a glow in her eye, the sort of glow
that comes when two people are publicly sharing an inside joke.

Right away I knew that my stepmother had some
sort of stratagem up her ruffled sleeves.

In the first few moments that we stood
outside the cabin, chatting, I could tell that my stepmother was
aggressively promoting me in front of this Dr. Steven Lancaster.
She was laughing, enumerating all of my positive characteristics
like honesty, loyalty, cleanliness, and physical beauty. And at the
same time, she was having me spin around, giving the men
opportunity to take in my curvy figure.

"Nice," one of the men said.

And when I spun around, I was more than a
little surprised to see that it was the black man who'd said
it!

Of course, I was not innocent about the likes
of black men.

Decidedly not.

From an early age, I had been taught that
black men were not like their white counterparts. There were some
white men who were absolute scoundrels, of course. There will
always be those unfortunate bad seeds in the group. But on the
whole, your garden-variety white man was decent, hard-working,
respectful of the laws of society, and most especially respectful
of women. Black men were different though. Black men were more
aggressive and less civilized. They weren't exactly animals, but
there was something much more animalistic about them.

Then we went inside the cabin and my
stepmother served red wine since that was the only thing we
had.

Shortly thereafter, my stepmother pulled me
aside in confidence. There she gave me the score. She told me that
she'd known Dr. Steven Lancaster since he was a little boy, no
bigger than a tadpole. And now he was off to preside over his very
first marriage ceremony. He was nervous though because he'd never
given a marriage ceremony and he was afraid that he was going to
forget the right words.

But don't worry, my crafty stepmother had an
idea.

She suggested that I volunteer my
services.

"In what way?" I said, having no idea how
malicious my stepmother could be.

Then she suggested we have a dry-run wedding,
a practice wedding, which would allow the young anxious Dr. to
rehearse giving a proper marriage ceremony.

In truth, I wasn't too sure about this. But
when I showed the smallest amount of reluctance, my stepmother
chided me for not wanting to help members of the clergy, who of
course were the ones closest to God. So really, by not helping the
Dr. out, it would be like I was turning my back on God.

"Okay, okay," I said, unable to argue with
the logic of that. "But who would stand in as my husband?"

It was a dumb question. Since there was only
one other man there, it would have to be Samson, the ex-slave.

This seemed incredibly odd to me, but my
stepmother assured me that I had nothing to worry about.

The ceremony was held underneath the branches
of an ancient Maple tree. Everyone took their positions. The
hulking black man stood next to me, grinning from ear to ear. There
was a sudden liveliness in his eyes and he seemed pleased with
himself despite his appearance.

Personally, I was none to impressed by his
stocky build, his soiled clothing, or his missing teeth. But I was
determined to not show any signs of weakness in my character. I
kept my chin high and shoulders back. My momma used to say that a
proper lady always shines, no matter how dark the day was.

Then Dr. Lancaster made haste with his words
and before I knew what was happening, Samson was placing a ring on
my finger.

It was sort of comical, the whole scene.

After that it was my turn. Fortunately, they
had located a ring large enough to fit around Samson's finger,
which was almost grotesque in terms of length and width. After I
managed to get the ring onto his swollen digit, I looked up and
noticed how much my stepmother seemed to be enjoying the
spectacle.

"You may now kiss the bride."

For a long moment Samson stared at me
open-mouthed. Then he reached out and placed his hands around my
middle, nearly encircling the circumference of my waist with his
enormous hands. He pulled me closer so that my eyes were level with
his broad chest.

For the first time, I began to feel that
something was wrong. I tried to wiggle out of his grip, but he was
far too strong. Helplessly, I looked sideways at my stepmother.
That's when I knew that I had been duped! Biting her lip to hide
her laughter, my stepmother wished me a happy life.

Samson kissed my lips greedily, sloppily,
forcing his tongue into my mouth while keeping his big rough hands
clamped around my narrow waist.

My eyes filled with tears, both angry and
frightened.

Then my stepmother and Dr. Lancaster left.
They went into the cabin together —and that was the last time I
ever saw either one of them in my life.

 


 



Part Three

 Later, as we rode
away from the cabin together—headed to Lord knows where— the
pressure in my chest was such that I could barely breathe.

I was ready to die.

Suddenly I realized what I had just done. The
gravity of the situation hit me all at once. I had just gotten
married to a black man! I had literally stood in front of a priest
and exchanged marital vows with someone who was arguably more beast
than man!

Why was this happening to me?

Why me?

Why?

It was a hot, bright day. The heat poured
over me as the stiff wooden wheels of the buggy clamored on. Samson
was silent, muscles in his chest and arms bulged as he drove us
through fields, forests, and paths that skirted great roaring
rivers. Several times I had to ignore the impulse to throw myself
into those rivers, which seemed like the only way to escape
Samson's terrible animal musk.

The longer we traveled, the more the sun sank
in the sky, and the more hopeless I began to feel about my
situation.

The world had almost dwindled into
nothingness when I heard something that caused my ears to perk
up.

Another buggy was approaching from the
opposite direction.

The buggy was manned by two men, one with
blonde hair and the other with red hair. They were young men,
probably mid-20's.

When their buggy met ours, the driver pulled
the reigns taut, coming to a complete stop.

Samson's eyes furrowed and he pulled right
next to them, watching and not saying a word.

"Excuse me," the red headed man said, "do you
need any assistance, ma'am? Is everything alright?"

I felt my face flush. For some reason, having
these two men stare at me like that really embarrassed me. As I sat
there, groping for the correct response, I kept wishing they had
simply driven past us, sans conversation.

"Thank you, that's mighty kind of you," I
said, laughing nervously. "But we were just on our way. Everything
is dandy."

For a second it looked like my response had
been adequate. The young blonde man tipped his cap and his elbows
lifted like he was about to snap some life back into his horse. But
before this could happen, Samson had to ruin everything. And all it
took was four little words.

"We just got married!"

The blonde man and the red headed man looked
at each other, perplexed, trying to see if they heard the same
thing.

"Married?" they said at the same time.

"Yup, that's right!" Samson said, showing all
of his teeth.

Now was the moment for the two white men to
notice that their jaws had fallen to the ground. While they tried
to regain composure, Samson reached around my waist, grabbed my
silky dress, and pulled me closer so that now our hips and legs
were touching.

Meanwhile, the two white guys were too
stupefied to say a word. But both of their lips had curled in
scorn.

Samson treated them to another big smile
before engaging the buggy again. As we clamored past them, Samson
couldn't help but to look over with a gloating grin and say, "Times
are a' changing boys! Dis bee dah new South!"

We veered onto a long, narrow path that cut
through the woods ahead. For a while I didn't say a word, merely
listened to the hooves and chains as our buggy struggled through
the landscape. How was this happening? Was I really in some
horrible nightmare? Did Samson really expect for us to live
together? Did he really expect me to perform wifely duties?

The mere thought made every inch of my skin
crawl.

And there was so much to be nervous
about.

"Excuse me, sir?" I said, deciding to get
right to the point. "But don't you think we should be looking for a
town? A city? A reasonable place for lodging?"

Samson smiled serenely, for this was not
something he'd forgotten. "Can't wait to show me off, huh?"

The words were said with such obvious
gloating, that I found myself flushed with anger, unable to reply
for fear of demeaning myself in front of him.

"Or," he mused, "maybe you just be itchin'
real bad to get into our marriage bed, huh? Well, my little flower,
you just gonna' have to wait. Samson gonna take care of you, no
problem!"

Then he chuckled at that, obviously enjoying
his little joke.

It was getting dark.

All around, ominous shadows lengthened,
closed over our heads, obscuring the shadows ahead of our buggy.
There was also the question of resting our horse. The last thing in
the world I wanted was to be seen in public with this man. But at
the same time, I wasn't too thrilled about the prospect of some
disaster which might befall us if we continued traveling blind in
the dark.

Eventually, Samson deemed it best to camp
beside the road. Though he would have preferred more luxurious
lodgings on his marital night, he said that —in the long run—
making good time was more important. Rather quickly, he jumped off
the buggy and started building a fire. While I sat down in front of
the crackling embers, despair flooding my heart, he left for a
nearby stream, returning later with several silvery fish which
served as our dinner.

"Everything okay?" he said. "How da
fish?"

"Yes, thank you. Everything is just
perfect."

It was only then that I realized that his
question had been calculated to give him a reason to sit down next
to me. Inwardly I recoiled at the prospect of being so near a
person like Samson. His flat nose, his devilish eyes, his
unyielding jaw —everything about him seemed so primitive and
unrefined.

I kept hoping that he would get up and leave
me alone. Couldn't he tell that I was disgusted by his smell?
Didn't he realize that I would never be attracted to someone who
looked like they rolled around in dirt? How come he didn't see how
uncomfortable I was by his presence, how my body had stiffened?

So, in a reasonable voice, I said, "How is
the horse doing?"

Samson snorted. "He fine. He doin' what
horses do."

At which point, I turned my head in the other
direction, staring off into the thick woods. I almost shrieked when
I felt Samson's hand resting on my leg.

Sitting in the dark, Samson began to lift my
gown up higher and higher until his hand sat directly on my bare
knee. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn't believe that this savage
creature had the gall to actually touch me! Instead of losing
control, however, I bit down hard on my lower lip, and willed
myself to maintain composure.

"Hm, you smell so good," he said, leaning
over and sniffing my hair.

A small gasp escaped my lips when I felt his
hand began to stroke the inside of my thigh. When I looked down I
was disgusted by the sight of his rough, dark fingers brushing
against my flawless ivory skin. How dare he be so presumptuous as
to touch me like that?

"It's okay," he said in a hoarse whisper.
"You my wife now. We gonna make each 'utter feel good-good."

"But I don't want to feel good-good," I said,
mocking his poor command of the English language. "I'd rather you
don't touch me at all, thank you very much!"

Samson looked at me sternly. Obviously he was
not a man accustomed to being the object of female ridicule. And he
was too much of an animal to see that I was in a state of distress.
So he leaned in and started kissing my neck, hiking my dress up
even higher.

I panicked. He was far too big and strong to
fend off. Looking away, my gaze became very distant, my body stiff
and cold. Everything was happening so quickly and I wanted it to
stop.

Then it happened.

"Here," he said, keeping one of his rough
hands on the back of my neck. With his other hand, Samson unbuckled
his belt and unzipped his trousers which immediately fell to his
ankles. Then he let go of my neck and stood straight up. "Take a
look."

Suddenly I found myself face-to-face with the
shaft of his sex organ.

It was pointing down. It was the ugliest and
blackest thing I'd ever seen. Though flaccid, it hung nearly twelve
inches down past his gargantuan-sized testicles. Was this a man? Or
was this a wild beast? A horse? A stallion? My breathing quickened
as his cock swayed like a pendulum between his thick thighs.

Samson laughed a little. "You like it,
huh?"

I closed my eyes, causing his cock to
disappear from my gaze, though still smelling the sweaty musky
smell emanating from his exposed groin. "You are a filthy animal!"
I said. "That's what I think about you! Uncouth is not the
word!"

"Yeah, I bet dat's what you really be
thinking." Samson laughed again. "I bet dat's why you be licking
yo' lips like that."

It was an impossible situation. The fact that
I had been licking my lips had nothing to do with Samson, though
explaining this to a person as primitive as him was impossible.
When I opened my eyes again, I saw that the shaft of his sex organ
had swelled considerably in a short amount of time. He had his
hands on his hips, smiling down at me. He was waiting. The plump
head of his cock was no longer pointing down at the ground, but was
now pointing directly at my face.

How rude!

Samson shook with laughter now. "Don't worry,
you gonna get used to this. Real soon. One day dis gonna be all you
can think about, trust me. I know women folk."

I shook my head, looked away, my lip curling
in disdain, unable to understand how this was actually happening to
me.

"Don't worry, we go easy. Samson treat you
nice," he said, sitting back down next to me.

While I was happy that his cock was no longer
pushed in my face, the sense of relief didn't last long. Because
just then Samson reached over, grabbed my small hand, and placed it
directly on his girth. He wouldn't let me let go of his cock
either. He squeezed his hand over my hand. I could feel it start to
twitch in my warm hand.

"You make Samson feel good," he said softly,
almost gently.

Trying to not look at the exceptionally large
appendage, I stared at Samson's face. In the blackness of the
night, his skin was so dark and oily. His face looked almost
contorted with his big, negro lips, broad cheeks, and forehead that
hung dangerously close to his eyebrows.

Disgust, in great waves, washed through
me.

A moment later he removed his hand from mine
and for some reason I continued holding the shaft, feeling it throb
in my tight grip. At its meatiest, it must have been as thick as my
wrist.

Again, I looked around our campsite, only to
see what I already knew: we were all alone. Nobody was coming to
save me and take me away from this nightmare situation. And even
worse, I had legally been married to this savage brute of a
man!

When I looked over at Samson he had his eyes
closed. There was a smile on his face too. It was his biggest, most
genuine smile I'd seen so far. Clearly he was experiencing great
amounts of pleasure just from me holding onto his girth.

Reluctantly, my grip tightened.

After all, couldn't my situation be much
worse? What was the difference between doing this and milking a
barn animal?

Yes, that was how I envisioned it. I was
simply milking some large, powerful, semi-feral beast.

When my grip tightened even more Samson let
out a low moan of pleasure.

Reluctantly, hopelessly, I decided to go
ahead and get this over with.

At first I looked away in the distance as I
started pumping my little fist up and down Samson's coal-black
shaft. But then I grew bored, started watching the purple plum of
his cockhead while Samson closed his eyes and made animal
sounds.

"Use yo' mouth," he hissed insidiously. "Put
it in yo' mouth!"

"No, thank you."

"Do it!"

"Bless your heart," I told him, laughing
nervously. "But you must be out of your mind if you think I'm
putting that nasty thing anywhere near my mouth!"

Samson didn't argue after that. He was too
gone with pleasure; and for the first time I felt like I had some
real leverage in the relationship. Although my situation was far
from ideal.

"Oh yeah," he said. "Hm, that's nice. Stroke
it. You look good stroking it. You're doing a great job!"

"Thank you," I said automatically.

Pumping harder and harder, I could feel
Samson's body become very rigid. His dark eyes were still closed
and his grunts were becoming louder and more frequent.

Then he finally exploded, sending his thick
seed arcing through the air. His seed was so white and so thick
that I could see it shoot through the air and puddle several feet
away on the ground.

"Oh damn, damn I like that!" he said
jovially.

Afterwards, I just sat there, not sure
whether or not I could take my hand off the man's cock. It was
still very warm and throbbing. It had diminished in size, but not
that much. I kept telling myself that it was exactly like milking
an animal. I kept telling myself that I was only doing what needed
to be done in order to survive. I kept telling myself that things
could be much worse.

Eventually Samson pulled his pants back up,
kissed me on the forehead, and told me we should get some sleep
because we had a long day tomorrow. He couldn't wait to show me my
new home. My new life!

 



Part Four

 Samson lived in a
single room that was located directly above a tavern. He'd already
told me that the room wasn't "any mansion" but that it would be
large enough to accommodate me, him, and some yungins later
on. Trying to hide it, I felt great waves of nausea wash through me
at the prospect of bearing Samson's children. Surely, he didn't
actually expect me to do that! After all, southern women were the
strongest women on the earth. My mamma always used to say that.
Southern women really were the strongest women on this planet. But
even we have our limits!

Me and Samson? Have children together?

To be terribly honest, I wasn't even sure if
that was possible.

"Come on," Samson said once we got to the
tavern. "We home! This is where you live now. This is all
yours!"

I tried to smile, really, but it was all I
could do to not break down and start crying outside.

Unfortunately, Samson's room was accessible
only by a flight of stairs inside the tavern, meaning that every
time I had to leave the room I would be forced to parade through
the tavern. It wouldn't have been that bad, except for the fact
that the tavern was patronized exclusively by black men and black
women.

In fact, the whole town was predominantly
black. Apparently, after the slaves had been so generously granted
their freedom, a good number of them had congregated in this one
location to start building their new lives together. It was quite a
little town too. Already there was a church, several bars, a couple
of general stores, and multiple feed stores that seemed to be
surprisingly well-patronized.

Not surprisingly, the owner of the tavern was
black too.

His name was Hank Morehouse and when he saw
Samson escorting a beautiful blonde woman —who was a little tired,
full of despair, but still impeccably dressed in her frilly white
dress— into his tavern, his big dark eyes nearly popped out of his
head.

"Who dat?" Hank said, coming over, grabbing
Samson by the arm. "She here to buy the whole town?"

Samson gave a little snort of laughter. "Naw,
doubt that."

I looked over at Samson, then dropped my eyes
to the ground again.

Hank started scratching his chin.

"Well, we tired. I talk to you later," Samson
said, trying to jerk his arm free from Hank's grasp. "I got
biddness to attend to upstairs!"

Hank's grip held firm though. He was still
very much puzzled.

"Wait! Samson! I mean, she knows dah' slaving
business be over, right? That pretty white woman ain't trying to
put me back in no chains!" Hank said, guffawing at his own
joke.

Samson laughed too. Then, making a big show
of it for the small crowd of spectators, he swatted me on the fanny
(three times) to let me know that I should go up to the room and
wait alone while he stayed down and talked to the other man.

As I took the creaky stairs, I could hear the
room suddenly get quiet. Obviously everyone had seen Samson's
gesture —a gesture which a couple of years ago would have got him
whipped and killed!

Hank froze, a large grin spreading across his
face.

Hank was clearly younger than Samson, at
least by a decade. He was taller and trimmer than Samson too; and
very often could have been found leaning back on shelves and
picking out which woman he wanted to fuck that night. Apparently he
had a reputation as quite the lady’s man.

"Who dat?" Hank said again. "For real. For
real, I mean."

"Naw," Samson said. "She my wife."

"Yo wife? Shit man, you done lost your damn
head? Yo wife? Shit, you think I'm stupid?"

Samson finally pulled his arm free and headed
up the stairs, after me.

Hank's face lit up with light now. He clapped
his hands together, started energetically rubbing them. He had big
hands with long fingers. Oh no, Samson didn't need to say another
word. Hank understood now. Hank could tell just by Samson's
reaction that he was indeed telling the truth. Samson had really
gone out and married a white woman! And not just some poor white
trash white woman either.

"God-damn!"

Hank, in a state of burgeoning merriment,
clapped his hands together again. "God-damn! You tellin' da God's
honest truth, Samson? Dat yo wife, fo real? Dat pretty blonde
woman? That white woman? God-damn! I wish I was you! Shit brother,
I always wanted to fuck me one of those pretty blonde southern
belles. I bet it's the sweetest thing in the world!"

Samson was almost at the top of the stair
case now.

"Just tell me," Hank called up to him, "if
you need some help! You know where I'll be, brotha! I'd love to
help!"

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Samson said, opening the
door, and seeing the rather improbable sight of a long-legged
blonde woman posed by the window. "So? What do you think? You love
the place, or what?"

Despair gripped my heart, threatened to break
it into a million pieces.

I glanced around the dingy confines of the
room again, sat my luggage down on the unswept floor, sat down on
the bed, gracefully spreading the bottom of my dress out, and
burying my face into my hands just as the tears started coming. My
blue eyes filled with tears and my mouth trembled slightly.

Samson, however, ignored my crying.

"Well, it ain't a mansion, or nothing,"
Samson said after he walked over to the solitary window which
overlooked the town's main drag. "But we'll be comfortable, me and
you. I promise you dat."

I looked up, saw that his broad back was
turned to me, and then cruelly mocked his poor command of
English.

Samson turned swiftly.

I had just enough time to pretend that I was
inspecting the hem of my skirt.

He said, "Aw, you'll see. It may seem weird
now, us being from such different backgrounds and all, but watch
out! Pretty soon, me and you, we be a ‘squabbling one minute and
fucking like rabbits the next! We gonna be just like any other
couple, I reckon'! You'll see!"

I didn't want to see.

I wanted the earth to open up and swallow me
whole. But this was impossible since we weren't even on the ground.
We were living above a tavern full of black people.

Oh my, part of me was so much relieved that
my mamma and daddy couldn't see me now, how far I'd fallen in the
world.

Indeed, one could already hear the loud
raucous laughter of the patrons below as they drank and played
poker and laughed into the wee hours of the night.

Needless to say, I was unable to sleep for a
very long time. I just lay in the bed, next to Samson, my little
heart racing from the sure knowledge that at any moment he would
mount me and claim his husbandly rights.

But that never happened.

Not on the first night.

The only thing that Samson did was reach over
and pull my hand onto his swollen organ. It wasn't so bad this
time. At least I was touching him and not the other way around.
This time Samson didn't even need to coerce me. He didn't need to.
I had already done this once before, so the second time was much
easier.

I started jerking him off, my eyes trained on
a wooden chair in the corner. It was dark in the room but I could
still see the outlines of shapes.

After a while, he encouraged me to use both
of my hands. I complied without argument. His cock felt impossibly
big in my hands. And when I knew that he wasn't looking, I would
occasionally sneak little peaks of the large, swollen, one-eyed
monster that was already glistening at the head with pre-cum.

That's when Samson cleared his throat and I
saw that he was watching me in the dark —he'd been watching me as I
stared at his cock in my hands.

"You ever seen a man's cock? Besides
mine?"

"Once," I said, pausing to adjust my hair
while I indulged in some of my fondest memories.

Then I added, "Colonel Hughes was escorting
me to a picnic when a great flight of fancy overtook him. The
Colonel was very funny like that."

Samson didn't say anything.

I continued. "At any rate, to my great
amusement, the Colonel wildly took his clothes off, dove into the
river, only to suffer a most unfortunate wardrobe malfunction when
he returned from the water. It was the most hilarious and
embarrassing incident, for me and the Colonel, I think."

I lightly chuckled at the much-cherished
memory.

Samson waited patiently until I was done.
"Where he at, den?"

"Who? The Colonel?"

Samson nodded. "That one."

Lowering my eyes, I became very stiff and
quiet. I needed a second before telling Samson how the gallant
Colonel had died in battle, killed by a Union solider for The Great
Cause.

The moments ticked by.

"So he dead?"

"Excuse me?"

Samson smiled a big smile, licking his
extremely thick lips. "He dead din?"

"Yes, I'm afraid so. Not that you have to be
so crass about it."

"Ain't nobody being crass about nothing,"
Samson said. "Now why don't you get both of yo hands on my big dick
again. That was feeling good. You was making me feel good when you
used both hands on my dick. You was doin' a good job!"

We shared a lengthy stare. In the dark,
Samson's face looked as rugged and craggy as a mountain range, but
right now it was in a state of pure bliss as he looked down and saw
my two pale hands wrap around his swollen black pole.

"So now it's just you and me," he said,
happily. "You don't got da' Colonel no mo'. But at least you got
me!"

This time I was the one who didn't say
anything. I was afraid that if I tried to speak, I would start
shouting and losing my composure.

Samson was still grinning evilly. "Look at
you! You be livin' da good life. You really be movin' up in da'
world!"

The next day Samson went to work and we
started to fall into a routine.

Day after day, I would stay home, a prisoner
in this room above the tavern. And then Samson would come home from
a long day of hard work. He worked as a blacksmith. He told me it
was grueling work. He always expected a hot dinner waiting for him
—and afterwards, he'd plop down on the bed and say that he was
ready for my "special touch."

As his lawful wife, of course, I had no
choice but to comply. It was my duty, above all. The trick was to
only see it as the most basic activity with no genuine emotion
attached. The trick was to not think about my past life. The trick
was to not let Samson see how much the "da good life" was killing
me.

But of course, my intention was never to
actually stay with Samson.

 


 



Part Five

 There was a plan.

Shortly after moving in with Samson, I
noticed that (despite his looks) he was not completely without
means. Apparently he'd saved up a little bit of money. To that
point, there was a small wooden cigar box under one of the
floorboards. The cigar box was filled with a small amount of cash.
It wasn't that much cash, of course, but there were enough funds
present to get me somewhere upstate like Philadelphia or New York.
Honestly, at that point, I didn't even care. I just needed to leave
this nightmarish town and relocate to some place in the world that
would allow a fresh start to my otherwise miserable existence.

It was a good plan.

Once I had worked out the details, at least
in my head, I spent the week "softening Samson up."

By that, of course, I mean that I was
extraordinarily nice to him, more so than ever. My mamma would have
said that I really laid on the southern charm.

To that point, I vigorously cleaned our room,
I made Samson hot meals that were always ready when he came through
the front door, and at night I didn't fight my "wifely duties"
—which viewed the right way, was nothing more than milking a
barnyard animal.

Besides, it was easier that way.

Curiously, I noticed that Samson seemed to
achieve male orgasm even quicker if —while I stroked him to
completion— I also smiled and said pleasant things. Or complimented
him on the size of his genitalia. Or told him how sexy his big
muscles looked to me. The goal, more than anything, was to just put
the big black brute at ease. I wanted him as relaxed as possible. I
didn't want him to suspect a thing.

Naturally, things never turn out the way you
envision them. Life, as my mamma used to say, always has some
tricks up its sleeve.

It happened like this.

On the evening right before I was going to
steal his money and run away, Samson went downstairs with the
intention of imbibing alcohol with the other negros. I was so
surprised because normally he didn't do this. In fact it was the
first time he'd ever touched alcohol; and consequently I waited
nervously on the bed, in the dark, my ears perked for all the
raucous behavior below.

I kept thinking how weird my life had
become.

Then, just shy of midnight, I heard the heavy
thud of Samson's boots as he thudded his way up the stairs, towards
the room.

Then the door flung wide open and Samson
stood there, grinning, drunk, looking right at me.

"Get on yo knees!" he growled, his eyes
glassy with booze and lust.

"What?" I said, stupefied and scared.

"Get on yo damn knees," he demanded, walking
towards me. "You my wife! I want to stand up this time while you
stroke it. I want you on your knees while you stroke my big
cock!"

I wanted to cry. We'd never done it this way,
but there didn't seem to be much point in arguing with him,
especially because he was so obviously intoxicated. A moment later,
I was holding it in my hands. The size, the color, the powerful
smell of it —nothing about Samson's genitalia seemed ordinary. It
didn't even seem human. Holding it, looking at the contrast of that
black thing in my white hand, it looked almost unworldly and
monstrous.

Right away I could tell that the booze had
affected him in some way. My concern grew the longer I stroked it.
Usually he became hard as a rock instantly. But while he still
responded to my touch, there was something missing in the
intensity.

"Am I doing it right?" I said, daring to look
up at him for direction.

"Yeah, you doin' a good job," Samson said.
"Keep stroking it. Stroke that big black dick. I like this! You
look so good right now on yo knees!"

Blushing furiously at the compliment, I
continued doing what he told me, not wanting to give him any reason
to suspect my real intensions.

And so, as I continued sitting there on my
knees, stroking his big fat cock, I kept telling myself that by
this time tomorrow, my entire fake life with Samson would be a
thing of a past —something else to be buried forever.

But soon, maybe ten or twenty minutes later,
he still hadn't achieved male climax. He was hard, and big enough
that I had to use both hands, but for some reason he wasn't
shooting his long milky streams tonight.

"Everything okay, sugar?" I said, looking up
at him, innocently blinking my pretty blue eyes.

"Everything perfect," Samson said, patting me
on the head. "I live the perfect life!"

In that instant, a terrible moment of
self-awareness infected my brain. And then I could see myself for
how the rest of the world saw me: a young, attractive, white woman,
who'd fallen so far in the world that she was reduced to kneeling
in front of an ex-slave and giggling every time he told her how
good she was at stroking his big dick. It was beyond humiliating
and I wanted to die.

Then things got worse.

Samson reached down and started rubbing my
breasts through my dress. I protested immediately. I told him that
I didn't like being pawed at like some animal. But then my
breathing became jagged and resistance became weak and through the
thick cotton fabric of my dress Samson began to tweak my nipples
until they became very hard.

He laughed. "You sure you want me to stop
now?"

"Please," I said, trying to focus all of my
attention on my petite hands as they struggled to wrap around the
girth of his massive sex organ.

"Okay, I'll stop," he said. "But you taking
too long down there. I want you to use your mouth."

"My mouth?"

"It'll take less time. If you use your mouth
it won't take too long. Then we can go to bed. Okay?"

"I don't know, Samson."

Instead I continued to pump his cock with my
fist. Though I never would have admitted to a single soul, I'd
almost grown accustomed to the texture of Samson's penis in my
hands. There was something almost comforting when it was engorged
and pulsing with blood. In a weird way, it made me feel safe. And I
was starting to resist the urge to lean closer and kiss the
beautiful cock. No! No, it wasn't beautiful! What was I
thinking?

"Your mouth," Samson said in a husky voice.
"Kiss it!"

That's when I noticed some milky fluid oozing
from the plum-sized head. Was Samson getting close? I increased my
rhythm, hoping that he would start shooting his fluids.

"I ain't gonna shoot," Samson said, as if
reading my thoughts, "until you kiss it. You my wife, right? The
least you could do is kiss it!"

"I... I don't know how."

Then Samson decided to help me. He put his
big rough hands on my slender neck, pulling my aristocratic face
until my cute little nose was touching his cock.

When I smelled the strong manly odor of his
cock, and felt it brushing against my face and cheeks, I couldn't
resist opening my mouth to lick the tip.

Samson let out a huge groan of relief as he
felt my wet, warm mouth sucking his throbbing meat.

It felt even bigger in my mouth. My full lips
were stretched to a thin line by his huge penis. At first it didn't
feel very comfortable for me (not to mention it was completely
degrading!) and I moved to spit his penis out of my mouth, but
before I could do so, Samson put his hands firmly around the back
of my head, forcing his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth, until
he had at least half of his foot-long cock in my throat.

With all that black meat stuffed down my
throat, I was amazed to see that there were still so many inches I
couldn't fit in. I could feel Samson start to buck his hips,
causing his cock to slide in and out of my mouth, using my face
like it was a pussy. When he finally let go of my head, I was so
accustomed to just sitting there on my knees, keeping my mouth
open, that I didn't try to move away. I found myself slobbering and
moaning over his cock like a cheap harlot. "The balls," he
said.

"What?"

"Massage them. Rub the balls too!"

As I played with his balls, Samson gripped
the base of his cock tightly and pumped away. By now his cock was
coated with my saliva.

A few moments later I felt the hot sticky
fluid start to shoot directly into my mouth. I started gagging and
coughing while the warm thick juice overflowed and ran down my chin
and onto the floor.

Samson seemed to enjoy my reaction too. After
he made me suck his cock clean, he patted me on the head and
climbed into the bed —not caring one iota that I had never felt
more ashamed and humiliated.

 


 


 



Part Six

"That bastard, that
fucking bastard," I kept thinking well into the night. "I can't
believe that fucking black bastard made me use my mouth on him. How
foul! How disgusting! And then he dared shoot all that cum into my
mouth! And what did he do afterwards? He just laughed!"

Going to sleep was impossible. My stomach
churned mutinously. Fresh tears were building behind my lids,
making them sting. For the most part, I found myself sitting in a
chair, quietly fuming while Samson's large body slept peacefully in
the bed.

Part of me wanted to plunge a knife directly
into his heart —which would have been fitting since he'd already
ripped my heart out long ago. But I knew that I was not a murderer.
Moreover, I knew that Samson was only partially to blame because it
was probably in his nature to act like an animal. Besides, my
situation could have been worse. When I finally escaped this hell
hole, and when I finally met my future husband, at least I would be
able to honestly tell him that my virginity was still intact.

Across the room, Samson rolled onto his large
stomach and began to snore loudly.

After scanning the room several times, I
realized that there was no way I would be able to wait until
tomorrow to escape this place. Suddenly I got out of the chair and
started walking towards the area where Samson kept his cash.

After taking a few deep breaths, I bent down
to remove the floorboard. I lifted the floorboard and was delighted
to see that the cigar box was there just like I'd expected it to
be. My hands were shaking as I took the bills out, deciding not to
bother with the coins because I didn't want to risk the possibility
of waking the slumbering black giant several feet away.

I was almost free.

Extremely carefully, I closed the cigar box
and started to fit the floorboard back into place.

Then the snoring stopped abruptly.

Then it happened.

"What you doin' woman? What you be doin' over
there?"

With heart and mind racing, I tried to come
up with some response that would sound as plausible as it was
guileless. Drawing in shaky breath, I said, "Nothing, nothing at
all. Did I wake you? I'm sorry, I'm so sorry. I was sitting here
because I didn't want to wake you."

My voice trailed off.

I lacked the will and conviction to
continue.

Samson sat up in bed, pulled at his earlobe,
made a dismissive gesture, but didn't say anything. There was a
long pause in the dark room.

For a long time I waited for something to
happen. All of Samson's dollar bills were curled up into my tight
fist, which I kept securely behind my back. My plan was to sit and
wait —wait to see what happened next and then respond accordingly.
But when I heard the bed springs jostle, I panicked, got up, and
started running towards the door. My heart felt like it was going
to explode in my chest. My field of vision narrowed to a single
point: the door leading to the outside world. It was so close,
nearly within my grasp.

That's when I tripped over something, which
sent me flying through the air. And then everything went black.
Very black. Hopelessly black.

 


 


 



Part Seven

 When I awoke morning
light was just starting to stream through the windows and Samson
was looming over me.

"You ready to get out of dos' chains?"

It took me a moment to realize what he was
talking about. But yes, both of my wrists were indeed bound by iron
manacles. The same could be said for my ankles.

Terrified, I looked at the chains again, then
back at Samson, who seemed neither pleased nor upset by the
situation. "Yes please," I managed to eke out.

He bent to one knee and began the process of
removing my chains. As he worked, he talked to me: "I know dis' be
uncomfortable for you, but I couldn't have you trying to rob me
again. Why you do that? Why you try to rob yo' husband? Yo' own
husband?"

The question sounded so reasonable, and at
the same time I had the urge to laugh in his face. Did he really
think that I would ever truly consider him my husband? Did he
really think that someone like me could ever love someone like him?
Nonetheless, reason told me not to agitate him anymore. And so I
just waited quietly, my eyes contritely lowered to the ground while
he removed the last manacle.

"I got to go to work now," he said. "I'm
already late. Late, yeah! You know that, right?"

I nodded quietly.

"When I get back, later, we gonna have
ourselves a good talk. Nice long talk. You know, I can't have you
robbing me every time I go to work. You know that, right?"

"I know that," I said, inwardly buoyed by
what seemed like a fortunate turn of events. From what I could
tell, Samson was about to go to work, leaving me alone and free!
Free, free, free!

But this is where I was wrong.

Because just then, Samson stood me up and I
saw it.

Fear caused my voice to tremble. "What's...
what's... what's that?"

Samson smiled a wicked smile.

It was a set of stocks mounted on a moveable
platform, designed to hold the hands and neck of their victim
between its two parts. The one imprisoned in this diabolical
machine would be forced to kneel with their head and hands trapped
between the two parts of the stocks. Each piece had a semicircle
cutout for the unfortunate victim's hands and neck.

I continued to eye it fearfully as I was
rapidly pulled over to it by Samson, who kept one of his large
hands on the scruff of my neck.

Samson pushed my head down so that my neck
was pressed into the notch provided for it, then he placed each of
my hands into the recess made for them. Once I was in position,
Samson lowered the upper part, trapping me in the stocks. My legs
and feet were free but my hands and head were trapped in the stocks
so that I was forced to kneel on the platform on which the stocks
were mounted.

"Dis just temporary," he said, walking
towards the door to leave. "When I get back, we talk. I can't have
you robbing me every time I go to work. You know that, right?"

Then Samson left, closed the door.

Secure in the horrible contraption, I
listened to Samson's heavy tread as he walked down the steps
outside. Then the sounds trailed off and it was just me: my heavy
breathing, my gasps of air, my gentle sobbing.

Yesterday I had it all figured out. As it
turned out, my decisions had only dramatically worsened my
situation; and now I was no closer to freedom. As I briefly
struggled to get free from the stocks, I realized that I lacked the
will and conviction to continue. I wanted to die. That's all I
wanted now. I earnestly wanted to not be on this wretched earth any
longer.

After that, I'm not sure how long I must have
sat there crying hysterically, or how loud my sounds of despair
must have been, but at some point I heard a rapping on the front
door.

From my humiliating position, I looked up in
time to see Hank Morehouse enter the room. The tall, lean black man
gazed at me with genuine puzzlement. "Oh Lord! What in the world do
we have here? What are you doing, woman?"

Acting on reflex alone, I sniffled up all my
tears, and tried to put on a brave face for my visitor. "Oh hello
there. I hope I wasn't making too much noise. I'm sorry if I was
bothering you."

"Bother me?" Hank gave a dirty and masculine
laugh. "I still can't tell if I'm dreaming!"

"Oh, ha-ha," I said with a fake smile. "I bet
I look pretty silly right now."

For a second Hank continued to stand in the
doorway, looking at me. He seemed positively baffled. "Samson did
dis'?"

"I'm afraid so."

"Why he do dis'?"

Deeply embarrassed, I replied, "I have no
idea."

Hank snorted. "He out his damn mind, dat
Samson! Dis' no way to treat a woman! Dis' no way to treat a white
woman!"

"You won't get much argument from me," I
said.

Hank slapped one of his knees and chortled.
"No ma'am! Never thought I'd see the day!"

But I wasn't sharing the laugh. Instead my
chest rose and fell with a heavy, despairing sigh. There seemed to
be no escaping this nightmare. "I hate to ask, but is there any
chance that you could help me out, Mr. Morehouse?"

"Help you out?"

When Hank slunk into the room, I could hear
him grunting and walking behind me. It made me furious to think
that someone like him was enjoying the moment. The thought made me
feel even more self-conscious and upset.

Then I could tell that he was standing behind
me now, no doubt enjoying the sight of my rear which was exposed,
but covered by several layers of petticoats, cotton, and lace. The
only thing I dreaded more than being left alone in these stocks was
having another person (especially a black man!) mock me and laugh
at me.

"Please," I said, "be a good boy and get me
out of this awful device."

That generated a snicker from Hank.

"Don't know about dat' ma'am," he said. "I'm
sure ol' Samson wouldn't be very happy with me if I let his woman
free. You know how ol' Samson be. He be, uh, protective."

Then, to my horror, Hank came and stood next
to where my head jutted out from the stocks. His groin was level
with my face, which made me feel incredibly uncomfortable. He stood
like that for a long time. He reached down and started stroking my
head, running his dark fingers through my hair. "I never touched a
white woman's hair before."

At that moment I confided my stares to the
ground, wishing that he would stop touching me, wishing that he
would get his groin from my face. After a couple of long,
uncomfortable moments, I made another pitch for Hank to free me
from my bounds. But instead he just snorted and walked behind
me.

My breathing stopped when I felt a pair of
hands on my ankles. He started touching me, slowly working his
hands up my legs. I wanted to scream.

"Stop it! Don't touch me," I said,
desperately wanting (though not daring) to add: And how dare you
touch me, brute! Filthy animal!

When his hand reached the back of my thighs,
I started shaking in the stocks, trying to fight its power to
imprison me.

He started lifting my dress up until all the
fabrics were bunched up around my waist, exposing my legs, thighs,
and ass to the world.

"No," I said, in what was probably a whiny
voice. "Please don't. Not like this."

His hands were on my ass now, slowly kneading
the fleshy globes. "Why not? Why not like this?"

I was surprised with how genuine he sounded,
as if it was perfectly natural to walk into a room, see a white
woman in the stocks, and immediately take advantage of her
unfortunate situation.

"I don't want to lose my virginity this way,"
I finally blurted out.

"What? Virginity? What did you say?"

"You heard me."

Hank started laughing, sounding quite
pleased. "Ah, I knew it! Samson talking shit, saying that you his
wife! I knew it!"

In fact, he was sounding so pleased that I
didn't want to interrupt, and therefore allowed him to go on,
laughing, enjoying his little dream world. But finally I had to
burst the bubble. "Actually, we are married. We do other
things."

"Other things?" Hank said, stopping dead in
his tracks.

"There's not just sexual intercourse," I
said.

Hank was quiet for several contemplative
moments. Then he said, "You ever been with a black man?"

I shook my head. "I just said that I'm still
a virgin."

Hank laughed, slapped my ass. "What you
saving yourself for? There's too many brothas around here that are
more than willing to break you in. You know that, right? You know
that you can't stay all pure and white forever?"

I closed my eyes, suddenly feeling very
tired. My knees were tired, my neck was sore, even my lower back
was starting to get this low, but very consistent throb. Suddenly
it was almost like I didn't mind his hands on me so much. It was
like I was getting a massage. I kept telling myself that this was
the same thing as when one of the house slaves used to run my
glamorous mother a bath, in her claw-footed bathtub, before giving
her a head-to-toe massage. It was the same thing. It had to be the
same thing...

Hank slapped me on the ass again, causing a
loud SMACK sound to fill the air.

"DAMN!" he said, giving my rear several more
stinging slaps. Then he said, "Hey, check dis out!"

Suddenly I felt the strangest and most
wonderful thing ever. At first I wasn't even sure what it was. But
then I realized that Hank was behind me, and using his mouth on my
most intimate parts. Samson had never done that!

"Stop it," I said several times, but each
time sounding less confident and genuine.

"Damn, that's the best pussy I eva' tasted in
my mouth!" he said, watching the mixture of his saliva and my
natural lubrication run down the insides of my legs. "Sweeter than
a Georgia peach! Much sweeter!"

"But I'm married to Samson," I protested,
hoping to appeal to his sense of decency.

But that was a mistake.

Because Hank obviously didn't have any
decency.

"Well, he ain't here now, is he?"

Hank started laughing, grabbing my ass,
roughly groping me all over.

Even though I couldn't see him, I could feel
him reach down and cup my breasts in his hands.

He began massaging my big full breasts, then
fingering the nipples until they were hard. Mercilessly trapped, I
squirmed from the new stimulation to my sensitive breasts and
nipples.

Then he reached down and touched my most
sacred treasure —the place that no man had ever been before.

He immediately found that despite my trapped
condition, my pussy was soaked. I squirmed and squirmed as he
gently probed my sex, but there was little I could do locked in the
stocks as I was.

"You like that?" he said in a taunting voice.
"I can tell you like that! That Georgia peach is extra juicy!"

Actually I was of two minds at the
moment.

On the one hand, I didn't want that foul
dark-skinned cretin anywhere near me. I didn't want him taking care
of my horse, much less sliding his fingers inside me!

Surely (I kept thinking) he'd already done
enough to be put in jail for the rest of his life. Surely he'd done
enough to be executed by the state!

And yet...

On the other hand, I was so enraged at
Samson. I was furious that I'd been duped into marrying him. I was
furious that he'd convinced me to touch him. I was furious that
he'd put me —a woman, a white woman, a white woman of aristocratic
birth!— in these god-awful stocks!

Indeed I was so upset that I almost felt like
I was punishing Samson in one of the few ways I had at my disposal:
by letting Hank have his way with me.

Which is why, of course, I didn't start
screaming when I felt Hank rest his sizeable penis on the top of my
bare ass, which was helplessly sticking up in the air.

Rather I felt a small thrill of excitement.
My legs began to tremble and twitch as I felt Hank's hands on me,
stroking me gently, holding me firmly, on my back, on my belly, on
my breasts and thighs. When he slid one of his fingers deep inside
me, I automatically clenched, trying to keep him inside, not
wanting to feel the emptiness as he withdrew.

Hank's penis wasn't even hard yet and it felt
incredibly big and heavy.

Jesus, I thought, what was it with these
black men? Were we breeding them for the size of their genitalia or
were they just naturally this well-endowed? It seemed like some
sort of poetic justice that now I was going to be subjected to the
same monster my ancestors created long ago.

Hank held my hips tightly while he lined up
the head of his penis with the flower of my sex. My mind was
overwhelmed with strong emotions. I bit down on my lip, closed my
eyes, knowing that at any moment Hank's hips would slam into my
buttocks, forcing me to receive the swollen member of his dark
African body.

In anticipation, I already started to squeal
out... when the door to the room was flung open!

To my right I could see Samson as he came
charging into the room. For such a big man, he was surprisingly
agile, like a big cat. A moment later there was a dull thud sound
as Samson landed the first blow. One blow: that's all it took too.
Hank had been knocked out cold. Samson (still angrily cursing under
his breath) grabbed Hank by the feet and began to drag him towards
the door.

Then we were alone again.

Shock and fear ran through my mind.

"You okay?" Samson asked.

"Um, I guess."

Samson stood behind me, pulling my dress down
over my hips, ass, and legs. "He hurt you?"

"No, no, not exactly."

"He touch you?" Samson asked.

"Not really," I lied.

"So he didn't..."

I was on the verge of tears now as guilt,
shame, and arousal flooded my mind. Fortunately, however, I still
had enough wits to know what Samson was most worried about. "No, of
course not! You got here just in time, Samson! You saved me!"

Then, to my utter amazement, Samson started
the process of removing me from the stocks. As I listened to locks
being turned, as I listened to Samson reversing the process that
had been used to entrap me, I began to cry a great torrent of
tears, although I wasn't exactly sure why. Relief?
Self-preservation? Fatigue? They were all possible candidates.

We ended up on the bed, me burying my
tear-stained face into Samson's massive chest.

"Samson?"

"Yes?"

"Why are you here?"

"Because I live here," he said, chuckling and
pulling me closer into his body where I felt as safe and protected
as I ever had.

"No," I said. "I mean, why did you come back
home so early? You weren't gone very long."

"Oh," he said. "Well, I reckon I started to
feel pretty bad about leaving you in, uh, dat situation. Even
though you tried to steal my money, I still felt bad. Ain't no
woman around that should be left in no stocks. So, I came
back."

"Oh, I see."

That's when Samson started to take advantage
of my weak condition.

He was still hugging me, keeping his big
meaty dark paws on my hips, then smoothly massaging his way to my
lower back. Then his hands went under my butt and he pulled me
closer. He pulled me onto his lap.

As he looked at me, fixing me with that hard
and unyielding stare of his, I could feel his sex coming to life. I
could feel it pressing against my ass, and when he realized I could
feel it, that monstrous African thing, he smiled and began to
playfully rub his groin into my ass even farther, emphasizing the
fact that my ass was causing him to get hard.

"Uh-oh," he said with a mock look of concern.
"You woke him up. Feel that? You did all that."

"No, I didn't," I said, giggling.

"I think you might be wrong about that," he
said. "Why don't you go ahead and say hello to him. Come on, it's
not like you guys aren't already friends."

"Please," I said. "You're embarrassing me.
You're making me laugh."

"I bet I'm making you do more than that," he
said.

Then before I had enough time to say
Mississippi, one of Samson's massive dark hands slid under my
dress, up my thighs, until his finger was resting against my sex. I
was hoping he wouldn't notice how aroused I was. I knew that as
soon as he felt those warm, swollen lips, dewy with primitive
arousal, he would only be encouraged. Perhaps a little too
much.

I was correct too

Because when Samson felt how wet my pussy
lips were, my pink, virginal, southern belle pussy lips, he broke
out into a big African smile.

"Get on yo' knees and open your mouth," he
told me.

"What? Oh Samson, surely you must be joking.
I'm not sure if anyone told you, but that is not the way you treat
a lady. Especially not a southern belle."

"Naw," he said, reaching for my big tits,
rubbing them until my nipples were jutting painfully away. "That's
especially how you treat a southern belle. Know why? I do. I tell
you too."

I just sat there in his arms, rolling my
pretty blue eyes, but allowing him to feel me up too.

"It's a secret," he said, leaning in to
whisper the words. "Southern belles, okay, you treat them like
sluts because on the inside, way deep on the inside, they are all
sluts! And sluts like two things: pissing they daddies off and the
second thing they like is big cock. Lucky for you, my pretty white
bride, I can give you both those things."

After that he put his hands on my shoulders
and pushed me down. Suddenly he was the one sitting on the bed,
while I kneeled helplessly in front of him.

"Take off my pants."

Apparently, I must have hesitated for a bit
too long, because then Samson snapped his fingers, leaned in
closer, and growled right in my face, "Take off my fucking pants,
you little slut. Take them so you can get the big black cock you
deserve."

Like a person in a trance, my hands slowly
but automatically reached for the front of his trousers. Already I
could see the massive outline of his genitalia. For some reason, it
made me think of a horse wearing pants. I could tell that he was
watching me closely, enjoying the unfolding scene with a sadistic
chuckle.

"Hurry up, white bitch. This black cock ain't
going to suck itself. It's time for you to do the only thing you
southern girls were made for. Slobbering on big black cocks."

Distant tingles, throbbing warmths, confusing
sensations, these things told me that my body was betraying my
mind. I'm not sure why, but for some reason, the more Samson talked
to me, told me what to do, dominated me, the more I responded in
the most embarrassing way. I could feel the hot sweet nectar
running down my thighs already.

Once I had his trousers down around his
ankles, I was confronted by the big monster between his legs.
Veiny, uncircumcised, darker than the rest of his body, and very
smelly. It was the sort of smell that would knock you over if you
weren't expecting it. It was a raw, animal smell, like something
you would smell in a barn yard. As I nervously reached for it, he
smiled quietly, never saying a word, just watching as I slowly
wrapped my petite fingers around the disgusting shaft.

It was certainly not the sort of thing that a
proper southern belle should ever get used to. At least, I hoped I
would never get used to it.

My hand started pumping his cock, at first
quite awkwardly. Not that Samson minded. He smiled down at me, a
little smugly, probably enjoying the fact that we were in daylight
for the first time. Nor could I help noticing that the bright
shafts of light only highlighted the contrast in our skin tones:
mine being soft, feminine, and very white; while his was dark,
rough, and very masculine.

"Use your mouth."

There wasn't much point in putting up an
argument now. I opened my mouth and leaned forward, pulling some of
my strands of blonde hair out of my face as I hovered above his
erection. I was trying to take a moment to collect myself when
suddenly I felt Samson push the back of my head. Just like that his
black cock was popped into my mouth and shoved to the back of my
throat. The first time it slid all the way to the back of my
throat, I wanted to throw up, my body reflexively gagging and
trying to buck away. But Samson was too strong, too adamant about
keeping me there in place. He put his hands on the back of my neck,
on the top of my head, and started working my mouth up and down his
shaft until his entire instrument was covered in a thick layer of
slobbery saliva.

"Mm," he said, his eyes half-closed. "You
look sexy as hell like that. With a big black cock, making your
cheeks bulge out, stretching out those soft lips! That's what I'm
talking about! That's your best look ever!"

I wasn't too sure about that. But after
giving him the evil eye Samson started to fuck my face again, this
time bucking his hips up and down for added brutality.

"Mm," he said, looking down at me sternly
now. "How's that pussy feel right now? You ready for that black
cock? Are you even worthy of that black cock?"

I couldn't believe the things he said to me.
Never in a million years would I have imagined that anyone could
ever say such a thing to a white woman. And yet, when Samson pulled
me up to his lips and pushed his hand between my quivering thighs,
he discovered that while my words were always "No," my body was
always, "Yes!"

"Fuck yeah," he said with a triumphant grin.
"This pussy is wet as hell! I think you're finally worthy of
getting some black dick today. What do you think?"

"I don't know," I said, finding it easier to
bury my face in his meaty shoulder, then to engage in a
conversation like this.

When Samson slid his index finger inside of
me it felt like I was as full as I would ever get. I squealed out
in delight. He was merciful though and left it in for a while so
that I could get used to it.

"You like that?"

I didn't say anything, but I bit my lower lip
and batted my big blue eyes at him, letting him know that I indeed
liked that.

"Good baby," Samson said. "Don't worry,
Samson gonna take real good care of you. OK?"

Unsure of why I was saying it, I looked at
Samson and told him, "OK, take care of me, baby. Be gentle. Be good
to me."

He smiled a broad, happy smile. "Don't worry,
you know I'm going to take care of you. You never have to work a
day in yo' life. You just got to treat me good, like a king. Can
you do that?"

I thought about and nodded. "I can do
that."

"Say it then."

"Say?" For a few tense moments, I sat there
thinking about it, the whole time with Samson's finger inside me.
"Oh, okay. I'll say it."

"Say it."

"You're the king," I whispered.

"Say it again."

"You're the king," I said.

Samson grunted proudly. "You ready to give
that pussy up to the king? You ready for your black king?"

"Yes, Samson. Take me."

Like some kind of crazed animal, he threw me
on the bed and ripped open the front of my dress. Now my breasts
were exposed and my knees trembled violently as he climbed between
my thighs. When I felt the tip of his mighty weapon press against
my outer lips, I gasped, put both of my hands against his chest.
Not that there was any hope of propelling him —pushing him off of
me. He was too big, too savage, too determined, and too black to do
anything other than yield.

I spread my legs wider as he started to push
the very tip of himself inside me. My eyes widened at the powerful
sensation of having another person inside me. Samson kept our gazes
locked the entire time. He seemed to be curious about my expression
as he continued to work in the first few inches of himself. It was
unbearably tight and quasi painful. But Samson started to playfully
work his weapon back and forth, slowly stretching me out, and using
the lubrication from his pre-cum to dig deeper and deeper into
me.

"Damn this pussy is tight," he remarked.

I was staring up at the ceiling now, my hands
grabbing onto his massive upper arms. "I'm sorry," I eked out.

"It's okay," he said in the most forgiving
voice. "Just means I'll have to stretch this white pussy out, get
it Samson-sized."

My mind constantly vacillated between pure
pleasure and pure pain as Samson worked his cock into me. Very soon
I found that the more I let go mentally and just accepted the
situation, the easier it was to receive such a large lover.

"Oh Samson," I said when he finally managed
to get the full length and girth of his member inside, resting
those large prickly-haired balls against my puckered anus. "I love
it. This feels so good. It feels amazing. You're all the way inside
me. You're filling me up. My king is filling me up!"

"Shit girl," he said. "You keep talking like
that and you're going to make me blow my load too soon."

It suddenly occurred to me what he was
talking about. Up until this point, I had never taken the moment to
consider how this was going to work out. But now, yes, it made
sense that he would want to actually deposit his semen directly
inside me. The thought made me both incredibly uncomfortable and
incredibly aroused at the same time.

First the bed started to shake and then the
whole world felt like it was shaking. We had to be making enough
noise for the entire street to hear. Samson's heavy weight was
violently slamming into me from above, driving all that merciless
black meat into my tight southern pussy. He was literally fucking
me senseless. I couldn't help myself and I kept moaning out,
screaming while he fucked me.

He told me to call him my husband. He told me
to call him my king. He told me to call him my big black
donkey-dicked negro.

The last one I had the most trouble with, for
obvious reasons, but when I finally did, Samson started to increase
the rate of his fucking even more. I had already orgasmed several
times. He pinned my arms to my sides, and made me look up directly
into his eyes while he pushed himself inside me one more time
before all of his hot, creamy spray started to shoot directly into
me, no doubt ruining all those generations of perfect aristocratic
blood lines.

"I'm cumming, I'm cumming bitch! Don't you go
nowhere! You take all that fucking cum!" he said.

"Yes, Samson! Give it to me! Give me your
cum!"

When he finally withdrew his swollen member
there was a loud squelching sound and then a small river of milky
fluid started to gush from my pussy lips. It was embarrassing and I
wanted to die. But Samson seemed to be fascinated by the sights,
smells, and sounds of our first postcoital session.

As he looked down at me, wiped the beads of
sweat from his bald head, and played with my swollen cum-soaked
pussy lips, he told me that if I wasn't pregnant already, I could
bet my sweet white ass that I would be soon.

"I'm tired, Samson. Can I go to sleep now?" I
begged.

"Who am I?"

"My king!" I said.

"Then you can go to sleep," he said, getting
up and readying himself for work. "Just make sure that you have
dinner ready for me by the time I get back home. OK?"

"Yes, of course," I said, stifling a yawn,
laying back down on the bed and crawling under the sheets.

"When I return," he said, "I'll also get that
thing out of here."

"What thing?"

"The, uh, stocks," he said, headed to the
door to leave.

"Actually," I said, with a sly grin. "Is
there any way we can keep that for a few days? I'm sort of in the
mood to try some new things!"
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