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		Part One

		

	
		Georgia, 1869

		

		Lounging in the cool shade of the porch of her father's plantation, with its endless well-kept acres, safe from the harsh sun, Nicolette Shaw was the picture of Southern charm and beauty.

		Frail, fine-boned, so white of skin that her beauty seemed to have been drawn forth from the purest ivory, Nicolette nevertheless possessed an exuberant health and untiring energy. Not even that god-awful Civil War could dampen her spirits, so that when her brothers and cousins went off to battle, the dutiful young southern belle wrote them letters. She wrote these letters on a daily basis —while Nellie, or one of the other wretched little colored girls, bless their little hearts, stood close by with a painted fan and fetched cold water and small delicious cakes when Nicolette’s strength began to wane.

		As her father's only daughter, slender-waisted Nicolette was kept in the height of fashion.

		It was her birthright. Luxury and style was all she had ever known. From the beginning she had been given an endless supply of bright silk dresses so that her flounces and ruffles were a permanent fixture in the surrounding color and gaiety of the Shaw plantation. Matrons, regardless of their ages, always gawked at the young woman's undeniable fresh beauty. And men, of all ages, came from great distances just to attend one of her father’s balls or barbeques with the hopes of glimpsing such a buxom southern belle.

		Naturally, like most girls, Nicolette longed to be wed to her soul mate.

		And it didn't take long for her to realize this lofty ambition.

		Although she had attracted beaux by the dozens, her feverish heart ultimately attached itself to the dashing young figure of Stuart Pendleton.

		They were ideally matched.

		Stuart was the love of her life, several years older and already well-traveled with a commission in the Confederate army.

		It was love at first sight. The first time she saw Stuart, he was dressed in a brand-new riding habit, a crop under his arm, sitting on the top rail of the fence, staring moodily at nothing. Beside Stuart perched a bow-legged little Negro who looked as glum as the horse which had just taken instruction via Stuart's riding crop.

		Back then, Stuart was so clear-eyed and clean-shaven, his proud thin lips always set firmly. Everyone agreed that they made a fetching pair. Stuart had the makings of a fine officer and Southern gentleman. While plucky Nicolette was a true treasure who used humor and inner resolve to triumph over sickness and pain. And so theirs was a quick engagement. Nicolette had never seen such a handsome man than on her wedding day. Stuart was so resplendent in his uniform, looking doughty with shining buttons and dazzling with twined gold braid on the cuffs and collars of his grey trousers.

		For a second, life on the Shaw plantation couldn't have been any better.

		Any free time Stuart had off, he spent on the plantation grounds with his blushing new wife, where they took long walks along the babbling streams and stopped to watch the Negros happily working in the cotton fields. But then the war took Nicolette’s husband away, like so many of his proud Southern brothers, and life was never the same.

		Stuart's time fighting up North was brief, indeed much less than many of his compatriots, but when the young man returned he was noticeably different, some might even say irrecoverably changed —sullen, angry, older, and always very tired. He took to alcohol, promised he would stop drinking, but by then his demons had grown too powerful.

		It did not occur to Nicolette that things would stay this bad. She was so accustomed to the rainbows and sunshine of life that she knew in her heart of hearts that quite soon everything at the plantation would return to normal. Stuart's drinking and consternation with the world would eventually evaporate like the sodden grass after an untimely shower.

		And so it was with these soothing thoughts in her mind that Nicolette arrived at the annual Spring Ball, accompanied by Nellie, who was told to wait outside with the carriage until Stuart arrived later, since he had an important business engagement which had to be attended to.

		The ball had a special majesty to it as the young people of the town were out in force.

		A lesser woman might have been distraught about not arriving with her decorated and chivalrous husband. But Nicolette was too emotionally robust to not appreciate the beauty of the evening.

		There was a large festive dance hall. The orchestra crashed into that best of all reel tunes, "Dixie." The musicians were on a raised platform, near the flower-decked tables and the walls hung with large pictures of leaders of the Confederacy. Everywhere blazed the bright stars of the Confederacy on the background of red and blue. From the platform, the musicians played waltzes which transported the Southern heart. All around Nicolette there were women floating by in peacock bright dresses, hooped out enormously, lace pantalets peeping from beneath. There were lace shawls carelessly hanging from arms, fans spangled and painted, round little bare shoulders, and the faintest traces of soft white bosoms showing above flounces.

		As she stood in the grand room, dressed in her fine ball costume of white organdy and lace, her little delicate shoulders peeping through its meshes, she was the picture of happiness. A half-dozen young men, boys really, hung on every word Nicolette spoke as the utterance of an oracle.

		Now and then she glanced at the door for someone who had not yet appeared.

		Finally she saw the figure of a man who looked as distraught as he did unwashed. Nicolette gasped. She almost couldn't believe it was her very own husband, who came over right away.

		Before she had a chance to say a single word, Stuart blurted out, "Come, we need to leave here. We're not safe. We need to leave now!"

		"Stuart? What's wrong?"

		"Did you hear what I said?" he asked, appearing to not realize that he was in the middle of a great party. An important party.

		"Is this a joke, dear?" she asked, waving gently an old ivory fan with white down on its edges in a way the charm of which is the secret birthright of every Southern girl.

		Stuart looked at her for a long time, not saying anything, before explaining what had happened.

		As part of the North's plans to reconstruct the South, they had just issued a new law declaring that any man who served as an officer in the Confederate Army would have to sign a document denouncing the rebellious South and forfeiting all of his property. In a twist of poetic irony, those who failed to do so would face the same fate as the Africans who'd been brought over to the country in boats —they would become slaves!

		"Slaves? You mean white people?"

		"Yes," said Stuart, irritated by his wife's failure to grasp the gravity of the situation. "That's why we need to leave. There are certain parts still untouched by the North's treacherous hands. We will be safe in Texas."

		"But white people can't be slaves," Nicolette said, still not getting it. "That's the most preposterous thing I've ever heard. How much have you drank tonight, dear?"

		"I'm not drunk. I wish I was though."

		"White people can't be slaves though," she said again, hoping that he would submit to her logic, or just admit that it was all a bad prank.

		"Look," he said a little angrily, grabbing Nicolette by the wrist and leading her outside. "The law just came into effect. Now every Negro in this country, sixteen years old and up, is out looking for people like us so that they can cash in. We have to get to Texas. Because if we get caught..."

		"But how will they know the difference?"

		"Papers."

		Nicolette just stared at him, hoping to get some hint of irony or mirth.

		But there was none, only a deadly serious look in his eyes as Stuart declared, "But I will not sign them! Never! My daddy would turn over in his grave if I bent the knee to those Northern barbarians and their brood of dark-skinned brutes!"

		"Am I in danger too then?" the southern belle asked.

		He nodded. A long pause ensued.

		Stuart had heard stories, terrible stories, nightmarish stories about confederate officers and their families already being put into shackles, not unlike those filthy Negros, and sold in great auctions.

		Usually the buyers were well-heeled Northerners who'd come down to the South to rape and pillage the ruins of the once great Confederacy. But there were also tales of freed Negros who'd come into some money (usually by bootlegging, or some other disreputable activity) and thought it was a good idea to purchase and own a genuine member of the Southern aristocracy, both men and women.

		Stuart knew all of this, knew it all too well, but he felt it better to keep this knowledge from his wife, whose sensibilities were far too fragile for the harsh realities of this menacing new world that was rising from the ashes of the falling South. And the thought of seeing his own precious wife in chains... seeing her on the auction blocks... sold off like a common Negress...

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		After traveling on horseback for a very long time, they finally pulled up to a spot that Stuart thought suitable.

		Nicolette, who was not accustomed to riding a horse, much less for two consecutive days, looked at her husband and said, "Stuart, dear, are you sure that we are safe out here? Would it not be better to take a more well-trodden path?"

		Then the young woman, in her lovely silk dress which had already become quite worn on the dusty trail, looked around helplessly at the desolate area, and added softly, "Perhaps one which might lead to more favorable accommodations?"

		First Stuart took a long swig from his canteen which obviously did not contain water. "Still tied to your mamma's apron strings, I see," he said, then going over to tie up their horse to a pair of aged pine trees.

		"Why? Because I'm worried about our safety out here in the middle of this nowhere?" she said right back, wishing that her husband would go easy on the booze because it always put him in a real mood.

		"Nicolette, I'm not sure if you've realized this, dear, but we're not in a great situation. People like us are being hunted. There is literally a bounty on our heads."

		"Well, your head."

		He gave her a look which was pure murder.

		"I know, I'm sorry, it's so terrible," she emphasized with her husband.

		"Fucking ungrateful Negros," Stuart said, shaking his head of long, scraggly thin blonde hair in wild disbelief. "After all we've given them! Can you believe they have to gall to..."

		Well, you did beat quite a few of them at the plantation, beat them to an inch of their miserable lives, Nicolette thought, but wisely decided to keep it to herself. Quite frankly, she still could not believe that Stuart had chosen to flee their lives at the plantation. His decision, which seemed quite cowardly, made her question his very character. She hoped he was not taking advantage of her youth and innocence, and thus causing her to disgrace her own family.

		Planting her hands on her womanly hips, she said, "And besides, do you realize how embarrassing it is to be in this situation? My daddy would roll over in his grave too if he thought we were running away from a pack of Negros. It's not right, we might as well be running from our horses, mules, or our own dogs."

		Grimly, Stuart cut her off and continued his point. "The empire we're living in —the South —the Confederacy —the Cotton Kingdom — it's breaking up right under our feet. Only fools wouldn't see this and try to escape the situation while they can. I'm just glad that I got that brother out in Texas. He's already agreed to give us a patch of his land. Everything is going to be okay. First I'll build us a house. Then I'll get me about twenty or thirty Negros who can work the land for us. Trust me, if anyone knows how to get the most out of a Negro, it's me. Like the good book says, spare the rod and spoil the child!"

		For the first time since they'd entered this strange wilderness, Nicolette started to feel better about her situation. "So we will be okay then, dear? You are quite sure we can make it to Texas unscathed?"

		"Yes," he said. "Don't worry your pretty little head about that."

		"Have you ever been out West before though?"

		Now he shook his head no. "That's why I'm hiring us a scout. Some dumb Negro, actually. Goes by the name Oakerson. But I checked into it and he's got a good reputation for getting people to the Texas border."

		Nicolette wrinkled her brow. "Are you sure that's a good idea?"

		"Let me do the thinking," Stuart said. "Now, this looks like a good place to stop and cool off in the water."

		"Where will we meet this scout, this Negro?"

		"Tomorrow. It's already arranged, Nicolette."

		"If you say so, Stuart."

		"Everything will be fine. You'll see, dear. Maybe when we get to Texas, I might even make this Negro Oakerson one of my first field boys."

		Stuart chuckled at the thought while watching his wife shyly begin to remove her clothes for a dip in the inviting pool of water. Taking another sip from his canteen, he watched her movements through the water. He watched her gingerly duck her head under the crystal blue water and come back up, shaking her alabaster torso, causing Stuart's balls to ache. As he removed his own clothes, Nicolette flipped over and her perfect round ass and small pink cunt went into view for her husband who eagerly waded into the water behind her. She kept swimming, oblivious to the world, flipped over again. Her breasts broke the surface of the water and her pink nipples were hard and pointing towards the sky as she swam on her back. Stuart had every intension of taking her... now... her sexy round ass and hips called out to him as he stared in painful silence. How long had it been since they'd laid together? He couldn't even remember. But as soon as the shock of the cold water hit his whole body, Stuart felt his manhood shrivel up, his balls practically retreating back into his body for warmth. Later, when Nicolette kept asking him what's wrong, Stuart just shook his head and drank from the canteen, pretending that everything was going to be okay. That night he dreamed that his wife was turned into a beautiful white cow who was mounted by an enormous black bull while Stuart watched silently, his balls nowhere to be found.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		The next day, the Pendletons dismounted from their horses, found a post to secure their horses, and then started walking towards a two-story saloon which had once been the crown jewel of the white-owned town —before being taken over by club-wielding Negros who'd turned the establishment, and the rest of the town, into a gathering place for other Negroes.

		At the door, the reek of vile cigars and stale whisky, mingled with the odor of perspiring Negroes, was overwhelming. Stuart paused and gasped for breath. The wooden floor was strewn with peanut shells, corks, greasy pieces of paper, and shards of glass. The barroom was packed with Negroes, smoking, drinking, chewing, jabbering, pushing and perspiring.

		"Oh dear," Nicolette said, clutching the top of her bosom. "Are you sure this is the right place?"

		Stuart winced and looked back at the dimly-lit barroom.

		Only a cannon ball blowing the ramshackle building would have caused a bigger stir than the sudden appearance of Stuart and his beautiful fair-skinned wife.

		The amount of attention they were receiving caused the small blonde hairs on the back of Stuart's neck to stand up. So that when Nicolette reached for her husband's hand, Stuart actually jumped, startled as if a snake had been thrown in front of him.

		Seeing the frown tug at the delicate features of his wife's face, Stuart made an effort to recuperate. He tried to garner all of the strength he could before leading them safely past the pack of prying dark eyes. At the other end of the room there was a long wooden bar with a wiry, toothless, dark-skinned Negro serving drinks.

		"Hey boy," Stuart said, addressing the guy behind the bar, "I'm looking for the Negro called Oakerson. Is he here?"

		"The name is Jones," said the black bartender, grinning his toothless smile while extending his long-fingered hand in friendship.

		Stuart dismissed the idea of shaking hands with a Negro bartender. "Oakerson, is he here?"

		"You wanna drink?" was the bartender's only response. "That's what we sell."

		Grimly, Stuart shook his head and repeated his question for a third time.

		Now the Negro bartender scowled at Stuart, reaching for the wooden club behind the bar, but when Nicolette stepped into the picture, the menacing scowl went away. Instead something wild and forbidden flashed in the Negro's eyes as he took in the white woman's attractive features and expensive silk clothes. She looked about as out of place in here as a polar bear looked in the desert.

		Then the bartender pointed to a dark corner where the figure of a large man could be seen sitting alone. "There he be. That's the one they call Oakerson. I'd adjust that attitude before I talked to Oakerson though. I seen that man split skulls for less. Just my two cents."

		"Good boy," said Stuart, already turning away, upset by the Negro's impertinence, but aware that this was neither the time nor place to cause a scene.

		There was an unsettling silence in the barroom as the white couple walked over to where a big heavy man sat with his back to the other patrons. His back and neck had muscles all over and his torso seemed to be bulging with hard, slabby fat which was almost muscle but not quite.

		Stuart took a deep breath before saying, "You Oakerson?"

		Without so much as looking up, the much bigger man said, "That's what they tell me."

		Stuart saw that the Negro was reading a newspaper. Or at any rate, he was trying to give the impression to the world that he could read a newspaper. "Do you want a job?"

		Oakerson sucked his teeth and flipped the pages of his newspaper. A long uneasy silence followed.

		"My name is Stuart Pendleton and this is my wife Nicolette. We are trying to get safe passage to Texas. We heard that you are the sort of Negro who can offer us this service. We can pay you for your service. We have money."

		The last word caused big Oakerson to turn and look at nervous Stuart, who looked like he was ready to grab his wife and bolt for the door at any moment. Oakerson smiled wryly, the ends of his large purplish lips turning upwards, his eyes shining brightly in the dark interior of the Negro bar. "So you two need my protection?"

		"We need safe passage, yes," said Stuart.

		"I've been known to help others like you," Oakerson said.

		"That's why I'm here," Stuart said.

		"My services aren't cheap."

		"We got money. How much?"

		Oakerson named a large sum.

		Stuart didn't blink. "Half now. Half when we get to Texas."

		"You should know also that my methods are effective, but you may not like them."

		"I don't care about your goddamn methods," Stuart shot back. "As long as we safely get to the Texas border."

		"Oh. Good," said the large Negro. "Because most people of your... station in life... don't exactly relish the idea of disguising yourself as a slave."

		"A slave? Us?"

		"Best way, in case we get stopped. Works every time."

		Now Stuart laughed loud at the proposition. "Pretend to be your slaves? Us? Why, a year ago and you would have been lynched for even suggesting such a thing!"

		"But it's not a year ago," said the large black man. "It's today. And today yawl be wasting my time."

		Stuart scoffed, his face red with indignation, and started for the door when he felt his wife's small hand grasp him by the wrist. He stopped, looked at her.

		"Dear... as long as we get there safe... I mean, how bad could it be?" she said, her voice full of fear and despair.

		Stuart's voice was only incredulous though now. "Has the sun affected your brain Nicolette? There's no way we could ever contemplate going along with that Negro's plans. I could not bear to see you as a slave for a second, even if it was only for show. You don't seriously think this is a good plan, do you?"

		She fingered the stringy blonde hair sticking to his forehead and caressed his face. "No my love. But I'm just not sure what else we can do."

		Seeing tears in her eyes, Stuart softened, leaned closer, and said, "Don't cry, my love. Everything will be ok. As long as we love each other, we will be able to overcome anything. Even this!"

		It wasn't long after that Stuart gave Oakerson the sum required, smiling inwardly at how quickly the insolent Negro's fortunes would become once they were across the Texas border and Stuart had the assistance of his brother and some men.

		But for now the three of them left the barroom discretely. Most of the patrons were so gone from drink that they barely noticed Oakerson guiding the white couple to a set of rickety stairs that led to the building's second foyer. From the landing, they followed Oakerson down a long thin hallway with identical doors on each side. From inside the upstairs rooms came the sounds of raucous love-making. To someone with Nicolette’s sensibilities, they sounded more like barnyard animals than people. But she also understood that this was not the time to voice her distress.

		"Here is your room, I've already reserved it for the night. I will be down the hallway, last door on the right, if yawl need anything. Try to get some sleep. We leave at the crack of dawn. We have a long journey in front of us. You'll need your strength."

		"How many days will it take to get us into Texas? Exactly?" asked Stuart.

		"I'll send a girl up here, a house girl, to wash your clothes. They'll be ready by tomorrow morning."

		"Thank you," said Nicolette, frowning at the state of her attire, "that would be greatly appreciated."

		Stuart shrugged indifferently. "How many days will it take to get to Texas?"

		Oakerson opened the door to the dingy room which was completely bare except a single dirty mattress next to a small window which hadn't been cleaned since the beginning of the war. "Can't say. Depends."

		"Can you be more specific, Negro?" demanded Stuart.

		Oakerson gave the room a final inspection before handing the keys over to the frail-looking white husband. Then the Negro slapped Stuart on the back and said, "Don't worry, you're in good hands. I'll make sure that you and your lovely wife get exactly where yawl are meant to be."

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		After a long night of troubled dreams, Stuart and his wife woke up just in time to hear the loud banging on the door. It was the Negro house girl from the night before. But instead of their well-tailored clothes, the Negro girl only held two brown tunics, one almost half the size of the other.

		"Oakerson says give you these," said the Negress with no emotion on the features of her broad, flat, not unattractive face.

		"What is this shit?" Stuart protested. "Where's our clothes? We can't wear this!"

		She just shrugged at him. "Oakerson says he can't be having yawl riding around, looking like the king of France, because den' everyone gonna know yawl ain’t no slaves. Oakerson says he will return yo' linens once yawl get to wherever yawl be getting to."

		With that, the girl tossed the tunics and left. Stuart closed the door and rubbed his fingers over the coarse material. This wasn't part of the deal. Yesterday there had been no mention of having to change apparel.

		"Can you believe the nerve of these people?" said Stuart. "Haven't the Southern nobility faced enough already?"

		"Dear, maybe it won't be so bad. I'm sure that once we get on the road the time will just pass by. You said yourself that the Negro we hired was supposed to be the best."

		About ten minutes later, after the couple had changed into their humiliating new garb, a sharp rapt at the door caused Stuart to leap from the bed.

		"Ah, I see that you couldn't wait to try on your new outfits," said Oakerson, brushing past Stuart's shoulder. The dark man halted when he saw the perfect beauty, standing there in a tunic which had been cut low to accentuate her feminine curves. Indeed the hemline of the fabric was just a few inches below her well-formed backside so that picking things off the floor would invariably offer strangers a view of her lovely white cheeks. Oakerson's eyes gleamed with lust. "It's too bad we aren't really going to a slave market, I'd probably get a fortune for you."

		Stuart was becoming uncomfortable with the Negro's tone and how much he was looking at Nicolette. "Negro, it is getting late, no? Shouldn't we be leaving now?"

		Oakerson turned and his facial expression hardened several degrees. "Another thing. I don't give a rat's ass what yawl think of me, or call me, in private. But when we go out there," he started pointing to the door. "Then you gonna have to cut that Negro shit out. Out there, in order for our ruse to work, yawl gonna have to call me Master. Master, just Master. Or they'll know in a heartbeat that this ain't the real thing."

		The white couple exchanged looks of bewilderment, but by then, it was just another few droplets in a deluge of nightmare reality.

		"Ok Oakerson, until we get there."

		"It's Master..." said the bulky man.

		"Is there anything else now?" said Stuart impatiently. "Or can we leave now?"

		"Well, since you asked," said the Negro. Then he walked back to the door and yelled loudly for the Negro wench girl to get his guests their "jewelry."

		It was only a few minutes later that the couple realized how terrible their situation had really become. Oakerson started with Stuart. The Negro placed the iron cuffs around both wrists and ankles, before locking the iron collar around the white man's skinny neck. There were many protestations and curses, but Oakerson was unyielding a man as ever there was. He kept assuring them. This was the only way they were going to reach Texas safely.

		The same cuffs and collar were then applied to Nicolette’s trembling form. Oakerson had promised them that once they got out of town, the iron could be removed. But in the meantime, he threaded a thick, heavy chain that connected his slaves by their necks, with Stuart in the back, Nicolette in the middle, and Oakerson, proudly pulling his attractive new white slaves down the staircase and into the dark Negro bar.

		Luckily the bar was mostly empty, with only a few drunks snoring off their hangovers, a few of the bar wenches cleaning up last night's mess, and the wiry, toothless bartender who broke out into a huge grin when he saw Stuart and Nicolette chained and stripped of their fancy clothing.

		"Say, what you got there, Oakerson?"

		"None your damn business," the larger Negro said. "That's what I got."

		The bartender gave a shrill whistle of delight at the spectacle before him now. "Looks like yawl be going to the auction blocks now. Gonna get a pretty penny, especially for the female. Say, I got a few bucks right now. How about I try her out, for an hour?"

		"I would," said Oakerson, his huge face grinning from ear to ear. "But they ain't broke in yet."

		"Even better."

		Oakerson sucked his big white teeth at the other Negro. "Look, that sounds nice, but I'm pretty sure the male one would be pretty disappointed, real disappointed, if your skinny, toothless ass was the first one to break-in his wife."

		While Nicolette blushed with shame and embarrassment, Stuart's face was red from all the murderous rage he felt at the pit of his stomach. He couldn't believe that it was even possible to be spoken about in such a manner, especially by a couple of dark-skinned cretins like these two.

		"Shit. He can watch too," said the Negro bartender, obviously not forgetting yesterday's slight. "Hell, I want him to watch!"

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		Chains rattling, the Pendleton couple were led outside where the sun was already high in the sky, promising another day of brutal Southern heat.

		Oakerson stopped. "Yawl ready?"

		But before there was a chance to respond, the traveling trio was surrounded by a motley crew of six or seven Negros on horseback. All around dust flew up in the hot Southern air. The Negros seemed to have come from nowhere. The unsavory crew wore coarse trousers, stained red with mud, and had on second-hand seedy frock-coats that were far older than the war, mottled and threadbare.

		Oakerson seemed unfazed by the group of men, but Stuart and Nicolette’s eyes met in mutual fear.

		This was not a good sign.

		The horses continued to jostle and kick up quite a commotion until one of the men clicked his tongue several times, following it with a shrill whistle. The man seemed to be the leader of the crew: a Negro of about 40 years, tall and gaunt, and one of the ugliest Negros Stuart and Nicolette had ever had the displeasure of seeing.

		Wielding a whip in his large hand, the leader wore an old stovepipe hat, cocked on the back of his black head as if he were ready to take his seat in Congress. One of his eyes was cloudy and diseased. And lengthwise, down the side of his face, ran a deep scar which gave the Negro the impression that he was capable of every depth of degradation.

		"Say brother, what brings you out to this side of the world?" said the leader, directing his attention at Oakerson, who was still the larger man, but vastly outnumbered.

		"Nuffin," said Oakerson. "Just getting on, I suppose, just like any other day."

		"And a beautiful day it is," said the ugly man on horseback, now directing his dark, cold, malicious gaze on the prize below him: a gorgeous white woman in her slave's tunic and clattering chains.

		After a long tense moment, the leader also glanced at the white man, whose pale, weak-looking visage caused the black man's upper lip to curl disdainfully. He spat on the ground. Then he turned back to Oakerson. "And where, brother, do you be taking these two white chattel?"

		Trying to keep his calm, especially since he was outnumbered by men on horseback, men who were definitely armed, Oakerson merely shrugged his heavy shoulders casually, and pointed to the road he intended to take the Pendeltons on towards Texas, and said, "Headed to the slave market, is all. Gonna fetch a mighty fine prize for their white flesh."

		"To the slave market?" said the leader, laughing loudly as he removed his stovepipe hat, revealing a head of curly dark hair which stuck up in every conceivable fashion. His amusement was cue for his men to laugh also. This went on for several long seconds, the beating sun causing their dark skin to glisten with sticky perspiration. Then the leader placed the stovepipe hat back on his unruly mop and said, "Never thought those words would sound so good to my ears. Owww lawdy, yes, yes, yes. These are magical times we are living in! Mag-iii-cal! Ain't that so, brother?"

		"Yes indeed," said Oakerson, playing along.

		Still trying to seem unperturbed, the Pendletons' protector started to tether Stuart's chain to his own horse in preparation for a speedy departure. The Negros on horseback all watched closely. Then, for show, Oakerson gave a hard yank on Stuart's chain, violently pulling the white man by the throat. Oakerson gruffly added: "Ain't that right, slave?"

		Stuart stumbled back, fell to his knees, winced. But any murderous rage he felt had to be swallowed instantly. Looking up, all he could see was the tremendous shadows of the men on horseback as the merciless sun beat down on everyone from high above. Stuart Pendleton had no choice but to go along with the degrading charade. "Yes —yes— yes Master," he said to the large Negro.

		Again, the men on horseback laughed at the pitiful white man who was helpless; and now living in his proper station in life.

		For less than a second, Stuart's eyes searched for Nicolette’s, but she quickly looked away, apparently unable or unwilling to bear witness to such a humiliating moment for both of them.

		"Has the boy been gelded yet?" asked the leader, supposedly referring to Stuart.

		Oakerson shook his large head silently. "Naw, not yet. But as you can tell, he ain't got much fight in him. Serving comes natural for some races, I suppose."

		"Ain't that right, brother," said the leader, dismounting from his horse, and walking over to Oakerson's horse. In a flash, the ugly Negro pulled Stuart's tunic off, ripping the fabric so that only the collar and fetters covered the white man's nudity. The men on horseback laughed at the spectacle. But when Stuart instinctively went to cover his shriveled private parts from the group of Negros, the leader smacked his hands away, proclaiming, "Besides, from what I can tell, there ain't too much to be gelded!"

		From the sound of the men on horseback, never had there been such a funny observation made on God's green earth. Oakerson, however, remained still and quiet, offering only a bemused smirk while the men recovered from their laughter at Stuart's expense. Both him and Nicolette were staring down at the ground, equally mortified, when the leader approached the beautiful ivory-skinned prize.

		"Well, well, well, this one looks high-born," said the Negro, running his dirty black fingers through the woman's golden locks, causing her to flinch and turn away in shame. Then he leaned closer, sniffed her hair, causing his cruel lips to smile. Then he looked over at Stuart's nude pale body, who still was clutching at the space between his legs. The look on Stuart's face told the wise Negro everything he needed to know. "These two seem close, real close. I reckon husband and wife," said the leader, addressing Oakerson now.

		"I reckoned that too," said Oakerson with no emotion. "But that don't matter none. Slaves ain't got no husbands or wives."

		"They just slaves."

		"That's all."

		"They been branded yet?" asked the leader with an inquisitive eye towards the white couple.

		Oakerson shook his head no. "Fresh. Good price for me."

		"Real good price," said the leader, running his hand down Nicolette’s back, then squeezing her rump. "She been bred yet?"

		Oakerson watched as Nicolette tried to shuffle away from the ugly man's greedy hands. "Not that I'm aware of."

		Uneasiness slithered through Stuart now. He realized he hadn’t seriously considered the possibility that him and his wife might be enslaved by these Negros even though that thought had occurred to him as the most frightening scenario —next to being killed.

		The leader of the slavers said, "White babies fetch a decent prize. I guess. But mixed babies go for much higher. Much, much higher."

		"As it should be," agreed Oakerson.

		Looking at Stuart now, the leader smiled wickedly, poking at the small pink flesh between Stuart's legs now. "Don't reckon that's good news for you though, hey whitey?"

		Again, the men on horseback all laughed at their boss's crass humor.

		Finally, and not a moment too soon, Oakerson went over and got Nicolette seated on her horse, then he did the same for Stuart, who was still unclothed. Explaining that he didn't need the sun marring his property, he grabbed the torn tunic and crudely placed it around Stuart, providing a modicum of protection from the elements. The whole time the men on horseback watched silently, with the patience of predators, moving only to swat flies away from their oily black skin.

		Even the leader of the group just stood there, watching too with the whip at his side, but showing no signs of menace, only of curiosity, and perhaps envy that he hadn't stumbled upon such a prized pair and claimed them as his own.

		With the Pendletons now on horseback, Oakerson was ready to mount his own large stallion before he paused, cleared his throat, and told the group of fellow Negros, "Well, it's been nice chatting with yawl fine fellas, but I best be going on my way. Don't want the fruit to rot in this hot sun before I get there."

		"Slave market you say?"

		"That's right," said Oakerson, lifting his leg towards the saddle of his horse.

		Then it happened.

		There was a loud crack and something tight wrapped around Oakerson's mighty throat. The large Negro didn't even realize what had happened until he was on the ground, writhing, trying to undo the thing which had cut off his air supply.

		Before losing conscious, the last thing Oakerson recalled was looking up at the large silhouette of a man who was saying, "Funny thing is, friend, nearest slave market be in the opposite direction. Even funnier, there be this nasty little rumor going around that one of our own kind be making a decent living by helping slaves escape to Texas. They say he go by the name Oakerson. And they say there be a price on his head too!"

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		It was only later that poor Stuart began to realize how dire the situation had become for him and his beautiful wife.

		The savage black brutes had not only taken the white couple as their property (to be sold on the slave blocks) but they'd also put mighty Oakerson into shackles —with the aim of collecting the not insignificant bounty put on a man who'd betrayed his own race.

		Even still, Stuart knew he must make an effort to seem brave, especially for his wife, who rode on the horse of one of the black slavers, if only to amuse the other men who seemed to enjoy how her white breasts freely bounced and her short tunic rode up high, nearly bunched around her waist, as the shiny black horse bucked up and down.

		Meanwhile, Stuart and Oakerson were not afforded such luxuries. As captured and defeated men, they were made to follow the black slavers on foot, both now tethered by their necks, like wild animals, and with their heavy chains rattling as they struggled through the rocky terrain ahead.

		After a while they hit a section of the path where no trees cast a shade and the sun beat down with reckless abandonment.

		Deep ruts and furrows were cut into the road where horses had dragged heavy guns along it and the red gullies on either side were deeply gashed by the wheels. The cotton was mangled and trampled where cavalry and infantry, forced off the narrow road by the artillery, had marched through the green bushes, grinding them into the earth. Here and there in the road and fields lay buckles and bits of harness leather, canteens flattened by hooves and caisson wheels, buttons, blue caps, worn socks, bits of bloody rags, all the litter left by the marching army.

		Stuart, barefoot, bloodied, beaten, and broken-hearted, felt his spirit nearly make an irrecoverable break. But just then he looked up to see the mean black face with the uncomprehending malice of a jungle animal staring down at him. "Hurry up, boy! Don't think we won't drag you the rest of the way!"

		And to add injury, the black slaver reached around, yanking Nicolette’s tunic up to her small shoulders, so that all of the other men could appreciate the pristine beauty of her pure-white buttocks, so round and full of bounce on the saddle, causing an uproar amongst the African slavers.

		This caused Stuart to grit his teeth, promising himself that no matter how long it took, he would make sure that everyone of these black bastards would pay for their insults to the white race. He would make them pay. If it was the last thing he did.

		They kept going.

		And after many hours of arduous travel they came to a building which looked like it had been vacated long ago, but in reality had become the home of the wild black slavers who used it as a place to sleep, drink, fish, and hunt animals and people alike.

		"Alright, we'll camp here overnight, then head to the market tomorrow," yelled the leader of the black slavers. Then he pointed his whip at Stuart and Oakerson. "Chain these two up around back. You know the place. Maybe a night under the stars will do their attitudes some good. The woman, on the other hand, she can come inside with us. She looks like she needs some company."

		Stuart and Nicolette looked at each other with defeated eyes and slowly nodded. Nicolette broke out into small tears. Then a couple of the slavers led Stuart and Oakerson around the building, pointing a shotgun barrel into the small of their backs. Stuart would occasionally turn around and get a last long look at his beautiful wife. Then he saw the leader place an arm around her waist, pulling him close to him, as if she was his property now.

		That was too much!

		"No! Get your damn hands off her!" cried the husband in outrage. "You goddamn Niiii—"

		But just then Stuart received a hard strike against his head with the butt of the shotgun and all he remembered was a crack, Nicolette screaming, and blackness.

		

		

		

		Part Seven

		

	
		"Stuart, wake up, wake up honey..."

		The transition from the darkness that had scarcely even contained the occasional strange dream into stark awareness was so abrupt that it threw Stuart into a state of complete confusion and shock. One moment he was floating in the endless night that had enveloped him for what seemed like forever, and the next he was pelted with an overload to his senses that sent his mind reeling. Light exploded behind his eyelids, surrounded him. Sound thundered against his eardrums, rattling them.

		"Stuart? Dear? It's me..."

		He opened his eyes.

		It was dark. And the place smelled of manure and death. But Stuart realized that his hands were tied behind him, as was the case for big Oakerson, who was identically chained several feet over.

		"Stuart are you okay? Can you hear me? Dear, please answer me...."

		Stuart could hear the trembling fear in his wife's voice and he tried to be brave for her, even though he felt nothing but fear and terror at their situation. Something scary scratched at the back of his mind, and he ignored it.

		He looked at her and said, "My dear, I am so very sorry. I never meant for this to happen. Are you okay? Those brutes —I swear to God! If one of those nasty black brutes lays a finger on you then I will take revenge on every soul they have ever cared about, so help me, God as my witness!"

		"No, no, it's not like that," Nicolette protested softly. "The men (or whatever you want to call them)are convinced that I will fetch a higher price tomorrow if I am... unsullied."

		"Tomorrow?" gasped Stuart.

		"Yes, dear."

		"We are to be sold tomorrow? How do you know this?"

		"I heard them talking," she explained in a quivering voice, stopping to look around nervously before continuing. "We are to leave early in the morning. By noon we should arrive at the slave market. Oh dear, I don't know if I can bear the thought. Not only to be sold... but to be looked upon by all those black faces... to be stripped of all my dignity..."

		"Oh dear, sweet Nicolette, don't cry," Stuart said, desperately wishing his arms were free so that he could at least hug his own wife and console her in her lowest moment.

		"It's okay..."

		Her voice broke down and the tears started again, taking her nearly a full minute to recuperate.

		Stuart, looking for any bright side to the situation, said, "Well, I'm glad that at least those savages aren't..." He stopped, unsure of how to phrase it. Even the thought of such a situation caused his completely empty stomach to want to vomit. "I'm glad they aren't touching you..."

		Nicolette looked at him curiously, her big blue eyes staring directly at him, in that innocent way of hers. "Well, they touch me. Just not in that way."

		"What way do they touch you?" Stuart asked reluctantly.

		"You remember how daddy used to touch Mammy around the big house? Always swatting her big fanny and goosing her thighs? As a little girl, I used to think it was quite funny. Once he even put Mammy over his knee and gave her a proper spanking. Well, now that I've been on the other end of that situation, I can't say that I think it's so funny. The men though do think it is hilarious. Dear, I do wish we could just leave. I suppose it could be worse, much worse. But I'm worried about tomorrow..."

		From a few feet away the Pendletons heard a low groan. It was Oakerson. His eyes shone in the moonlight. He was looking right at them. "Misses, I'm afraid I need your help... you see... I must have drank too many fluids this morning and..."

		"You want me to ask one of the men to unchain you so you can relieve yourself?" asked innocent Nicolette.

		Oakerson shook his head somberly. "We both know that ain't happening. They'd rather I soil myself than risk the opportunity of cashing in the bounty on my head. No, Misses. I need you to sort of help me out..."

		"Help you out?" she said, still trying to figure out what the large Negro wanted of her.

		"You know... undo the buttons first so that I can... at least hold onto the last remaining strands of my dignity..."

		"Your dignity?" scoffed Stuart.

		The Negro went on pleading for several minutes before Nicolette finally gave in —despite her husband's reproach.

		"Oh thank you, God bless your soul, you sweet woman," said Oakerson once she started walking towards him in the dark.

		Nicolette couldn't believe that she was being forced into this situation.

		She was so uncomfortable with touching another man's penis —even if it was for a poor, uneducated brute like Oakerson, it was still a penis that wasn't her husband's. Knowing that she was being watched by both men, her nervous pale finger started to fumble with the front of Oakerson's trousers. Suddenly she saw the outline of something running down one of the Negro's legs. It was the biggest and manliest bulge she'd ever seen. The sheer size of it caused the elegant and refined woman to catch her breath and she almost swooned at the large man's dark feet.

		"Please Misses," Oakerson pleaded, "I hate to bother you, but I really need yo' help. I need you to pull it out for me. Pull it out so I can have some relief. Now!"

		Taking a deep breath to fortify herself, Nicolette tugged at the trousers which wouldn't come down. When the buttons were all undone, she pulled one side, then the other, until she managed to get them down his muscular thighs, below the Negro's massive knees.

		The southern belle gasped when his dick sprung free. It nearly hit her in the face.

		"Hey, sorry about that," chuckled Oakerson when he saw the reaction on the white woman's face, "I guess I should have warned you first. I just figured that your husband was a big man down there too."

		While Oakerson tried to keep a straight face, Stuart watched helplessly several feet away as his wife seemed mesmerized by the dark cock which freely hung in the open air now. It wasn't even erect and already it doubled the length and width of Stuart's penis. She moved as if in a trance now —her gorgeous blue eyes never once leaving the horse-sized cock possessed by the corpulent Negro.

		Oakerson, not unaware of the effect his stallion-sized equipment was having on the sheltered woman, told her to hold the base of it.

		"What? I can't do that!" Nicolette protested softly, although still staring at the thick, uncircumcised black penis which was covered in pulsing veins, making it look even stranger and almost evil-looking, but fascinating at the same time.

		"How dare you! Negro! Ask such a thing!" said Stuart, although nobody seemed to hear him.

		Oakerson ignored the husband and focused on the wife, knowing the effect his maleness was having on her. "Please Misses, I need you to point it away from me so I don't be soiling myself."

		With disbelieving eyes, Stuart watched his wife take her alabaster hands and bring them to the black man's cock. He tried not to be jealous of the man's enormous penis, reminding himself that many barnyard animals also were blessed with large sexual organs. And yet at the same time he could see the look on Nicolette’s pure snow-white face as she gripped the pulsing black veins and aimed the large weaponry away, holding Oakerson's cock in her dainty grip while he unleashed a powerful deluge that pooled several feet away in the mud where steam was now rising.

		After it was all over, she didn't let go, just kept marveling at Oakerson's fat black member.

		"Okay, that's enough of that!" Stuart said, though the command fell on deaf ears.

		Nicolette allowed Oakerson's manhood to grow in her hand. Soon she could no longer fit her fingers all the way around it. Seeing that she was clearly not eager to let go of his stud-sized equipment, Oakerson grew bolder. "Thank you miss. But looks like you solved one problem, but caused another problem. No way it's gonna fit back in my trousers now. You gotta make it go back down."

		"Go down?" Nicolette mouthed in a barely audible voice.

		Oakerson fixed his face with a serious expression. "You know what I mean. Won't take but a second. Sort of like milking a cow. You ever done that?"

		"Oh, well, not exactly," said Nicolette, who continued to squeeze his thick, pulsing penis with both of her hands now. It felt mighty powerful in her hands, but she was still a bit intimidated by it, its size, its dark coloring, and the great warmth it gave off. No wonder the Negro women on the plantation always seemed to have ten children each.

		Then, for just a brief second, Nicolette’s mind played with the notion of what it would be like to be a Negro woman, on her back, spreading her legs for a man as well-endowed as Oakerson. But just as quickly she caste the disgusting thought from the cathedral of her mind.

		"Please Miss, just make it go down, it hurts like this. You can't leave me in all this pain."

		A long pause ensued.

		Then Nicolette could barely hear the protests of her husband, who at the moment couldn't provide safety from the dangers surrounding her, as she turned her back to him and unconsciously licked her lips. She tugged on it, pulled it, yanked on it, but really had no idea how to go about giving the poor brute some relief.

		Seeing that the white woman clearly did not know how to jack off such a large African cock, Oakerson was happy to give her some direction. "Grab the base, the bottom of the penis, sweetie pie, with one hand on the top of the other, and stroke the whole length. Up and down. Over and over and over."

		"Get on with it, bitch. We ain't got all day," said another man's voice. It was one of the Negros, not the leader, but a large slob of a man who'd apparently stopped drinking long enough to come out and check on their prisoners. The sight of Oakerson with his pants down, and Nicolette struggling to jack him off, caused the other man's eyes to glitter in the dark. He walked over to Stuart, put his arm around the white man's shoulders, and said, "Must be hard seeing this. Well, open your eyes, buddy. This is the New South. Your kind better get used to it. Look, even your woman has already accepted her place."

		Then, after several minutes of trying to jack Oakerson off, Nicolette began to grow tired, complaining that the strength in her hands and arms had already gone.

		"No problem," said the fat slob, taking another pull from his bottle. "That's why God gave you white women a mouth. Trust me, it'll save you some time too."

		Nicolette protested, but there was no way of getting out of the situation. All the cards were stacked against her. Her and her husband were captured, powerless to stop these nasty brutes. And besides she'd already lost some of her apprehension in touching Oakerson's penis, despite the fact it was now thicker than her wrist.

		A pit opened in Stuart's stomach as he watched Nicolette, his Nicolette, kneel down between the large black man's legs, staring at the veiny surface of his long, thick, black cock. The sooner she started the sooner this ordeal would be over.

		Luscious, red, thick, wet lips surrounded the large purple head and slurped off with a smack. Pretending that this was her husband, over and over again, she took the tip into her mouth and released it, while at the same time looking up into Oakerson's darkly marveling eyes.

		"Oh, oh, oh, oh yes miss, look up at me like that, like that... those eyes... so pretty.... so blue..." the Negro said.

		She pushed his cock back against his broad stomach, and licked from his scrotum to the top, back down to his balls, and sucked first one and then the other into her mouth. Peering up at him she saw him gritting his straight white teeth. She lapped the underside of his dark cock until it was wet and sticky with her saliva. Salivating, she returned to tickling the head of his shaft.

		The Negro off to the side saw that Stuart was looking away, unable to endure the sight of his wife changing from a blonde Southern goddess to a dutiful, cock-sucking slave girl. The Negro gave Stuart’s midsection a hard elbow, then grabbed him by the lanky blonde hair, forcing the confederate soldier to watch what the South had become. To Stuart's horror, he could hear the sucking sounds now from his wife's mouth as she struggled to suck Oakerson's large cock, then, even worse, he heard her moan.

		"Looks like someone is enjoying herself, huh?" said the Negro to Stuart. "And if you look away one more time then I'll cut your eyelids off!"

		Now Stuart was forced to watch as his wife's face buried into the black man's groin. Her cheeks hallowed and he saw her hand fondling the man's large testicles. Oakerson gave out a loud primal grunt as the beautiful southern belle began to bob her head up and down, using the warmth and juices of her mouth to harden his cock even further.

		"Oh yeah, yo' mouth sure do feel mighty fine, misses," Oakerson encouraged.

		On her knees like this, pleasing the ebony behemoth above her, Nicolette was almost unrecognizable to her husband who'd never seen her in such a frenzied manner. Oakerson's thick coal-black manhood glistened from the woman's ministrations. She moaned and purred over the object of her obsession. Her gaze never left its veiny surface; she wet it with her tongue and then spread the spit up and down its length with her cheeks.

		And what a cock it was...

		It was a bastion of hard black manhood that originated beneath his heavy stomach and ended in her wanton mouth. With both of her hands, she feverishly pumped the six or seven inches that she could actually stuff into her mouth, leaving several more out. Stuart had never seen his wife so carried away. Nicolette, his Nicolette, was lost in total abandon; and along with the contrast between their skin color and sizes of their bodies, this made for the most confusing thing Stuart had ever seen.

		Another weak protest escaped from Stuart, but Nicolette’s eyes never left the black stud's gargantuan-sized genitalia, now coated fully with her saliva. No matter how much poor Stuart whined and pleaded, the nightmare scene (which a mere year ago would have been unimaginable!) continued to play itself out with the blonde goddess now sucking and slurping on the black man's rod like a cheap whore.

		A moment later and Oakerson let out another grunt, this one louder and more animalistic than before. The large man's entire body seemed to stiffen as thick ropes of creamy white fluid shot out of his cock, filling Nicolette’s mouth, her throat. She pulled back, trying to escape the barrage of volleys that emanated from Oakerson's giant ball sacks. But one long string of cum went diagonal across her nose, shutting her eye, and settling down in that beautiful blonde hair of hers.

		"Good, good," said the black slaver, applauding Nicolette’s performance. "Now let's go inside and show everyone your new skills."

		Nicolette got up, stumbled in the dark, her eyes still crusted with Oakerson's hot, creamy seed.

		

		

		

		Part Eight

		

	
		By the next day, as the Pendeltons were being carted off to the slave market, to finally be sold off, clad in their tunics and chains, it seemed that they'd lost their power to fight back. Something inside both of them had already been broken by the recent turn of events. The only good news for Stuart was that he didn't have to look at Oakerson today, who was already gone by the time Stuart awoke that morning.

		That said, Stuart couldn't even look his wife in the eyes now.

		No way. Forever the image of her on her knees, bobbing her pretty blonde head for the black brute, would be burned in poor Stuart's mind. And what had happened later between her and the black slavers? He didn't want to imagine this, it hurt too much. Meanwhile Nicolette merely looked through the bars of their prison as the countryside rolled by, mile after mile.

		The road ahead was a long and bumpy one.

		And nothing could have prepared the white couple for what they were to find at the slave market.

		They were greeted with whoops and cheers by the small group of Negros who seemed to be organizing the auction. The Negros were well-dressed and held ledgers with names and prices.

		To their surprise, the Pendeltons were joined by a large number of other whites, other former members of the aristocratic South, now stripped of their nice apparel —which also had been replaced by the coarse tunics that were now more befitting of their new station in life. On a more practical level, however, the tunics showed off the strength of the men; and the breeding possibilities of the women.

		There were white women of all ages and skin tones from honey-hued to pale ivory skin. There were more women than men. And the women’s' hair color ranged from golden blonde, brown, black, and even some flamed haired beauties which (Nicolette heard one of the Negros cheerfully boast) typically fetched a mighty fine price amongst the wealthiest Negros who liked to have a more varied stable of fertile white wombs.

		"Don't worry," said one of the black brutes to Nicolette. The man wore a straw hat and looked like he was but a manual laborer himself. His face was round, with beady eyes which obviously enjoyed roaming over Nicolette’s curves which were on full display now in the small tunic and bright sun. "With looks like yours, baby, you will be purchased only by a man of great means. You are lucky. Your new master will be a great and powerful Negro."

		Nicolette hung her head in shame. She wanted a hole to open up in the earth and swallow her there.

		Taking a step closer, the black man tapped Nicolette on the waist a couple of times, then proudly continued explaining her bright future. "Your role in the household, therefore, will be much easier than for others. Very lucky for you. There might be some expectation of cooking and cleaning. But it will only be light domestic work, at worst. The good news is that with your great beauty, you will mostly be used as a breeding slave."

		Until now Nicolette hadn't even fathomed such a future for herself. She looked over at Stuart, but could tell that there was no protection to be found in him now. The man she saw now was a shell of the dashing Confederate soldier she'd fallen in love with years ago.

		For her benefit now, the Negro added, "Either your new master will keep you filled with his rich African seed, or he may choose to find another black stud, so that your children will be bigger and darker and more valuable in the future."

		Nicolette held her hand up to her mouth, involuntarily shuddering at the thought of being forced to carry around a black African baby in her womb. Was this really her future? How would she get through it? Ever since she had been a kid, she knew that she'd always been meant to engender the country with more blonde-haired blue-eyed sons and daughters of the Confederacy.

		Now this?

		Maybe it would be better, she thought, to try and let go of her own ways. But she wasn't sure if this was possible. And although she felt like she was just barely hanging on by her last psychological thread, a quick glance at Stuart convinced her that he was doing even worse.

		His feeble and freckled hands were still bound as the white slaves were separated into groups based on sex. In large wooden pens, not unlike those built for pigs and horses, there were two wooden signs nailed above the entrances. "Female stock." "Male stock."

		The actual auction of the slaves wouldn't be conducted for a week.

		One of the women (a gorgeous emerald-eyed raven-haired woman in her early 20's, by way of Savannah Georgia, which her ancestors had helped found) informed Nicolette that the auctions were weekly, giving prospective buyers plenty of chances to personally see all of the potential "female stock" for sale. But a few days later, after being moved to a large cabin that had locks on all the doors and windows, another woman, older and with much less light in her eyes, informed poor Nicolette that the extra time was needed so that slavers could properly "geld" the male stock.

		Geld?

		This confused Nicolette who only knew the term when applied to certain livestock...

		But it wasn't long before her worse suspicions were confirmed. Because the next time she saw the man who used to be her husband, his tunic had been removed and she could see for her own eyes that the most unspeakable thing had happened to him, that a very important part of his manhood had been removed by the ugly, dark-skinned brutes who held them captive. Not only had Stuart's balls been removed, but now there was a dramatic change in his face, a complete loss of light in his eyes, and indeed his entire demeanor suggested that Stuart had been broken completely.

		The next day was the auction.

		It was customary for the male stock to be sold first.

		A wooden sign was hung around Stuart's neck. There was a number on the sign. As he filed into line with the other white men, a memory flitted through Stuart's mind —following his daddy into the slave quarters of their old plantation, where newly purchased slaves were first brought and branded. Stuart's daddy had a firm and masterful way of dealing with Negroes that instilled a strong sense of pride in Stuart. The Negroes had looked at Stuart's daddy as the second coming of Jesus Christ, and it showed in their reactions to the great man's presence. Those were some of the happiest memories of Stuart's youth.

		Horror swallowed those memories for Stuart, who's heart slammed so painfully hard against his chest that he couldn't hear anything but the frantic hammering for many moments. A group of black men, prospective buyers, were poking and prodding his arms, legs, and buttocks, noting with casual amusement that this specimen was not capable of muddying the gene pool for the South's next generation.

		Nicolette, meanwhile, was kept in a large group of white women slaves, off to the side, their hands all bound, not in the cabin, but back in the wooden pig pen structure. Some of the women were crying, bleary-eyed, unable to deal with how dramatically their fortunes had changed in such a small amount of time. Others, like Nicolette, tried to remain stoic.

		The austere conditions of their captivity kept the women from looking their best, of course, but earlier that morning the black slavers had done their best to clean up the female stock, escorting the former southern belles by gunpoint to a local water basin which Nicolette noted was just deep enough to wash off, but not deep enough to actually drown yourself in.

		One after the other, the "male stock" were dragged on stage and the bidding started. Only a few of the last minute additions to the auction had not been gelded —which unfortunately for their masters caused the white men to go for a lower price; since the gelded were naturally more subservient, obedient, and less likely to run off in the middle of the night.

		It was almost noon when Nicolette saw her Stuart dragging his ragged feet across the stage. The auctioneer made a point of enumerating Stuart's past life as a Confederate officer, hoping to fetch a higher price. When the auctioneer pointed out that Stuart had already been gelded, many of the audience members nodded in happy consent. Nicolette heard some of the Negros talking about how a few of the inexperienced buyers were getting excited over buying their first white slave and therefore overpaid for their new property. In the end, Stuart was sold off for barely more than that of an average second rate mule.

		Finally it was time for the female stock...

		The whole process couldn't have been more humiliating. It took hours. One by one, the white women were led onto the stage where a large powerful-looking African Negress used a stick (and leather whip if necessary) to get the pale-skinned women to remove their tunics for the gawking eyes of the well-dressed Negro men and women below.

		"Look at the hips on this one!" cried the auctioneer, pointing at a former General's daughter, still young and beautiful, and gifted with chestnut brown hair and a voluptuous body. "If she wasn't built for African seed then nobody was!"

		Nicolette couldn't believe this was happening. She was trying to calm her nerves by gripping her wrist which was manacled in steel. She noticed also that the prettiest of the females were saved for last. It was almost her turn to be brought on stage. The combination of the concern in her bright blue eyes and her posture was telling a story of a woman not happy with her current situation. She stood in the corner with her shoulders slumped and head tilted down looking at the wooden floor as, one by one, the women were taken out onto the small stage and put up for bid.

		"Ah feast your eyes on this one! Those breasts! So big and white and full of milk! Imagine how many babies will be able to suckle from them! Imagine the profits from selling off those children later!"

		Then it was her turn. From the audible excitement from the potential buyers, the blonde goddess was worth the wait. She was led onto the rostrum by the large Negress, who first caressed Nicolette’s flanks to show their condition, which was immaculate. Then, just like that, her tunic was yanked off! This left the woman as nude as the day she entered the world. She screamed loud and covered her breasts which spilled above her arms, but at least her nipples were covered. She crossed her legs and tried to cover her pussy, but to no avail. The powerful Negress knocked the white woman's skinny arms away and then barked an order. Fighting back the tears, stripped nude, Nicolette was made to make several slow circles in the middle of the stage, warned not to cover up the parts which the crowd most wanted to see.

		She'd never felt more vulnerable in her life.

		They made her slowly walk from one side of the stage to the other. They brought her back to the middle of the stage and made her squat down, facing away, with her pale spreading buttocks now on full display for the dark crowd below. Then fragile Nicolette was put on all fours, her most intimate parts on display now, and waited tensely until she was told she could get up. Bravely Nicolette kept fighting back the tears. Afterwards, facing the crowd again, she was made to jump several times, again and again, so that the people could see the natural bounciness of her full ivory bosom —before the auctioneer lauded her natural fertility; made all the more desirable because she was one of the few females who hadn't been bred yet, not one single time, which meant that her womb was pure and not sullied by what they considered "weaker white seed."

		"As pure as they get," the auctioneer said. "So get your money wallets out because this one is going to go fast."

		Nicolette could barely hear the men shouting numbers, but eventually she was led off stage by the large whip-wielding Negress. In the back a group of black men with ledgers were waiting for her.

		"Well now," said one of the men, "are you ready to meet your new master?"

		A moment later, to her great surprise, Nicolette saw two familiar faces. One was the lifeless face of her husband, or the man who used to be her husband. The second belonged to the Negro bartender they'd met recently. He was standing tall, dressed in a black suit, a big cruel smile pasted across his ugly mug as he waved some papers in the air —the papers which officially made him the owner of two new slaves, a gelded male and a fertile female, both bought with cash and were now to do as he pleased with.

		

		

		

		Part Nine

		

	
		It was one of Jones' proudest moments.

		An ex-slave himself, who proudly fought for the victorious North, now the owner of a prosperous Negro bar, not to mention his first pair of slaves, white slaves, who through either blind luck or chance, had been married in their previous lives.

		Indeed Jones' only regret was that he hadn't been the one to actually geld the Confederate soldier. What a thing that would have been. The Negro would have given anything to see that smug, superior expression crumble as the blade of Justice removed the last remnants of the white man's manhood. Jones would have paid twice the price for Stuart for that opportunity. But still, the expression in Stuart and Nicolette’s eyes as they realized who their new Master was, for the rest of their days —that was worth all the money in the world.

		That day, with the hot Southern sun beating down, before departing the auction blocks, a few ground rules were laid out.

		For one, in his infinite wisdom, Jones didn't see any reason to allow his slaves to hang onto their previous names. The thoughtful Negro was deeply concerned that this would only be a hurtful reminder of their shared past on the luxurious plantation. So by the end of the day, instead of "Stuart and Nicolette" there was only "Boy and Girl."

		Secondly, and naturally, neither one of them would be allowed to refer to Jones as anything other than "Master." Eye contact with Master was also forbidden. And should one of them get the funny notion of trying to escape their new exciting lives serving their new Master, Jones promised that the other would surely pay the price at the end of his whip. While illiterate, Jones was a clever Negro, and understood that owning a married couple had certain advantages. Not that Stuart and Nicolette were married any longer. After all, slaves couldn't be married. Slaves were just slaves.

		Jones promised them that it wouldn't be a bad life though. Soon Boy and Girl would come to love their positions in the world.

		When they returned Boy/Stuart would be dividing his time between working for Jones' bar and being loaned out to a local Negro farmer who occasionally needed extra "skilled hands" at picking cotton.

		On the other hand, Girl/Nicolette would never leave the close scrutiny of Jones' clever yellow eyes. The Negro had big plans for the blonde beauty. Just thinking about her new future caused his thick ebony pole to twitch with excitement. When they returned, Girl would be working in the bar, serving the Negro patrons, not unlike all the colored girls that had taken care of her family in the splendor of her Southern girlhood.

		For the amusement of his patrons, Jones had already come up with a surprise for Girl. He'd already commissioned a specific uniform for Girl to wear every day. It was not the typical simple cloth dress and apron that servants normally donned. But rather the garment was quite similar to one of her festive ball dresses —with flowing apple-green silk, frothing with flounces, and with lots of ruffles and puffy sleeves, and a princess lace collar too. The dress, however, was also intentionally several sizes too small, and with the hemline barely going past her 17-inch waist, so that both her shapely pale buttocks and large bouncy breasts would always be on the verge of spilling out in front of the men and women who would come to the bar to drink and gawk at all that superbly white skin, baby-making hips, and baby-feeding tits.

		Unfortunately for the Pendeltons, however, it turned out that old Jones could be as sadistic as he was clever.

		After the long and grueling day on the auction blocks, Boy and Girl, formally known as Stuart and Nicolette, were summoned to Jones' private chambers. That night, they were both dressed only in their tunics and collars. Into the room lit only by candles now, tired and a little sunburnt, Boy walked with a noticeable limp from his recent "medical procedure."

		It was intoxicating to watch the pair. Jones glared with undisguised joy as his new slaves battled to accept their new reality. The Negro's long legs were wide as he sat in a big leather chair. In one hand he kept an unlit cigar, in the other was a pistol. Though studying Girl's delicate profile brought no small amount to the Negro, Jones couldn't help to relish how much it cost Boy every time he was forced to refer to the Negro as "Master."

		"Lock the door," said Jones, rapping the pistol against the surface of a table several menacing times. "Be quick, Boy!"

		"Yes, Master," muttered Boy.

		"And get that goddamned pathetic expression off your face!" demanded Jones, now pointing the barrel of the pistol directly at the frail-looking white man. "You're acting like this is the end of the world! But from where I'm sitting, your life doesn't look that bad. First of all, you get to keep on living your life. Secondly, old Jones gonna keep a roof over yo' head and some food in yo' belly, and all you gotta do is say thank you, and do everything I tells you to do. Are we in agreement, Boy?"

		There was no reason to try and struggle now. All that was gone.

		"Yes Master," came the white man's belated response.

		"I didn't hear that," said Jones, deepening his deep voice, but at least he'd sat the pistol on the table.

		"Yes Master, we are in agreement," said Boy, a little faster this time.

		Jones smirked and moved his eyes over to the heavenly creature now simply known as Girl, with her rounded hindparts, plump enticing breasts, long slender neck, nice legs, tiny feet, and a face so beautifully flawless that even Jones couldn't believe that soon she would be carrying his child. "And what about you, Girl? Don't you think that Boy should be more appreciative?"

		"Appreciative?" she said, with no small amount of trepidation in her voice.

		"Yes goddamnit, appreciative! Do you speak English slave?" thundered the Negro now. "As in, that Boy should be appreciating the fact that I'm taking care of both you and him now. All your concerns about life and death now are over. All you gotta do is what I tells you to do. It may seem hard now, but you don't know what hard is. And given enough time and you will surely come to see the wisdom of these ways. And one day, when you are surrounded by your brood of healthy-looking dark-skinned, curly-haired children, you may even look at me with no small amount of devotion for the new life I'm giving you, for the life I'm gonna be putting in you."

		A long and tense silence filled the room.

		"Tell me if you understand this, Girl."

		"I understand, Master."

		"Good girl," said Jones, lighting the cigar for the happy occasion. He brought the thing to his lips, giving Girl a little wink, then exhaled a big cloud of smoke. "Now tell Boy how lucky he is. Tell him how lucky he is to be in this situation, to be in this room, with me and you."

		Not too long ago, it would have seemed an impossible thing to imagine Nicolette Shaw finding herself slowly turning, as she did now, to Stuart, who was just the castrated shell of his former self, and saying in a soft, flat voice: "We are both very lucky to serve our new Master. He will take good care of us. You will see. We will be fine. We will be fine..."

		She nearly broke down, but at the last second regained her composure, smoothing down the fabric of her tunic.

		And yet, hearing his wife say these words seemed to have a more damaging effect on Stuart than losing the war and his balls combined. If there had been a single ounce or atom of resistance in him before, it was surely gone now. He was a man, or part of a man, who'd lost everything he'd once proudly stood for. And now, only through the grace of God, was he able to keep from toppling over on the floor, belly up, like an insect ready to be squashed by one of Jones' massive black boots.

		It was time.

		With a beckoning gesture, Jones had Girl come over to him. Jones had nine brothers and sisters and he'd already decided that he wanted to break that fecundity record with the blonde goddess who was now perching that smooth white bottom on his knee. She looked scared, so unsure of herself, as his large black fingers began to rub her back, her delicate shoulders, her flat tummy, her neck, the sides of her flushed face (flushing more with every passing second), and finally her knees, where the insidious black fingers began to work and massage their way up her pale and quivering thighs.

		"Your skin is so soft," he complimented. "So white and so soft."

		Stuart looked away.

		Automatically, Nicolette closed her legs, but Jones kept his hands there, not upset by her natural reaction. Not only had he expected a certain amount of reluctance on her part, the idea of it aroused him, causing his thick pole to fill even more with lustful blood so that now she was forced to sit there on his fat erection, knowing exactly what was about to happen tonight, in this candle-lit room, while her former betrothed watched closely.

		Oh dear, she thought, is it even possible to become pregnant by a Negro man? Or were their kinds too dissimilar?

		"Does this bother you, Boy?" asked Jones, his fat black fingers still wedged between Nicolette’s ivory thighs. "Seeing one of your own kind about to be taken by a Negro?"

		"No Master," mumbled Stuart in a barely audible voice. He was still looking away. His eyes were blank now. His body was in the room. But his mind was somewhere else. Far, far away.

		"Good boy," said Jones, dark eyes gleaming as he pried Nicolette’s legs apart, kneading the soft fleshy part of her thighs, just above the knees. Then he gave a deep and mirthful laugh. "No offense, but it ain’t like you can give her what she needs these days. Women folk were put here for one reason. Babies. Making babies. I guess you must be feeling pretty lucky that at least you'll get to be around and see her become a proud mother, huh Boy?"

		"Yes... Master...."

		Jones laughed again. His laughter now could have filled several rooms of this size. He then whispered something into Nicolette’s ear, which turned out to be an ultimatum. It took the gorgeous woman only a second before she nodded in agreement, sliding off of Jones' leg, and sinking down onto her knees in humble submission.

		"Alright slave," said the Negro to Nicolette, whose big blue eyes were now fastened on the enormous bulge that was in the Negro's dark trousers. "This first time gonna be real easy. You barely gotta do nuffin. Just open yo' mouth. Wide. And let me do all da' work."

		The command brought Stuart's bulging, wide eyes towards his wife's face, who for a brief second looked at him in a pleading way. But by now even those feelings didn't endure and both man and wife seemed ready and willing to accept their new fates.

		"If you think you look perdy in those fine dresses, wait until you see how perdy you look with some dark meat in yo mouth," laughed Jones, already reaching into his trousers where he pulled out something very big, very black, and looked like it needed at least two hands to deal with. His cock was just as dark as Oakerson's, but it didn't look as fat, only a bit longer and covered in more veins. "Now open Girl, Master has a treat for you to suck on."

		His size alone was enough to make him a commanding presence because he was every bit of nine hard inches, the color of it even darker than the rest of his body.

		Nicolette looked like she wanted to gag already. She was disgusted by the size and coloring of the Negro's phallus the same way she would have been disgusted by the ungodly sex organs on a horse. The tip was lighter, a purple-pinkish color, and the shaft was coal-black, all one color, with massive veins that were as big as the ones in her dainty white forearms.

		"You ain't got nothing to be scared of!" the Negro said, literally smacking it across the bridge of her pert little nose several times.

		Humiliated in the most profound way, she wanted to smack it away. Nicolette wanted to run away from it like that time she'd seen a large black garden snake slithering amongst the rose bushes of her youth. But those days were gone. Long gone.

		Now she looked like she wanted to scream now, but was too out of it to do anything other than shake her head from side to side.

		"Do I look like the kind of Negro who likes to repeat himself?" said Jones, obviously growing more annoyed by Nicolette’s reluctance.

		Sadly, there was no choice to be made. A musky animal odor clogged her nostrils, addling her brain even more than it already was. Truth be told, the young woman was scared shitless. After a few final whimpers, she gave into the stronger and more dominant powers at hand. Nearly choking from disgust, the southern belle found herself kneeling and O-ing her lips, turning her mouth into a warm, wet pussy for the Negro with his trousers pulled down to his ankles.

		"Open that goddamn white mouth wider or so help me, I'll remove the last little bit of flesh between Boy's legs!" the Negro barked down at her. "Your Master commands it!"

		"Nooooooo," cried Stuart in a shrill, unmanly voice, as he watched his angelic wife close her eyes and reluctantly part her lips for the merciless Negro.

		The massive, horrendous mushroom head was already leaking precum as its owner grabbed a big handful of blonde hair, wrapping his long dark fingers around the silky tresses, holding her still, and pushed the first couple of inches into Nicolette’s warm mouth, shoving himself into her as he closed his eyes and signed with pleasure. "Oh, damn that feels good. You have no idea how long I've been waiting to do that. How does it taste?"

		"Grrmmmpphphhhh," was all Nicolette could say now that her mouth was full of black genitalia. Her nostrils flared as she desperately sucked in air. She was trying to breathe through her nostrils and felt herself start to panic like someone drowning.

		"Dat right, dat right, girl." Jones stared down at her with scary lust in his eyes. He liked what he saw. Now those dazzling blue eyes started to water as the young wife struggled to orally accommodate the large Negro penis which caused her pale cheeks to puff and bulge; a small rivulet of saliva already starting to drip from the tip of her chin.

		"Owwww, weeeee, good slave girl, wrap those lips tight," said the man, starting to buck his hips back and forth as he continued to feed Nicolette his throbbing African meat. "Please your Negro Master!"

		Luckily, she couldn't hear his words, because the blood pounding in her ears was so deafening. She kept her eyes closed in a defensive way, trying to block out the unfathomable nature of what was occurring. Recalling her lessons from the black slavers, Nicolette started to suck Jones' cock. She licked all around the head, swirling her tongue around the enormous crown, and then started stroking the base of his shaft while sucking on the glans. She gave him a long, slow blowjob that was embellished with extra flourishes of her hands and unnecessary moans, all most likely performed for the Negro's benefit.

		Occasionally Stuart couldn't help but to watch, if only for a painful second or two. And even he couldn't help noticing how stunningly beautiful Nicolette looked with her lips wrapped around the dark shaft, and the pile of hair on top of her head flipping back and forth, and her boobs jiggling from side to side.

		Unfortunately for her, this didn't keep Jones from violently yanking on her hair the way a stable boy might deal with a recalcitrant bitch-dog. "Suck it, yeah, suck it, like you were born to! Suck that black cock my pretty little southern belle!"

		After jamming himself all the way to the back of her throat, choking her now, Nicolette instinctively spit the black cock out of her mouth, which now hung before her, long gossamer strands of saliva connecting her perfect face to the veiny black monster that throbbed inches away.

		Jones laughed some more. "Don't worry, you'll get used to it. Just a bit more than you're used to, that's all."

		A few minutes later Stuart was still turned the other way. He couldn't watch now. He'd seen enough. Instead he was completely motionless, dead on the inside, unable to bear witness to what was going on. This was too much.

		Meanwhile, as she kept performing the nastiest fellatio on this dark beast, Nicolette kept telling herself that there was still hope —that there was still a way out of this— that there was still a way to Texas, where they could have a "normal" life.

		But once when Jones slid himself all the way out, Nicolette made the mistake of opening her eyes only to see the fat rod bouncing in front of her lips. It looked like a big, plump, baby eel —it's one evil eye squinting at her, mocking her. Already her mouth was made salty from the sizable amount of Negro precum that had been forced into her. But the most troubling aspect of the monster genitalia was that Nicolette could see exactly how much she'd taken into her mouth because of the line that demarcated wet from dry skin. It had felt like she'd already swallowed a flag pole, but in reality she'd barely got half the black cock into her mouth and throat!

		Now the southern belle looked up, searching for pity, searching the Negro's features. The sharp angles and planes that made up his face might have been human. His nose was long and flat, the nostrils slanted downward in a sharp angle that almost bordered on a sneer and yet there was nothing else about his expression to suggest contempt.

		It was confusing though. She'd already grown accustomed to the heavy musky smell emanating from his crotch. It was nothing like Stuart's natural odor. And the longer she stayed on her knees, the more she began to almost enjoy such a strong and masculine scent. It was merely a natural reaction, or she was too tired, she was certain, and yet it almost gave the Negro a regal, superior appearance. His mouth was little more than a slash, the lips fat and purplish and soft. The deep set eyes above the prominent cheekbones were probably the most attractive-looking aspect of the man. And perhaps if he had teeth he might have almost been handsome.

		"Tell me you want to make me happy, Girl."

		"I want to make you happy, Master."

		"Do you mind if Boy watches you please your Master?" said Jones.

		"No Master."

		"Between me and you, I think he likes to watch," said Jones with an evil wink at Stuart now. "Watch as this woman pleasures a real man. A man who can give her everything she needs."

		Unconsciously, Nicolette sucked in a deep breath, inhaling the Negro's scent.

		Thrusting aside her revulsion, her gaze returned to that bobbing ebony shaft waiting for her mouth. This time she leaned forward and began to slowly drag the tip of her tongue along the shaft while batting her big blue eyes up at her Master. It did the trick. And by the time she'd licked every inch of his offensive appendage, the man relinquished her golden hair and began to shudder with pleasure. Nicolette relaxed fractionally and began to suck the cock back in her mouth, sucking just the tip, then more inches until she felt him at the back of her throat. If it looked huge, it felt even bigger in her mouth, and so alive. Whenever she paused, stretching her lips as wide as possible to grant him access to every inch of her mouth, she could feel him pulse inside her. This pleased the Negro who ordered her to look up at her and not move until he told her to.

		Even as dizziness had already begun to envelop her mind, Nicolette knew she was clearly doing something right, something which might encourage compassion towards the hapless white couple. Turning her attention back to the Negro's genitalia, her little blonde head soon started bobbing faster, and faster, the golden strands flying all around as she rushed toward the desirable end result. The effort to suck in a reviving breath of air past her clogged throat set Nicolette coughing. But already she seemed hypnotized by her task, increasing her tempo, coughing and gagging, seemingly unaware of the sickening waves of emotion felt by her husband who could barely believe his own eyes.

		When Nicolette felt the cock start to pump inside her mouth, she tried to get away, but he caught her by the back of the head, his body jerking all over as he moaned incoherently and began thrusting the mighty phallus towards the back of her throat where spurt after spurt of thick cream covered the woman's taste buds until it was running down the sides of her face, sloppily running down her chin now, and on her knees and the floor.

		Jones eventually pulled Nicolette off his cock and rubbed it all over her face, which was already quite a mess. He urged her to stroke him several more times, slowly, gently, yet with a tight grip. And finally he ordered her to kiss his cock, his balls, his stomach, and the inside of his thighs. As Nicolette let the Negro's cock slip from her mouth for the last time, she looked up and realized that even Stuart was staring at her with a sense of amazement.

		"Alright," said Jones, pleased with his first blowjob from a white woman. "Girl, you are a mess. First I want you to go down stairs and ask for some clean rags and a bowl of water. Don't worry about wiping your face off first, I want them to see how proudly you have embraced your new role. Then you will wash me off and we will get some sleep. Unfortunately, we will have to make sure that Boy doesn't go doing something stupid like running away tonight..."

		

		

		

		Part Ten

		

	
		Later that night, when Stuart awoke, his head ached and he tried to rub it, but he soon noticed that his hands had been tied above his head with a strong rope. As his vision returned to him, he saw that Nicolette and Jones were standing next to each other by the bed. It was still dark outside, but a dozen or so candles had been lit, illuminating the room so that Stuart could see everything.

		"Good, I thought you were going to sleep forever, Boy," said Jones, draping one of his coal-black arms around Nicolette’s nude pale body now.

		Stuart couldn't tell if his wife had just been penetrated by their "Master" yet. But in a moment he was to find out.

		"We will be departing soon, and as you will grow to find out, I like to start off every morning the same. I will be mounting Girl each morning until there are signs of some fruit in her womb. Dark, African fruit, of course."

		Jones laughed while Nicolette moved her bodyweight from one bare foot to the other.

		Bastard, thought Stuart. Before using another more powerful and derogatory racial slur in his head.

		Stuart watched as Jones started to paw at Nicolette’s angelic form, like some wild animal, the whole time licking those big Negro lips. Fully nude, it was difficult not to notice the sizable appendage between Jones' legs, already spilling out precum as it bounced up and down with each pulse. Could this really be happening? Had the world really become so corrupt that a large Negro male was allowed to use a white woman for his pleasure —and with her husband but a few feet away?

		Stuart nearly vomited when he saw the Negro push his tongue down into Nicolette’s mouth. One black hand was on the back of her blonde head, the other on her pale bottom. For some reason the intimacy of the action felt like the ultimate betrayal, even after all that had happened. It wasn't a short kiss either.

		Nicolette, of course, had no choice but to kiss back —but now they were kissing loudly, eagerly, almost passionately exchanging fluids in their mouths while the Negro's large heavy cock grew into a thick hard pole, much bigger than any cock that had been slid between her legs yet. The Negro was eager to roughly take this whimpering white woman as she glanced excitedly and nervously around the room to see Stuart only standing there, several feet away, powerless to stop this from actually happening.

		"Don't be shy Girl," Jones said, guiding one of Nicolette’s tiny hands to his two bloated balls as they jiggled about, abnormally large and dark-colored, churning with black seed.

		Even more disturbingly, as they continued their interracial kissing session, his fat lips engulfing hers, he ran his hand over her hip and then for many long moments massaged her tummy, as if to remind her that he was about to leave an even more permanent memento of his mastery over her.

		Jones began grunting as Nicolette started to play with his swollen ebony shaft too, her small white hand desperately trying to work on such a large tool. In return, he moved his lips to the blonde beauty's neck and shoulders, causing her delicate white skin to flush and her nostrils to flare, as if it was actually possible for a woman like her to get aroused by a partner who was more beast than man.

		Then Stuart's jaw went slack when he saw his wife collapse on her knees, this time without any visible encouragement from Jones.

		"Oh, you're already getting better at this," Jones said, looking directly at Stuart now as he placed both of his hands on Nicolette’s bobbing blonde hair. "I can tell it won't take long before you become an expert at this. Plus you'll have plenty of times to practice your new art."

		Stuart closed his eyes, unable to watch any more, but forced to listen to the loud smacking, sucking, and even snorting sounds which were echoing throughout the room, as the once demure beauty became a hungry, cock-sucking whore for the crafty Negro who was now offering her his oversized dick.

		"You like that?"

		Slurp... Slurp... Slurp...

		"You like that big thing in your mouth? Answer me Girl? Answer me slave?"

		Slurp... Slurp... "Oh, yes Master."

		"It makes you feel better to be on your knees with a Negro cock in your mouth, doesn't it, Girl?"

		Slurp... "Yes Master, it does."

		"You gonna be my whore?"

		"Yes.... Master." Slurp... Slurp....

		"You gonna take care of my children? Our children?"

		Slurp... Slurp... Slurp... Slurp... "Yes Master, I will take care of our children. I promise to be a good mommy."

		"I know you will, whore," sneered Jones.

		Jealousy stirring even more, Stuart kept his eyes closed, but from sound alone, it was hard to tell whether or not Nicolette was merely trying to say the things Jones wanted to hear, or whether she was being genuine.

		"You're ready whore. It's time. Get on the bed. I can't wait to see that belly of yours get big and soft. You'll never look sexier, trust me, strutting around with a big black son in your womb."

		At these words, Stuart's eyes flew open to see as his beloved wife was getting on the bed, which was covered with a cheap quilt. Stuart couldn’t believe that his wife was about to be rutted and mated by this evil-looking Negro. It would have been nice to see her with a bit more hesitation; or mental disconnect with the moment. There was no easy way to say it. But in the confusing logic of the moment, Nicolette actually looked like she was as aroused as she was anxious and curious to have this black, dominant, well-endowed lover between her legs.

		She was flat on her back now, nude and receptive.

		"Tell me to put it in."

		"Put it in, Master."

		"Where?" Jones said.

		"Me," cried Nicolette.

		Smiling victoriously, Jones moved between her open legs on bent knees and kissed her deeply. She thrust her chest up toward him, pulling him toward her. The contrast between them was stark in the dimly lit room. His darkness almost complemented her milky skin.

		Stuart watched, floored by his wife's submission, but also absolutely spellbound as the Negro entered her.

		Teasing her (and perhaps also to show Stuart that Nicolette was 'his' now) he lazily moved his cockhead between her pussy lips, causing her to squirm on the bed. Stuart watched from behind the couple, several feet away from the foot of the bed, and could see that Jones had not fully penetrated her. As her breathing quickened, Nicolette looked up at him with furrowed brow.

		"Please... don't hurt me, Master."

		Jones smiled at this, grabbing one of her breasts in his hand. Then he brought the nipple up and licked it with the tip of his tongue; simultaneously pushing two big dark fingers inside her mouth so that Nicolette could suck on them as if it were another cock in her mouth. Still teasing her nipples, he slid one of his fingers inside of her pussy, causing the white woman to let out a loud gasp and moan. As the Negro's ministrations continued, Nicolette shuddered violently and cried out, spread eagle on the bed now.

		"You ready for this big thing inside you? Talk to me, my little whore, my little mare. You ready to get mounted by your first real big black buck?"

		She didn't respond so with one hand Jones reached up and slapped her lightly across the face, knowing how this perverse act turned on other females; and then used his other hand to pinch and roll her swollen nipples. Nicolette, much to her husband's chagrin, seemed to have lost her senses.

		"Talk to me, whore," said the black man, whose fat black rod lay flat across her mound, pulsing for its first taste of white pussy. "Tell me you ready, whore?"

		Nicolette responded only with her moans and whimpers, tossing her blonde head from side to side restlessly. Unable to wait any longer, the Negro pushed his throbbing African member into her sex, breaking the barrier of her societal prejudices in a gush of her own juices. Jones pushed himself in deeper, already halfway inside, but plenty more to go. Nicolette squealed in pain and delight as she teetered on the brink of a great void, her muscles tensing and contracting at the tingle and tickle of a sensation that threatened to rack her entire body.

		"Damn, the tightest I've ever had," Jones said, his long ebony body starting to work in a rhythm of pulling and pushing. From behind, Stuart could see the coal-black shaft appear and then disappear between Nicolette’s pink lips, stretched to their max, as Jones' well-muscled ass cheeks contracted above her. "Best money I ever spent!"

		"Oh, oh, oh..." cried Nicolette, moaning with pain and pleasure as Jones continued to pound into her pussy, showing no mercy, ramming deeply in with each thrust, then pulling slowly out, only to ram in again, sending the shock through her whole body.

		At one point Jones pulled away from his assault on her pussy —and buried his dirty, unwashed face down into her snatch. She squeezed her legs shut which only locked his head between her thighs and she soon felt a fat, slippery tongue slide around her pussy. If she wasn't already wet, Nicolette was now as she felt his tongue probe her clit and entrance to her most sacred region.

		"Oh my... oh dear...oh my..." she cried, putting her hands in the man's wooly hair as he pushed his ugly face further into her cunt. Squeezing her ass cheeks at the same time, he continued to lick her with just the tip of his tongue, and just on the very edges of her lips. After several more minutes Jones flattened his tongue and started to lick up and down in long broad swipes. Nicolette continued to push on his head and try to steer his mouth to some secret spot only she knew about.

		"Say it, say my name, whore!"

		Nicolette shuddered as she felt a great and confusing pressure build up in her pelvis, causing her small pussy to tighten even more as Jones lapped at her swollen red lips like a famished animal. "Oh Master! Oh Master! Yes, yes, yes..."

		Stuart couldn't believe his own eyes as he watched the couple continue to writhe together in passion. He wished there was some tall mountain he could jump off of right now because anything was better than this.

		Jones finally lifted his grinning face up, now covered in Nicolette’s juices, and positioned himself so that his cock was just inches away from her pussy again. He shifted forward on the bed, grabbed the thick swollen shaft and rubbed the big purplish helmet up and down the glistening pink folds of the southern belle's flower. She moaned, much louder than before, and squirmed, increasing the friction as the Negro cockhead rubbed up and down her slippery lips and clit.

		Before entering her again, Jones paused, his wide nostrils flaring as he inhaled her intoxicating aroma. Then Jones started pounding her. Kneeling between her thighs, with his wiry arms hooked under her legs, he was not only able to fit the entire length and girth of his dark monster inside the delicate woman, but he was now getting the deepest penetration possible. Nicolette sounded like a woman who'd already lost control, making groans, moans, and even some of the most unlady-like grunting sounds as she suffered the Negro's deep fucking. He gave her all he had on every thrust, as if he were trying to push his big cock through her body and out her mouth; as if he were trying to punish her for all the years of injustice caused by her race. For the first time in her life, Nicolette started to orgasm, causing her to bite down hard on her lip, while gripping the sheets so her knuckles whitened, and yelling so loud that the whole town could tell what was happening in that room. This caused Jones to increase his own tempo...

		"Here it comes, whore! Here is what you need now!"

		Her dazzling blue eyes were dazed with lust as she stared up at the ceiling. And her nipples were visibly rock hard, her tummy sucked in, poised in the best position to receive the gift of his hot seed. Jones obliged her moments later with a prolonged grunt. The Negro's load penetrated her deeply and a bit of it overflowed the sides of her pussy. Like the tamed brood mare she had now become, she locked her arms around his neck and stared up at him during his final thrusts, squeezing the walls of her womanhood to milk his balls for even more of his magical life-giving essence.

		It didn't stop there though.

		After putting Nicolette in several more sexual positions, stretching her out even more, then getting her to put his wet ebony rod back into her mouth for several long minutes, Jones told her, "Get on your hands and knees."

		"My hands and knees?" she said, looking up at him, thinking how the slave auctioneers had put her in the same unbearable position.

		"Like a dog."

		Before entering her, the Negro paused for a second to admire the view. The two soft globes of round, creamy white ass were jiggling each time she shifted her weight nervously.

		"Mmmmmm, looks so good to me," said Jones, a dark grin twisting his face.

		He grabbed his big black ebony cock with one hand and placed the other on Nicolette's hip. Then he stroked the head of his cock up and down her slit for a few seconds, which was already nice and slick. While Nicolette closed her eyes, moaning into the bed, the Negro lined his uncut member up at her opening, grabbed her by both hips, and finally pushed forward. His cock parted her lips and entered her in one smooth stroke, meeting far less resistance than before. This time he pushed it all the way into her and they both groaned loudly together.

		"Oh damn, I ain't ever gonna get tired fucking this white pussy," he said, leaning forward to kiss her neck, gently at first, then with more insistence so that she would have marks there for the next few days.

		Nicolette made a strange grunting sound as she struggled to take the massive cock in this new and uncomfortable position.

		After a few moments he leaned forward again, pushing her hips downward. He moved his spindly legs so that his knees were now outside of her legs, and then pushed all of his weight on her. Nicolette's energy was nearly drained. But her arousal was unmistakable. She looked like she was ready to pass out.

		She continued to moan beneath her new black lover, turning him on even more with her submissive nature. So he pushed her shoulders into the mattress with his torso, and smashed her hips and thighs into the pile of pillows with his lower body, and pressed all of his weight onto her flesh. She was pinned to the bed, impaled by the enormous black cock.

		Sweet Nicolette's moans began to become urgent as the entire room reeked with a musky aroma. Jones' thrusts were short, but firm, and his thick pole seemed to swell in size with every thrust into her pink wetness.

		"Oh yeah, you're a good whore aren't you? White whores are the best whores aren't they? Who are the best whores?" said ol' Jones, pushing her ass cheeks down and apart with the palms of his hands, slamming his cock in and out of her slick tunnel several more times. Suddenly his thighs began to twitch and his long back began to arch as he was about to shoot his load into her again, seeding the flower once more.

		The Negro's eyes closed and his body clenched as his orgasm overtook him. It looked like he was having convulsions now as his hips moved uncontrollably forward and back, Nicolette screaming as he stormed and flooded the walls of her Southern womanhood.

		Afterwards, Jones lay on top of the exhausted blonde beauty for a long while, each of them gasping for air, their sweaty bodies pressed together as one. And after he caught his breath, Jones rolled onto his back and pulled Nicolette atop him with little effort. She raised her face a bit and looked at the toothless black man in the eyes and softly said, "Is everything okay?"

		The Negro lovingly stroked the top of her golden head and replied, "You did a good job whore. But you never answered my question. Who are the best whores?"

		After a long pause with her head lying tenderly on his sweaty chest, Nicolette managed to squeak out a simple, "White whores are the best whores, Master."

		

		

		

		Part Eleven

		

	
		Three months later Nicolette began to show. It was almost impossible for Stuart to hide his disgust at the sight of Nicolette's belly as it became bigger and rounder every day; made all the more noticeable by that ridiculous outfit she was forced to wear, which was obviously intended to mock her past. It was almost unbearable. Stuart despised the way Jones paraded Nicolette around, showing her off to his friends and cliental like a prized stuff pig. Indeed Stuart hated the whole world.

		But after two solid years of steady manual labor, Stuart's perspective (on many things) began to change. The great magnetism of Routine began to take over the white man's time and now he thought infrequently of the good old days. His youth of lording over the plantation seemed like a distant dream now, getting foggier by the day. Nor did Stuart think much of women. To be honest, Women scared him a bit now. He felt like he no longer had the confidence or the equipment to meet their stares and quiet judgments. He preferred to be alone these days —and occasionally he was granted an erection, despite his missing parts. But still the pitiful little thing, not much bigger than his thumb, was a far cry from the proud member he'd enjoyed years ago. So Stuart tried to never think of women —a practice reinforced by the countless nights that he'd been made to stand silently and watch as the Negro Jones defiled Nicolette's pale body in every conceivable fashion, successfully turning her into his own little puppy mill.

		Their relationship had changed dramatically.

		These days, Nicolette barely treated Stuart as more than a passing acquaintance. Her attention was mostly focused on her children, whom she loved and adored, despite their dark appearances which made it difficult to believe they were anything less than 100% pure African. It nearly broke Stuart's heart every time he saw the radiant joy in Nicolette's piercing blue eyes as she swooned over her black babies: playing with them, singing to them, allowing their dark lips to suckle at her bosom which had grown considerably after her first pregnancy with Jones. The sight of Nicolette and Jones, mommy and daddy, holding hands in the streets together, surrounded by their brood of coal-black children, was something Stuart had never thought possible in this world.

		But the world was changing quickly.

		Eight years later Congress ratified a law that banned slavery of all kinds. Now Stuart and Nicolette were free to go as they wanted. But by now their lives had already solidified into a set of daily routines which neither seemed eager to break. There was still a part of Stuart that hated the Negros for what they'd done to him, what they'd taken away from him. But he too was wiser now; and there was another part in his head that perfectly understood where their righteous anger had come from. More importantly, he felt like he was too old and too weak to start a new life, to start over from scratch.

		Jones, who was now in his 60's, a father of seven beautiful children, with another one already on the way, had seemed to have lost his taste for sexual sadism. In fact it had been at least two years since he'd commanded Stuart to come to the bedroom to bear witness to the "seeding of the New South" as he called it.

		But one night, as Stuart was finishing up a day's worth of arduous, yet fulfilling tasks around the bar, he passed by a room where he heard the unmistakable moaning of two people. The door was cracked just enough for him to see them lying there on the bed. They were kissing and fondling each other. They were both sweaty and completely nude. Nicolette still had her fine shape, but the demands of giving birth to seven children had caused some effects. She was still soft-looking and ivory pale. But her face was fuller, as were her hips, butt, and breasts. Her stomach was still flat, but there was a noticeable addition of fat at the bottom, just around the bellybutton.

		Blinking from the dark hallway into the room, an electric shock suddenly shot through Stuart's spine and he felt a thunderclap in the space between his legs. It was the most perverse thrill he'd had in a long time. He watched closely as the bed began to shake and the naked bodies writhed in all the pleasure they brought to one another.

		Stuart was no longer jealous of Jones, or hurt by Nicolette's betrayal. He'd let go of all that. Now his breathing increased as he gripped his little member which had become stiff in his trousers. He watched as Nicolette rode the old Negro on top, the perfect globes of her white ass jiggling crazily as she bounced up and down the long ebony pole which kept disappearing in her body. She was fucking the Negro like a woman possessed, her eyes rolled back, her blonde hair flung in every direction.

		"Oh, oh, oh fuck me Master! Fuck your whore!"

		"Who's your Master?"

		"You're my Master!"

		"Fucking white whore! I'm not done breeding you yet! You got lots more breeding to do!"

		"Yes, yes, please, thank you Master, please give me more children, more beautiful black babies I can love and take care of!"

		Hearing this, Stuart's vision narrowed and he kept his hand on his tiny dick, really pulling hard now at the sight and sounds of the couple. It was only when Jones turned Nicolette around and got behind her that a mistake had been made. In Stuart's own personal hell of pleasure, he'd forgotten that he wasn't completely invisible to the couple. He locked eyes with Nicolette who could see what he was doing in the hallway. She was on her hands and knees now, spreading her white ass wide for the old Negro behind her who started to pump his hips with increasing tempo. Stuart looked into her soft blue eyes and saw only a strange mixture of confusion and pity. But he did not see anything in her stare that made him stop his own race towards a rare and highly valued climax. A certain part of Stuart (though he would have never admitted this to a single soul) actually envied the way the Negro was able to dominate Nicolette in the bedroom with his great size and stamina.

		She had her head back, throat fully arched since Jones held the back of her long blonde hair like the reigns of a race horse. Stuart knew he was almost there, almost at the point of reaching his most shameful orgasm ever, when he heard someone say:

		"Well, either shut the door, or come in and then shut the door. But you're letting all the goddamn heat out of the room, Boy."

		Stuart froze at the sound of his Master's voice. He couldn't believe that he'd been caught; another humiliation in a life full of humiliations.

		"Well, you coming in?" said Nicolette softly as she started to rock back on Jones' massive ebony rod for her own pleasure.

		Stuart shrugged. Then he shut the door, walking across a series of creaky wooden floorboards where he sank down into a chair, his cheeks burning red the entire time. A moment later and they were fucking each other with that wild reckless abandon; and even Jones' mocking laughter couldn't stop Stuart's hand racing towards one of his last real few pleasures in this new and terrifying world.

		

		THE END
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