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    Prologue
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    On the eighth day in the Garden, Lucifer came to GOD and said, “O LORD Most High, why stop after seven days of Creation?”


    “I AM done,” GOD replied. “My work is complete.”


    “But there’s still one more thing to create,” the Devil said.


    GOD regarded him. “Like what?”


    “A joke on mankind.”


    “A joke?” GOD asked. “What could be so amusing?”


    “The Negro,” the Devil whispered.


    “Ah,” GOD sighed. “That was no joke. I let you help me create Man, and you burned him to a cinder. He was so dark he was almost unrecognizable.”


    “That is why I named the dark one ‘negro,’” the Devil said. “But I compensated. I gave him something special.”


    “Such as?”


    “A larger, superior sex organ,” the Devil replied. “Not merely in size, but in strength. In endurance. In the way it can master a woman’s flesh.”


    “And how would that help him?”


    “The woman will seek him out,” the Devil said. “Because he’ll please her in ways Adam cannot.”


    “So be it,” GOD said at last. “But see that he does not harm the woman or her descendants.”


    The Devil smiled. “That’s what I wish to speak about, LORD Most High. About Eve.”


    GOD’s gaze hardened. “What about Eve? Have you not done enough already, persuading her to eat the forbidden fruit?”


    “No fruit this time,” the Devil said softly. “Only a naughty little taboo. For her immense pleasure with the Negro. I have a parable in mind…”
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    Much Later


    GOD heard the Devil out. Thought about it. Then decided — yeah. Why not?


    Not out of mercy. Not out of grace. Just to see what would happen when He put the right two bodies in the same room.


    He was going to build a cock for a woman who could actually take it. Black man, white woman, the colors mattering the way they always had in America, with nothing in between and everything at stake.


    He looked down the long, ugly corridor of history, the ships, the fields, the chains, all of it, and figured something was owed. Not justice. That ship had long sailed. Something rawer than that. Something that happens in the dark between two people who have no business being anywhere near each other.


    So He made Massai, but delayed his birth by four years. Then He made Katheryn. Didn’t tell either of them why. Just built them right, pointed them at each other, and waited.


    The Devil found the man to make it happen. Old white guy. More money than God, almost. He had watched every filthy thing ever made, and none of it was enough anymore, so he decided to make something that didn’t exist yet. Fund it himself. Control every detail. Call it Kitty vs Brutus.


    GOD made Katheryn Kellington Eve and Massai Mobuku Adam. Designed them from birth for this single obscene joke. It was their destiny. When they finally met on that porn set, they would be drawn to each other like starving animals, and they would fuck with such fury and abandon that GOD Himself would look down, smile, and say, “It is good.”


    The Devil would call it the eighth day of Creation.


    This parable is now transcribed in vivid detail.


    Chapter 1
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    Massai Mobuku


    He was born in a small village in Congo. People stopped in the path to stare; even as a child, his penis was shockingly long. They named him Massai, their word for “massive,” as if his fate had been carved into him at birth.


    No one in that village could have imagined that one day this dark, ugly boy would exist for the pleasure of a gorgeous, flawless American wife on the far side of the world.


    As he grew, his cock thickened and lengthened until, as a teenager, he had to live in baggy pants just to walk among other people. School quickly gave way to survival. While the other boys hunched over slates and sums, Massai built raw power hauling rock in mines and lifting concrete in construction yards. His shoulders broadened, his chest thickened, and the rest of him followed.


    It was the older women who found him first. They came to him in shadows and narrow rooms, smelling of soap and sweat and need. They seduced him, then tutored him, turning his body into their classroom. They taught him exactly how to make them cum.


    Massai earned a quiet, dangerous reputation among the women of three villages — a beautiful beast, a rare man who lived to please. He had taken so many of them over the years that he lost track after ninety-nine; some kept returning, unable to give up what he did to them.


    His cock became his instrument and his obsession. Years of relentless use made it steely and unyielding. It seemed to respond to every challenge by growing: longer, thicker, and heavier. Eventually, he abandoned the boy’s word “penis” entirely and claimed the only word that fit: cock.


    From that private sex school, he perfected his method. Massai learned to read a woman’s breath and muscles, to shift and torque his hips, to drive or grind, to angle deeper or pull back at precisely the moment that would shatter her. He could rotate and roll his weight to wring more sensation out of every inch. His efficiency at forcing pleasure out of reluctant bodies became legendary. More and more women came looking for him.


    And then, suddenly, fewer did.


    By the time his cock reached a monstrous seventeen inches, curiosity turned to fear. Even the boldest women began to keep their distance, whispering about what that kind of thickness might do to a body. What had once made him a coveted lover now made him untouchable.


    Massai grew restless and bitterly unsatisfied, trapped in a body that wanted more than any woman around him could safely take.


    He was thirty-five when he left. Not for good, just long enough. An M1 visa, a trade program, a country that didn’t know his name or his reputation. A fresh start with a return ticket somewhere in the back of his mind.


    What America gave him instead was Katheryn Kellington, thirty-nine, white goddess, and beautiful in that way that makes a man forget what he was about to say. His body had been built for hers from the beginning. He just didn’t know it yet.


    Chapter 2
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    Katheryn Kellington


    She was born to money in Atlanta, Georgia, and never knew a day without it. Well-fed, well-bred, and well-schooled, she grew up on the good stuff.


    As a baby, she looked almost unreal, an angel divine, bright blue eyes, honey blonde hair, skin as smooth as satin. An only child in a respectable Christian household, with a schoolteacher mother and a prominent lawyer father, she was carefully molded into a certain kind of woman: stylish, clever, high-class, exclusive. A flawless Southern belle built for country clubs and charity galas.


    In her world, colored people existed only at the margins: maids, gardeners, men who kept their eyes down. Contact beyond that was quietly discouraged and sometimes loudly despised. Her schools were white, her social circle was white, and her future, her parents believed, would be white too: a suitable marriage to an upper-class man with the right name and the right money.


    On paper, Katheryn behaved. Inside, she was drawn to history and theater, places where people broke rules and burned cities. She excelled in Art and History, obsessing over Atlanta’s role in the Civil War and by extension the whole machinery of the slave trade, watched Gone with the Wind until she could recite the lines, imagining herself as Scarlett O’Hara, adored by men and waited on by slaves. That curiosity pushed her further than her parents ever intended. She took acting classes at William Esper’s studio in New York and felt unnervingly at home under the stage lights. Her family would never have accepted actress as a respectable career, but the stage woke something up in her anyway, a taste for performance, for slipping into forbidden roles.


    While studying slavery at her private college, she found the footnotes her professors skimmed past: quiet mentions of masters and mistresses taking slaves to bed, of stud males bought specifically to breed more labor. The text hinted, almost coyly, that certain negro men were valued for being hung bigger than donkeys. She saw the illustrations, wrote them off as unnatural anomalies, artistic license, someone’s lurid exaggeration. She moved on.


    Then came the study group, and the polite language went out the window fast.


    There were seven of them, all white, all well brought up, trading rumors and suppressed fantasies in a locked dorm room. Jordyn and Madelyn swore the stories were true, claimed they had slept with Black men who were nothing like the boys their parents had in mind, bigger and harder and more relentless, and they quoted the line they had heard whispered like it was gospel: once you go Black, you never go back. To prove their point, they pulled up interracial porn on a laptop, grainy clips and high-definition close-ups of Lexington Steele and Mandingo, two Black porn kings whose bodies bordered on unreal.


    Katheryn tried to look amused. Detached. Then Mandingo filled the screen.


    Eleven inches of thick, glistening cock, looking almost obscene next to the white woman wrapped around it. The shock hit her first, and then the shock slid into something slower and warmer and harder to dismiss. Her body betrayed her quietly but completely. Her vagina, no, her cunt, the way the women on screen said it, swelled and dampened while she watched close-up shots of his length disappearing into wet white pussy. New words settled into her mind and stayed there. White men had penises. Black men had cocks. White men made love. Black men, these women said, fucked.


    She said none of that out loud. Just watched, silent and very still, while Jordyn and Madelyn narrated.


    The more she studied him, the way women on screen clawed at him, the way they shook when he finished, the more she found herself imagining it. Her own hands. Her own mouth. Her own cunt. She never admitted that to the group, and when Jordyn jokingly offered to share her Black lovers so the others could find out for themselves, nobody volunteered out loud. Katheryn suspected some of the girls slipped away later in secret. The debate died in that dorm room. It did not die in her.


    After that night, she was never quite the same obedient, innocent girl. She became quietly obsessed with big Black cocks in general and Mandingo’s in particular, imagining herself in the place of those women on screen, lying back like the blonde pornstar Aubrey Sinclair, worshipping his length with her tongue, taking every inch, letting him use her exactly the way those women did.


    She tucked it all away behind perfect manners and pastel dresses, where no one in Atlanta could see it. But it was there, waiting, quietly shaping everything she would do when she finally had the power to cast her own African Adam and write her own parable.


    Chapter 3
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    In the beginning, Katheryn explored her own body the way she explored everything else, curious, methodical, alone. A makeup mirror and a locked door were all she needed.


    She learned quickly that the pleasure lived in that small, hidden knot of flesh above her opening. Her fingertips traced the outer and inner lips of her vulva, then settled on the clit, that tiny hypersensitive bud beneath its hood. A light stroke made her catch her breath; a firmer circling touch made her hips twitch. Soon she was moving with a practiced rhythm, breathing deepening, thighs trembling as the heat built low and sharp.


    The first orgasm frightened her. Her heart hammered, her lungs dragged at the air, and the pressure between her legs felt almost unbearable. Then it broke, muscles clamping, legs shaking, a wave of pleasure rolling through her so hard she had to bite her lip to stay quiet. After that, fear gave way to fascination.


    She turned it into a private art form. Experimented with angles, pressure, and speed. Learned to pull the hood just so, to squeeze her labia together, to flick at the exposed head of her clit until sparks shot up her spine, what she came to think of as her Princess and the Pea technique. She discovered she could balance right on the edge of release, stop, breathe, tease herself back up, then let go into something longer and fiercer. She called it walking the razor’s edge. 

Most nights, she lay on her back, knees bent, one hand on her breasts and the other working between her legs, rarely taking more than a minute or two but usually stretching it out anyway, milking every second. She never pushed her fingers inside; she had read somewhere that a woman could remain technically a virgin as long as her hymen held, and the idea of staying intact while knowing exactly how to shatter herself on pleasure amused her in a way she couldn’t quite explain.


    At one point, she tested herself with a thermometer, half as a joke. Ninety-eight point five in her mouth. A hundred and seven between her legs. “What a hot box,” she murmured, flushed and a little shocked. The next time she drove herself over the edge, she checked again. Higher. She found herself wondering what a man would think if he knew how hot she ran there, whether he would flinch, or be drawn in like a moth to a flame.


    What worried her briefly was the frequency, four to six times a week, sometimes more, and whether she might wear herself out, blunt her sensitivity with overuse. The opposite happened. The more she practiced, the keener her body became, her moods steadier, her focus sharper, looser in the world and tighter where it counted. Without ever meaning to, she had turned herself into a kind of sex athlete, training muscles she couldn’t see, learning to delay and command her own release, fine-tuning every inch of her responsiveness.


    All of that was before the Black man entered her imagination and made himself at home there.


    Ever since that locked dorm room and that laptop screen, something darker had threaded through her fantasies. Despite the sermons and the nice white churches and the careful Southern manners she had been raised on, she kept returning to the same picture, Black men as slaves, Black men as negro studs, Black men as the bodies white mistresses used in secret and never spoke about in daylight. 


    
The word nigger had been a hissed insult her whole life, a filthy slur meant to keep people in their place. In the warm privacy of her own imagination, she twisted it into something else entirely. She came faster when she pictured herself whispering it in the dark to a man built like Mandingo, when she imagined the delicious obscenity of a high-class white lady clawing at a Black body she was never supposed to touch. She knew exactly how contemptible that was. That was part of what made it work.


    She cast herself often as a plantation mistress, a polished Southern lady in silk, summoning her boy from the quarters for her own private pleasure. She thought of the cover of Rebels of Sabrehill, that lurid paperback she had once hidden in a drawer, and slipped herself into the painted woman’s pose without much effort at all.


    Whenever she could, she went hunting online for him. Mandingo. Downloaded clips and stills, studied the size and weight of his cock, the way white women in those videos wrapped themselves around his length. She knew it well enough by now to conjure it instantly in her mind’s eye, the vein patterns, the way it looked glistening and dark, poised at a soft pink entrance.


    In her imagination, she had already been blacked by him a thousand times. In reality, she knew exactly how her life was laid out: marry a white man with the right pedigree, say the right vows, attend the right functions, be what Atlanta expected of her. Prim. Proper. Untouchable.


    Privately, in the dark, hand warm between her thighs, she would be something else entirely, a secret nigger-lover worshipping an impossible Black cock no one was ever supposed to know about. That was her sin. Her wicked dark joke on the world.


    And it would not stay imaginary forever.


    Chapter 4
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    Later, Katheryn blossomed into something almost unfair. A glamorous, stunningly beautiful woman, voluptuous and poised, blue-eyed and blonde, with a body that turned heads in every room she entered.


    Her breasts drew particular attention, firm 36Cs, high and bouncy, crowned with rock-hard pink nipples that peaked to more than a quarter inch when she was chilled or aroused, so sensitive that she could sometimes coax herself to a slow, indulgent orgasm by nothing more than circling and pinching them while her mind replayed Mandingo’s black cock.


    People said she had bedroom eyes, dreamy, half-closed, sultry blue, carrying a built-in question: man enough to fuck me? Those eyes could stir something reckless in men, Black or white, with a single glance. Her hands were another quiet weapon, silky, delicate, impeccably kept, the hands her mother always pointed to when she said you can tell a lady by her hands. Katheryn moisturized religiously, avoided rough work, and treated them like jewels. They looked perfect wrapped around a Tiffany clutch, a champagne-colored Montblanc Muses Marilyn Monroe pen. In her private fantasies, those same ladylike white hands wrapped just as easily around something far more primitive, a cock as huge and dark as Mandingo’s, stroking it from heavy softness into something fearsome and throbbing. The imagined contrast, her pale fingers against that dark swelling length, never failed to turn her warm and wet.


    Outwardly, she carried herself like a saint, virtuous, pure, angelic, poised, and graceful, and drop-dead gorgeous. No one who saw her would have suspected the nature of her inner life.


    At twenty-seven, she did what was expected and married Cole Maxsell, a young lawyer from her father’s firm, becoming his trophy wife in every sense: five foot nine, hourglass 36-25-36, long legs, firm buttocks, narrow waist, always polished. They settled in Arden-Habersham, an affluent, almost entirely white enclave outside Atlanta, in a multi-million dollar house that looked like a magazine spread. Katheryn filled the quiet with discipline, working out four times a week more to kill boredom than to chase health. Cole was away often, buried in cases, and on the rare nights he was home and willing, his efforts left her politely frustrated. His four-inch pencil-thin penis felt like a bad joke compared to the bodies she had memorized on screen. She never told him she had never once felt a true, full-body-shattering vaginal orgasm. She suspected he knew anyway.


    Clitoral release was enough to keep her from straying, at least for a while. She continued her Kegels with the same quiet intensity she brought to everything else, locating and squeezing that hammock of muscle running from pubic bone to tailbone, tightening and holding until it burned, releasing, starting again, drilling long holds and rapid pulses until she could clench hard for twenty seconds and flutter a hundred times in a minute. The benefits were immediate and addictive: stronger orgasms, better control, a sense that she could grip and massage a man from the inside whenever she chose to. Without ever taking a lover, she was still sculpting herself, steeling muscles no one but a future partner would ever appreciate.


    She refused to complicate her life with affairs, at least officially. She embraced the role of faithful wife and secret BBC addict, their lack of real intimacy meaning no children but also a comfortable, low-stress existence behind guarded gates. She had left her insurance job after the wedding, the constant male attention there, the lingering looks, the way men’s eyes moved over her as she walked past, had started to feel like a liability. She knew exactly what she looked like. She knew exactly what they were imagining.


    Once her fantasies turned firmly toward Black men, her awareness sharpened in a particular way. Certain men in gyms, parking lots, and city streets stood out to her the way a bright color stands out in a grey room. She felt their eyes on her, pretended not to notice, and secretly thrilled at the way her body responded. Behind dark sunglasses, she let herself look back, stealing glances at the outline beneath denim or sweats, quietly measuring. As big as Mandingo? Bigger? If she spotted something promising, she filed it away for later, when she was alone with her imagination and her fingers.


    Then one afternoon, an online deep dive turned up something that made her genuinely lightheaded. Mandingo, Fred Lamont, born 1975 in Los Angeles, lived in Atlanta. Her city. Had been there all along, close enough to pass on the street without either of them knowing. How hard would it be to accidentally bump into him in a café? What would she even say, that she had been his secret devotee for years? That she had used his cock as a kind of personal prayer object? That she had always imagined her own Meet Mandingo scene?


    To keep herself grounded, she leaned into her good-woman duties. Drifted into nonprofit work, rose inevitably to president of a prominent local church, stood each Sunday at the front of the congregation, respected and spotless, while privately holding the quiet conviction that God must love Black men, why else would He have gifted them so obscenely? In her darkest moods, she wondered if He had made them specifically for her.


    And then she saw it. A casting call ad tucked into a Cosmopolitan issue devoted to cheating wives and sex toys. A role. A project. An invitation. Something that might, at last, give purpose to both her halo and her filth.
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    Chapter 5
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        CASTING CALL

        BUXOM TALL WHITE WOMAN WANTED

        A voluptuous, buxom blonde, 5’8” or taller,

        Married or single,

        is urgently wanted for an intense and torrid porn movie

        lavishly set in the 1850s plantation slavery era.

        This erotic short film is being produced

        for a private, wealthy client and not for public release.

        Your character is KITTY — a wealthy white widow,

        owner of an Atlanta cotton plantation.

        Your negro slave, BRUTUS,

        has the longest and largest cock in the world.

        You are dangerously attracted to BRUTUS.

        This film explores your forbidden union:

        white mistress, negro slave.

        Full discretion guaranteed. No acting experience necessary.

        Exceptional perks, benefits (multiple orgasms guaranteed)

        and $750,000 for the ultimate beauty and talent.

        Only One Condition:

        YOU MUST BE WILLING AND ABLE

        TO COPULATE AND PERFORM

        WITH AN ENORMOUS BLACK COCK

        14 INCHES AND OVER.

        Filming will commence immediately

        and may take approximately 14 days and nights.

        To be considered, please submit full-body color photos,

        both clothed and unclothed, from the front, side, and back,

        and articulate why you are ideal for this role.

        For further information, visit our website

        www.1850project.com

        for detailed instructions.
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    Normally, Katheryn flipped past advertisements without really seeing them. This one stopped her hand cold. It felt like a trapdoor in the glossy pages of a respectable women’s magazine, crude and vulgar and racist, with absolutely no business being there.


    She read it twice, then a third time, pulse picking up.


    It touched every one of her forbidden nerves. Slavery, her favorite subject. Big negro cock, her most private obsession. Acting, her disowned secret ambition. The more she thought about the placement, the more Cosmopolitan made perfect sense. Where else would you quietly reach women like her, respectable white wives and voluptuous blondes, who would never dream of browsing porn casting boards? An issue devoted to cheating wives and sex toys was the perfect camouflage for an invitation promising multiple orgasms.


    For days, the ad haunted her. She lay awake seeing the bold type, wondering what kind of man had written it, what kind of man could casually demand a woman willing and able to ride a fourteen-inch Black cock. She met every specification: tall, married, voluptuous, blonde. And the money was obscene.


    She did her research the way she did everything, methodically. Filming adult movies was legal in only a couple of states. Standard pay for a female performer in a traditional boy-girl scene ran eight hundred to a thousand dollars, maybe two thousand for a top name, with no royalties. Men earned even less. Three-quarters of a million dollars for a single short film, for a complete newcomer, was simply unprecedented. This wasn’t an industry rate. It was an obsessional offer. Whoever the client was, this film meant something deeply personal to him.


    And then there was the condition.


    She would not just fantasize. Not just imagine. She would actually fuck a Black man, a man whose cock was advertised as bigger than Mandingo’s. The thought made her nipples tighten, and her knees feel unreliable.


    She kept digging. Vintage interracial clips. Platinum-blonde Seka with Long Dong Silver in Beauty and the Beast, his appendage so extravagant it hovered somewhere between absurdity and nightmare. In her memoir Inside Seka, the actress had boasted she’d been cast because she could handle anything, a size queen built to take whatever the business could throw at her. Katheryn found herself wondering if she could become that kind of woman. A Southern-belle Seka, seducing her Black stud on a cotton plantation while the war raged outside the gates.


    Day by day, the legend of horse-hung Black men grew more vivid and more real in her mind. Somewhere out there, monstrously big cocks existed. This project was offering her a chance to meet one, under lights and cameras, with a script and a check.


    She didn’t think of herself as racist, not the way her family was, not the way most of Arden-Habersham was. Her fantasies were filthy, yes, soaked in the language of niggers and slaves, but in her head they had always been a kind of inversion. A high-class white mistress willingly degrading herself for the Black bodies she was never supposed to want. She came hardest when she imagined that fall from grace, when she pictured calling a man that word and then dropping to her knees to worship the very cock the insult was meant to deny.


    Still, the ad frightened her. It also made her nipples ache, her thighs press together, her pussy go soft and warm with a heat she recognized well by now. She masturbated harder than she had in years, riding herself to relentless shuddering orgasms with the thought of a fourteen-inch negro cock between her legs.


    For too long, she had kept herself technically faithful, tightly contained, playing out her darkest urges with nothing but her fingers. Now there was an offer on the table that lined up perfectly with every forbidden thing inside her. She thought of Mandingo and all the times she had pretended he was there, thick and real and hers.


    She remembered Yoda from those childhood movie nights. Do, or do not. There is no try.


    The advertiser promised full discretion. Promised multiple orgasms. Promised it was only one film, one time. She could call it a short vacation, disappear for two weeks, come back to her life in Arden-Habersham as if nothing had happened. No one would know.


    Except her.


    Chapter 6
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    Massai Mobuku


    He was killing time in a black barbershop in Queens, flipping through a worn Afro magazine, when the ad stopped him cold.



        CASTING CALL

        TALL UGLY BLACK MAN WANTED

        An African man, 6’5” or taller,

        preferably muscular, ugly, and bald,

        is urgently wanted for an intense

        and a torrid interracial porn movie

        lavishly set in the 1850s plantation slavery era.

        This erotic short film is being produced

        for a private wealthy client and not for public release.

        Your character is BRUTUS

        — a negro slave on an Atlanta cotton plantation.

        You are bought to stud, to produce more slaves

        but you discover that your white mistress, KITTY,

        is dangerously attracted to you.

        This film explores your forbidden union:

        white mistress, negro slave.

        Full discretion guaranteed.

        No acting or previous experience with white women necessary.

        Exceptional perks and $200,000 pay

        for the ultimate candidate and talent.

        ONLY ONE CONDITION:

        You must have an ENORMOUS COCK

        14 inches and over

        and can use it skillfully,

        fucking non-stop for long hours.

        Filming will begin immediately

        and may take approximately 14 days and nights.
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    Massai stared at the number first. Two hundred thousand dollars. Five years of wages back home, for two weeks of work.


    Then he read the condition again, slowly, as if someone might snatch the magazine away before he finished.


    Fourteen inches or more.


    He almost laughed. It was as if someone had reached into his trousers and measured him in his sleep. He wasn’t just qualified; he was overbuilt for the role. Under the


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
OEBPS/Images/image.png





OEBPS/Images/ebook-page-break.png





OEBPS/Images/8_1.gif





OEBPS/Images/image.jpeg












