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Part One

Montgomery, Alabama – 1867

The war that ripped this great nation apart had also taken everything from Scarlett Lee Davis. Once the jewel of Alabama’s high society, Scarlett had been raised in the splendor of her family’s sprawling plantation, shielded from hardship and want. She was beautiful—stunning, even—her ivory skin untouched by the sun, her golden curls always neatly pinned beneath a lace-trimmed bonnet. The daughter of a wealthy landowner, Scarlett had grown up surrounded by admiration and privilege, a true southern belle in every fashion.

Francis Davis, her husband, had once been the epitome of a Southern gentleman—strong, ambitious, and educated at Virginia Military Institute. They had married in a grand ceremony just before the war, both believing in a future filled with prosperity. But that future never came. The South fell, the plantations were seized, and their wealth vanished like mist in the morning sun. Now, they were penniless wanderers, moving from town to town, trying to hold onto remnants of a life that no longer existed.

One evening, on the edge of Montgomery, in a ramshackle house, their past came crashing through the door – literally.

It was the cheapest house in town, the only one the white ex-aristocrats could afford, a far cry from their pampered and privileged days of wearing the finest clothes and having servants fetch all needs.

Inside the one-bedroom home, the air was thick with the scent of cheap whiskey. Scarlett sat on the edge of the bed, smoothing the wrinkles in her worn dress, watching as her scraggly haired husband slumped in a chair by the window, his once-proud shoulders now weighed down by crushing defeat. Conquered by the North. Conquered by other men. His uniform, once pristine, was tattered, and his face, once sharp with ambition, had grown hollow with drink. 

"You’re drinking again," she said quietly, though there was no need to state the obvious. 

Francis exhaled sharply, rubbing his temple. His once trim, athletic body had become soft and bloated with drink and depression – his muscles atrophied, his confidence shattered. "What else is there to do, Scarlett? The South is gone. We are nothing now." 

Scarlett clenched her hands in her lap, her voice tightening. Unlike her weak husband, she was the type of woman who wouldn't accept defeat. "We could rebuild. We could try." 

"Try?" Francis let out a humorless laugh. "Under their rule? Under their laws?" 

Scarlett turned away, staring at the cracked wall. Everything they had known was being reshaped, the world she had been raised in slipping away like water through her fingers. There were new faces in power now, new rules to obey, and no place left for them to call home. 

She opened her mouth to say more—but before she could, a heavy boot struck the door.

Scarlett and Francis yelped at the same time, small high-pitched sounds of surprise. Then a  single boot struck the frame again, this time splintering the wood as the door swung open. In the dim light of the oil lamp, a broad-shouldered man filled the doorway. His coat was dusty from the road, his stance steady and unyielding.

Scarlett gasped.

"Mandingo?" she whispered.

Mandingo stood as a formidable figure, his towering, muscular frame casting an imposing shadow that demanded respect. Dressed in finely tailored attire—a crisp white shirt beneath a deep navy waistcoat, complemented by polished leather boots—his appearance spoke of success and sophistication uncommon for the era. Yet, the network of scars etched across his ebony skin told a different story: each mark a testament to battles fought, hardships endured, and a relentless pursuit of justice in a divided nation. 

Scarlett nearly fainted at the sight of the familiar black face. Mandingo had once lived and worked on her family's land, known for size and potency. ("A genuine buck negro no whip can break; and a true stud whose never passed up a bitch-in-heat his whole life," her father had disgustedly said long ago, in a very different world.)

When it came to the slaves, and slave breeding, Scarlett wasn't sure exactly how that stuff was handled. But at some point she learned that one of her father's slaves, Mandingo, had fathered over 100 children. Scarlett was shocked. But the black man had never been just another laborer in her eyes. Even as a child, she had noticed something different about him—his quiet strength, his sharp eyes that missed nothing. After the war, he had disappeared, and she had never expected to see him again. But now, he stood before them, no longer a laborer but something entirely different.

A bounty hunter.

"I'm here for Francis Davis," Mandingo said, his voice calm, measured. He held up a piece of paper that included a crude charcoal sketch of Francis, signed by the government. "Your criminal husband."

Francis stiffened, reaching instinctively for a weapon he no longer carried. "On what charge?" he demanded.

"Fraud. Land theft. The governor put out a notice just last week."

Scarlett turned to her husband, her heart sinking. She had heard rumors—whispers of desperate men forging claims to land that no longer belonged to them. Had Francis really done such a thing? She searched his face, but he avoided her gaze.

"Mandingo, please," she said, stepping forward. "There has to be another way."

Mandingo exhaled, watching her carefully. He had not expected to feel anything when he saw Scarlett again, but seeing her now—her once-pristine dress patched and worn, her hands rougher than they had ever been in her privileged youth—something in him wavered.

She wasn’t the same girl he had known. And neither was he the same man.

An idea took shape in his mind, one that surprised even the cold-eyed black bounty hunter.

"I'll make you a deal," he said, tilting his head slightly. "I won’t turn him in—if you agree to have dinner with me."

Francis bristled, but Scarlett put a hand on his arm. There was no fight to be won here. Mandingo was bigger, stronger, and above all, he was the one in control.

"A dinner?" she asked hesitantly.

"One night. A conversation. No tricks."

Scarlett swallowed hard. What choice did she have?

"Fine," she whispered, just thankful that her mommy and daddy couldn't see their own daughter accept a non-chaperoned date with an ex-slave twice her age and twice her size.


Part Two

Scarlett Lee Davis stood before the cracked bedroom mirror, adjusting the delicate lace trim on the sleeves of her faded blue dress. Once, it had been a vision of elegance—silk imported from France, its bodice fitted to perfection, its skirts flowing like water with every step. Now, the fabric was worn thin in places, the hem frayed from too many nights walking through unfamiliar streets. Still, she did her best, smoothing out the creases and fastening the last of the tiny pearl buttons running up her back. 

Her golden hair, always her crowning glory, was arranged in a soft chignon at the nape of her neck, though stray curls refused to be tamed, framing her face like spun gold. She dusted her cheeks lightly with rice powder, giving her skin an even, porcelain glow beneath the dim candlelight. A touch of crushed beetroot stained her lips the faintest shade of rose, the only hint of color against her otherwise pale, flawless complexion. 

Behind her, Francis sat slumped on the edge of the bed, his shirt unbuttoned, his hair unkempt. His eyes, dull with resignation, flicked to her reflection in the mirror. 

"You don't have to do this," he muttered, rubbing a hand over his unshaven jaw. 

Scarlett fastened a small cameo brooch at her throat, ignoring the way his voice trembled with something between bitterness and surrender. "I know." 

She turned then, smoothing her skirts one last time. Francis exhaled and looked away. There was nothing left to say. Scarlett frowned at her hubby, wishing he'd stop being so feminine and passive. But she didn't have time to tend to his wounded feelings. Mandingo was waiting for her; and Scarlett Lee Davis felt a strange mix of anxiety and anticipation.


Part Three

The small eatery was a modest place, the kind where tired farmers and traveling merchants stopped for warm stew and cornbread before continuing on their way. The scent of roasted meat and fresh bread lingered in the air, mixing with the low murmur of conversation. Oil lamps flickered along the wooden walls, casting long shadows across the simple tables and chairs. It was not a place for grand ball gowns or whispered courtships—it was a place for men who lived by their own rules. 

And Mandingo fit that world perfectly. 

He sat near the back, where the light was dimmer, his broad frame relaxed yet commanding. The long duster coat he wore was made of fine, dark leather, fitted across his powerful shoulders and left open to reveal a crisp white shirt beneath, tucked into well-tailored trousers. A gun belt rested easily at his hips, not flaunted but unmistakable, the polished revolver at his side speaking of both experience and necessity. His boots, worn but well-kept, were propped just slightly forward, giving the impression of a man who was comfortable wherever he chose to be. 

Scarlett hesitated at the doorway, her breath catching as she truly saw him for the first time in years.

The snaggle-toothed, nappy-haired slave she had once known was gone—before her sat a mountain of a man, carved by time and circumstance. His posture was easy but unshakable, his sheer presence enough to make the other patrons instinctively adjust their seats, giving him space without being told. His jawline was strong, shadowed with the hint of stubble, and when he lifted his gaze to meet hers, she felt the weight of it settle over her like an unspoken command. His dark eyes, sharp and knowing, missed nothing. They held no resentment, no anger—only certainty. 

"Miss Scarlett," he said, his voice low and steady, like a rolling storm on the horizon. 

She swallowed, gathering her skirts, and walked toward him, the echoes of the past trailing behind her like the hem of her faded dress.

Mandingo found himself staring longer than he meant to.

"You clean up nice," she said, offering a small, cautious smile.

"You, too," he replied, before gesturing to the table. "Shall we?"

She took a step, paused. "You know I'm a happily married woman, correct? You know this can't actually go anywhere, right, Mandingo?"

Mandingo grinned down at the worried-looking southern belle. "Of course, Miss Scarlett. I just wanted to piss off your hubby. Didn't much care for his attitude. You can do better, but I'm sure you know that."

"Piss me off? How do you know that you're pissing off my husband right now?"

Mandingo threw his big head back and laughed deeply, appreciatively. "Trust me, Miss Scarlett, he's not happy with this. Shall we?"

They sat down, spoke hesitantly at first, as if testing unfamiliar waters. Scarlett asked about his life after the war, and Mandingo spoke of the chaos he had witnessed—the lawlessness, the towns overrun by men who refused to accept the new world. He had taken up bounty hunting not out of vengeance, but as a means of survival.

Scarlett listened, her expression unreadable. When she spoke, it was with a softness he had never expected.

"I never… I never understood what life was like for you. Back then," she admitted. "I was a child, I suppose. I didn’t see things for what they really were."

Mandingo studied her carefully.

"I always knew you were different from the others," he said after a moment. "But you still lived in that house. You still had a choice to look away."

Scarlett flinched, but she didn’t deny it.

"You're right," she said. "I did."

The candlelight flickered between them, casting a golden glow over the rough wooden table.

Scarlett sat with her hands folded neatly in her lap, her posture straight but tense, her fingers gripping the lace trim of her worn sleeves. Across from her, Mandingo leaned back in his chair, one arm draped lazily over the backrest, his presence filling the space between them in a way that made the small eatery feel even smaller. 

The conversation had stalled, leaving only the soft clatter of dishes from the kitchen and the occasional murmur of other patrons to fill the silence. Scarlett glanced down at her plate, stirring her spoon idly through the stew she had barely touched. 

Then, without warning, Mandingo leaned forward. His movements were unhurried, deliberate, as though he had all the time in the world. Scarlett tensed as his fingertips brushed lightly against her sleeve, feeling the fabric between his fingers. His touch was barely there, but it sent a strange, unfamiliar heat through her. 

He exhaled, shaking his head slightly, the hint of a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. "A shame," he murmured. 

Scarlett blinked, her breath catching. "What is?" 

Mandingo released the fabric, sitting back, but his gaze never left hers. "Seeing a woman built for high society forced to wear rags," he said smoothly, his voice as deep and rich as the whiskey in his untouched glass. "If you were my wife, Miss Scarlett, I'd see to it you were wrapped in the finest silks. No woman of mine would dress like a beggar."

Scarlett's heart stuttered in her chest. She opened her mouth to respond—perhaps to scold him for his audacity, perhaps to ask what kind of game he was playing—but the words refused to come. Instead, she looked away, focusing on the candle's flickering flame, as though it could steady the uneasy feeling curling in her stomach.

The conversation had escalated from there, years of pent-up tension and resentment bubbling to the surface. Mandingo called her out on her privilege, on the life she’d lived while others suffered. Scarlett fired back, accusing him of holding onto the past, of blaming her for things she couldn’t control. But somewhere in the heat of their argument, something shifted. The anger between them morphed into something else, something primal and undeniable.

But as the night went on – fortunately for Scarlett – the conversation turned lighter.

And they reminisced about small, silly things—summer storms that turned the fields into rivers, the time she had fallen into a pond trying to pick wildflowers. Scarlett laughed, genuinely laughed, and for a moment, it felt like the past was something distant, something they could look back on without pain.

But then, she made a mistake, a mistake that highlighted how long she'd been out of practice being in society.

"Do you remember all those parties, the lavish garden parties we used to have," she asked, still smiling. "And how my parents always had you on that stage, dancing, making everyone happy, doing that little jig over and over again! And once, your pants fell down and everybody –"

She stopped. The air between them changed.

Mandingo's expression darkened, and Scarlett’s stomach twisted. She had meant it playfully, but now, looking at him, she realized how cruel it must have been. A moment of humiliation for him, a moment of amusement for her and the others.

"I’m sorry," she said quickly.

Mandingo was silent for a long moment. Then, finally, he sighed, shaking his head.

"That was a long time ago."

But something had shifted between them. They both felt it. And when Scarlett looked down, she saw that her own pale hand had been completely engulfed by a set of monstrous-looking black fingers that sent jolts of electricity down her spine for reasons she couldn’t fathom.

"Besides, I didn't mind you looking, checking out the merchandise, as they say at the market."

The mention of a slave market made Scarlett blush even harder. Her cheeks had never felt so hot red. She was also queasy and weak in her stomach. She was revolted by her family's disgusting past. If only she had a way of making amends, providing reparations...

But when she looked up, she was met by his intimidating dark stare, causing her blue eyes to turn away, darting around like a scared bunny.

"What are we talking about?" Mandingo laughed, trying to break the all-time high tension at the dinner table. "That was forever ago. Things... change."

When Scarlett's blue eyes opened again they were met with the oddly fascinating sight of Mandingo's ebony fingers interlaced with her softer ivory fingers, a perfect blend of untamed natural powers and priggish cultured society, then there was a warm affection squeeze – that the white woman reciprocated.

"Yes," Scarlett Lee Davis said, blushing and biting her nails in girlish flirtation, "Things definitely change."

When the evening ended, Mandingo walked Scarlett back to her house.

Francis was waiting inside, pacing anxiously.

"Well?" he asked.

Scarlett glanced at Mandingo, then back at her husband.

"He’s keeping his word," she said quietly. "You’re safe."

Mandingo nodded. "For now."

Francis sneered, but Scarlett didn’t see it. She was still looking at Mandingo, her thoughts tangled in a storm of conflicting emotions.


Part Four

The one-room house Francis and Scarlett rented on the edge of town was barely more than a shack, its walls thin enough that the wind slipped through the cracks at night, whistling like a ghost. Though it was a stark contrast to the plantation house where Scarlett had once spent her days adorned in silk and lace, it provided a roof over their heads.

After the whole Mandingo situation, Francis had been the one to insist they stay in town. Scarlett wanted to leave – immediately. But her husband claimed that staying put was more practical—cheaper lodgings, familiar faces, fewer questions. Scarlett knew the truth though. He was broke, too stubborn to leave, and too desperate to grasp at whatever scheme he was dreaming up next. And something told her that there was a new danger threatening their marriage, although she wasn't able to fully articulate it yet.  

"Trust me, Scarlett," he had said, rubbing his temple like a man worn thin. "We can’t just go wandering off with nothing but the clothes on our backs. We stay here, lay low. I’ll figure something out." 

And so, they stayed. 

At first, Scarlett tried not to notice how often she saw Mandingo in town. The area wasn’t large, and he had worked here—bounty hunting, settling debts, making a name for himself. But what struck her most wasn’t just the frequency of their encounters; it was how he carried himself. 

Each time she saw him, Mandingo seemed to stand taller, walk with more purpose. He no longer moved like a man who had to prove his place—he had already claimed it.

She recalled seeing Mandingo barefoot, wearing those muddy threadbare britches, no shirt, some leaves in his bristly black hair as he laughed at every other word coming out of "Bossman's" mouth.

Now Mandingo strolled through town on a well-bred horse, dressed sometimes in a long leather duster and other times in tailored riding britches and a fitted coat, the kind worn by gentlemen of means. The glances he received were a mix of awe, resentment, and quiet respect. 

And then, one day, Scarlett saw her. 

The mulatto woman was stunning, her complexion a rich caramel, her curls piled into an elegant updo, and her dress—blue silk, pristine and well-fitted—spoke of wealth. Her arm was hooked through Mandingo’s as they walked down the street, the gorgeous mulatto's laughter light and musical as she leaned into him. 

"Bitch," Scarlett said under her breath. A strange, unwelcome heat bloomed in her chest. 

She turned away sharply, scolding herself. "What are you thinking? What do you care?"

But the truth lingered, stubborn and sharp as a thorn. The image of Mandingo, powerful and poised, with that woman on his arm, settled deep inside her. 


Part Five

That night, Scarlett couldn’t sleep. 

Francis had gone off drinking with an old war buddy, as he often did, and the house was eerily quiet without his restless pacing and muttered complaints. She sat in front of the small, cracked mirror, brushing out her golden hair, her thoughts tangled in ways she couldn’t unravel. 

Before she could talk herself out of it, she stood and pulled her most revealing dress—still worn, but the finest she had left—from the small wooden trunk at the foot of the bed. She slipped it on, smoothing the fabric over her hips. A dab of rice powder on her cheeks, a touch of crushed beetroot on her lips. 

Then, she wrapped a shawl around her shoulders and stepped into the night. 

The air was cool, the dirt streets mostly quiet save for the hum of voices spilling from the saloons and taverns. Scarlett walked with purpose, though she wasn’t sure where she was going. 

Or maybe she was...She was looking for him. She was just glad her ancestors couldn't see her now.

Scarlett moved through the streets with purpose, her shawl clutched tightly around her shoulders.

The gas lamps cast flickering shadows along the wooden storefronts, and the night air carried the scent of whiskey, sweat, and the faint twang of a fiddle drifting from the saloons. 

She started at the places where men like Francis drank—the dingy, smoke-filled taverns where former Confederates nursed their losses and whispered bitterly of the war. These places were filled with men who eyed her with curiosity, some with drunken interest, others with suspicion. There was something especially sad about all those former Confederates, something that drove Scarlett away, made her want something better, bigger, blacker...

“You seen Mandingo?" she asked, keeping her voice light, casual. "I need Mandingo!"

Most gave her confused looks. A few snorted.

“That bounty hunter?” one man grunted. “He don’t drink with us.” 

Of course not, Scarlett thought. Mandingo was the kind of man who walked between worlds, who answered to no one. 

So she went to the next place, and the next, stepping into bars where the laughter was a little looser, where the drinks were poured a little stronger. Each time, she asked for him, and each time, she was met with shrugs. But she didn’t stop. 

Finally, she reached a bar at the farthest edge of town, a place she had never dared enter before. The music hit her first—a deep, pulsing rhythm, a mix of drum and fiddle, of voices raised in song and bodies moving in time. The building itself was unassuming, but inside, it was alive. 

She hesitated at the doorway, her heart hammering. 

The heat of the lively room wrapped around her immediately, thick with the scent of sweat and spiced liquor. Men and women danced in the center, their bodies swaying and twisting with wild abandon. The musicians played fast and hard, their fingers flying over strings and drum skins, while the bar was crowded with men laughing, talking, and throwing back drinks. 

This was not the carefully controlled world Scarlett had been raised in. It was something raw, unfiltered. 

She swallowed and stepped forward, feeling eyes turn toward her. A few men paused their conversation, watching with amused curiosity. A woman near the bar, dressed in a striking red gown, raised an eyebrow at her. 

Scarlett cleared her throat, forcing herself to keep her voice steady. “Mandingo,” she said. “Is he here?” 

The bartender—a broad-shouldered man with a knowing smile—wiped a glass with a rag and said, he's around her somewhere. But I aint here to sell no directions. Drink, ma'am?"

"No thank you, sir," Scarlett politely declined, realizing that she just called an African-American sir for the first time in her life. "Sorry, sir."

She turned around, unknowingly presenting her shapely pale buttocks to the black man, whose dark face burst with light when he saw the white woman's curvy figure. His DNA stirred.

Scarlett was unaware. The beat of the drum was relentless.

The striking blonde southern belle felt it in her chest, in the base of her throat, in the way the wooden floor seemed to pulse beneath her feet. Heavens to Betsy! The black musicians played with a feverish energy, the violinist’s bow flying over the strings, the drummer’s hands moving so fast they blurred in the dim light. The melody was unlike anything she had ever heard—wild, untamed, unburdened by the rigid formality of the dances she had once known. 

Scarlett had been raised on waltzes and quadrilles, where every movement was measured, every touch polite. But this… this was something else. She'd never felt so alive.

On the dance floor, athletic-looking black bodies moved together in ways that made her breath hitch. 

Black couples swayed and twisted, their hips rolling in time with the heavy drumbeat.

A deeply black woman in a deep green dress arched her back against her male partner, her hands running down his arms as he held her close, their movements synchronized in a slow, deliberate rhythm. And then two more couples materialized, all three curvy black asses arching in the air, unashamedly presenting their fertile female essence to the strongest man available. Another pair danced in a frenzy of motion, the man gripping the woman’s waist as she spun, her skirts flaring before she was pulled flush against his chest. 

It was all teasing, tempting, pushing toward something unnamed yet understood. The movements were suggestive, playful, and yet carried a power Scarlett had never witnessed before. This was not just dancing—it was communication, a language built on rhythm and instinct. 

Her mouth felt dry as she watched a tall man press his partner against one of the wooden support beams, his hands firm at her waist as she rocked against him, their bodies moving as if there was no one else in the room. Their laughter, low and intimate, was nearly lost beneath the music, but Scarlett could feel its heat from where she stood. 

A strange sensation curled in her stomach. It wasn’t scandal or disapproval. It was curiosity. 

The way these people moved, the way they abandoned restraint—it was the opposite of everything she had been taught to value. And yet, it called to something inside her, something buried beneath layers of decorum and expectation. 

For the first time in her life, Scarlett wondered if there was something about herself she had never truly understood. 

And then, as if drawn by the same rhythm, her eyes lifted. Scarlett barely had time to react before she felt it—there was an arm wrapping around her waist, firm and steady, pulling her back against a solid wall of warmth. A gasp caught in her throat as she looked down and saw Mandingo’s dark hand splayed across the soft fabric of her stomach, the contrast stark against the delicate fabric of her dress. 

"Easy now," he murmured against her ear, his voice low, calm, and utterly unbothered by the chaos unraveling around them. "You know me. I got you."


Part Six

The bar had erupted in a sudden flurry of shouts and crashing wood. Two hulking black men had barreled into a nearby table, sending bottles shattering to the ground, while others shouted either in amusement or warning. Fists swung, bodies clashed, chairs scraped against the floor in hurried retreats. 

Before she could make sense of it, Mandingo was already moving, his grip unyielding but careful as he guided her away from the growing melee. 

Through the narrow back hallway. Up the stairs, his boots heavy against the worn wooden steps. Scarlett barely felt her own feet moving—only the pressure of his hand, the warmth of his presence, the way he shielded her body without a second thought.

The room at the top of the stairs was small, its furnishings spare. A simple bed, a sturdy desk, a washbasin. A single oil lamp flickered on the table, casting shadows against the bare walls. There was no excess here, nothing unnecessary, but everything about it was unmistakably his. 

From below, voices still carried, heated and sharp. The floorboards beneath her feet trembled with the weight of movement, of men still pushing and shoving. But then, as suddenly as it had begun, the energy shifted. The shouts dulled, laughter replaced the tension, and then—the music. 

The beat picked up once more, the violin wailing in joy rather than fury. Whatever dispute had sparked the fight had been settled as quickly as it began. 

Scarlett stood there, breathless, her heart still pounding from the rush of it all. 

And then, a thought—dark and insidious—whispered in her mind. 

She turned sharply, eyes wide as she stared at Mandingo, who leaned against the closed door, arms crossed over his chest, his posture entirely too satisfied. 

"Did you—?" she started, but her voice caught before she could finish. 

Mandingo’s smirk was slow, deliberate. "Two dollars," he said, his voice rich with amusement. "That's how much I paid those two men to start brawling, in case you're wondering." 

"Hush your mouth! No you didn't, Mandingo!"

"Don't be rude, Miss Scarlett," said the ex-slave, now so finely dressed. "Or I'll have to put you over my knee."

Scarlett’s breath caught her throat, she looked around the room, searching for the nearest escape.

"Two dollars," he repeated, pushing off the door and stepping toward her with lazy confidence. "It was worth every damn penny too. Because now I have you, here, Miss Scarlett." 

The atmosphere between them felt thick, charged with something unspoken. Scarlett swallowed, unsure whether to be angry, impressed, or something else entirely.

"Heard you were looking for me?" the big black man chuckled, going over and picking up a silver flask. "Or was there some other pretty little southern belle running around asking for Mandingo?"

She wouldn't give him the satisfaction. She walked around the room, her little arms crossed, inspecting his possessions. She found it difficult not to be impressed with how far this ex-slave had come. But what did that mean? And why couldn't she have found the white version? she jokingly thought, then scolded herself severely.

She glanced at Mandingos' direction. "So what? Am I supposed to just hide up here in the room until all the ... riff-raff downstairs disappears?"

"You could," said Mandingo, sipping out of a flask nonchalantly.

"And what time do they leave, this riff-raff?"

"Depends. Different nights, different times, I reckon."

"Bless your little heart, Mandingo. Well, I hope you're not wasting your time, trying to seduce me?"

"'Course not, you're married."

"I am married," she confirmed.

"And you're white."

"I'm white," she said, glancing down at her flawless porcelain skin, as pale and perfect as an angel. "I'm very white."

"And your daddy used to own me."

"I'm sorry about that. You know, I really am."

"I know you're sorry, Miss Scarlett."

"Mandingo, it's Mrs. Davis now, you know that."

"I know that, but you'll always be Miss Scarlett to me. Back then, if you don't mind me saying, you were such a lovely little blonde haired goddess, always such a great kid. But now, now... now you're not a kid any more. You're all woman. Built for power and speed, like a prize-winning mare that needs to be bred with a prize-winning stallion, a big black stallion."

"Mandingo, no!" she said, clutching a string of  pearls around her dainty ivory neck, the last vestiges of her privileged past; and the only family heirloom that Francis couldn’t convince Scarlett to hock for cash. "You can't say these things to me. This isn't appropriate! You know that!"

"So you're telling me that you got yourself all dolled up, and then went strutting from bar to bar, asking for Mandingo, until you finally found him, and he immediately took you to Mandingo's bedroom, and now you don't know what's happening? Between us? Here? Now."

"Mandingo, bless your little heart," she shook her big blue eyes at him, which seemed to almost be popping out her blonde head with anxiety. "No, I just wanted to say, thank you, for earlier..."

He cut her off, stepped forward, and tentatively fingered the opalescent gemstones around the white beauty's neck, no doubt the last trinkets of wealth from her past life. Then he masterfully placed a hand under her little pale chin, tilted her face up at his. "You wanna say thank you to Mandingo, you wanna show Mandingo some damn appreciation?"

Their eyes met, his commanding respect as his low voice rumbled into Scarlett Lee's world: "Now here's what's going to happen, Miss Scarlett." He paused until he was sure he had her full attention. "I'm going to tell you how beautiful you. You're beautiful, Miss Scarlett. And then I'm going to remove all your clothes, and carry you to my bed, and lay you down, and claim what's rightfully mine."

Scarlett, blushing fiercely, opened her lips to talk, "You don’t own me,” she said, her voice wavering despite her best efforts to sound defiant. “No one does.”

Mandingo’s lips curved into a slow, dangerous smile. He felt the little white chin tremble in his dark grasp. “We’ll see about that. You're so beautiful, Miss Scarlett, so lovely to look at.”

And then, before she could respond in a pithy way, Scarlett felt his big ex-slave  hand trap the back of her blonde head just as his lips pressed into hers, in a not entirely unpleasing way.

After nearly a full minute of making out, Scarlett made a point to break away, take several steps backward from the ex-slave. "No, Mandingo. We can't! You know that, are you crazy?"

Mandingo immediately closed the distance between them in two long strides, his hands gripping her arms as he pinned her against the wall. “You’ve been running from this,” he said, his breath hot against her ear. “From me. But now I got you.”

Scarlett tried to protest, but the words caught in her throat as his big demanding mouth crashed down on hers. His kiss was relentless, heavy, possessive, a claim that left no room for resistance. She told herself to push him away, to fight back, but her body betrayed her. Her hands found their way to Mandingo's broad shoulders, and a mischievous shiver ran down her spine as his tongue demanded entrance.

“Say it,” he growled, pulling back just enough to meet her eyes. “Say you’re mine.”

The southern belle was still too reserved – and shook her head, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “I—I can’t.”

Mandingo’s hands moved to the buttons of her dress, his fingers nimble and sure. “You will,” he said, his voice a promise and a threat all at once. “You’ll say it, Miss Scarlett. And you’ll mean it.”

Her well-worn dress fell to the floor, leaving her exposed, vulnerable. His hands explored her body with a rough possessiveness that left her trembling, pale knees shaking. She had her bare arms instinctively wrapped around her cleavage, her pink knees pressed together as tightly as possible. But she didn't budge. She'd never felt so humiliated and aroused at the same time. When he knelt before her, Mandingo's breath warm against her inner thigh, she bit back a whimper. “I don’t—”

The black man didn’t let her finish. His tongue found her, and she bowed against the wall, her hands tangling in his nappy dark hair as warm waves of pleasure washed over her. “Say it,” he commanded again, his voice muffled but insistent.

“I’m yours,” she gasped, the words ripped from her. “I’m yours, Mandingo.”

He didn’t stop, didn’t let up. Not until she was shaking all over, her legs giving out beneath her. Only then did he stand, lifting her effortlessly and carrying her to the narrow bed in the corner of the room. It was just like he promised her. He laid the trembling ivory body down, his savage eyes dark with beastly hunger as he started to strip off his own fine clothes, revealing the lines of a body that had lived a very hard life.

“Is this… is this the first time you’ve seen a man like me, Miss Scarlett?" Mandingo’s deep, rumbling voice broke the silence, his words slow and deliberate, as if he already knew the answer.

Feeling utterly exposed with no clothes on, Scarlett’s throat tightened as she sat on the edge of the bed, her ivory skin glowing faintly in the dim candlelight. Her fingers twisted in the fabric of Mandingo's sheets, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure he could hear it. A man like him? She couldn’t tear her eyes away the big black man. He was towering, broad-shouldered, his ebony skin gleaming with a sheen of sweat that only made him look more… dangerous. And those eyes—dark, piercing, knowing—fixed on her with an intensity that made her feel as though he could see straight through her.

“I… I’ve never seen anyone like you,” she admitted, her voice trembling. Her southern accent, usually so smooth and melodic, wavered under the weight of her nerves.

Mandingo smirked knowingly, a low chuckle rumbling from his chest as he began to unbutton his shirt. Each button undone revealed more of his chiseled chest, the ebony muscles rippling with every movement. Scarlett’s breath paused. She wasn’t sure what she had expected, but it wasn’t this. He wasn’t just strong; he was power personified, every inch of him radiating a raw, untamed masculinity that made her feel both terrified and… aroused.

“You’ve lived a sheltered life, haven’t you, Miss Scarlett?" he said, his voice smooth as honey but laced with something darker—something almost predatory. “A southern belle like you, raised on propriety and manners. Bet you’ve never even imagined something like this.”

Her cheeks burned, and she looked away, but her gaze was drawn back almost instantly. He was pulling his shirt off now, and the sight of his bare chest made her mouth go dry. Every muscle was defined, his skin stretched taut over a frame that looked as though it had been carved from stone. His arms were thick, his shoulders impossibly broad, and his stomach… She could see the faint outlines of his abs, the faint trail of hair leading down to the waistband of his pants.

“I… I’ve heard stories,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “But I never believed them.”

Mandingo’s knowing smirk widened, and he took a step closer, his movements slow and deliberate, as if he was savoring every second of her discomfort. “Stories?” he repeated, his voice dropping to a low growl. “Oh, I’m sure you’ve heard plenty. But hearing and seeing… they’re two very different things, aren’t they, Miss Scarlett?"

Her heart skipped a beat as the big man reached for the buckle of his belt, the sound of leather sliding against metal echoing in the small room. This is it, she thought, her stomach twisting with a mix of fear and anticipation. This is really happening.

The belt came undone with a sharp click, and Scarlett’s breath caught in her throat as he let it fall to the floor. His pants followed shortly after, and the moment they hit the ground, she felt as though the air had been sucked out of the room.

Oh my God.

She had heard the rumors, of course. Every southern belle had. But nothing could have prepared her for the sight of Mandingo’s cock—thick, long, and utterly massive, its dark, veiny length jutting out from a thatch of coarse black hair. Her eyes widened, her lips parting in a silent gasp as she took in the sheer size of it. It was unlike anything she’d ever seen, thicker than her wrist and so long it looked almost… intimidating.

“Well?” he said, his voice laced with amusement as he took another step closer. “What do you think, Miss Scarlett? Does it live up to the stories?”

She couldn’t speak. Her mind was racing, her body trembling with a mix of fear and something else—something she didn’t want to admit. Her eyes flicked from his cock to his face, and the look in his eyes made her stomach drop. He wasn’t just amused; he was confident, as if he already knew exactly how she would react.

“I…” She swallowed hard, her tongue darting out to wet her dry lips. “It’s… it’s…”

“Big?” he supplied, his smirk widening. “Thick? A weapon fit for a king, a black king?”

She nodded, unable to form the words herself. Her heart was pounding so hard she thought it might burst out of her chest, and the heat between her legs was becoming impossible to ignore. She had never felt like this before, never been so… aware of every inch of her own body.

Mandingo let out a low chuckle, and the sound sent shivers down her spine. “You’re curious, aren’t you?” he said, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “You want to touch it. To feel it. To see if it’s as powerful as it looks.”

Shamefully, she felt a flush of heat spread through her body. He was right—she was curious. More than curious. She wanted to know what it felt like, how something so monstrous could possibly fit inside her. And the way he was looking at her… it made her feel as though she was already his.

“Go on,” he said, his voice soft but commanding. “Touch it. I won’t bite… unless you ask me to.”

Her hand trembled as she reached out, her fingers brushing against the warm, velvety skin of his cock. She gasped at the contact, her eyes widening as she felt the vein pulsing beneath her fingertips. It was so hot, so alive, and the sheer size of it made her feel small, fragile… vulnerable.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers through her body. “Get a feel for it. Show me what a proper southern belle can do.”

Her fingers wrapped around the thick ebony shaft, and she let out a soft moan at the sensation. It was heavier than she expected, the weight of it pressing against her palm as she slowly began to stroke him. His skin was smooth, the veins standing out against the dark surface, and the tip was already slick with pre-cum.

“Good girl,” he purred, his eyes dark with desire as he watched her. “You’re a natural, Miss Scarlett. I bet you’ve dreamed about this, haven’t you? Dreamed about a big, strong man like me taking you, claiming you, making you mine.”

Her breath caught, and she felt a rush of wetness between her legs. She hadn’t realized it until he said it, but… he was right. She had dreamed about this—about a man who could make her feel small, helpless, owned. And now, here he was, standing in front of her, his cock throbbing in her hand, his eyes blazing with a hunger that made her feel both terrified and alive.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Please, Mandingo… I want you.”

His lips curled into a wicked smile, and he took a step closer, his hands reaching out to grasp her hips. “Then let me show you what it means to be with a real man,” he growled, his voice dark and seductive as he pulled her closer. “Let me show you what you’ve been missing, Miss Scarlett. What you can start having from now on!"

She felt his cock brush against her thigh, and she let out a soft moan, her body trembling with anticipation. This was it—the moment she had been waiting for, the moment she had both feared and craved. And as he leaned down to capture her lips in a searing kiss, she knew there was no turning back.

Suddenly – he pulled away.

Her big blue eyes popped open to see what was wrong.

“You think you’re still better than me, don’t you?” he said, his voice low and thick, like molasses pouring over her. “Still the little white princess, looking down on the likes of me.”

Scarlett Lee Davis swallowed, her throat dry. “No, Mandingo, I…” She could barely form the words, her thoughts a jumble of fear and something else she couldn’t quite name.

Mandingo smirked, leaning down until his lips brushed her ear. “Then prove it. Show me how much you’ve learned.”

He sat down beside on her the bed, their naked bodies a study in contrast of skin tones, size, and shape.

His grip on her wrists tightened, and she winced as he shifted his weight, his free hand sliding down her body. His calloused fingers traced the curve of her hip, the softness of her thigh, until they reached the warm, wet heat between her legs. Scarlett gasped, her back arching involuntarily as he teased her, his touch both rough and deliberate.

“You’re gonna say it, aren’t you?” he murmured, his breath hot against her neck. “You’re gonna tell me what you are.”

“I…” Her voice faltered, her body betraying her as his fingers moved deeper, demanding her compliance. “I’m… I’m yours.”

“Louder,” he commanded, his tone sharp. “I wanna hear it.”

“I’m yours!” she cried out, her voice breaking as his fingers pushed into her, stretching her, claiming her. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and shame that made her cheeks burn. She squirmed beneath him, but he held her firmly, his pace unrelenting.

“And what else?” he growled, his lips brushing hers. “What’s your job, little princess?”

Scarlett’s mind raced, her body on fire. “To serve you,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “To… to serve black men now.”

"Do Confederate girls have the tightest pussies?"

"Yes!" she said, squirming under his masterful touch.

"Say it!"

"Confederate girls... have... the tightest pussies!"

"Again! Faster!"

"Confederate girls have the tightest pussies!"

Mandingo’s eyes darkened, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. Breaking in his ex-owner's gorgeous daughter hadn't been on his list of priorities, but once the opportunity presented itself, Mandingo knew he couldn't resist. “Good girl,” he murmured, withdrawing his fingers and shifting his weight on the bed. “Now let’s see how well you can serve.”

He released her wrists and sat back, his massive frame looming over her. Scarlett’s heart pounded as he grabbed her shoulders, flipping her onto her stomach with ease. Her face pressed into the pillow, the rough fabric scratching her cheek as he positioned himself behind her. She felt his hands on her hips, lifting her, forcing her onto her knees. Then the bed creaked as he moved again, positioning his knees next to her head, petting the back of her trembling blonde head.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for disobedience.

Scarlett hesitated, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Her blue eyes seemed mesmerized by the big long thing bouncing between Mandingo's legs, calling out to her most basic nature. She felt the weight of his hand on the back of her head, pushing her down. His musky scent filled her nostrils and made her head swim. How was this possible? Her lips parted, and she gasped as the thick, hard length of him pressed against her mouth. She could taste him—musky, primal—and her stomach twisted with a mix of revulsion and arousal.

“Take it,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire. “All of it. Let me teach you.”

Tears pricked at the corners of her bright blue eyes as she obeyed, her lips stretching around the unfamiliar midnight black skin.

It was disgusting. It was so gross. She'd only done "this particular act" twice for her husband, and the lamps had been extinguished and Francis had been laying flat on the bed. This was different. Totally different. There was enough light in the room to show every detail and Scarlett felt ashamed to be on her stomach, buttocks sticking up in the air as the bounty hunter thrust himself into her mouth. It was degrading, so humiliating.

And then she started to feel something different, something better, more naughty.

In her mouth he was impossibly large, the veins along his ebony shaft throbbing against her tongue as he forced himself deeper. Scarlett's throat tightened, gagging, but he didn’t stop, Mandingo's rough hands gripping her golden silky tresses as he thrust into her mouth, causing her to drool all over his bed sheets.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Just like the old days, huh? White women on their knees, serving the men they thought they owned.”

The southern belle felt a big heavy hand suddenly land on her right ass cheek, squeezing the meat of her buttocks like someone checking out the freshness of fruit in the market. If that wasn't bad enough, she felt her buttocks get slapped several times, not very hard, but hard enough to make her gasp in surprise. (Francis had always been too much of a gentleman to every disrespect her like this.) Scarlett’s cheeks burned, shame and humiliation coursing through her. But beneath it all, a strange, undeniable heat pooled in her belly. Her body betrayed her, her hips rocking back unconsciously as she took him deeper, her lips sliding along his intimidating ebony girth.

Mandingo groaned, his grip tightening in her hair. “You’re learning,” he said, his voice rough with pleasure. “But we’re not done yet.”

He pulled back suddenly, leaving her gasping for air, her swollen red lips glossy with his pre-cum. She licked her lips, tasting the man's saltiness, overwhelmed by the proximity of the man's enormous saliva-glistening breeding equipment. And then Scarlett barely had time to recover before she felt his hands on her hips again, lifting her, positioning her.

"Who owns you, Miss Scarlett!"

"Well, I do declare! You own me Mandingo!"

"Who is your black master now?"

"You're my black master, Mandingo! You are! Take me!"

“Say it again,” the man demanded, positioning himself between her legs. “Say it like you mean it.”

"Mandingo is my black master, Mandingo is my black master, I submit to Mandingo!" the southern belle repeated, her voice trembling but sure. "How can I serve you best, master?"

Scarlett’s heart pounded in her chest as Mandingo stepped closer, his shadow looming over her like a storm cloud. She lay back on the bed, her ivory skin a stark contrast against the rough, worn sheets. Her blue eyes were wide, almost glassy, as they flickered between his face and the monstrous thickness of his arousal. Her hands trembled at her sides, fingers gripping the sheets as if they were the only thing keeping her from being swept away by the sheer force of his presence.

Mandingo’s lips curled into a smirk, slow and predatory, as he knelt on the bed, the frame creaking under his weight. His ebony skin gleamed in the dim candlelight, every muscle in his body taut and bulging with restrained power. His chest rose and fell with each deep, deliberate breath, the faintest sheen of sweat making him look even more untamed, more dangerous. Scarlett’s blue gaze lingered on his broad shoulders, the defined ridges of his chest, the faint trail of hair leading down to the hardness that made her mouth go dry.

“You’re trembling,” he murmured, his voice low and rumbling, like distant thunder. “Are you scared, Miss Scarlett? Or are you just excited to finally get what you’ve been dreaming about?” His words were laced with amusement, but there was something else there—something that made her stomach clench with a mix of fear and intoxication.

“I… I don’t know,” she stammered, her southern drawl soft and breathless. Her eyes dropped to his hips, where his pants were still slung low, teasing her with the promise of what lay beneath. “I’ve never… I’ve never seen anything like you before.”

Mandingo chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that seemed to vibrate through her very bones. “That’s because there is no one like me,” he said, his voice dripping with confidence. Slowly, deliberately, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his pants and slid them down, revealing his hardened length in all its glory. "Your daddy knew it too. That's why he used me to impregnate so many of his female slaves. Wonder what he would say now?"

Scarlett's lung seized, her lips parting in a silent gasp. Oh God. It was thicker than anything she could have imagined, veiny and dark, the head swollen and glistening with pre-cum and her saliva. She couldn't believe that such a thing had already been in her mouth. What kind of lady was she? Just some floozy rutting with the biggest buck in the forest? Her eyes widened as she took in the sheer size of him again, her mind struggling to comprehend how something so… so massive could possibly fit inside her. Her pulse quickened, her chest rising and falling rapidly as a flush of heat spread through her body.

“Do you like what you see, Miss Scarlett? Mandingo’s voice was a purr now, teasing and indulgent as he crawled onto the bed, his knees pressing into the mattress on either side of her hips. His cock swayed slightly with the movement, drawing her gaze like a magnet.

“I… I don’t know if I can…” she whispered, her voice trembling. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from him, her nipples hardening as a wave of arousal washed over her. Her pussy was already wet, her body betraying her fear with its eager readiness. If the North could conquer the South, why couldn't see allow herself to be conquered by a man like Mandingo?

He leaned down, his face inches from hers, his dark eyes locking onto her wide blue ones. “You don’t have to worry about that,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “I’ll take care of you. I’ll make sure you can handle every inch of me.” His breath was hot against her skin, sending shivers down her spine.

Scarlett’s heart raced as she felt his weight shift, his hips lowering until the tip of his cock brushed against her slick folds. She gasped at the contact, her body instinctively arching toward him. “Oh!” she breathed, her hands fluttering to his shoulders, her fingers clutching at the hard muscle there.

Mandingo’s smirk widened, his eyes gleaming with triumph as he watched her reaction. “That’s it,” he coaxed, his voice a low growl. “Let me in, Miss Scarlett. Just relax, relax. This is gonna feel so good. Let me show you what it’s like to be with a man who knows how to take care of a woman – inside and outside of the bedroom.”

She whimpered, her body trembling as he pressed forward, the thick tip of his cock parting her soft, pink lips. Oh God, it’s so big, she thought, her eyes fluttering shut as a wave of pleasure and apprehension washed over her. How were female blacks able to accommodate such big lovers? Her eyes told her that Mandingo was twice the man Francis was, but her body said it was more. Scarlett could feel him stretching her, forcing her open, his impossible girth overwhelming her tight entrance as he gently pushed inside.

When he finally bottomed out inside her, it was with a force that stole Scarlett’s whole breath. It was painful. She cried out, her nails digging into his back as he moved his hips, withdrew a few inches, then plunged back inside her – each thrust deeper, harder, more determined than the last.

“You’ll learn your place,” he growled, his voice rough with exertion. “You’ll learn to serve your new black master."

Scarlett could only nod, her mind a haze of pleasure and surrender as Mandingo started to claim her, body, and soul.

Over time, as she stretched to accommodate him, Mandingo's tempo increased. The room was filled with noise from the party downstairs. But it was also filled with the bedspring squeaking at regular intervals, and the moans and grunts of Mandingo and Miss Scarlett lost in their own private world of pleasure and pain.

“Does it hurt?” he suddenly asked, his voice soft yet commanding, his hips stilling as he waited for her response.

Scarlett shook her head, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “N-no,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s just… so much.”

Mandingo chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through her. “You’re doing so good, Scarlett,” he murmured, his voice thick with praise. “So fucking good for me.” He leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he pushed forward again, his cock sinking deeper into her tight, wet heat.

Scarlett moaned into the kiss, her body arching against his as he filled her completely. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before—so big, so overwhelming—but there was no pain, only a strange, intoxicating pleasure that spread through her like wildfire. Her hands roamed over his massive ebony back, as hard as rocks, her nails digging into his sexy black skin as she clung to him, desperate to be invaded and conquered even more by a deserving man.

Mandingo groaned against her lips, his hips grinding against hers as he bottomed out inside her. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “So fucking tight, Miss Scarlett. Are you sure you're not a virgin?” He pulled back slightly, his monstrous black schlong sliding almost all the way out before thrusting back in, the motion slow and deliberate, as if he wanted her to feel every inch of him.

She cried out, her nails scraping down his back as pleasure shot through her. “Oh God, Mandingo!” she gasped, her voice trembling with a mix of shock and ecstasy. “It’s… it’s so much!”

“That’s right,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deep, each one sending waves of pleasure through her. “You’re mine now, Miss Scarlett. Mine to fuck, mine to kiss, mine to spank, mine to take however I want.”

Scarlett's mind was a whirlwind of sensations—the feel of his hard, muscular body pressed against hers, the sound of his deep, rumbling voice in her ear, the way his cock stretched her so perfectly—and she knew she would never be the same after this.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his breath hot against her neck as he nipped at her skin. “You like feeling me inside you, filling you up like this.”

“Yeessss,” she gasped, her hands clutching at his shoulders as he continued to move, his pace steady and unrelenting. “Oh God, yes!”

Mandingo chuckled, a dark, satisfied sound that sent a shiver down her spine. “Good, good girl,” he purred, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. “You’re taking me so well, Miss Scarlett. Your daddy would be so proud. His little angel. Finally becoming a woman."

The southern belle inhaled sharply, her body trembling as pleasure built within her, her pussy clenching around his thick ex-slave cock with every thrust. “Oh God, Mandingo,” she whimpered, her voice trembling with need. “I… I can’t…”

“Yes, you can,” he growled, his voice firm and commanding as he shifted his hips, angling himself so that his next thrust hit a spot inside her that made her see stars. “Cum for me, Miss Scarlett. Let me feel you cum around my big black cock.”

Scarlett cried out, her body writhing in ecstasy as an orgasm exploded within her, her pussy clenching around him as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her. Her nails dug into his bullish ebony shoulders, her curvy ivory body shaking uncontrollably as she came, her mind going blissfully blank.

Mandingo groaned deeply, saw the southern belle's eyes roll back in her head as she begged him for more black cock. His powerful horse-like hips slammed into hers as he felt her tighten around him, pushing him closer to the edge. “That’s it,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “Cum for me, Scarlett. Let go. Let your new black master inside you. All the way.”

She whimpered, her body still trembling with the force of her very first orgasm. Her very first orgasm. Scarlett's pussy was now helplessly milking his cock as her own wanton pleasure washed over her in waves. Her nails dug into his scarred back as she clung to him, her mind a whirlwind of sensations.

“Oh God, Mandingo,” she gasped, her voice trembling with a mix of shock and ecstasy. “It’s… it’s so perfect!"

"Yeah, we make the perfect couple!" Mandingo’s thrusts grew slower, deeper, more deliberate, each one pressing Scarlett further into the mattress beneath her.

Her body felt like it was on fire, every nerve alight with a sensation she had never imagined could exist. The big black man's weight pinned her down, his heavy, muscular frame making her feel impossibly small, vulnerable, and yet… safe. Safe in a way that defied logic. Her hands clung to his broad shoulders, her nails digging into his sweat-slicked midnight-black skin as her breath came in shallow gasps.

“Oh, Mandingo,” she whimpered, her voice trembling with a mixture of fear and ecstasy. Her blue eyes, wide and glassy, locked onto his dark, predatory gaze. “It’s… it’s too big inside me... I can’t… I can’t—”

“You can,” he growled, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through her very core. His hands moved from her hips to grip the bed on either side of her head, caging her in as he leaned down, his face hovering mere inches above hers. “You will,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. “You’re mine, Miss Scarlett. And you’re going to take everything I give you.”

His words sent a jolt of electricity down her spine, a massive spike of fear and exhilaration that made her pussy clench around him even tighter. She could feel him swelling inside her, his thick, veiny cock stretching her to her limits. Her body trembled, her thighs shaking as he continued to thrust into her with slow, deliberate strokes, each one hitting a spot deep inside her that made her toes curl.

“Oh God, this is...” she gasped, her head falling back against the pillow as her eyes fluttered shut. “I… I can’t…” Her voice trailed off into a moan as she came undone beneath him.

Mandingo groaned, his own control slipping as he felt her tighten around him, her pussy milking his cock with every pulse of her orgasm. “That’s it,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “Let go. Cum for me. Cum on yo' first black dick, Miss Scarlett." 

And she did. Again. Her second climax hit her like a tidal wave, crashing over her with an intensity that left her gasping for air. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on him with a force that made him groan, his hips jerking forward as he buried himself deep inside her.

“Oh God, Mandingo!” she cried, her voice trembling with a mix of shock and ecstasy. Her legs locked around his back, her ankles crossing as she pulled him impossibly closer, trapping him inside her. “I never knew it could feel like this!”

“That’s right,” he growled, his voice low and rough. His hands moved to her hips, gripping her tightly as he began to thrust into her with a renewed urgency, his own orgasm building as he felt her pussy gripping him with a desperate need. “Take it. Take all of it. Black master... Gonna show you..."

His thrusts grew harder, faster, each one sending shockwaves of pleasure through her already over stimulated body. She could feel him swelling even more inside her, his thick cock pulsing as he neared his own release. Her hands dug into his shoulders, her nails leaving crescent-shaped marks in his black skin as she clung to him for dear life, her body trembling with the force of her pleasure.

“Oh God, Mandingo,” she gasped, her voice barely above a whisper. “I… I can feel you… I can feel you everywhere.”

“Good,” he growled, his voice a deep, guttural rumble that sent shivers down her spine. His hips slammed into hers, his cock buried to the hilt as he felt himself teetering on the edge. “Because I’m about to fill you up, Miss Scarlett. I’m going to fill you up with my proud African seed.”

Those blue eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat as she felt him swell inside her, his massive donkey cock pulsing as he began to release. It was Mandingo's turn now.

His orgasm hit the black man like a freight train, his bulky dark body shuddering as he came harder than he ever had before. Thick, hot ribbons of cum flooded her pussy, filling her to the brim as he groaned, his hips jerking forward with each pulse of his release.

“Oh God, Mandingo!” she cried, her voice trembling with a mix of shock and ecstasy as she felt his cum flooding her channel, filling her with a warmth that spread through her entire body, making her feel like a woman possessed.

She could still feel him cumming inside her. When did it stop? Unbelievably, Scarlett's pale legs tightened around his big ebony back, her tiny white ankles locking as she pulled the black baby-making dong even deeper into her, trapping his pleasure-giving penis inside her as she savored the feel of having a man finally fill her completely.

"Mandingo, what are you doing to me?" she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper as she felt him pulse inside her, his cum filling her to the brim. “It’s… it’s so warm... so much..."

“That’s right,” he growled, his voice low and rough as he continued to thrust into her, each movement sending shockwaves of pleasure through her already over stimulated body. “Take it, Miss Scarlett. Take all of it.”

And she did. She did gladly. Her body trembled as his hips jerking forward with each pulse of his release. She could feel his enormous cock throbbing inside her, his thick, veiny coal-black length buried deep within her pink walls. “Oh God, Mandingo,” she gasped.

“Now we know each other,” he growled, his voice a deep, guttural rumble that sent shivers down her spine. "You’re mine, Miss Scarlett. And I’m going to keep filling you up with my seed. Until I'm sure you're carrying my son.”

“Your son?" she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper as she felt him pulse inside her, his red-hot cum still filling her to the brim. “Mandingo, bless your little heart, your cock is magical. It's beautiful. I never knew it could be like that! But we never talked about..." She couldn't believe that she was even saying this to man like Mandingo. "... We never talked about children, darling."

Mandingo’s growl was low, almost feral, as he buried his face in the curve of her neck, his breath hot against her skin. “Don't worry about that right now."

"Yes, yes sir," said Miss Scarlett, yawning, leaking the ex-slave's cum all over the bed as she turned on her flat, sweaty belly and fell into a very deep and blissful sleep. "I'm so tired, black master."

"Sleep, my precious. Get your strength back up," Mandingo said. "You and I won't be leaving this room for at least a month. We got stuff to do together."

The boarding room, which remained funky with the lingering essence of their passion, suddenly came alive with an abrupt, forceful knock on the door.


Part Seven

They knocked again. On the bed, Scarlett stiffened instantly, her body rigid beneath Mandingo’s strong form. Her blue eyes widened in alarm, flickering toward the door as her heartbeat quickened. In contrast, Mandingo stayed composed, his stern gaze sharpening as he slowly pulled himself out of her, his massive cock glistening with the evidence of their illicit taboo union.

“Who is it?” Scarlett whispered, her voice trembling with fear and uncertainty. She pulled the thin bed sheet up to cover her naked ivory body, her hands shaking as she clutched it tightly.

The big black bounty hunter didn’t answer.

Instead, he stood, his towering figure casting a shadow over the room. He moved with deliberate grace, his muscles rippling beneath his ebony skin as he reached for his pants, pulling them on with a calculated ease. His expression was unreadable, but Scarlett could sense the dangerous energy radiating from him.

The knock came again, louder this time, followed by a slurred voice that Scarlett recognized immediately. “Scarlett! Goddamnit, open this damn door, woman!” Francis. Her husband. The sound of his familiar voice in this place sent a chill down her spine, and she felt the color drain from her face.

“Oh God,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “That's my husband! He can’t see me with you. Like this! He can’t—”

Mandingo turned to her, his eyes locking onto hers. His expression was calm, but there was a flicker of something threatening in his gaze. “Stay here, darling,” he ordered, his deep voice commanding and unwavering. Scarlett could only nod, her body – still filled with his essence – trembling as she watched the black man stride toward the door.

When Mandingo opened it, Francis nearly stumbled into the room, reeking of whiskey and desperation. He wore his Confederate uniform, which was disheveled, his face pale and drawn. His eyes, bloodshot and wild, darted around the room before landing on Scarlett, her ivory skin barely concealed by the thin sheet. His jaw tightened, his expression twisting into a mask of anger and betrayal.

“Scarlett!” he shouted, his voice thick with rage. “What the hell are you doing here? With… with him!” He gestured wildly at Mandingo, his hand trembling as he took a step forward.

Scarlett opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. She could only stare at her husband, her mind out of control as she tried to make sense of the situation. How had he found her? What would he do? She felt a wave of guilt wash over her, but it was quickly overshadowed by the fear coursing through her veins.

Mandingo, however, remained unfazed. He stepped in front of Francis, his towering figure blocking the white man’s path. “You’ve got no business here,” he growled, his voice low and menacing. “This is between me and that woman in my bed. Leave. Now.”

Francis’s eyes widened as he looked up at Mandingo, his face paling even further. He took a step back, his bravado faltering as he took in the sheer size and power of the man before him. But then, fueled by alcohol and jealousy, he squared his shoulders and leaned in, his voice trembling with anger.

"What the fuck is that smell?" the white husband said, sniffing with a disgusted look on his face. The scent of sex clogged the air of the room, making it thick and humid from Mandingo and Scarlett's body heat, from the comingling of their love juices.

"Calm down," said Mandingo with a wry grin. "And lower your voice when you're around a lady."

Unfortunately, at that exact time, Scarlett moved on the bed, triggering a queef sound as more thick strands of viscous fluid leaked onto the bed sheets. She certainly didn't feel much like a lady.

“Don’t you tell me what to do, you damn…” Francis hesitated, his eyes darting around as if searching for the right words. “You’re nothing but a goddamn cotton-picking slave! And you dare to touch my wife? Do you know what they will do to you, boy?”

"Boy?" Mandingo’s expression darkened, his lips curling into a dangerous smirk. “I’m no slave,” he said, his voice calm but laced with steel. “And you’re in no position to make demands.”

Francis’s face reddened, his hands balling into fists. He took a step forward, but Mandingo’s hand shot out, grabbing him by the collar and lifting him off the ground with frightening ease. Francis choked, his eyes bulging incredulously as he struggled against the bounty hunter's iron grip.

“Listen to me, boy,” Mandingo said, his voice a low growl that reverberated through the room. “You’re going to walk out of here. You’re going to leave town. And you’re never going to come back. If you do… Well, you won’t like what happens next.”

Francis’s face turned stark purple as he gasped for air, his hands clawing at Mandingo’s wrist. But the black man’s grip was unyielding, his strength absolute. Never in a million years would she have imagined being part of such a scene. It was too much, too overwhelming, emotionally. She was torn between the man (and life) she used to love and the man who seemed best able to provide the life she wanted for herself. Scarlett watched in stunned silence, her heart pounding as she saw the raw power Mandingo exerted over her husband.

"Don't hurt him, Mandingo! Please!"

Hearing his wife plead on his behalf seemed to break something in Francis, causing much of the fire to leave his eyes.

Finally, Mandingo released him, and Francis crumpled to the floor, coughing and gasping for breath. He looked up at Mandingo, his eyes filled with a mix of fear and hatred. “You don’t know who you’re messing with,” he spat, his voice hoarse. “She’s my wife. Mine!”

Mandingo crouched down, his face inches from Francis’s. “Not anymore. You can't handle a woman like that,” he said, his voice cold and final. “Now, get out. Before I make you.”

Francis hesitated for a moment, his eyes anxiously darting toward Scarlett. She met his gaze, her blue eyes filled with a mixture of guilt and defiance. For a moment, it seemed like he might say something, might try to fight back. But then, with a defeated sigh, he pushed himself to his feet and stumbled toward the door.

“You’ll regret this,” he muttered as he stepped out into the night, his voice barely audible. “You both will.”

The door slammed shut behind him, leaving the room in silence once more. Scarlett let out a shaky breath, her body trembling as she stared at Mandingo. He turned to her, his dark eyes meeting hers, and for a moment, she thought he might say something. But instead, he simply walked back to the bed, his movements calm and deliberate.

“He’s gone,” he said, his voice low and steady. “That silly little man won’t be a problem anymore. He's still living in yesterday. We're living in tomorrow.”

Scarlett nodded, her mind still reeling from what had just happened.

She looked up at Mandingo, her blue eyes filled with uncertainty. "Mandingo? Why are you looking at me that way?"

She felt disgusting now. She was insecure. Her blonde hair was damp with sweat, clinging to her flushed cheeks, and her pale skin glistened in the boarding room's dim light. Between her legs, humiliatingly, a thick trail of goo had crusted along the inside of both thighs, but occasionally another fresh glob of semen would squirt out between her lips and onto the bed. Sexual intercourse with Francis had never been so primal, so messy.

"Get up," he demanded. "Stand up, Miss Scarlett."

But Scarlett was exhausted, overwhelmed. She never knew that a man could unlock such endless waves of pleasure within her own body, her soul... "Can we just take a nap first?"

"Do cows take naps when the bull is ready?" he asked.

As Scarlett frowned and pleaded, Mandingo grinned ear to ear.

The big black bounty hunter stood at the foot of the bed, removing his clothes again. Nude. Again. Between his legs hung his massive African-sized phallus, glistening in the dim light with his and Scarlett's fluids. He wasn't erect, but the size was scary, to say the least. His dark, muscular frame was towering over the pale beauty, his expression unreadable but his eyes burning with a mixture of satisfaction and desire.

“Get up,” he commanded, his deep voice cutting through her sleep. "Get up now, Miss Scarlett!"

Scarlett hesitated, her mind still floating in the dream world she inhabited, but the sharpness in his tone made her move. She pushed herself up, wincing slightly as the soreness between her legs reminded her of what had just happened.

"Oh my God, there's no way that you can be ready so soon, darling," she said, shocked also to realize she just called this man such an affectionate name.

"Keep thinking that." Mandingo grabbed her wrist, pulling her to her feet with ease. “You think you’re done?” he growled, his grip firm but not painful. “We’re just getting started.”

Scarlett’s heart raced as he turned her around, pressing her face against the wall.

"When I want this pussy, you better give me this pussy! Got it?"

Her hands instinctively flattened against the rough wood, her breath hitching as she felt him step close behind her. His large hands gripped her hips, pulling her back against him, and she felt the hard length of him pressing against her.

“You think missionary was enough?” he said, his voice low and teasing. “You think fucking like a proper little white lady is all you’re good for?”

Scarlett’s cheeks burned with shame and something else—something she couldn’t quite name. She had only ever been with her husband, Francis, and even then, it had been quick, awkward, and unsatisfying. The thought of doing anything other than missionary had always seemed… wrong. But now, with Mandingo’s strong hands on her, his body so close, she felt a strange kind of anticipation.

“Answer me,” he demanded, his voice sharp.

“No,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I… I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” he repeated, his tone mocking. “Well, let me show you.”

Before she could react, he pushed her forward, bending her over the edge of the bed. Scarlett gasped, her hands scrambling for balance as she felt him position himself behind her. She whimpered in shame, waiting for the man to mount her from behind like a farm dog. The position was foreign to her, degrading even, but there was something else too—an excitement that made her heart race.

“You ever done this before?” Mandingo asked, his voice rough.

“N-no,” Scarlett stammered, her face burning. A few times Francis had pleaded with her to try this position, but she'd always refused on account of how it made her feel diminished, like she was part of some animal husbandry.

“Good,” he said, and she could hear the smirk in his voice. His grip tightened on her waist, letting her know that there was no use trying to buck him off. He was going to mount her from behind regardless. “Then you’ll remember this.”

From behind, he thrust into her, hard and deep. Scarlett cried out, her fingers digging into the thin mattress as he filled her completely from behind. Fortunately there was plenty of lubrication already between her legs. But the sensation was overwhelming, the stretch and burn so different from anything she’d ever felt before. And as he began to move, she realized something else—it felt good.

The rhythm of his black hips was relentless, each thrust driving her further into the bed. Instinctively, she arched her back and buried her face into the wet bed sheets.

"Man... dingo...Oh!"

She was amazed with how much her life had changed since her idyllic youth and marrying Francis a few years ago on her daddy's plantation. Now she was bent over, ass up in the air, for a big black ex-slave who held onto her hips with crushing grip strength. Scarlett could tell that he especially loved fucking her this way by how excited he was, by how fast he was pumping in and out of her. Soon she realized that their bodies were making lewd slapping sounds as Mandingo slammed into her round ivory buttocks, over and over again. Loud. Wet sounds. It was very loud.

Her breath came in short gasps, her body moving with his, unable to resist. The position forced her to submit completely, her back arched, her head hanging low. It was humiliating, but it was also pleasurable in a way she couldn’t explain.

“You like that, don’t you?” Mandingo grunted, his voice thick with exertion. “You like being bent over like this, taking it like a good little white slut.”

Scarlett moaned, her face buried in the mattress. She didn’t want to admit it, but she did. The way he dominated her, the way he made her feel… it was like nothing she’d ever experienced.

“Say it,” he demanded, his pace quickening. “Say you like it.”

“I… I like it,” she gasped, her words muffled by the mattress.

“Louder,” he growled, slamming into her harder.

“I like it!” Scarlett cried, her voice barely recognizable. “I like it!”

Mandingo chuckled, the sound dark and triumphant. “That’s right,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You’re mine now. And I’m going to fuck you every way I want.”

He pulled out abruptly, and Scarlett whimpered at the sudden gaping emptiness.

Before she could protest, he spun her around, lifting her off the ground with ease. Her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist, her thin arms clinging to his broad shoulders as he carried her across the room.

“What are you—” she started, but he cut her off.

“Shut up,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. “Just hold on, Miss Scarlett.”

Scarlett obeyed her new black master, her heart pounding as he pressed her back against the wall. The cool wood was rough against her skin, but she barely noticed as he positioned himself between her legs and thrust into her again.  The angle was different this time, his cock hitting a spot inside her that made her gasp.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her head falling back against the wall.

“That’s it,” Mandingo grunted, his hands gripping her thighs as he moved her up and down his length. “Take it. Take all of me. You can do it, you know you can now!”

Scarlett could do nothing but obey, her body moving with his, her pleasure building with every thrust. How was he holding her up so easily? How was he so strong? The position was awkward, her pale soft legs trembling from the effort of holding onto him, but she didn’t care. All she could think about was the way he felt inside her, the way his big black cock made her feel.

It was then that Scarlett noticed the door—slightly ajar, and the faces of several black men and women peeking in, their eyes wide with curiosity. Scarlett froze, her pale face burning with ultimate shame.

“Stop,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Put me down, Mandingo! Stop, please! Look!"

His eyes followed her worried blue eyes to the faces in the doorway.

But Mandingo didn’t stop.

If anything, he moved harder, faster, as if he wanted them to see. “Keep going,” he growled, his voice rough. “Let them see what happens to little white sluts like you. This is the New South! This is the future!”

Scarlett’s protests died in her throat as the pleasure overtook her. She closed her eyes and began making lewd faces and unladylike sounds as she bounced up and down on the big black cock. Her body moved on its own, her hips meeting his thrusts, her fingers tightening in his wiry black hair. She couldn’t stop herself, couldn’t resist the way he made her feel.

“Shut the damn door!” Mandingo finally roared, and the faces disappeared, the door slamming shut behind them.

Thankfully, the audience was gone.

But Scarlett barely noticed. Her eyes locked with Mandingo’s, her breath coming in short gasps as he slowed his pace, his thrusts long and deliberate. The eye contact was intense, almost too much, but she couldn’t look away. There was something in his gaze—something primal and possessive—that made her feel both terrified and exhilarated.

“You belong to me now,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. “I'm your black master. I own you. Say it.”

“I belong to you,” Scarlett whispered, the words falling from her lips without hesitation. "Yes, black master!"

“Good Miss Scarlett,” he said, his lips curling into a smirk. “Now beg for it. Beg for me to cum inside you again, beg me to fill you up like your worthless hubby never could!”

Scarlett’s cheeks burned with shame, but she couldn’t stop herself. “Please,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Please, don't make me say things like that, Mandingo."

He commanded her eyes with his dark stare. "Do I look like a man who likes to repeat himself?"

"Please... Mandingo, please... cum inside me again. I want it. I don't know why, but I like it. Big black master, I want all of you!”

The bounty hunter's hands tightened on her ass, his dark fingers pressing into her flesh as he began to move her up and down on his cock, his pace slow and deliberate. Scarlett’s breath came in short gasps as she felt herself being lifted and lowered, her body bouncing on his African weapon. Without thinking, her legs tightened around his waist, her ankles clasping around her new black lover as she tried to keep herself steady, her body trembling with the force of his movements.

“Oh God, Mandingo!” she cried, her voice trembling with ecstasy as she felt him filling her – again. His endless flow of cum flooded her pussy, causing her to squeal in delight. Scarlett's slick little lips tightened around the black pole, greedily milking every last drop of black jizz as she felt him pulsing inside her, the intoxicating warmth of his cum spreading through every inch of her enflamed Caucasian body.

Mandingo’s body had locked up as he came, his brawny muscles tensing as he released himself inside her, his ebony dong pulsing with each wave of his climax. The man's grip on her plump white ass also tightened, his huge fingers pressing into her flesh as he continued to empty his balls into one of the South's most beautiful women.

“Oh… baby. How is this possible? How do you keep filling me up so much?” Scarlett whimpered, her voice trembling with deep-seated pleasure as she felt all of that warm African cum coating her insides.

"See, I told you that you'd like my cock inside you. Imagine what your parents would say if they could see you now!"

Scarlett nearly died of shame, but her head was too fuzzy with pleasurable sensations to care. "Yeah, that would be pretty funny, I guess. Ha ha. Not exactly what they were expecting for me."

"You think?" Mandingo chuckled, the heavy features of his dark face covered in a sheen of sweat from so much welcomed exertion.

The black man's hands moved to her back, his strong arms wrapping around her as he held her close, his bulbous purple-helmeted cock still buried deep inside the cherished folds of her southern womanhood. His own breath was ragged, his broad chest rising and falling as he tried to steady himself, his body still trembling with the force of his second climax inside the beautiful southern belle, his ultimate conquest. Mandingo could feel her trembling against him now, her pale body still quivering with pleasure as she clung to him, her hands moving to his neck, her fingers tangling in his wiry black hair.

Mandingo’s dark eyes met hers, the intensity of his gaze making her heart race even faster as he leaned in, his pillowy lips brushing against hers in a tender kiss.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice low and commanding as he continued to hold her, her white beauty still impaled on the African-sized invader.

The southern belle kissed her new black lover, squirming all over the giant African rod while their mingling fluids leaked onto the dusty floorboards, her pale helpless arms and legs wrapped around the black man's strong rugged frame. She felt drunk, even though she was completely sober. "Yes, Mandingo."

"I like my other name better."

"Yes, black master."

"Good. We can get married next month when the preacher man returns," he said, still holding her up, still impaling her.

Scarlett seemed to jolt to attention, as if someone had just snapped her out of a dream. "What? Married? Us?"

He laughed and slapped her bare ass cheeks, bounced her good-naturedly on his black cock. "Of course, Miss Scarlett."

She held onto him tighter, realizing that she needed his strength now. “What… what happens now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mandingo leaned in, out, his very thick lips brushing against hers in a tender kiss. “Now,” he growled, his voice deep and commanding, as he reached down and placed a protective hand over her flat empty white belly, "we focus on us, on our pleasure, our life, on tomorrow, on building the New South. Together."

THE END
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