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​“You’re clothing
choice for our interview is…curious,” Malcom intones, his deep
black baritone vibrating off the walls in the small office, “if I
didn’t know any better, I’d say you were trying to impress me, Mrs.
Glock.”

“Oh my,” Lyndsey tugs at the useless white
buttons of her blouse, “I didn’t mean to come off desperate, if
that’s what you’re getting at. I just wanted to look nice for you,
is all. For the interview, I mean.” Her cheeks turn rosy as she
tries to smile away the embarrassment, accentuating the paleness of
her supple, ample cleavage.

“No need to be apologetic,” Malcom leans over
the desk between them, “I’m glad you want to look nice for me. For
the interview. It’s important that our employees here at BAK tackle
their job with professionalism…and style.”

“What exactly do you do here at BAK,
Malcom?”

“You were referred to us by your friend…Katy
Smith. Did she not fill you in on the particulars?”

“Not exactly,” Lyndsey crosses her legs and
leans back in the chair, “she said you were big supporters of equal
opportunity movements and organizations. That you were friendly
with BLM and are looking to make a difference in the community…but
she didn’t say how you go about doing it.”

“Does creating change and equal opportunity
for the black race interest you, Mrs. Glock?”

“Lyndsey, please. Call me Lyndsey. And yes,
it does. I’m nothing if not an ally.”

“Lyndsey,” Malcom smiles a wide wolf-grin and
crosses his fingers together, “you have no idea how happy it makes
me to hear that you are an ally.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

The two of them stare at each other and let
the silence pass without discomfort. Lyndsey’s eyes are green fire
set into a prim, pale face whose cuteness lies in its curiosity.
Malcom is an oversized human, wingspan massive and chest broad. The
fluorescent light of the bulb glints off Malcom’s slick head where
tiny drops of sweat have formed. His dark eyes look her up and
down.

“Let me ask you something serious, Lyndsey.
If you don’t mind.”

“Please do,” she licks nervous lips.

“Do you believe that it is the duty of every
white person on this planet to make amends for the atrocities they
or their ancestors have committed upon the black race?”

“Like reparations?”

“For starters,” Malcom shrugs, “as an entry
level apology, reparations will do just fine.”

“Like I said, Malcom, -“

“Call me Sir, Lyndsey,” he interrupts, “I
think if you’re an ally to the cause you can do that much.”

“Sorry, Sir…of course, Sir. My apologies-
“

“You are forgiven…”

“Thank you, Sir…Like I said, Sir, I’m an
ally. I think black people deserve to be compensated for all of the
horrible things us white people have done…or for what our ancestors
did…Sir…”

“Do you really believe that, or do you just
want the job here at BAK, Lyndsey?”

“No, sir. I really, truly believe that. I
wouldn’t just say it…I’m only here because my friend Katy told me
you were all about it. Well, so am I.”

“That’s good, Lyndsey. That’s very good.
Because you see, to work her at BAK…to work for BAK, you
must accept and trust our message with all your heart. All your
being. If you’re ready to look me and the other African kings and
queens in the eye and admit your wrongs…and accept your
debt…only then can we move forward. And I think you would be
perfect for the job. But- “

“What does the job entail?” she smiles for a
moment, but it vanishes as quickly as it came. Upon interrupting
Malcom, his face shifted. The serene kindness that had been there
was now something crueler.

“Do not interrupt me, Lyndsey. Ever.
Do you understand me?” his voice a vicious whisper.

“I’m so sorry,” she breathes, “Sir…I’m so
sorry, Sir. I didn’t mean to. I…I…”

“Shh,” he raises one long black finger, “I
will forgive this time. You are new here at BAK, after all.
Sometimes even I can be a little hard on the new recruits. You’ll
have to excuse my stern manner.”

“It’s no problem, Sir. I shouldn’t have
interrupted you…”

“No. No you shouldn’t have. But it is good
that you realize it. Where were we? Ah, yes. It is one thing to say
you are an ally, Lyndsey. You know that. Anybody can say it
and say it they do. But when it comes time for real action, real
change, the whites often whither and run from their share of the
guilt.”

“Not me, Sir. No way. I’m an ally to the end.
And I’m prepared to prove it.”

“How old are you, Lyndsey?”

“I’m 26, Sir.”

“My, my. What a valuable asset to the
cause.”

“So…do I qualify for the job?” she breaks his
lude stare. “I’m sorry, I’ll be totally honest, I don’t even know
what it is I would be doing around here…it just sort of sounded
like the right thing for me when Katy told me about you.”

“You would be working from home, actually,”
Malcom stands and walks around to where Lyndsey sits, taking a seat
on the desktop, “BAK is expanding. We need more room and a new
local chapter for our members. It says on the application your
house is a 3-bedroom 2 bath. That should work well…”

“Work well for what?” she giggles, confused.
“You planning on moving your company into my house?”

“Something funny, Lyndsey?”

The tone in his voice silences her. She wants
to look away from the strong black man looming above but with every
passing second, she finds it harder to do.

“Like I said, Lyndsey. Many people talk the
talk of an ally, few walk the walk. Part of this new position…if
you are selected…is being an on-site manager for a new chapter of
BAK. If this sounds like too much of a burden for you, you may
leave. Now.”

“I don’t want to leave, sir…It’s no burden at
all.”

“Good girl,” he reaches out and takes Lyndsey
by her delicate chin. The flesh of his thumb rubs the spot just
under her pouting lower lip; semi-circles that draw her mouth open
and expose straight white teeth. “You do seem eager to prove your
worthiness…”

“I am, sir,” she stares up at him, something
stirring inside as his fingers caress her face.

“The job is yours under one condition,
Lyndsey…”

“What is it?” her voice shakes.

“I need you to walk the walk, sweet Lyndsey.
I need you to show me that you are the ally you say you
are.”

Lyndsey opens her mouth for a tepid response
but is silenced as Malcom’s thumb slips past her lips. The ball of
his finger runs across the front of her tongue, the rest of his
hand clasps her chin. Surprised at first, she flinches. But as
Malcom caresses between her cheeks, she relaxes. Lyndsey closes
around the digit and sucks, eyes never leaving his.

“Instinctive. I like that,” Malcom probes her
mouth, “your mouth is certainly…eager. Let me ask you this Lyndsey,
and you may respond with a nod or a shake of your head. Do not
remove my thumb. Do you understand?”

She nods, tongue swirling around the salty
ebony finger in her mouth.

“Does your husband know you are an ally to
the black race?”

She nods again.

“Does he know that your rightful place is in
the service of a Black King?”

She shakes her head no but keeps him
between her lips. He pushes deeper into her mouth, and she nearly
gags.

“He will need to know if you two are to serve
the BNWO.”

Lyndsey pulls herself off his finger, a thin
line of spit trailing from her bottom lip to his bony thumb. “What
is the BNWO, Sir?”

Malcom’s hand shoots out and engulfs her
delicate throat.

“The Black New World Order,” he says through
clenched teeth, “and I gave you an order, Lyndsey. I told you the
thumb stays. Why did you spit it out?”

She tries to speak but he tightens his
grip.

“Do you wish to be an ally to the cause,
Lyndsey?”

She nods fervently.

“Will you be a good white girl for me, and do
as I say? Stop interrupting. Stop with the defiance?”

She nods.

“The Black New World Order owns BAK, Lyndsey.
BAK is Black African Kings. And we are in the real estate business.
And you and your husband and your home are on our to-do list.”

Malcom lets go of her throat and Lyndsey
sucks air. He grabs her by the hair and pushes her to her
knees.

“Hands behind your back,” he booms, fidgeting
with his belt buckle.

Unsure of whether she is allowed to speak at
all, Lyndsey does as she’s told, wrapping her hands together behind
her back and kneeling.

“It will take some doing to bring your
husband on board with our vision,” he mumbles, pulling the black
monster from his pants, “but he is much like any other white man.
Weak in the presence of black dominance. Open your mouth,
Lyndsey.”

The white girl stretches her jaw and accepts
the new position at BAK Inc.
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​“How did the
interview go, honey?” Parker calls into the bathroom.

“I got the job,” she squeaks over the hiss of
the shower faucet.

“I knew you would!” Parker lets himself in
and is immediately engulfed by a thick cloud of steam. Through the
glass shower door, he can see his buxom wife running hands across
her body, soap suds down every inch of her.

“Not only that, but I get to work from
home!”

“You do?” Parker is both excited and
confused, “how in the heck did you manage that? And what the heck
is the job anyway? Katy didn’t really go into specifics about
it…”

“They’re expanding and they want me to direct
the new office!” Lyndsey cuts the shower off and slides the glass
door ajar, peeking her freckled face out to look at her husband.
“Isn’t that amazing?”

“It sure is, honey. But what exactly
is the job? And how much does it pay?”

“It’s a nonprofit that advocates for minority
rights,” she steps naked from the shower and slides into a nearby
towel, “and they want me, a white girl, to help lead the charge
from right here at home.”

“But how can there be a new office if
everyone is working from home?”

“Not everyone,” she walks past him and into
the bedroom, “just me. They want the office to be right here…at our
house.”

“Huh?” Parker trails behind her, using a
shirt sleeve to de-smog his glasses. “How in the heck is that gonna
work?”

“Pretty straight forward, Park. They’re going
to set up here and work out of the house. Not much more to it than
that.”

“I’m sorry, love,” Parker takes a seat on the
bed and watches Lyndsey drop the towel at her dripping feet. “I
think I’m misunderstanding something. It sounds like you’re saying
there are going to be people in our house. Working from…our
house?”

“You heard right,” she saunters closer to
him, creamy white breasts swaying heavy. “They’re called BAK, and
they think our house would be the perfect place to lead the charge
against inequality and racism.”

Lyndsey wraps her arms about her husband’s
head and presses him firmly into her breasts.

“Don’t you want to be an important part of
the cause, baby?” she shuffles her shoulders, her swollen titties
bouncing off the side of Parker’s face.

“I’m not sure I understand what that means…”
his tongue flicks out instinctively, tasting the warmth of her
areolas.

“It means we need to get the house cleaned
and in good shape. My first day of work is tomorrow.”

“So soon?” he raises his hands to feel her,
but she pushes him down.

“And no distractions until this place is
spotless, Park. I promised my boss that our home would be in
perfect working condition by the time he gets here tomorrow.”

“Who is your boss?” he looks up at her with
puppy
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