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​Donald peaked out
of the bathroom door, cracking it only an inch for fear of being
caught and punished. The club was dark, and Caucasian females
littered tiny stages dancing on poles beneath strobing lights of
every color. Around them, in the shadows…sat the many members of
the Black New World Order. It was difficult to tell who was who, or
if Donald’s own personal tormentor, Jamal, was in attendance.

But Donald’s wife Tiffany certainly was.

He caught sight of her fair skin as she
swayed nude on the main stage. Her flowing fiery hair hung loose
about her shoulders, and her bright green eyes focused on the group
of dark men sitting directly in front of her. They held dirty bills
out as she approached on all fours, cradling one man’s dreaded head
in her arms, bringing her soft white titties to his face.

She shrieked and giggled, motorboating the
stranger.

Donald swallowed his pride, felt that
familiar sting in the pit of his stomach. His eyes wandered to
another part of the club, to a smaller stage in the corner where
his wife’s friend, Ivana, danced completely naked for another group
of black spectators. Their friend shared the similar assets, and
Ivana’s plump melons hung loose as she slid down the stripper pole
with her ass in the air. Donald wondered how often Ivana had been
practicing to be able to pull off that move. A lot, he
guessed. Lord knew she had the time these days, as Donald spent
most of his time either cleaning the strip club toilets or picking
up the private rooms in the back. Both his wife and Ivana had
become quite adept at using those disgusting poles…and at working
the members of the BNWO into a frenzy.

Three months had passed since the night his
wife brought her boyfriend Jamal home and changed the course of
Donald’s life forever. His own wife, his sweet Tiffany, had spiked
his wine…he’d woken up in the basement and been forced to watch as
she served three black strangers in his own home. They’d broken him
that night…his wife, too, though to what extent he didn’t find out
until later.

Eventually, the BNWO had all but moved the
married couple and their friend into the strip club, The
Oasis, full time. Tiffany and Ivana danced and served the men
while Donald, well, just served…currently he sat huddled in the
men’s room, scrubbing each urinal and toilet with focused
precision. He knew what the punishment was for laziness, and he
didn’t wish to go through that again. Not at the hands of Jamal,
not at the hands of anybody.

But today, Donald had bigger things to worry
about. And not even the sight of Tiffany being led into the back by
three massive black men could distract him more than he already
was. No, not even the image of his wife’s legs wrapped around some
bulbous bald black head, showing off the fine details of her wet
cunt, could distract him from the real issue that weighed heavy on
his mind.

Melanie, his wife’s youngest long-time friend
at just twenty-five years old, was coming for a visit. Her plane
was set to land in an hour.

And the worst part? The BNWO already
knew.

“Please,” Donald had begged Jamal in the back
office, “please just let her go. Don’t do this, OK? You already
have my Tiffany. Isn’t that enough?”

“The whole damn white world ain’t enough,
bitch boy,” Jamal grunted, adjusting in his office chair as Tiffany
worked his long black rod from her knees. All Donald could see of
his wife was her signature red-hair, tied in pigtails, bobbing up
and down on the thing jutting out of Jamal’s lap. The wet,
squelching noises of the sloppy blowjob sickened him.

“At least let me tell her not to come?”
Donald pleaded. “I know Melanie…she isn’t like Tiffany,
she’s…conservative, like me.”

“You mean racist?” Jamal glared at him,
taking hold of his wife’s pig tails in both hands and using them to
steer her skull. “If she a racist white bitch like you, that’s all
the more reason to convert her. She might not like the black race
right now, but by the time we’re done with her, she’ll be on her
fucking knees…just like the rest of your goddamn family!”

“AWK!” Tiffany gagged in agreement, the thick
black dick hitting the back of her throat.

“Please, Jamal,” Donald tried one last time.
“Please just leave Melanie be. She isn’t built for this…”

“That’s where you wrong, white man,” Jamal
intensified his fucking of Tiffany’s pretty face, savagely
thrusting her up and down the length of it, drool running down his
black thighs. “These white girls were born to serve the
BNWO. And that’s just what they gonna do. Your wife…and her
friends, too!”

“AWK! BLEH!” Tiffany gagged and coughed as
Jamal unleashed a tidal wave of sperm down her throat.

Donald recalled that conversation now from
the safety of a bathroom stall, his stomach in knots over what was
supposed to be happening today. He’d learned then that arguing with
Jamal made the man that much more vicious, which in turn made his
retribution biblical. It wasn’t enough that Donald sat there as
Jamal unloaded in his wife’s throat, no, later that same day Donald
was forced to watch two men he’d never even seen before spit roast
her for close to two hours. Donald hadn’t spoken much at all to
Jamal since then except for “Yes, Sir,” and “No, Sir.”

Donald decided to take the only option left
to him; he would try to warn Melanie on his own. He knew his phone
was being traced, as were his emails. There was no easy way to tell
her that the Tiffany and Ivana had been taken under the control of
a black extremist group known as the BNWO…but if somehow, someway
Donald could warn her in person…get the message across
before she arrived at the strip club…she might have time to
escape. He knew he risked being caught, and God help him if he was.
He shuddered to think what the repercussions of such disloyalty
might be.

But he had to try.

Donald picked up the toilet brush and resumed
scrubbing. Somewhere in the bowels of The Oasis, his wife
was being turned out by the Black New World Order.
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​Melanie thought
her flight from New York to Florida was going to be spent in extra
comfort, as the seat beside hers appeared empty after all
passengers had boarded the plane. She’d taken a window seat, always
loving to watch things turn small from great heights. Just as she
leaned her head against the window and spread her legs a little
wider, a deep voice came rumbling from above.

“Is this seat taken?”

Melanie started a little, shocked from a
daydream by the power of the voice. She looked up. Ducking low to
avoid the ceiling of the aircraft stood a svelte, veiny black man
in a tight white shirt that showed off a chiseled form. He crossed
his arms over his broad chest, his vascular forearms hard to
miss.

“Ummm,” Melanie’s voice was awkward, and she
looked around the plane to see if there was another seat the man
could have chosen. There were plenty.

Instead of waiting for an answer, the man
shuffled his massive frame into the three-seat row. Melanie assumed
he’d be taking the aisle seat, leaving the middle seat vacant for
both their sakes. She was wrong. The dark stranger took the middle,
crowding the lithesome white girl almost immediately.

“Someone else joining you?” she asked
confused, her eyes shifting from the man to the empty aisle seat
beside him.

“No, it’s just me,” he raised his eyebrows.
“Is that a problem?”

Melanie sat dumbstruck. In the space of a few
seconds her mind ran through every problem she did indeed have with
this man sitting beside her. The first problem being, he was too
close. She could smell his cologne, and while it was by no means a
bad scent, it was just too close. The second, and more
pressing problem she thought…was, plain and simple, this was a
black man. As a long-time conservative and avid watcher of programs
on Fox News and Info Wars, she was leery of African-Americans. The
attention she’d gotten from black men in particular had always been
what she would describe as “intense.” They often eyed her
voluptuous assets both front and back, and on today’s flight she
just happened to be wearing a low-cut top that displayed her
double-d cleavage quite clearly. And even as she looked at this
crowding stranger beside her, she felt his eyes going there.
Worse, he made no attempt to hide it. In her mind she heard her
husband’s voice warning her of the dangers of the opposite race…and
the aggression of its men.

“If you’re alone, why not take the aisle
seat?” she said it firmly, trying to make eye contact with him but
failing.

“Would you ask me that same question if I
were a handsome white man, as opposed to a handsome black man?” His
voice was deep and direct, and his question caught her off
guard.

“I’d ask the same of any man because I’m
married,” she said, lifting her hand and wagging her ring
finger.

“Yes, but would you be so nervous if I were
white?”

“I’m not nervous,” she said.

“No? Your eyes say otherwise. The hairs on
your neck are standing up.”

“They are not.”

“No?” he smiled for the first time, and
something about his straight white teeth seemed to ease Melanie’s
anxiety levels just a tad.

“I’m cold,” she said. “I get chilly on planes
if you must know.”

“I think I make you nervous,” he went on. “I
think perhaps you are afraid of black men.”

“How could you know such a thing? You just
sat down. You don’t know me.”

“So, tell me I am wrong then. Tell me I don’t
make you nervous. That my muscles and my height aren’t alarming in
the slightest.”

“You don’t scare me,” she rolled her eyes.
“You’re mostly just annoying.”

The man went quiet for a moment, looking her
up and down. Melanie’s blonde hair hung loose about her face, a few
stray locks in her blue eyes. Her plump lips pursed in aggravation.
Her cleavage was just inches from his face, and constantly his dark
eyes shifted there. He could tell it made her uncomfortable…but she
made no attempt to cover it, and she never mentioned it no matter
how hard he gawked.

“My name is Ali,” he held out a giant black
hand. “What is your name?”

She stared sickened at the hand extended to
her but placed her tiny white palm in it. His long fingers closed
and squeezed. Melanie shifted in her seat.

“I’m Melanie,” she said, exasperated. “And if
you don’t mind, I was thinking about catching a nap on this
flight.”

“Why do white women like you feel it so
necessary to prove how rude you can be to black men like me?”

“Excuse me?” she said. “I’m not being rude.
You’re the one invading my personal space.”

“And that bothers you? To have a strong black
man so close to you?”

“You’re turning my words around.”

“Am I? Have you ever been with a strong black
man before?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You know exactly what it means. Have you
ever been with a black man before? Sexually.”

Melanie’s mouth dropped at the directness of
his words, shaking her head even as her wide blue eyes searched
Ali’s face.

“That means no,” Ali laughed. “And I’m not
surprised. I can tell by the way you hold yourself you’ve never had
a proper fuck in your life.”

Melanie felt hot anger bubble into her pale
face, turning fair skin red as a tomato. She searched for the right
words to assault the man with, but his audacity confounded her.

“If you had ever fucked a black man before,
you would have been happy to see me sit down next to you. Not
afraid. You come
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