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1.

​ Frank was
jerking off again. The volume was maxed on his phone and the clamor
of moans and sex blasted out of headphones wrapped around his head.
His eyes twitched around the screen, examining every inch of the
spectacle. He licked his lips. The part he was waiting for came on
and he sputtered into his hand.

“Ugh, fuck,” he whispered.

He wiped his hands clean with a towel he
kept nearby and rolled his shorts back over his deflated manhood.
He tossed the dirty rag in a corner of his bedroom where he was
certain his wife, Erika, would pick it up and wash it for him.
Frank found that one of Erika’s best qualities as a wife was her
ability to pick up after him and wash his socks, underwear, and of
course, his cum rags.

Frank went downstairs and flipped on the
television. Fox News came on, as it always did, and the
ever-important voices of the channel sputtered caution and disgust
with the current social environment. Frank was in the kitchen
cracking open a Bud Lite when he heard the commentator talking
about a football player who had begun kneeling during the national
anthem at NFL games.

“Goddamn fucking BLM,” he spat, swilling
half his bud lite in one gulp. He scratched at the beer belly
hanging over his disheveled drawers. He took a seat in thte
recliner and pulled the footrest out, so that he watched Fox News
from between his two stubby feet. The commentator had more
commentators on, and all were close to shouting. All agreed that
this black man had no business protesting the current racial
climate in the country. And Frank could not agree more.

“These fucking libs,” he shook his head.
“That boy ain’t disrespecting the goddamn flag, not on my watch.
This institutionalized whatever you call it…it’s bullshit!” He
screamed at the television and at no one in particular. Growing
bored of cable news, he flipped over to the Sunday football game.
Thankfully, the national anthem had been sung and the game just
beginning.

Frank took his phone out and texted his
wife. God knows what she had been up to all afternoon, at that
asinine protest downtown. He told her more times than he could
count not to go, to stay home and out of trouble. But she insisted.
And more to the point, she insisted on explaining to him in great
detail that it was his responsibility to go as well. That,
in fact, he was one of the leading causes of what she called
“engrained racism” and it was his responsibility to fight against
it in…how had she put it? To fight against it in any way you
can.

Well, no thank you very fucking much. Not no
way, not no how, was Frank Clayborn attending a Black Lives Matter
protest. He would just as soon go to a gay club as go to one of
these pompous, liberal protests that always resulted in damaged
property. Erika was convinced that his “white privilege” was
clouding his perspective, when in reality it was the liberal news
media steadily brainwashing gullible people...like his wife.

“Don’t you be going down to that goddamn
protest dressed like that,” he told her that morning, as she
prepared a sign. “The Blacks and Mexicans will have their hands
all over you and God knows the police can’t save you, they
aren’t even allowed to touch the coloreds anymore!”

“That is so fucking racist, Frank!”
She yelled at him, adjusting her halter top. “And misogynist! This
is what I’m talking about, honey! You’re so programmed you don’t
even know it. Listen to the awful things that come out of your
mouth!”

“Face reality, Erika! You go down there
dressed like a slut, you’re liable to be treated like one. Don’t
come crying to me when one of those thugs rapes you!”

The air went out of the room when he said
it, and Erika’s eyes narrowed. She glared at him in the deafening
silence. Her disgust was palpable. She shook her head, eyes welling
with tears, and flicked him off. She stormed from the kitchen.

“Goddamnit, Erika! Get back here!” He
shouted after her, but she was gone.

She left her jacket behind on the kitchen
counter, leaving with nothing to cover that flimsy top she had on.
Frank grimaced thinking about his wife’s curvy, luscious body on
display for every liberal with blue hair to stare at. Frank and
Erika were married 3 years, and she still looked incredible. It was
Frank who found the luxuries of married life too comfortable. His
once-flat stomach now hung sloppy over faded shorts, and his
defined features muddled from weight gain. He counted himself lucky
to have a wife so beautiful as Erika, and often kicked himself for
the way he spoke to her. Yet, he could not help it. He was, as
Erika liked to remind him, a “consummate asshole.”

When will you be home? He texted.

Turning his attention back to the game,
Frank cracked open another bud light and drank it down. He adjusted
the red cap sitting on his blading head and considered smoking a
cigarette inside the house just to piss off Erika.

“Girl gon’ learn to respect me,” he said to
no one at all. Often Frank’s anger got the best of him, and he
found himself having full on arguments with faceless people in his
head. When no one was around, like right now, he would speak out
loud to the liberals. He always won these arguments.

Frank ambled from his recliner to the
bathroom and hovered over the toilet, seat down, pissing all over
the rim and floor. Not that he ever took precaution when urinating
in his own home, he thought now was the perfect time to make a
little extra mess. A nice surprise for my wife to clean up when
she gets home from her riot across town.

Back in his easy chair, Frank opened his
phone and went into his browser history. His thumb hovered over
Delete Everything but did not quite find its way to the
touchscreen. Instead, he clicked on the last page he had been too.
The one with that video he liked so much. The one where the wife
was on her back, legs spread, smiling…

Frank drifted off as the video loaded and
started. He dug around the top of his shorts and started stroking
himself back to life. Only a minute in and he was at Full Five, his
short erection begging to be freed from the confines of his
underwear. Not bothering with the belt and button, he unzipped and
guided his stilted chub through the hole in the undies, the red
rocket now peeping out of the center of his dirty shorts.

He stroked frantically.

The front door to the home opened on the
living room, and when it was kicked in, Frank had no way of hiding
what he was doing. The cracking sound of the lock breaking free
from the wood caused him to jump upright from the recliner,
clumsily trying to close his phone and hide himself. Unsure of what
was happening, Frank tripped and fell to the floor, landing on his
back, his breath ripped from his body.

A man Frank had never seen before strode
into his home. The man was tall, the size of a basketball player.
His skin was dark as Wesley Snipes and his eyes were on fire with a
fury that caused Frank to crawl away, gasping for breath.

“Where the fuck you going, white man?” The
black man boomed, his vicious voice deep and reverberating.

Convinced it was a break in, Frank scrambled
towards the cell phone he had dropped in his shock. It lay
abandoned on the other side of the room. Eyes narrow and breath
staggered, he gave everything he could. If he could just reach it,
he could dial 911. He could have this intruder arrested before
Erika got home, and then he could prove to her once and for all
that it was not he who was racist, but the world that was cruel and
violent. That stereotypes existed for a reason.

As he reached out, a foot away, a large boot
landed in the middle of his back and forced him face first to the
floor. He was pinned, and though he struggled with all his
strength, he moved not an inch.

“Get that fucking phone,” the man
commanded.

Frank watched a pair of delicate, white
hands, adorned with a familiar wedding band, scoop his phone up
from the floor. His eyes followed and then his breath was gone.
Erika stood above him, face full of disappointment and fear. She
handed the phone over to the intruder, who promptly turned and
threw it as hard as he could at a wall nearby. The phone exploded
in glass and plastic.

The boot lifted and Frank rolled over. Above
him and closing in was his wife, and the biggest black man Frank
had ever seen. Their eyes peered down at him, looming and judging.
Frank tried to sit up, but the boot came back, this time shoving
him in the chest and pinning him to the living room rug.

“This your racist white husband?” The man
asked.

“This is Frank,” Erika told him. “Frank,
this is Darius.”

Darius leaned down, digging his foot into
Frank’s chest as he did so, restricting his air and making his eyes
bulge. Darius grabbed Frank by the mouth and squeezed like he was
livestock ready for slaughter.

“You ready to become an ally, white man? Are
you ready to pay reparations?”

Frank’s breath grew shorter, his vision
darkened.

“He’s going to pass out,” he heard his wife
say.

“Good. Get the rope out my car.”


2.

​ Erika spotted
him in the crowd gathered outside the Capital building. Taller than
everyone else, blacker than everyone else, he stood out on his own.
He wore no shirt and his ebony body glistened with sweat from the
afternoon sun. He held a megaphone to his mouth and lead the group
surrounding him in a chorus of chants.

“Black Lives Matter! Black Lives Matter!”
The crowd chanted, signs and fists in the air, protesting in
union.

“Justice! When do we want it!” He boomed
into the megaphone.

“NOW!” The crowed replied.

Erika watched him lead the chants for a long
while, gathering more people together the longer he spoke. When he
grew tired of talking, he grabbed hold of a flag that read “BLACK
LIVES MATTER” and raised it into the air, waving it back and forth
in great strides. Erika found herself staring at the man’s arms:
muscle and sweat, veins flexing as he waved the heavy banner in the
air. His core was tight and his abs, as if painted on, glistened
with perspiration that glimmered in the sun.

Erika had her own flag, small as it was. It
read: SILENCE IS VIOLENCE. She fashioned it that morning
while her husband looked on, disapproving, shaking his head. Then
he had said some awful things, things she could never repeat to
anyone. And it was not until she stormed from the house and was
amongst the protestors that she felt safe from his insults,
judgements, and blatant racism.
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