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​Todd was late
again.

It was pushing 2 am when the Uber dropped him
at the plush suburban home on the southside of Denver. He expected
the typical quiet of his house to be waiting for him, the sleepy
silence of his oblivious wife. Instead, light poured from the front
windows, kitchen and dining room illuminated. She was awake after
all.

“Fucking hell, Claire,” he sighed, taking a
whiff of his shirt, hoping to God it didn’t smell like Chanel No.
5. Like Alyssa. It was unusual for his wife to still be up, because
as wives went Claire wasn’t inclined to suspicion. If Todd said he
was working late and home by ten, she smiled and nodded. If he got
home at 2 instead of 10, well, she would have been asleep by hours
at that point, and it wouldn’t matter anyway.

Todd lumbered up the paved driveway, one foot
in front of the other performing the tequila shuffle. Those shots
at the bar were certainly tasty, especially the one Alyssa pushed
between her tits and dumped into his mouth. God, she just smelled
so damn good. And the way she’d blown him…such a scandalous,
naughty little slut. Not at all like sweet Claire, his enchanting,
boring wife.

Todd got to the front door of his home and
paused. Something was…different. He couldn’t put his thumb to it,
but something was off. And it wasn’t just the tequila coursing
through his bloodstream. He pulled keys from his pocket and rattled
them out, bringing the housekey to the deadbolt. The moment the key
touched the lock, the door swung in on its hinges, creaking
loudly.

“What the fuck?”

Todd rushed into his house, eyes glossy with
confusion. His five o’clock shadow lost its handsomeness after
midnight, the later hours revealing him to be a modest looking
40-year-old man with lines in his face. Coupled with mounting
panic, he appeared years older.

“Claire! Claire! Everything alright?
Claire!”

He barreled into the living room and stopped
dead. The white leather sofa was turned over on its back, cushions
strewn across the space. The glass coffee table was smashed in, a
million tiny shards dotted with red.

“Oh my God…CLAIRE!”

Todd bolted into the kitchen calling out his
wife’s name, fumbling madly for the cell phone in his pocket.
Kitchen cabinets hung ajar, drawers were yanked from their tracks
with glass and silverware littering the floor, three barstools were
overturned and destroyed.

“What the fuck is going on!”

Holding his shaking iPhone, Todd’s clumsy
fingers navigated to the phone icon on the bottom of the screen.
His thumb circled the dial pad searching for those three magic
numbers. Suddenly, his phone dinged loudly, a green text box
appearing at the top of the screen. A number he didn’t
recognize.

It read simply, Your office.

“What in the fuck?”

For a tenth of a second, he almost ignored
it. His thumb pounded 9-1-1 into the dial pad and hovered over the
Call button.

Your office, it came again.

He blinked twice, shoved the phone back into
his pocket, and hauled ass up the stairs to his office. He
thundered heavy on the carpeted staircase, losing his balance
halfway up and slamming his knee into the edge of a step. There was
an audible crunch when he did it, but in his adrenaline-fueled
terror he barely flinched.

“Claire!” he called in vain, scouring the
hallway as he limped to the double doors at the back of the house.
“Claire what’s going on! Where are you!”

The oaken doors swung wide, and Todd stumbled
in, drunk and bleeding profusely from the knee. The floor was
beginning to slide toward the ceiling, and he briefly wondered if
that last shot with Alyssa had been one too many. He planted his
hands on the cherrywood desk in the center of the room, searching
for balance.

He squeezed his eyes tight, shaking off the
drunk. He opened them.

A black envelope with red lettering lay
against the rose-colored top of his work desk.

Todd the Liar it read in large,
flowing cursive.

Trembling fingers lifted the black envelope
from the desk, the top lip came away easily and Todd pulled a
folded piece of white paper from inside. His vision struggled to
keep the words straight, many of the lines doubling as he read
them.

Dear Todd the Liar,

I have your wife. If you call the police I
will put a black baby inside of her. Go to your bedroom and watch
the movie we made you. I hope you enjoy.

Yours Truly

The BNWO

Tears welled in his eyes and the paper
floated from his hands. In a fog he drifted from his office and
down the hallway, slamming into a door and tumbling into the master
bedroom. His knee screamed at him, the trickle of blood soaking his
socks.

The TV was on. The screen blue. He found the
play button on the silver panel of the Phillips DVD player. At
first it was blurry, a single shot of a familiar looking place. The
focus pulled, and there before him was the exact image of the
bedroom he stood in. There was someone on the bed.

“Claire,” he pawed at the screen.

She was on her back, head hanging off the
side of the bed, completely naked. Her milky, tender tits hung on
her chest, pink nipples pointing to the ceiling. She stared at the
camera upside down, her wide green eyes saucers of shock and
fear.

And then a man was speaking, walking into the
shot.

“Hey white man,” the voice was rough and
violent, it belonged to a man in a black ski mask with black skin.
He was absurdly muscular and long, naked from the waist down. The
obscenity of his ebony cock swung between strong thighs. “On behalf
of the Black New World Order, I want to thank you for your white
wife. She will make a good little whore for me until you pay up.
Until you pay your reparations!”

The masked man turned his back to the camera,
advancing on Claire.

“Claire…”

“Open your mouth, bitch,” growled the man in
the mask.

“CLAIRE!”
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​“Hello, Claire,”
Martin raised his voiced over the booming music, “it’s good to have
you. You too, Todd. You’ve got mustard on your shirt, by the
way.”

“Aw come on,” Todd lifted the smudged collar
to his shirt, the yellow stain plain to see. “I just bought this
shirt!”

“Oh Martin! It’s so good to see you again!”
Claire flung her fragile arms about Martin’s broad shoulders,
planting a wet kiss on his high, ebony cheekbone. “Thank you so
much for the invite we love live music! And this box is just
amazing!”

“Don’t mention it,” Martin said casually,
taking Claire by the waist and hugging her close, “a little birdy
told me you white kids like luxury suites and black music.”

“You stop it right now, Martin!” Claire
shrieked, wiggling in his strong arms. “You know you will send my
husband right over the edge if you keep on with that talk.”

“Ah, yes. Todd the Privileged. Or should we
call you Todd the Privilege-Denier? I’m not sold on any one
nickname yet, but perhaps Todd the White Guy would be most
appropriate.”

“Stop it!” she ripped into another gale. All
around them the private luxury box filled with people, most of them
taking notice of the shrieking white woman in the arms of the
gracious host.

“Very funny, Martin,” Todd muttered, sliding
his arm around Claire’s shoulders, pulling her from the African’s
embrace. “Mind if I have my wife back?”

“For now,” Martin smirked, “but I might ask
for her back in a little while.”

“You are so bad, Martin!”

Martin bid them adieu and made his way around
the rest of the luxury box, welcoming and introducing people to one
another. The club seats looked out across the arena and to the
stage below where the opening band was tearing into the intro of a
Bad Brains song. Even over the din of punk rock you could hear
Martin’s reverberating, bass-filled voice.

“Does he always greet you that way?” Todd
asked, signaling the bartender for two vodka tonics.

“And what way is that?” Claire raised her
eyebrows, her painted-red lips a pouty wonderland.

“With his hands?”

“Some people are huggers, Todd. You used to
be too, you know.” She whipped her blonde hair off her shoulder and
looked around the club box. “I can’t believe he can afford this.
Kind of crazy right? There must be twenty people in this
suite.”

“Can’t be too difficult when you have friends
in…questionable places,” Todd took their drinks from the passing
bartender and handed one to his wife. “After all, didn’t you say
he’s involved with those thugs from the BLM protests?”

“Lower your goddamn voice if you’re going to
say racist shit like that, Todd,” she spit at him in a vicious
whisper. “He isn’t involved with any thugs, and I’d
appreciate it if you pretended to be nice to the guy who bought our
tickets tonight.”

“Still…you did say he’s a member of that
gang? What do they call themselves? The BNWO?”

“They aren’t a gang,” she rolled her eyes,
bringing her drink to her fat, curved lips. “It’s the Black New
World Order and they aren’t petty criminals…they’re an activist
group that advocates for political change and equal
opportunity.”

“Annnd white genocide,” Todd looked
the other way, ready to dodge his wife’s ire.

“For your information I met several of the
men you’re calling thugs and they were very nice people.”

“Oh, I bet they were nice to you, Claire.
Blonde, white girl in a crop top at a BLM rally. I bet they were
just peachy with you.”

“Are you trying to start a fight? Really?
Here? Of all fucking places. I wanted to go out and have a nice
time tonight, Todd. Not listen to your racist, jealous
bullshit.”

“So, are you saying we can leave?” he
grinned.

“I’m saying you can go…I’m sure I can get a
ride home with Martin,” she flashed defiant eyes at him.

“That’s not funny, Goddamnit. Don’t
joke about that shit, I’m serious. You think it’s a joke,
but I see the way he- “

“Todd and Claire!” came a familiar voice,
shouting over the cacophony. “Come up here! I want you to meet
someone!” Across the room, Martin beckoned the two of them to join
him.

“Not another word about it,” Claire warned
him in hushed breath, “or I’ll tell Martin you think reparations
are a scam.”

“I do think reparations are a
scam!”

Winding their way to the front of the box,
Todd and Claire found themselves among two other couples, white and
young like them. At the head of the circle Martin stood with a
glass of champagne in hand, his dapper collar flush against his
wide black neck.

“Claire and Todd, I want you to meet Frank
and Erika, Lizzy and Walter,” Martin waved his hand amongst
them.

“So nice to meet you!”

“Hello, I’m Walter!”

“Frank.”

“Hello, I’m Todd. Nice to meet you.”

“I think the six of you have much in common,”
Martin continued, commanding more of their attention than the band
downstairs did. “Secure, privileged young white people with every
opportunity in the world. I believe, and I think you’ll all agree,
that it is your responsibility, as the privileged class of society,
to use your voice and influence to help bring about equal
opportunity and change for the black community!”

Not one to buy into Martin’s propaganda, Todd
caught eyes with one of the other men in the circle, Frank, and
made a funny face. Frank ignored him, returning his interest to the
bloviating black man in the three-piece suit. Todd looked around at
the girls in the circle; all three doe-eyed and enraptured with
their host. Frank and Walter seemed to have puppy
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