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​Donald found the
video on his wife’s phone. He knew he wasn’t supposed to be looking
through her things, knew that if she found out it would be an
apocalyptic screaming match. But there was something different as
of late about his precious girl, something off that he couldn’t
quite explain. As her husband, he felt it his duty to try and find
out exactly what was different. He didn’t know what it was he
expected to find by snooping through her phone that day…but what he
found was worse than he could have ever imagined.

His wife, Tiffany, getting her face fucked in
by a long black dick.

“Oh no, Tiff,” he gasped in the quiet of the
kitchen.

He glanced out the bay windows and to the
bright blue pool in the backyard beyond, saw his wife as she bathed
in the summer sun. He looked back at the video playing in his hand.
The same woman, no doubt.

“Mmhmm, like that white girl. Just like
that.” A rough, cruel voice crackled through the screen. Donald
assumed it belonged to the man attached to the giant donkey dick
reaming in and out of his wife’s face. The camera shot was that of
an iPhone perched on the center console of a car, looking out
through the driver’s door opened wide, Tiffany kneeling just
beyond, a faceless black man standing above. They were parked
somewhere desolate, with tall grass surrounding them on all sides.
As the faceless man took her throat, he occasionally turned his
body, looking around to make sure the coast was clear.

“For the love of God, no Tiff,” Donald
was near tears.

In the video, Tiffany squatted low,
patiently. The man had his hands wrapped up in her cherry red hair,
clutching it and flexing and using his grip to pummel her face. His
jeans hung loose halfway down his thighs, and his belt buckle
jingled constantly with the rhythm of his movement. Donald’s wife’s
giant tits, milky and pale, bounced and jiggled with the force of
it all. Her eyes were wide and unafraid, hauntingly eager.

The sound of it bottoming out in her throat
made Donald’s stomach turn.

“Fuck, white bitch. That’s it. Take it like a
good little slut. Mmm. Fuck yeah!”

Her head bounced off the length of it, inches
and inches disappearing into her face at a time, reappearing every
second. Strands of spit and drool leaked from her wet mouth, some
of it slicking her tits. There was something subservient in her
body language- the way she gave herself over to the roughness of
it.

Donald looked again to the kitchen window,
terrified that he might be caught at any moment. And how would he
explain himself? How would he look her in the eye? He felt no
relief seeing her lie there in the sun, eyes hidden behind dark
glasses, breathing peacefully. Looking again at the phone screen,
he nearly closed the video out altogether, compelled to throw it
through a wall.

“Hold it, white bitch,” the voice came again,
forcing the entirety of it down her throat and keeping it there
with the fistfuls of red hair wrapped in his hands. “Good fucking
white bitch. You learn real fucking good. UGH! UGH!”

Donald watched his wife’s eyes water. Watched
her grip the strange man’s legs for support.

“Now you gonna take my superior cum all over
your pretty fucking face!”

The man yanked her off and started jerking,
keeping her in place with his other hand still wrapped about her
fiery locks. Tiffany gasped and caught her breath, the tinge of a
smile playing at the corners of her mouth. The man turned one last
time to make sure no one was nearby, and then began to ejaculate
all over Donald’s wife’s face.

“No, Tiff! NO!” Donald cried in his
kitchen.

“Fuck yes,” the black man grunted from the
past. “All over that pretty white face!” Hot, quick ropes of it
shot out, and she flinched only a little when it coated her
ruby-red lips. By the time the man was done, Tiffany’s face was a
cum-streaked mess. “Good white bitch,” he sighed. “This is how you
serve us. On your fucking knees. Bow to the Black New World
Order!”

“The black new world what?” Donald asked no
one in particular, tears stinging his eyes.

“What was that, Donald?” his wife’s best
friend Ivana called from the hallway. She was staying with them for
a few weeks.

Donald nearly dropped his wife’s phone as he
closed the video out and set it back down on the counter where he’d
found it. Ivana entered the kitchen, all smiles.

“My goodness, Don. You look like you’ve seen
a ghost!” Ivana exclaimed.

“Not so lucky,” Donald wiped the sweat from
his brow. “I’m not feeling so good, Ivana. I think I might need to
lie down.”

“Looks like someone already beat you to it,”
she smirked, nodding at her bestie sun-bathing in the backyard.

“Yeah…looks like,” he said absently, floating
from the kitchen and all but collapsing on the living room couch a
moment later. What had happened to his wife? He contemplated the
question with eyes shut tight and a heavy heart. Some of the
comments she’d been making lately had been…troubling, to say the
least. It seemed she never missed an opportunity to point out the
race disparity in the country - the problems the black community
faced, and the privilege the white community enjoyed. Donald
despised every word of it, and sometimes left Fox News on the
television deliberately when leaving the living room.

“How can you tune in and watch them lie to
you night after night?” Tiffany had said, disgusted from the floor
up with her conservative husband. “This is just a bunch of racist
bullshit, honey. You should be ashamed!”

“Ha!” Donald had guffawed, “Tune in and watch
em’ lie? Babe, you’re my wife and I love you, but don’t be so
naïve! What is it you think CNN is doing when they bash Trump and
try to make Biden out to be some sort of liberal savior?”

“It’s not the same thing!”

“Stop it, the both of you,” Ivana rubbed her
temples. “We’re supposed to be enjoying our time together. Not
spending it arguing!”

“Donald started it!”

“This is my house and it’s my tv!” Donald
boomed. “I’ll watch whatever the hell I want on it. Go join your
BLM friends and destroy the city again if you don’t like it!”

“What the fuck, DONALD!” Tiffany was
plum in the face and coupled with the fire-red of her
shoulder-length hair, she looked fit to burst with anger. Her wide
green eyes pierced her husband with a fury he’d never seen from her
before, and her pale, fat jiggling breasts were constantly on the
move with her vibrant body language.

“Do you realize how much we owe the black
community?” she continued, spitting words like venom. “How much
you owe them, Donald? And I’m not just talking about some
goddamn apology! You owe a lot more than that, especially
when you say and do the things you do!”

“Reparations! Ha! In your dreams,
sweetheart!”

“It’s not funny!”

“What the hell do I owe these people? Huh?
Tell me!”

“Everything,” she spat, her voice a sudden,
sharp whisper. “You owe them everything, Donald. And a day is
coming soon when you and everyone like you is going to pay up.”

Donald sucked air in the present, snapping
out of his thought loop about the viscous argument with wife.
You owe them everything echoed in his mind. He’d never seen
Tiffany that way before. Never heard her like that. It wasn’t the
same woman he’d married, that’s for sure. Somehow, along the way
something had happened, that much Donald was sure of. But what? And
by who?

The video flashed in his mind. His wife’s
choking red face. The vicious way the dark stranger handled
her.

“I think I’m gonna be sick,” Donald choked
out, rising from the couch as the nausea overtook him. Just as he
got to his feet, Tiffany strode into the living room still dressed
from the pool. Ivana followed her a moment later.

“My friend is coming over for dinner
tonight,” she stated. “Just giving you a heads up to be on your
best behavior.” Tiffany stood there dripping wet, a two-piece
bikini comically small, doing almost nothing to hide her
assets.

“Tonight?” Donald said through a cloud.

“Are you alright, Don?” Ivana asked. “You
look pale.”

“Tonight?” Donald repeated, trying not to get
sick.

“Seven O’clock. He’s bringing wine,” Tiffany
spun on delicate heels and made to leave the room, but then turned
back to observe her husband a moment longer. “Also, one more
thing…His name is Jamal. And he’s black.”

Donald fell to his knees and made a mess on
the hardwood floor.

Tiffany stayed long enough to smirk, before
disappearing down the hall.
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​“So, tell me about
this friend of yours, Tiff,” Ivana smiled over a glass of
chardonnay. “How long have you two been friends?”

“Officially? Or like…how long have we been
hanging out?”

“The hell does that mean?” Donald
interrupted, walking back into the kitchen where his wife and her
best friend chatted. “Hanging out?”

“Feeling better are we, Donald?” Tiffany
narrowed her green-orbed eyes at her husband in disdain. She’d
fixed her hair into two strawberry ponytails that hung past her
shoulders, dancing along the top of her pronounced cleavage.

“I’m fine,” Donald said, annoyed. “Something
I ate didn’t sit well in my stomach.”

“Right,” Tiffany giggled.

“Don’t change the subject. The hell do you
mean by ‘hanging out’?”

“Calm down, Don,” Ivana shook her head.
“You’re getting too riled up about this. Your wife is her own
person, and she can be friends with whomever she wants!”

“Secret boyfriend sounds more
accurate,” Donald walked to the fridge and pulled a Bud Lite from
inside, cracking it open loud and proud. “Secret black
boyfriend, I should say.”

“He’s not my boyfriend. And ss there a
problem with the fact that he’s black, Donald?” Tiffany’s voice
made it clear she was ready for a fight.

“No problem, no ma’am,” Donald rolled his
eyes. “But don’t act like you weren’t saving that little tid-bit
for the right time.”

“When’s a good time to tell your racist
husband that your friends with a black guy?”

“I ain’t racist,” Donald scoffed. “Jesus, not
everything a white man does makes him racist. Don’t you get
that?”

“There’s lots of things white men do that are
passively racist, though. Do you get that? Your
actions, or lack thereof, create conditions in which systemic
racism is allowed to not only persist, but thrive. All those little
things you take for granted because of your privilege are the same
things that –

“Christ enough already or I’m liable to puke
again,” Donald rubbed his temples. “Where did you learn all this
shit? Is this what they pay you to learn at work? So you can come
home and lecture me?”

“Oh, Donald. My work isn’t quite as
progressive as you seem to think. These are conversations people
are having. White, black, Asian…there’s a revolution coming. And
you don’t want to be on the wrong side of it.”

An uncomfortable silence passed. Donald
noticed the skimpy shirt his wife wore; a white, flimsy garment
with blue-striped trim that tied in a knot just below her
substantial breasts. Her pale tummy was bare, and the shirt gave
little to the imagination.

Donald swallowed a lump in his throat, trying
to push away the images of that video on her phone. His wife was
cheating on him, he knew that for a fact. But she didn’t
know that he knew. Donald would need to play his cards right
if he
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