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​Layla and Lilah
were late.

Roger Stanton waited by the window, staring
out impatiently at the driveway beyond and occasionally checking
the time on his watch. Of all the days for the girls to make him
wait, why his birthday? They knew how much the occasion meant to
him this year and yet their tardiness seemed to say they didn’t
care.

“Probably at one of those Goddamn BLM meet
ups,” he grumbled to himself. “No doubt getting cat-called and
groped by every manner of Goddamn delinquent and thug under the
sun!”

Roger had missed them that morning - they
were gone before he got out of bed. His female roommates’ choice of
clothing lately was strangely provocative, revealing in a way that
he couldn’t get on board with. For the longest time he’d had a
crush on the two of them, and the thought of other men seeing them
like that made him sick.

It was the protests, he knew. The people they
were hanging around with. Those goddamn liberals putting silly
ideas in their pretty heads. His once good Christian female friends
who watched Fox News with him every night at 7 were now dressing
like whores and changing the channel to CNN. They would goad him
into arguments, into nasty fights and accuse him of being racist
and “privileged.” Whatever the hell that meant. Roger was
sure he didn’t know. Didn’t care, either. And besides, he was
willing to put their naïve views of the world aside for the day so
they could celebrate his birthday.

“Any day now girls,” he said, annoyed.

A quiet, relaxing birthday was all he wanted.
A few hours with his best girlfriends. Was that so much to ask? A
couple beers and some dinner, maybe a movie on the couch, and then
off to bed. But he’d told the girls 5 and now it was damn near 6.
Why were they doing this to him? Didn’t they care about their
friend and roommate for God’s sake?

As he sat there waiting, he recalled one of
their most recent arguments. The local news was doing a report on
that terrorist organization that was sweeping across the country
like a plague. They called themselves the Black New World Order, or
BNWO for short. Slowly but surely these criminals had infiltrated
white America, blackmailing and brainwashing one white family at a
time until they had their own little army of white slaves.

“I’d like to see one of these thugs show up
on my front lawn,’ Roger had spat, “I’d gladly show em’ what the
2nd amendment is all about!”

“That’s disgusting, Roger,” Layla had
admonished him, her green eyes flashing anger. “You’re white, you
don’t get to use that word. And talking about shooting a person of
color is racist. Really, really racist!”

“And privileged,” Lilah added, sitting beside
her bestie. The two of them looked so much alike it was a wonder
they weren’t related, and their similarity in appearance only made
Roger want them more. “You think a person of color would get away
with exercising their ‘2nd amendment right’ on a white
man? Not a chance, Roger. What you’re saying is incredibly
ignorant.”

They were ganging up on him again, the way
they did. They sat side by side in almost matching clothes; a
little black dress with their long auburn hair falling past their
shoulders. Their goddamned cleavage was out for all to see, so much
of it that Roger had a hard time trying to look away. They were
going out that night, to some “meet up” with their friends…no doubt
members of BLM would be there.

“Listen to you two know-nothin’s calling
me ignorant,” Roger shook his head in disgust. “Ain’t my
first rodeo girls, hate to tell you. Now I ain’t racist or nothin’,
but you get too many of these aggressive blacks in the same place
and they’re liable to burn the damn city down. Just look at what
that damn BLM did!”

“ROGER!” Lilah yelled.

“GROSS, ROGER!” Layla agreed.

“And you two shouldn’t be dressed like
that around them. Those men are always in heat,
always lookin’ for an opportunity to take advantage of pretty young
white women like yourselves. If somethin’ happens, don’t say I
didn’t warn yah!”

“ROGER!” The girls screamed in unison. They
stormed out of the house after that and didn’t speak to him for
almost a week. Which was fine, Roger thought. Just fine. Women
didn’t have to understand the ways of men, but in time he was sure
they’d come to see things his way.

As the daylight outside began to turn pink
with sunset, a long black Cadillac turned off the neighborhood
street and pulled into Roger Stanton’s driveway. Roger stood up,
hands on his hips, and watched with growing interest as the car
came to a stop on his property.

“Who the hell is this?” he said aloud. Roger
assumed it was a friend of the girls’ dropping them off, but a
Cadillac? The thing looked brand new, an oversized luxury SUV with
outlandish rims and giant tires. The car idled for a moment before
it shut off. The windows were tinted black as midnight, and Roger
detected no movement behind them.

No one stepped out of the vehicle. Roger knew
damn well they could see him standing there in the window, looking
as impatient as he could. A strange feeling had started to creep
into his belly, something like intuition and fear. For a brief
moment he didn’t want to know who was in the car…in fact, he wanted
the car to start back up and pull out of his driveway and disappear
forever, birthday be damned.

But then the passenger door opened.

“Who the hell is this?”

Ducking, a tall dark figure stepped out of
the Cadillac and closed the door behind him with a flip of his
hand. The giant was closer to seven feet tall than he was to six,
that much Roger was sure of. His bulbous head was smooth shaven
like black marble, and he wore a gray suit with a tie the color of
blood.

The man moved to the rear door of the SUV and
opened it.

“What the hell is all this about,” Roger’s
mustache bounced atop his upper lip, his feet becoming fidgety.

The black stranger leaned into the car as if
to fetch something, and when he stood tall again there was
something trailing from his right hand. Roger Stanton couldn’t be
sure, but it looked a hell of a lot like a piece of rope. The
stranger tugged on the rope and stepped back.

Crawling one by one from the car on their
hands and knees down to the paved driveway below, was Layla and
Lilah.

Collared, leashed, and with nothing but a bra
and panties on to keep them modest.

“LIKE HELL!” Roger Stanton screamed with
wrath and rushed to the front door in a blind rage. He was shaking
so violently that when he reached for the doorknob his fingers
slipped off slick and sweaty. When at last he got hold of the
damnable device he turned it hard and wrenched the door wide.

There, crawling across the front walkway that
led from the driveway to the house, was Layla and Lilah. Their
heads were forward, their tanned backs bare except for the piece of
lace that kept their bras clasped. Roger saw their undies were no
more than thongs, their bronze, plump ass cheeks swaying side to
side as their knees scrapped concrete.

Walking close behind the girls, towering like
some demi-god from hell, was the ebony giant in the gray suit. The
leash he clutched in his right-hand split in two halfway down the
length of it, where two separate lengths of it attached to the
black collars fastened tight around the girls’ necks.

“MY GOD!” Roger screamed. “LAYLA! LILAH! WHAT
IS THIS! ON YOUR FEET NOW!”

The girls ignored him, their eyes cast
downward.

“LAYLA! LILAH!”

“Silence, white man,” the mystery giant said,
his voice like the low rumbling thunder of an approaching storm.
“Stand aside.”

“LIKE HELL!” Roger screamed, stunned. The
sight of those precious girls being led along like two bitch dogs
was more than he could take, and suddenly he remembered the shotgun
tucked away upstairs in the bedroom. Why in the hell was it so far
from his reach!

“I said stand aside, white man,” the black
man boomed, getting ever closer with Layla and Lilah crawling
before him. “Unless you wish to see me lose my temper with these
whores’ throats so easily within my grasp!”

The man pulled up on the leash, and Layla and
Lilah’s heads craned up suddenly and uncomfortably; the girls
grimaced at Roger.

“NO!” Roger bellowed. “DON’T YOU HURT
THEM!”

The girls were nearly to the entrance way of
the house now, stripped down to nearly nothing and being herded
like cattle. There were marks on their backs, Roger noticed. Welts
and scratches.

Roger Stanton saw red. He turned from the
nightmare on his porch and, leaving the front door wide, ran into
the house, up the stairs, and into the closet where he kept his
trusty old shotgun locked and loaded.

By the time he got back downstairs the black
man was standing in the living room with the girls as his feet.
They knelt beside him like obedient house pets, on their knees and
upright, hands clasped behind their backs.

The look on the girls’ faces absolutely
terrified Roger Stanton to his very core, for what he saw there was
not fear. Not the look of someone being held against their will.
No, his friends were smiling.

Roger raised the heavy shotgun and pointed it
at the stranger’s broad chest.

“Let them go, boy,” Roger growled. “Right
fucking now!”

“Did you just call me…boy?” The
stranger said with calm indignance.

“You heard me…blacky,” Roger summoned
all his courage to say it. “Get the hell out of my living room
before I blow you back to Africa.”

What happened next would always seem like a
dream to Roger Stanton. The first thing he noticed was the look of
utter disdain and disgust on Layla and Lilah’s face. It was his
choice of words he knew, though in that particular moment he didn’t
really have the time to put all that together yet. Inside of the
single second it took for Roger to glance down at his friends was
when the black man dropped the leash and lunged forward.

Roger was ready for him. He aimed the shotgun
and fired.

It clicked. Empty.

Had the massive ebony giant not been blocking
his view, Roger would have seen Layla and Lilah giggling at the
sound of his unloaded firearm.

But as it was, the stranger was on him,
lifting Roger off his feet by the collar of his shirt.

The giant slapped the shotgun out of his
hands like it was a toy.

“These whores told me you were a racist,
entitled white man,” he growled in Roger’s face, “but I didn’t know
how bad it was. I can see that the gentler route just won’t be
possible with you!”

Roger flew through the air and landed in a
crumpled heap on the carpet. Pushing himself up to hands and knees
in a daze, he heard the girls giggling nearby. Then, thunderous
footsteps as the stranger fell on him, lifting him like a bag of
feathers by the collar and waistband and heaving him onto the brown
leather couch nearby.

Roger fought and struggled as the man mounted
him from behind, but it was no use. Such strength Roger had never
witnessed, and as he wriggled and fought from below, it was only a
few more seconds before he felt the cold touch of handcuffs at the
wrists pinned to his lower back. The click of them locking
into place and tightening uncomfortably against his pale skin.

“Get off me!” Roger cried out.

“You have made a grave mistake, white
man. And tonight you will pay for your words. Your privilege. You
will pay your reparations…and so will these white
whores.”

The language sounded familiar to Roger, and
in his panicked mind he saw four huge letters bubbling up from the
depths of his terror.

B.N.W.O.

“NOOOO!” Roger exclaimed. But it was too
late. A moment later his ankles were shackled just as his wrists
were, and he flopped about on the couch like a fish out of water.
The man got off and Roger was able to flip onto his back

The stranger picked the leash up off the
floor and wrapped it thrice around his fat fist. He tugged on it,
and the girls’ postures improved immediately.

“My name is Zahair,” he announced, his
boisterous voice bouncing off the living room walls. “But you and
these two white whores will refer to me only as King, Sir, or
Master. Is that clear white man?”

Roger tried to stand from the couch and fell
back down into the soft leather cushions. Layla and Lilah stared at
him with those impeccable green eyes. Their brown hair fell past
their bare shoulders, their ample cleavage gleamed with tiny dots
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