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Lizzy

​ I knew of Kahlil vaguely, and only what my husband told me
about him. Walter said he was a cruel, violent thug that seized any
opportunity to pick on the small and weak. By small and weak Walter
meant himself, of course. What my husband lacked in height and
muscles he made up for in a big heart, a warm smile, and a large
bank account. What Walter lacked physically…sexually…he more than
made up for in the comfortable way in which we lived our lives. I
wanted for nothing. I still want for nothing.

The first time I met Kahlil it was a
warm spring day downtown. Walter and I were window shopping after
lunch and contemplating taking a ride over to our favorite cocktail
bar. Walking north towards uptown, we passed a table set up outside
the record shop with a black man on a microphone. His outfit was
militant, covered in camo and patches. Six other black men dressed
in the same garb passed out fliers and information pamphlets. They
called themselves The Black New World Order. Their sign was
abbreviated to BNWO, and they all wore the most serious expressions
on their faces. A crowd gathered to listen.

I wanted to stay and watch but Walter
had no patience for such things.

“Just wait a second,
honey,” I pleaded, pulling on his scrawny arm, and planting my
feet.

“Stay for what?” he rolled
his eyes, “a bunch of bullshit propaganda?”

“It’s not propaganda, Walter,” I
reprimanded him, “it’s important. Let’s just stay and
listen for a sec!”

Begrudgingly, Walter settled down and
listened to the speech that was in progress. I considered myself an
“ally”, and fairly “woke” for a late 20’s white girl from the
Midwest. That particular day I felt empowered from all the material
I’d been reading on racial injustices. I felt it was my duty to
give these men the time of day.

“With their FACE, toward
the earth!” the charismatic, sweating black man shouted into the
microphone, “AND LICK UP THE DUST OF THY FEET!” He read from the
bible and always his eyes roamed the crowd between sentences. His
black brethren agreed with him often, shaking their heads in
approval.

“Did you hear what I said,
folks?” the man challenged the audience. “LICK! I said
lick, the dust of thy
feet. For what your people have done to my people, you
will be enslaved in the
next life! Count on it!”

“This is such bullshit,”
Walter muttered, visibly angry. “I certainly haven’t done anything
to them. How is this my fault?”

“You talk too much,
Walter,” I told him, letting go of his arm and stepping closer the
black men at the table. “You should try to listen more!”

“Listen to what? These
morons?”

“You there!” the dark man
with the megaphone shouted at me, “what is your name?”

“I’m Lizzy,” I squeaked
after a moment of indecision, feeling the eyes of the audience on
me.

“Lizzy! A fine name for a
white girl. I’m sure your parents are very proud. And I’m sure they
are racist too! Doing what they can to keep the black race
down!”

“No! That’s not true,” I
said, my voice faltering. “My parents are sweet people, they-
“

“Quiet, white girl!” he
shouted at me. “If you are going to talk to the Black New World
Order you will do so on your
knees. As a show of respect. Go
on!”

“Can we go now?” Walter
said holding his hand out, impatient and embarrassed.

“Is that your white
husband, Lizzy?” the megaphone chimed in. “Does he control you too?
Just as he has controlled and enslaved our people for countless
generations!”

“Lizzy. Now,” Walter
spit.

They were all staring at me, the BNWO.
Their eyes roamed my revealing spring body clad in a tank top and
short shorts. I often stand out in a crowd because of the tat
sleeves on both arms. Colorful, just like me. I was no stranger to
the way men stared at my figure…in particular the way black men
stared. The tank I wore that day had shrunk in the laundry (always
did when Walter washed the clothes) so it was extra easy to fill
out. I wore no bra and my taut nipples were easily visible through
the white fabric.

I got down on my knees on the hot
sidewalk. Walter groaned loud as the man with the megaphone
smiled.

“Good girl, Lizzy,” he
said, “now you may speak!”

“My parents aren’t
racist…and neither am I,” I found my voice as more onlookers
gathered. “But I sympathize with your cause and want to do all that
I can to help. Help me understand.”

The other men at the table set their
pamphlets and fliers down and crowded closer.

“You are racist, white girl. You just
don’t know it!” the megaphone declared. “Did you hear what I said
before Lizzy? No? Well, if you want to help fight the systemic
racism that plagues this community, you need to listen!”

“That’s right!” one of
them agreed.

“Open your ears white
girl!” another chimed in.

“That ain’t all she gon’
open up,” I heard one mumble to his buddy. For a moment I thought
about getting back on my feet and bailing, grabbing Walter by the
hand, and running from the strange scene I’d involved us in. But I
held my ground.

“I’m listening,” I said,
looking up at them.

“With their FACE, toward
the earth… AND LICK UP THE DUST OF THY FEET” he bellowed at the top
of his lungs.

And then, there in front of me, a
black boot on the sidewalk. I followed the boot up to black legs
and then on to a mighty figure that towered so high above he cast
me in shadow. His face was stern, his head inclining ever so
slightly to the boot he presented before me.

“AND LICK UP THE DUST OF
THY FEET! If you truly mean what you say, Lizzy White Girl, do your
part. Apologize. Lick this black king’s boot!”

“You’ve got to be kidding
me,” Walter said from behind.

“Shut up white boy!” the
man standing over me shouted, his boot still planted.

“Lizzy we are leaving!
NOW! LET’S GO!”

“Show us, Lizzy White
Girl. Show our people that you are a true ally!”

I sensed Walter’s fear. I felt the
curious stares of the crowd. I could smell the perspiration on the
sweaty black men starting to surround my fiancé and me. All of them
waited to see what I would do.

“The dust of thy feet,” I
said.

My wet tongue ran across the hard
leather of the stranger’s boot as I licked it toe to lace. A heavy
applause rang out that mixed with murmurs from the crowd, and the
gloating laughter of the BNWO.

“Good white girl! She
appears ready to become a true ally!”

I stood to go but felt a hand on my
shoulder, pushing me back to my knees.

“NO, NO, NO!” boomed the
megaphone. “You are not done yet! All these black men at my side
are equals, and they are your equals! They are more than that.
These black kings are your superiors. Whose boot is
next?”

Another boot came in front of my face.
I opened my mouth and presented my tongue. Then a pair of dusty
sneakers. Then brown leather. And then another, and another. My
tongue kissed them all. The megaphone sounded and the crowed looked
on. Sweat poured from me and with every lick of the shoe I heard
Walter whimper.

The last boot. It was a cowboy style,
silver spurs riding high on the ankle. The body attached to the
boot was the largest of them all, the leanest too. Staring up into
his face, a bell rang in my mind. Something familiar. Where did I
know him?

He motioned to his boot. I thought
about his view from up there: my revealing breasts soaked with
sweat, close to spilling over. There was no way he couldn’t see
down my shirt.

“Kahlil?” I heard Walter
from behind.

The black man above me shifted his
stare to my fiancé. For the first time, a smile lined his menacing
face.

“White Bread!” the tall
black man sad.

“That’s not my name,
Kahlil. You know it isn’t!”

“This is your wife, White
Bread?” Khalil laughed, calling Walter by that funny moniker once
more.

“You’re Goddamn right,”
Walter retorted, reaching down and grabbing my arm. “And we are
leaving! Nice to see what kind of people you are mixed up with
these days, Kahlil.”

“Not so fast,” Kahlil
said, lifting his leg and placing his humongous boot on my
shoulder. This stopped my upward momentum and caused Walter to
falter, letting go of my arm. I settled back onto my knees. “Your
white girl has made claims that she stands with people of color.
And she licked the boots of my brothers. Now she must lick
mine.”

“Like hell she will,”
Walter said, finding some courage.

Kahlil’s boot hovered inches from my
mouth.

“Lick it, white girl. Show
us your loyalty. Show us you are not a racist.”

“Lizzy, for the love of
God, get up and let’s go.”

All eyes on me. Again.

I opened my mouth and stuck out my
pink tongue. As I moved to do my duty, Kahlil pushed the tip of his
boot into my mouth. I tasted dirt and leather.

“Oh my God, Lizzy,” Walter
said in disgust, the color draining from his face.

“I think this white girl
likes it,” Khalil laughed, his white teeth flashing.

“There you have it folks!”
the man with the megaphone sang, “a modern white couple! Bred for
one purpose! To serve their blacks masters!”



Khalil

​
Say my name, bitch.

“Khalil…Kahlil…”

Louder so your husband can hear
you!

“KAHLIL OH
FUCK!”

I’ve got this white lady, Mary, with
her face shoved into a puddle of her own pussy punch on her
husband’s mattress. She’s screaming. I’m long stroking from behind,
burying my giant black dick deep in her white cunt. I got my palm
pressed flat against the side of her face, shoving her deeper into
her own mess.

The husband is downstairs cleaning the
mess I made in the kitchen. I leave the bedroom door open so he can
hear his wife fucking the black dude that made the mess in his
kitchen. I told him if he comes upstairs before I call, for any
reason, I would beat the living shit out of him.

Say my fucking name white
bitch.

“KAHLIL,
oh…Kah…Kah…”

I pick up the tempo and
start fucking the white girl like she owes me money. She
does owe me money. She
knows it, and so does her husband. That’s why I moved in. I’ve been
here two weeks now and haven’t let that white boy touch his bitch
once. I let him shoot his worthless sperm into the toilet on the
sixth day, but that’s it.

On Friday’s when I let him watch, I
don’t even let him stroke it.

In the morning, while his wife sucks
my big black dick, the beta white boy makes my breakfast
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