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		Part One: College Girls Know BBC

		

	
		Having a low sperm count wasn't the end of the world, but it sure as hell felt like it. As Seth Donovan drove home from the doctor's office, he kept thinking how quickly things change.

		During his twenties, he'd held the promise of being a magnetic, virile man. He played sports, had his fair share of sexual conquests, and excelled in his university's business program. A year after graduating college he married Caitlyn --a charming blue-eyed blonde girl from Tennessee who had a slight accent when she talked.

		Caitlyn was no supermodel, but she was very pretty. A perfect bone structure, a perpetual tan, flawless skin, and a pert little nose definitely gave Caitlyn the rich white girl look. Her breasts were large, but not excessively so, and her hips were perfectly flared. But Caitlyn's most captivating feature were her eyes. They were a clear green color, and looked like they had been carved out of jade. They transformed her --from merely beautiful, to absolutely stunning.

		Seth Donovan had it all. And early on, at least, it seemed like his life was only going to get better.

		But it didn't.

		First he started losing his hair. Unfortunately he didn't look good as a bald man either. Baldness only made Seth look like a giant toddler. Midway through his twenties he started putting on weight. It got to the point where he didn't even recognize himself. One day he woke up and found himself staring at the reflection of a balding, pudgy white guy who was destined to be middle management for the rest of his life.

		"Fuck," said Seth, presently looking at his car's instrument panel.

		He stopped at the gas station located just outside the entrance of his subdivision. While he was wandering the isles, he saw something which made his heart start beating double time.

		She was gorgeous. It was a hot, summer day and she wore tiny cut-off shorts, and a halter top tied with two strings, one behind her back and the other behind her neck. She had the round, curvy hips of a college girl who'd just started to fill out. Seth couldn't help staring at her shapely ass as she started browsing the candy isle.

		Jesus, thought Seth, I wouldn't need Viagra if I could have her in my bedroom.

		It wasn't that he didn't love Caitlyn, but they'd been married for nearly a decade now.

		Seth was pretending to check his phone for new text messages when he saw the co-ed squat down to grab something from the bottom shelf. A moment later Seth saw that she was wearing a thong!

		He could see it riding up her lower back like a whale tail.

		Goddammit. If he had wanted to fuck her before, he really wanted to now!

		Her thong was driving Seth crazy. The thin black material only accentuated her perfectly shaped hips, the lush curves of her juicy ass. That's when Seth saw that there was something like a logo on the thong's little triangle area. He had to squint, but saw that the words said, "I Heart BBC."

		Before he could process the information, the college girl stood up and walked over to the cash register. Seth followed. He waited until they were both right outside the convenient store before he said, "Hey, you're not from England are you?"

		The college girl turned. When she saw Seth grinning, her facial features started to crease up like she was feeling uncomfortable. "Wait, am I what?" she said.

		"I like watching the BBC too. They have great news programs," Seth said, trying to throw in a flirty little smile. "Though I'm not sure that I would wear underwear that said that."

		There was a pause.

		And then the girl hesitated. She cocked her head at Seth, but all at once her eyes widened with some sort of realization. "Oh, that," she said. "No, I'm not British. I'm from Connecticut."

		"Oh, I love Connecticut," said Seth. He was glad that they were having a conversation now. He told himself to play it cool. "So, do you live around here?"

		"Look," the white girl said, brushing some hair off her heart-shaped face. "BBC. It means: Big Black Cock."

		Seth froze completely. For some reason, hearing such an attractive white girl say those words had an emasculating effect on him.

		"My boyfriend likes it when I wear them," she explained now, pointing towards an SUV where a large and muscular black arm could be seen hanging out the window.

		"Oh, oh I see," Seth barely managed to say.

		Then she smiled sadly at Seth before turning towards the SUV.

		Seth's jaw dropped as he saw the unbelievably hot white girl sway her hips and wiggle her bubble butt. He still liked looking at her, but now it was almost painful. It was like looking at a car that he knew that he would never have enough money to buy.

		Seth felt his mood start to deteriorate.

		It was a shame that he wasn't young again. It was a shame that he didn't have all of his hair, that his 32 inch waistline had ballooned into a 38 inch waistline. And, most importantly, it was a shame that such an attractive white girl didn't have any panties that said "I Heart SWD."

		

		

		

		Part Two: Broken Woman

		

	
		As soon as Seth was in the front door, he called out to his wife, "Hey, babe, you should have seen it! This black girl in the store was wearing underwear that said "I love White Dudes!" Seriously, it was hilarious."

		Sensing that Caitlyn was in the kitchen, Seth headed for the back of the house. What he saw stopped him in his tracks.

		Caitlyn was at the kitchen table, openly sobbing. Her blonde hair was a mess and her Mascara was running and when she looked up at her husband there was this really pitiful expression on her face.

		To Seth, seeing her like this was almost surreal. He even thought that perhaps he had dreamed it. But he wasn't dreaming. He was wide awake. And something was very wrong.

		He frowned thoughtfully. "Caitlyn, babydoll, what's the matter? Why are you crying?"

		His wife took a moment to get her tears under control. Following that, she wiped her face off and slowly brought her eyes up to meet Seth. "I think I lost my job today," she said. "I'm sorry."

		As he contemplated his wife's words, Seth grabbed Caitlyn's hands and took a seat next to her at the table. For a while nobody said anything.

		For years Caitlyn had worked in pharmaceutical sales, pulling in as much --or sometimes more-- money as her husband. She had been good at her job. There had been talk of having her move up into management. But then the bubble burst and nearly 70% of the company found themselves walking out the door with measly severance packages. The idea was to find another gig where her particular skill set could be used. But after a frustrating and futile year of headhunters, job conferences, and resume specialists, Caitlyn eventually found herself accepting a job as an executive assistant, hoping to use the position as a springboard leading to something more befitting of Caitlyn's training.

		Eventually, Seth said, "What do you mean, you lost your job?"

		There was another long pause while Caitlyn sniffled up more tears. Seth hated to admit it, but seeing his wife so distraught was having an unexpected effect. All the sudden he was unbelievably horny. He couldn't even remember the last time he'd wanted to have sex with Caitlyn this badly. It had been a while though. In fact, it had been a while since he'd even been able to 'rise to the occasion.'

		"It wasn't my fault," Caitlyn said. "I did everything I could. I tried. You know that I wanted this to work."

		Seth sat there listening, feeling an ache both in his heart and in his pants.

		"But they finally pushed me too far," she said.

		"In what way?"

		"For one thing," Caitlyn said, "the guy I work for, he's been making little comments about my attire, which were not appropriate at all."

		"You mean Clarence?"

		"Yeah, Mr. Bryant."

		"Like what?" Seth asked, needing to know every little detail so that he could understand where his wife was coming from. "What did he say?"

		"Oh baby, I don't want to go into all the specifics. Please don't make me. Suffice it to say that lately it's been a pretty hostile work environment."

		Seth watched his wife closely and said, "How come you never told me about this?"

		"For one thing, I didn't feel comfortable talking about it."

		"Caitlyn, not with me?"

		"Not with anyone," she said. "I'm sorry. It all just sort of grossed me out. It made me so uncomfortable. Like how --" she broke off, staring down at the floor.

		"Go on," Seth encouraged. "Like what, Caitlyn? You can tell me. If you can tell anyone, dear, it's me. I'm with you for better or worse, till death does us part, remember?"

		Caitlyn gave him a little smile but then her expression became impassive once more. "One day Mr. Bryant came up to me and asked me why nobody had bred me yet."

		"Breed you?" said Seth, not even trying to hide his exasperation. "What are you, a prize-winning mare?"

		"Ha, yeah. I thought he was just kidding too. But he had this really intense look in his eye. It was almost scary."

		After what seemed like an endless suspension in the conversation, Caitlyn added, "And he was always talking about how much he liked my body. He kept saying how good we'd look together naked."

		At that, Seth's look of understanding wavered just a bit. Agitated, he began rubbing his hands up and down his legs, then abruptly got up and walked over to the sink, pouring a glass of water that he never had any intention of drinking.

		From her seat, Caitlyn looked at Seth quizzically. "Are you mad at me, baby? Don't be mad. I promise that I didn't do anything to warrant that kind of attention. I've always dressed appropriately. I've always been completely up front and open about my marriage status. I just don't know why this is happening to me."

		Seth kept his head down. He was grinding his teeth. "Fuck them! Fuck that whole place! That job was so far beneath you anyway, no offense. That was basically some fucking entry-level shit. Are you serious? You were making six figures by your third year out of college."

		"Yeah I know," Caitlyn said a little wistfully. "I remember. The good days."

		"Well, don't worry baby. We'll figure something out. I'm not making a million dollars, but I'm sure that we can keep a roof over our heads. Fuck them!"

		For the first time, Caitlyn's mouth broke into a small lopsided grin. "Yeah, exactly. Fuck them! Assholes!"

		"No, I'm serious. You're way too good for that sort of bullshit anyway."

		When another moment passed, and Seth still hadn't said another word, Caitlyn started mumbling, almost to herself.

		"Today was the worst," she said. "We were at lunch entertaining clients from out of town. Usually Mr. Bryant tells them right away that I'm his assistant. But not today. Today he introduced me to them as his wife. I thought it was such a stupid thing. I also thought that he was going to drop the joke, but he never did. I was so embarrassed, I didn't know what to do. We were in the restaurant and he kept putting his arm around my shoulder, leaning into my ear, joking that he'd knocked me up. The whole time I kept thinking what a terrible situation this was to be in, but also I kept thinking of you. I'm so glad that you weren't there, baby. You don't deserve this. I guess I'm telling you this because I want you to know everything. I feel so guilty."

		"It wasn't your fault, Caitlyn. Are you serious? If this really happened in a public place then we can sue them! Now we have witnesses!"

		Caitlyn kept her head down, didn't move for a while. "But as I was coming out of the bathroom, Mr. Bryant stopped me. I was so surprised. He started kissing me, squeezing me all over. One of our clients walked by as Mr. Bryant was kissing me and squeezing my ass. It was so humiliating."

		That's when Seth grabbed his car keys. His mind was so fuzzy with righteous indignation that he was only partially aware of Caitlyn's voice as she called after him. But there was no way that he was going to stop now.

		Struggling to control his anger, Seth got behind the wheel and laid a track of black rubber out the driveway. He didn't want to sue them now. Seth just wanted to kick someone's ass.

		

		

		

		Part Three: Seth VS Size Fourteen Shoe

		

	
		It was late afternoon. The office building was on the other side of town, but most of the traffic was going in the opposite direction --everyone trying to get home. Seth sped the whole way there. He was furious. Revenge was on his mind. He thought of little else. Seeing Caitlyn in such distress was bad enough. But hearing that another man had been so incredibly disrespectful made Seth's blood boil.

		He parked and rode the elevator up to the twelfth floor. He'd never been to Caitlyn's new job, but all of these places were the same and Seth knew that finding her boss's office wouldn't be a big problem.

		It wasn't until Seth was actually standing on the twelfth floor of Caitlyn's office building that he realized her boss might already be gone for the day. In his murderous rage, he hadn't even considered that a possibility. Looking around, he could see that most of the workers seemed to have already taken off. Luckily, however, when he got down the hallway, he saw that the large frosted door leading to Mr. Bryant's office was slightly ajar.

		Seeing this, Seth struggled to contain his smile. It was time to show this old fucker what happens when you mess with another man's wife. He went inside the office. He didn't knock.

		Almost immediately, Seth was rendered speechless.

		On the one hand, he was greatly relieved to see that Caitlyn's boss was still in the office. On the other hand, there was something about Mr. Bryant which Caitlyn had never volunteered. Her boss was a black man.

		Mr. Bryant was sitting behind a big oak desk, typing something into his computer. He had a closely shaved head and a long, lanky body. He looked like he was at least ten years older than Seth and Caitlyn, but he could have possibly been older than that. Moreover, he didn't seem to realize that someone had come into his office unannounced.

		Seth waited for a few moments to be recognized. When this didn't happen he cleared his throat loudly and said, "Are you Mr. Bryant?"

		Caitlyn's boss recognized Seth's presence by holding his finger up in the air. Mr. Bryant seemed reluctant to take his eyes off the computer screen.

		To get the other man's attention, Seth clapped his hands. "Hey, boy! Are you listening? I asked you a question!"

		This did the trick. Very slowly, Mr. Bryant turned his head to his left, looking at Seth with cold dark eyes. With his upper lip raised in belligerent smirk, the older black man said, "Yes, may I help you?"

		"Damn right you can help me," Seth said. "I'm Caitlyn's husband."

		"I know a lot of Caitlyns," Mr. Bryant said with a questionable little smile on his face. "You'll have to be more specific."

		"Caitlyn Donovan, you know who I'm talking about," Seth said, approaching the desk. He stopped when he was a few feet away. "I'm her husband."

		Calmly, Mr. Bryant said, "Is that a fact? Oh how nice for you."

		"I think that me and you need to have ourselves a little chat," Seth said. "Don't you?"

		Ignoring him, Mr. Bryant reached for his computer keyboard.

		"Hey, asshole. Did you hear me? I just asked you a question."

		By now Mr. Bryant had his eyes squeezed shut, as if he was trying to ward off a tiny headache that threatened to dampen his evening plans. When he opened his eyes again Seth was on the other side of the desk, standing with his feet wide, his chest stuck out, and his chin cocked at a high antagonistic angle.

		Mr. Bryant expelled a long, tired sigh. He threaded his fingers behind his head and leaned back into his chair. "Talk."

		Frustrated and supremely irked by the black man's air of entitlement, Seth slammed his hand down onto the corner of the desk and said, "Are you the fucking asshole who's been talking all this shit to my wife?"

		After a pause, Caitlyn's boss said, "Wait a minute. Wait. Did you say that you were Caitlyn's husband? Or did you say brother?"

		Something in the tone of Mr. Bryant's voice infuriated Seth. "I'm her husband, asshole. And I think that you already knew that."

		"Now, there's no reason to call people names, Mr. Donovan. I'm sure that we can work all of this out like civilized adults."

		"I said, are you the fucking asshole who's been talking all that shit to my wife?"

		"Caitlyn and I talk, yes. Sometimes our conversation is not always of a professional nature," Mr. Bryant said. His facial muscles seemed stiff and inflexible now. He leaned forwards and propped two massive black hands on the edge of the desk. "If you're not comfortable with that, maybe you need to have a chat with your wife. I can assure you that I've never said anything to Caitlyn that she hasn't already said. I don't make it a habit to coerce women. Now, Mr. Donovan, perhaps you should take a deep breath and back the fuck away from my desk."

		Seth was furious beyond measure. Mr. Bryant's revelation had left him reeling with disbelief. He swallowed a surge of nausea that came from imagining his Caitlyn flirting with her black boss. He said, "You're a fucking liar. I know for a fact that she would never act any way that was not professional."

		Mr. Bryant nodded, sliding open one of the desk drawers. He pulled out a pair of panties. It was a silky blue thong with lots of lace at the top. At once Seth recognized them. He'd given Caitlyn a pair just like them for Valentine's Day. Now this old black man was waving them in his face like he'd taken them as some kind of trophy.

		Instinctively, Seth repressed any thoughts that suggested Caitlyn might have been more willing than she'd lead on.

		Her boss's thick purple lips were twisted in a smug little grin. "Do you recognize these? She told me that if I bought lunch today she'd give me a little treat. I'm sorry if it upsets you."

		Seth was still debating whether or not he should pick up the stapler off the desk and start bashing Caitlyn's boss into the head when he heard the black man say, "Don't be so hard on yourself, Seth, my boy. It's not really your fault. You can't help it."

		"What does that mean?" Seth said with an unsteady voice. He could feel the heat rush to his face as he balled his fists up tight. "What the fuck are you talking about?"

		"Well, how should I put this delicately?" Mr. Bryant said. "Caitlyn told me about your "little" problems. The low sperm count. The Viagra. The loss of interest in your husbandly duties. See, we really do talk quite a bit. I'm a good listener. Especially with Caitlyn."

		Seth realized then that he'd been holding his breath. He finally let it go, shaking his head from side to side, refusing to accept anything that Caitlyn's boss was telling him.

		There was no way that Clarence was telling the truth. No way. Had Caitlyn been lying to Seth for the past several months? Had she developed feelings for this older black man? Did she fantasize about him while they were having sex in their marital bed? Did she compare Seth's body with Clarence's body? Was she really that reckless as to give Clarence a pair of panties that Seth had given to her as token of his affection? No, none of this was possible.

		Clarence cackled. "I can see that you're having a hard time coming to terms with what's been going on. Perhaps it will comfort you to know that yes Caitlyn does flirt with me, and yes we occasionally fool around a little. But she is also incredibly in love with you. Even for me it's easy to see that you guys have one of those deep emotional bonds that will last a lifetime. I'm sure that she didn't even want to tell you about any of this, but I'm afraid that today she found out that I was taking another white subordinate out on a date tonight. And well, you know how it is. A woman's scorn. She did not take it so well."

		"You fuck --fucking black bastard," Seth said, his voice tearing with frustration and fear. The thought that even 10% of what Clarence was saying was true was too much for Caitlyn's husband to take.

		Clarence got up out of his chair and came around the desk. When Seth looked up he saw the large looming figure holding his palm out.

		"Alright Seth, it's time to wrap things up. I'm afraid that I have plans tonight and there's some work to be done. Here, I'll show you to the door."

		As soon as one of the black man's hands landed on Seth's shoulder, Seth felt a surge of adrenaline rush though every inch of his body. He was suddenly ten feet tall and nine hundred pounds. He popped up out of the seat and pushed Caitlyn's boss in the chest, giving it everything he had.

		Clarence, however, only stumbled back two or three feet before regaining balance.

		Seth cocked one of his fists back, ready to knock that smug look of condescension right off the black man's face.

		But before Seth knew what happened, he was falling through the air. When he looked up he didn't see the room's ceiling. He only saw stars. There were about twelve of them, silvery things scattered about his field of vision. Then he felt his head slam into the stiff corporate carpet. Someone was above him. They were uttering curse words. They were kicking Seth in the side of the ribs, over and over again.

		Then it was over and Seth struggled to his feet, doubled-over from the pain. Only now did he realize what had just happened. Clarence had knocked him down and delivered several kicks to Seth's stomach.

		"If you ever lay a finger on me again, I swear to God!" Seth said.

		"Yeah, yeah. Get your fucking ass out of here, whiteboy! Before I really start kicking the shit out of you."

		Seth turned and rushed Clarence again, only to receive a powerful punch deep into his solar plexus, dropping him to his knees in front of the immense black man. Clarence reached down and began backhanding the white man, over and over again. It seemed like it would go on forever. But all the sudden someone in the room said, "Stop, please stop it! Leave him alone!"

		Seth looked over through half-shut eyes and saw that Caitlyn was standing by the door. She must have followed him in her own car. At present her face was stricken with terror as she watched Clarence easily subdue and humiliate her husband, the man that she had once respected and revered.

		In the stunned silence of the room, Clarence looked down at Seth and said, "Ah, looks like everyone is here. After I get done whopping your ass, we can clear our misunderstanding up. Sound good, whiteboy?"

		Seth shook his head, indicating that he didn't want to get hit again.

		But it didn't make a difference. Clarence swung his hand all the way back and backhanded Caitlyn's husband again and again. When the black man tired of this he delivered several more kicks to Seth's stomach.

		"Stop it! Please, Clarence, I'm begging you!" Caitlyn said, rushing over to them. "Stop hitting him!"

		Clarence nodded solemnly. "You want me to stop?"

		Caitlyn began to whimper. "Yes, please. I'm begging you."

		The black man looked down at Caitlyn's husband, who was now curled up in the fetus position around his feet. Caitlyn took the opportunity to throw herself over her husband's moaning body. She was down on her knees, staring up at Clarence with pleading green eyes.

		"Get out of the way, Caitlyn," Clarence said in his deep voice. "I'm not done. Your husband needs to learn that it's not polite to waltz into someone's office and start throwing around unwarranted accusations. Hell, I didn't even start this fight. I'm just going to finish it."

		"No, please," Caitlyn begged. "Don't, Clarence. It's not his fault. He didn't realize what was going on."

		Clarence glared down at Caitlyn and shook his head. He looked as though he were about to push her aside, but at the last second he stopped. "Well, as you can see, your little hubby has really made a mess of things here. What are you going to give me to not beat his pasty-white ass into oblivion?"

		Caitlyn gulped loudly. "Um, what do you want, Clarence?"

		"Baby, please. I'm so tired of playing fucking games with you. We are waaaayyyyy past games. You know exactly what I want. Shit. It's the only thing I want."

		"You want me to give you another blowjob?"

		Hearing her open admission, Seth started painfully moaning until Clarence shut him up with another kick from his size fourteen shoe.

		"If you want to get him out of here without the aid of a stretcher," Clarence said to Caitlyn now. "You better be prepared to give me more than a fucking blowjob. But we can start there."

		

		

		

		Part Four: Getting BBC Certified

		

	
		The last thing in the world Seth wanted to do was watch them. But as he lay there suffering on the floor, he found himself unable to pull away from the spectacle going on a few feet away.

		There was a couch against the wall. Clarence had already striped all of his clothes off. Unlike Seth's middle-aged body, Clarence was tall and dark sinewy. Everything about him looked hard as granite. And between his muscular black thighs dangled something so large that it was hard to believe. Clarence wasn't just twice the man that Seth was. Clarence was twice the man and then a couple of inches more.

		Seth had thought that the worst thing in the world was to watch his wife get fucked by Clarence. But as it turned out, this wasn't the worst thing. The worst thing was having to watch Caitlyn and Clarence sit there are the couch making out. At first, Caitlyn seemed reluctant, but after a couple of minutes enduring Clarence's lips on the side of her neck, of enduring his large coal-black fingers sliding all over her pale inner thighs, her movements became more fluid.

		The couple's kisses grew longer and more intimate. They almost looked like they were actually in love, as if they were married and Caitlyn had come one late afternoon to surprise her husband with a little office nookie.

		Now Caitlyn was panting slightly, both from the feeling of his hand moving up and down her leg, and from the reaction to his kisses on her slender neck. Whether or not she realized it, she reached out with one of her hands, wrapping the dainty white fingers around Clarence's swollen African cock. The couple kept kissing despite the fact that every now and then Seth would moan out from the floor for them to stop it.

		Suddenly Clarence took Caitlyn's free hand and stared into her green eyes. The air in the room was almost romantic. Caitlyn's pupils had become much larger, as always happens when a woman is reacting to a man sexually. In her flush of excitement, her lips too became fuller, presumably to offer more surface area to her lover. The skin of her cheeks and the nape of her neck was a pronounced pink, another telltale sign.

		"Now tell me the truth," Clarence said, holding Caitlyn's gaze. "Did you start acting out today because you heard about my date tonight?"

		Caitlyn bit her lower lip. She still had one hand on Clarence's cock while she used the other hand to nervously twirl some of her hair. "Um, maybe. I guess I was just a little shocked is all. I didn't think that you were seeing anyone else."

		Clarence's mouth widened into a large grin, revealing two rows of impeccable ivories."I thought so. It's only natural for a woman, even a beautiful white woman, to become territorial around a man she's attached to. But you have to understand, you are already married. And I am single."

		"No, I know," Caitlyn muttered, sounding like a chastised teeny bopper instead of the sophisticated career woman she really was. "I promise, no more drama. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry about everything."

		Apparently, this was the exact answer that Clarence was hoping to hear. He winked at Caitlyn and said, "And how do we show that we're sorry around here?"

		Caitlyn smiled, no longer showing any signs of hesitation as she slid between the black man's legs.

		Seth couldn't believe what he was watching. His wife really did have a thing for her boss. There was no question about that now. It was like being in a fucking nightmare.

		Historically, Caitlyn had never been enthusiastic about giving her husband a blowjob. She said that she felt like he was degrading her. But now she seemed to be relishing the opportunity to suck Clarence's dick.

		Clarence reached down and grabbed a handful of Caitlyn's blonde hair while she slurped and bobbed her head over his lap. Her wool grey skirt was now bunched up around her waist, revealing a practically bare ass in the black thong she was wearing.

		Seth was still looking at his wife when a large black hand came down, loudly smacking one of Caitlyn's perfectly shaped ass cheeks. It was almost the same sound as when Clarence bitch slapped Seth, but instead of pain, Caitlyn seemed to enjoy the sensation, as she started to wiggle her rear in a seductive manner.

		Clarence looked over at Seth's defeated carcass now. "Hey whiteboy! Enjoying the show? I wasn't lying, was I? Your wife has got a terminal case of the jungle fever. She doesn't want anyone else to know about it, but as you can clearly see for yourself..."

		"Leave him alone," Caitlyn said, pushing herself off Clarence's cock."I'm sure this isn't exactly the easiest thing in the world for him to have to see. And anyway, I'm only doing it to save him."

		"Sure you are," winked Clarence. "I'm sure that's the reason. But just so you know, today is the day. You're finally going to let me inside that white pussy, baby. I'm fucking tired of waiting. You don't want your husband to get his ass whopped anymore? You don't want me to go on dates with other women? That's fine. But you're finally going to give me that pussy. That's my pussy. That's Clarence's pussy. So get ready, baby. You're finally about to get some big black cock in that rich white girl pussy."

		After that, he roughly grabbed Caitlyn's head and yanked it towards him. He used his large hands to pin the side of Caitlyn's face against his lower stomach. Once he had her under control, the old black man started thrusting his pelvis so that his large black cock was sliding up and down Caitlyn's tongue, causing her to gag every time the tip brushed against the back of her throat.

		Finally Clarence pushed Caitlyn forward so that she slid off the couch and onto the carpet. As if acting on instinct now, she got on her knees, opening her mouth until she was rewarded with Clarence's black monster.

		"Damn that's nice Caitlyn," Clarence said. "You look so fucking sexy with some black meat in your mouth. I don't know why it is, but you really do. This is like your destiny. I don't think that I've ever seen anything sexier."

		From Seth's perspective, he could see Caitlyn's curvy bottom sticking out at him --though not in invitation. He could also see how swollen her pussy lips now --and he wondered if she would ever be able to fulfilled by a guy with a five inch white dick. Probably not.

		"Seth! Get over here whiteboy!"

		Seth snapped out of it long enough to mutter, "What is it?"

		"Don't make me have to call you again, whiteboy! Now get your useless pale ass over here!"

		Begrudgingly, Seth got up and limped over to the coach to join the couple. When he glanced down he made eye contact with his wife. Caitlyn had about three or four very thick inches of black cock in her mouth as she tried to smile at him.

		"Help her out," Clarence barked. "She needs help down there. Be a man."

		"What do you mean help her out?" Seth asked, deeply afraid of what the answer might be.

		"What the fuck do you think I mean? Hold her hair back so that she can get at that black dick. Goddamn boy, do I have to explain everything to you?"

		Seth felt his stomach churn with pure nausea as he lowered himself onto his knees. Caitlyn almost seemed oblivious to his existence. She was bobbing her head up and down Clarence's cock like this was her honeymoon. She only paused for a second when she felt her husband reach out and gather her silky blonde hair up in his hand.

		"Oh, thank you baby," she said, her mouth a couple inches above the large black member. "I didn't bring a rubber band and that was getting so annoying. You're a real life saver."

		For a moment Seth wondered if she was kidding, but there was nothing in her face to suggest that she was anything but serious.

		Now that Seth was holding onto Caitlyn's hair, and now Caitlyn was trying to deep throat as much of the black cock as possible, Clarence eased himself back into the couch and spread his arms out, sighing contently.

		"Ah, that feels great," he said in his deep masculine voice. "How are we doing down there, Donovans?"

		Now when Caitlyn took her mouth off his cock there was a loud "pop sound," and she said, "I have a whole new respect for black girls. I'm never going to be good at sucking something this big."

		"Don't be so hard on yourself," Clarence said. "This isn't the best blowjob I've ever had, but you're trying at least. Don't worry Caitlyn, we're going to work together. We're going to get you black cock certified. Would you like that?"

		"Sure," said Caitlyn smiling first at Clarence and then at her husband.

		Seth, in return, felt like he was about to vomit.

		"Hey whiteboy, what do you think of this bitch I got sucking my dick? She's trying to get my babies in her mouth! Ha ha!"

		Seth looked at his wife. She was staring right at him. Her eyes were dilated, her nose was flared, and her mouth was stretched wide as she allowed Clarence's black cock to slide in and out of her mouth. Seth wondered if he would ever be able to get the image out his head now. The contrast between Clarence's dark ebony shaft and Caitlyn's beautiful white face was almost too much to watch.

		"Alright bitch, get on your hands and knees and put that white ass up in the air for me. It's time for us to show hubby how grown-ass adults fuck."

		It took Caitlyn a moment to respond. It looked like she was so busy sucking Clarence's dick that she didn't even hear him give her the order. But then she spit his dick out of her mouth and Seth let go of her hair. After that Caitlyn turned so that she was facing away from the couch with her ass now pointed at Clarence. Seth watched as his wife lowered so that the side of her face was resting against the carpet as she reached back with both hands, spreading the lush contours of her sexy white booty. At such an amazing demonstration of submission, Seth would have thought that the old negro would have pounced on Caitlyn. But Clarence didn't. Instead he started laughing, his whole body rocking with mirth. "Look at that! She ain't too proud anymore! Ain't that right, whiteboy?"

		Seth, wishing that Clarence would just leave him out of it, merely shrugged.

		"Answer me boy!"

		"Yeah, I guess," mumbled Seth. Against his better judgment, he looked down again at his beautiful blonde wife spreading her ass cheeks as wide as possible. It was like she was trying to seduce the black man into mounting her. Seth said, "She's not so, uh, proud."

		Clarence was pleased. He put his hands on his hips and laughed again, his large knob bouncing up and down. "Wiggle it for me, baby! Shake that white ass! Let me see. Show me how bad that white pussy needs some black cock! Shake your ass like you're a black ghetto bitch!"

		"No...." muttered Seth, unable to stand it much longer.

		Clarence's eyes narrowed and his head whipped over to the side. "What the fuck did you just say, whiteboy? Is your dumbass giving me problems again? Am I going to have beat some sense into your bald head again, boy?"

		"No," said Seth. "Please..."

		"Please what?" said Clarence, now stroking his huge black shaft.

		"Please don't make Caitlyn do that," Seth said. "This is bad enough."

		"Shit!" Clarence said, laughing. "This whiteboy is crazy! It's okay for him to hold his girl's hair while she sucks my dick, it's okay for me to fuck her, but it's not okay for her to shake her ass for me? Boy, you out your damn mind!"

		Seth understood that Clarence sort of had a point. There wasn't much logic to his objection. By all rights, there wasn't much Clarence could do to Caitlyn now which would seem shocking. Still, at the same time, there was something so humiliating about seeing his wife turned into nothing more than an ass shaking ghetto girl.

		Even though she'd allowed herself to be used by this sadistic old bastard, she was still beautiful to Seth. And part of him knew that he would always find her beautiful no matter what. She was one of those rare individuals who had beauty both on the outside and on the inside. In another life she could have been a princess, a queen. She could have been one of the world's great beauties.

		But in this particular world, things hadn't gone so well. And now she was reduced to saving her balding, pudgy, impotent husband by offering herself to a masterful old black man who took no small pleasure in humiliating Caitlyn and her husband when it suited him.

		Again, Seth was overcome with emotional conflict. On the one hand he wanted so badly to get up and leave this office, leave Caitlyn, leave this whole life behind him. But on the other hand he was afraid of what Clarence might do to Caitlyn without someone else watching. And he was afraid of what life might mean without someone like Caitlyn in it. He simply loved her too much. And at this stage of his life, he needed her. There was no going back. For better or worse, their fates were threaded together.

		Clarence held his massive cock in one hand and began slapping Caitlyn's ass with it, then rubbing his huge purple mushroom head against the moist lips of cunt.

		"It's feeding time, bitch."

		"What? What did you say?" Caitlyn asked.

		But before she could say anything else the old black man slipped himself into her, stretching her out in ways that she'd never experienced. The pink elastic ring of her pussy was a sharp contrast to the ebony shaft as Clarence fed Caitlyn more and more big black dick. Soon their bodies were moving together. Every time Clarence would slam into her, Caitlyn's delicious ass cheeks would jiggle in a wonderfully seductive way.

		"Oh shit baby, you're so fucking tight. Are you sure you're not a virgin?"

		"No, I'm not," Caitlyn said, gritting her teeth so that she didn't yell out. "I'm just a virgin with black guys."

		"Not anymore," Clarence gloated, suddenly picking up the rate at which he fucked the white girl's incredibly tight pussy.

		Meanwhile, Seth just sat there. Most shocking to Seth was how Caitlyn was acting. He'd never seen her behave so ferally. Before his very eyes, she seemed to be regressing to some primitive form. They weren't just fucking like they were the only two people in the room. They were fucking like they were the last two people on the planet.

		Even so, after a while the initial shock of seeing his wife with another man began to wear off. Seth found himself watching the pair with more and more interest. Part of him was glad that Caitlyn didn't look like she was in pain --that Clarence wasn't hurting her. But another Part of Seth was completely crushed with how much pleasure the old black man seemed to be giving Caitlyn.

		"Oh shit, Clarence. Oh fuck, baby!"

		"This is what you needed, isn't it? You needed this big black cock."

		"Goddamn, right there!" Caitlyn said in a strange voice.

		Clarence laughed out loud. "That's why you were acting so bitchy. Women always act bitchy when they start needing to get fucked by a big cock. Well, don't worry sweetie. I got exactly what your thick ass needs. I'm going to fuck the bitchy right out of you!"

		Then they got back up on the couch. Caitlyn started to straddle him, but Clarence turned the curvy white woman so that she was facing away from him so that they were doing a reverse cowgirl in the seated position.

		Clarence was leaning back far into the couch, watching those two juicy globes of flesh bounce up and down while she rode his dark shaft. Seth could see Clarence's dark hands wrapped around Caitlyn's waist as he steadied her. Then Clarence reached around and stuck one of his black hands into Caitlyn's mouth for no other reason than to fill another one of the white woman's holes.

		If she'd had trouble before taking his size, she wasn't now. Presently Caitlyn was bucking wildly, the flesh on her thighs slightly giggling, her tits flopping around. It looked like her pussy kept trying to swallow up the big black cock before spitting it back out. Over and over again.

		Clarence let Caitlyn turn around now so that they were face to face while fucking each other.

		The black man was sitting in the middle of the couch, squeezing Caitlyn's white titties and sucking the big puffy nipples as grunted and groaned. Clarence reached around so that both of his big dark hands were filled with Caitlyn's ass cheeks.

		From Seth's perspective, he could see that Clarence's ebony shaft was now shiny with Caitlyn's juices. She reached back, steadying yourself on the black man's legs, and kept bouncing so that her tits were flopping a few inches away from her dark lover's admiring face.

		Caitlyn finally started to tense up and Seth knew that she was about to start cumming. Seth couldn't believe it. He was watching his wife --his beautiful, charming, blonde wife from Tennessee-- allow a black man to not only fuck her, but to make her cum.

		Soon a thick, creamy substance was coating Clarence's' dark shaft. Seth knew that it was Caitlyn's juices. They were flowing freely. She had just creamed herself all over the black man's rod.

		After her first orgasm subsided, Caitlyn's dark lover pushed her off of him. Telling her to spread her legs wide, he grabbed her hair so that it was tight against the scalp. She looked tired, with that slightly drugged look she always got after cumming. For the next five minutes, Clarence held her hair tightly while she spread herself and played with her pussy.

		"Oh shit, I'm fucking cumming again," Caitlyn whimpered.

		Clarence jerked her head to one side, then to another.

		"Oh fuck, baby --I'm, I'm, I'm fucking cummmmmmmiinnngggg..."

		Now that Seth's wife had already had two orgasms, it was time for Clarence to mount her. Clarence pressed her right knee down so that it was almost touching her face. Her pussy was so wet that he didn't have much trouble fitting the head in this time. With her hair spread all over the back of the couch, Caitlyn started moaning like a bitch in heat as Clarence fed her lily-white pussy several inches of black cock.

		"Is this what you need baby?'

		"Oh yes, baby. Your cock fills so good inside me. Just fuck me, baby."

		"I like it when you call me baby. You should do that more often."

		Caitlyn's eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth slightly open with the front white teeth showing. "Oh fuck, baby. I'll call you whatever you want. Just keep doing that."

		"I told you that you were going to get this dick, didn't I?"

		"You told me," Caitlyn whimpered.

		"You going to start listening to me?"

		"Oh, I promise baby. I'll listen. I'm sorry. Just fuck me."

		"That white pussy loves this big negro cock. Doesn't it Mrs. Donovan?"

		She wrapped her arm around the back of her right knee, trying to steady herself. "It loves it, baby."

		Clarence pushed forward so that Caitlyn's right knee was now rubbing up against her face. He kept one hand on the back of her knee and the other hand slightly lower down on the thigh. "Do you like whiteboy dick or big black cock?"

		"I like this," she barely managed to say.

		"Bitch, that's not what I asked. Tell me."

		"This, I like this."

		Without breaking the rhythm of their fucking, Clarence reached down and lightly slapped Seth's wife on the side of the face. Caitlyn looked up at him stunned.

		"That's not what I asked you."

		"I like you," she moaned. "I like big black cock now. It feels so amazing. Fuck my little white pussy. Fuck me baby."

		"You want me to cum inside you?"

		"Yeah baby."

		"What was that? Tell me. Speak up so I can hear you, bitch."

		"Cum inside my pussy, Clarence. It's okay. I want you to."

		"You want black cum? You want a little black baby in your tummy?"

		"Oh shit, baby. Yeah, baby. Fuck me. Give me your cum."

		"Do you want a black baby in your tummy? Don't make me ask your beautiful white ass again!"

		"Yeah baby, cum in my pussy. Give me a black baby."

		Seth was glad that none of Caitlyn's sisters or parents could see the face she making now as Clarence continued sliding his meaty black cock in and out of her pussy lips. The worst part was when he would lean forward and clamp his mouth over Caitlyn's. You would have thought that she would have at least not allowed him this one part of her --but you would have been wrong. She not only allowed the old black man to kiss her openly on the mouth, but she was kissing back. You could see their tongues going in and out of each other's mouths as they explored one another, exchanging lots of spit and low primitive moans as Caitlyn again started to cream all over his dick and Clarence started to shoot his potent African seed, filling Caitlyn's fertile pussy all the way up.

		

	
		Part Five: Modern Family

		

		Clarence had been right. Seth and Caitlyn had a lifelong emotional bond. And even though Seth hated their new "arrangement," he also knew that living without his beautiful blonde-haired wife was not an option. Besides, it wasn't like Seth could get a girl nearly as attractive as Caitlyn. Not these days anyway. The only people who seemed remotely interested in Seth were overweight women who lived with a bunch of cats.

		There was nothing he could do.

		It wasn't long after that terrible day in the office before Caitlyn's belly started to plump up. There was never any doubt about who the father was. Even though the ultrasounds only showed one baby, everyone said it looked like she was carrying twins.

		In order to appease their family, the Donovans came up with a little cover story about how the fertility clinic had made a huge mistake, and how the couple had decided to take the high road and raise the black baby as their very own. Everyone was shocked, of course, but by this stage there was nothing that they could do either.

		For Seth, the worst was when Clarence would come over to the house to pick Caitlyn up for a date. At that point, it wasn't the idea of his wife going on a date with another man that bothered him so much. Instead, Seth hated seeing his wife transform into this nervous, insecure airhead every time Clarence stepped through the door. She knew that Clarence was already seeing other women again and it drove her crazy.

		One night, after Seth had just put down "Tyrell" for his nap, he came into the bedroom to find his wife getting ready for her date with "mommy's boyfriend." She dropped her towel and slid on a pair of sexy black panties. On the back of them were red and white lettering that said "Black Only."

		"Caitlyn, dear," said Seth, shaking his head at such a distasteful choice in undergarments. "What are you wearing?"

		"Oh, do you like them? Aren't they cute panties?" his wife said, turning to the side so she could wiggle her butt in the mirror's reflection. "I found these online. I thought they were adorable. Do you think Clarence will like him?"

		Seth wanted to say something nasty, but his wife looked so unsure of herself. So he simply nodded and said, "I'm sure that he will love them. They look great on you."

		"Oh baby!" she said, coming over and throwing her arms around Seth's body. "You're the best. I love you so much! You make me so happy!"
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