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		Part One

		

	
		We were about two weeks into shooting on location in Hawaii when the producer called me and my wife into the trailer that served as his office.

		"Listen, our ratings are in the gutter. We're on the verge of cancellation. Between me and you, I think the market is just oversaturated with these kind of reality shows," the producer explained, shaking his head woefully. "It appears that the idea of seeing a bunch of good-looking strangers sitting around the house, occasionally participating in challenges —isn't enough to grab the nation's attention. Which is why we need a new twist. Something different. Something that will shock the American public into tuning in."

		"Oh no," my wife said.

		Nodding solemnly, I looked over at Ashley who was perched at the edge of her chair. She always looked so adorable when she was nervous.

		Probably Ashley was thinking the same thing as me.

		We couldn't afford to have the show cancelled because our futures depended on winning the prize money. Having both lost our jobs recently, we were too young to even think about retirement, but too old to go back to school and retool our skill sets. We were stuck. In some ways, our very future as a married couple depended on one of us getting that six-figure check on the last episode.

		"Which brings me to my next point," the producer said, flipping open his laptop. "According to our latest numbers, our most popular contestant on the show is you, Ashley."

		Hearing this, I wasn't surprised that my wife was favored by the American public. Ashley was a natural in front of the camera. She had a natural beauty which no surgeon in Beverly Hills could come close to recreating. And while the other female contestants were all attractive, they seemed to lack that extra dimension that transcended the flat surface of a television screen.

		It didn't hurt that she already looked like a professional actress.

		Standing just under 5'6" Ashley had shiny blonde hair and dazzling blue eyes that could turn every head in the room. Her body belonged on billboards or the cover of a swimsuit magazine. She wasn't shy about showing it off either.

		Once we arrived on the island the production crew gave her a tiny, string bikini that always seemed to be dangling off her body. She seemed to have no issues showing off her large, heavy breasts that spilled out of the top, so full and perfectly natural. The bottom of her bikini was just a few strings that tied high up on her flared hips. Basically, the only thing covering her round, firm butt cheeks was some floss.

		"So what you're saying is that you want the show to focus more on Ashley?" I said, trying to be helpful.

		I'm not sure if my wife noticed it. But the producer seemed to have lost his train of thought. The man was almost rendered frozen as he watched Ashley start to yawn. She stretched both arms over her head, which caused her back to arch and her breasts to thrust forward for several uncomfortable seconds because it was impossible for me not to register the other man's sexual interest in my wife.

		The producer snapped out of it long enough to say, "Well, not exactly. Yes and no."

		There was a very long pause in the trailer.

		Then the producer continued. "According to the questionnaires and feedback we got from our testing groups, what people most want to see is Ashley, preferably in the context of a romantic conflict."

		"Wow," said my wife, placing her hand with the wedding ring over her bosom. "I guess I'm flattered."

		The producer nodded at her.

		"Really?" I said, starting to get it. "That makes sense actually. I mean, both of us were aware that reality shows aren't exactly real. That's why we signed that NDA. Cool, so you want to focus more on our relationship?"

		A funny look flashed across the producer's face just then. He leaned back in his creaky swivel desk chair and threaded his fingers behind his head, staring up thoughtfully. All the sudden his face had a sly, crafty look that appeared so exaggerated it reminded me of a villain in a cartoon. "In a manner of speaking, yes."

		There was something at the pit of my stomach that told me I wasn't going to like what I heard next.

		And it turned out I was right.

		Dead right.

		Looking directly at me now, the producer said, "We'd like to try a love triangle thing with you, Ashley, and KC."

		"KC?" said Ashley, leaning forward.

		"KC?" I said, flabbergasted.

		"Yes, KC," the producer said calmly, a little too calmly.

		KC was the last person on the cast I would have suggested for a TV love triangle with Ashley. For one, Ashley is a vegetarian and KC is an unabashed carnivore. Then there are the more obvious differences between the pair.

		Towering almost a foot taller than my Ashley, KC was the token black guy on the show. For the most part he was pretty silent and kept to himself. But I knew that he'd played linebacker at the University of Miami before bouncing around a few NFL teams, but ultimately things didn't work out. Somehow he'd landed a position on Wall Street.

		Admittedly, the first thing I had noticed about KC was how dark his skin was and how African his facial features were. Unlike some of the light-skinned black guys, you could tell that there wasn't a drop of European or white blood in KC.

		Big lips, large flat nose, and wide heavy-lidded eyes that always seemed to be scanning the room as if he was still trying to read offense formations. Other than that, he was a physical specimen, with shredded six-pack abs, bulging biceps, tree-trunk legs, and large hands that looked like they could crush a man in their death grip. I suppose he sort of reminded me of a Zulu warrior on steroids.

		So naturally, when the producer suggested that a guy like that become romantically paired with an Aryan princess like Ashley, even though it was only for TV purposes, and not at all real, I couldn't help but to balk.

		"What do you think about this, Ashley? Think you can help us save the show?"

		"I mean, it's not for real, right?" she said, scratching her pink lacquered nails against her wrists, which she always did whenever she became very nervous. "I want the show to be successful. I really do. But I'm also a happily married woman."

		Seeing that Ashley was turning to me for a response, the producer then said, "So, hubby, want to be part of a hit TV show or not?"

		This is what I told him. "I like the idea, the whole concept, I suppose. But I'm not sure that KC is the best choice. Have you thought about using someone else? What about one of the other guys?"

		"Naw, it has to be KC," the producer said right away, shaking his head rather adamantly. Then he delivered some shocking news. "First of all he's our 2nd most popular contestant on the show. And more than that, when we poled, our testing groups went absolutely crazy at the thought of Ashley and KC getting together. I guess the whole interracial thing is sort of a big deal right now. Taboo sells."

		"You think so?" asked Ashley, clearly doing some mental calculations as the producer spoke.

		"I don't know if you've realized this, but our country is sort of having a race war. There's lots of conflict. Just turn on the news. I think it makes people feel better (or just excites them) when they see two members of a different race come together. Romantically. Physically. Erotically."

		"But she's married," I pointed out, trying to disguise the disgust and irritation that was rotting in my gut.

		"Even better," said the producer, cheerful as ever. "Hell, it'll get people to tune in every week. Will the blonde hotty choose her loyal and mild-mannered hubby? Or will she choose the big black guy who's built like a statue and hung like a horse?"

		For some reason seeing my wife blush didn't put me in a better mood. It only made things worse.

		Pointing my finger at the producer, I said, "Alright, but everyone knows that the numbers can be twisted anyway you want them. So what exactly were the questions? And what exactly were the numbers?"

		"Well," said the producer, nonplussed as he scratched his well-manicured beard. Then he went back to his laptop and began searching for the correct data. "Our final test, which was held nationwide, and represented our main demographic of upper-middle class viewers, ages 18-42, was just one question."

		"Which was?" asked Ashley, who was looking more and more interested by the moment.

		"The question stated was: would you rather see Ashley stay happily married to her husband, or would you rather see Ashley become romantically involved with KC?"

		"Wow, really?" I said, genuinely perplexed at such a loaded test question. I knew these entertainment industry guys weren't known for their ethics. But these seemed a little over the top.

		"What were the results?" my wife wanted to know.

		"It wasn't close," said the producer.

		Then the bastard made us wait for several long moments, obviously enjoying the anticipation that could be felt building up in the tiny trailer.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		"Ninety-six percent! Ninety-six-fucking-percent!"

		"Dear, calm down," said my wife as we walked along the cobblestone path that curved its way back to the mansion where all the contestants were housed.

		For our fateful visit to the producer's trailer that afternoon she'd worn some of her tiny cutoff jean shorts and a tank top which didn't conceal the straps of her lacey brazier: something from Victoria's Secret. As always, her skin was perfectly tanned. And her silky mane was held up in a ponytail that jostled with every step. Since Ashley had forgotten to put on her flat-heeled sandals, her small feet were bare, which considerably slowed our pace since she was always on the lookout for pebbles and sharp rocks.

		Carefully looking down now, she said, "It's not that big of a deal. It was just a stupid test. Who knows how accurate those things are. Please calm down."

		"I am calm," I said, wishing I could punch a hole through someone's wall without anyone knowing about it. "It's just not every day that you find out that the whole entire country would rather see your wife with a black guy then with me, your actual husband."

		"You are my husband and I love you."

		I kept my eyes on her for a second, admiring her gait, the movement of her body. Ashley wasn't overly athletic, but she had good muscle tone in her arms and she moved like a cat. "Thanks dear, I appreciate you trying to make me feel better. Your patronizing tone is appreciated."

		"Listen, we're getting close," said my wife as we came up to the rosebushes that decorated one of the outside gates. "You know they got cameras all around. So maybe let's not talk about this until later, when it's safe. Okay dear?"

		Off in the distance I could see some of the camera guys moving equipment from a panel van into the house. The sight of all those wires and lighting fixtures snapped me out of my gloom, reminding me that, after all, we were just actors in a TV show that pretended to be real-life. "Fine, dear. I understand. If that's what you want, Ashley."

		"What I want," she said, abruptly turning on her heels so that she was looking up at me, her eyebrows flattened with that fixed and determined stare of hers, "is to finish this stupid show with either you or me the winner. That's what I want. What I want is for us to go home with a truckload of cash so that we can start our lives over again. What I want is for both of us to be happy. And if that means doing a little acting and make-believe for the cameras, then that's exactly what I plan to do."

		When we got back to the house there wasn't much going on. A couple of the contestants were having an argument about missing food in the refrigerator. But other than that, the atmosphere was pretty calm and uneventful.

		I grabbed a soda and watched Ashley go upstairs to our room. Since we were the only married couple on the show we got our own room. When my wife came back downstairs she'd shed the tank top so that now she only wore her tiny jean shorts and her leopard-print string bikini top that was tied around her neck. I could tell that the other contestants (both guys and girls) were trying not to notice as her full breasts jiggled enticingly as she padded across the room.

		KC was drinking a beer and playing a game of pool by himself. If this black guy owned a shirt he never wore it, since he always liked to prowl around the house with his well-muscled torso on display for the cameras.

		I saw his eyes flash when he caught sight of Ashley approaching him. The teeny bikini top practically made it look like her breasts were bouncing up and down. Or perhaps KC just like the jungle-print which suggested some jungle fever?

		In any event, my wife started doing her dumb blonde routine, clearly playing it up for the cameras in the house. With me pretending to read a magazine across the room, she asked KC if he would please show her how to play pool because she'd never been very good. They started playing and my stomach did a violent lurch when I heard KC tell my wife to grab him another beer because he was thirsty. There was just something about the way he said it. With me sitting not that far away. Such nerve.

		Then Ashley came back with two beers and kept missing shots, scratching, or sometimes missing the cue ball altogether. But there was no mistaking that she was genuinely having fun with KC. It looked like every chance she had she was bending over the pool table, reaching for a shot that she had no chance of making, her nipples barely grazing the green felt as she thrust her backside high in the air.

		After finally making a shot, she turned to KC and began to do a little victory dance, placing her hands on her knees while she gyrated her round ass in his direction. Bent over like that, her waist seemed even smaller, almost child-sized. And her ass seemed even rounder and plumper with her denim pockets stretched tightly over her perfect derriere. "Yaaaaaah! Did you see that? I made it, I finally made one go in!"

		After seeing Ashley move her ass like that in her little cutoff shorts, KC reached down and adjusted himself. Then he shook his head sternly. "That was the eight ball. You scratched. That means you lose."

		The grin slipped from her face and my wife looked confused. "I thought that was the point of the game. To get the black one."

		"You ain't ready for the black one yet," KC said with a wink.

		"I think I am ready," said Ashley. "Let's play another game. Only let's make a bet. If I win, you have to cook my dinner tonight."

		"And if I win?" said KC.

		"What do you want?"

		He gave a long and undisguised once-over, going from head to painted toe. "What do you got, whitegirl?"

		"I'll play the next game with no shorts. Just bikini bottom. Deal?"

		"Fucking right that's a deal," KC said, loud enough for the entire room to hear.

		As I sat there, reading the same line for the twentieth time, I could tell that everyone was pretending not to notice KC and Ashley's flirtatious interracial interaction. But even worse, I could tell that they were then looking directly in my direction, as if they expected me to do something about it.

		"Aw shit!" Ashley said, a couple minutes later. "I did it again."

		KC chuckled appreciatively. "Whitegirl, you just can't stay away from those black balls. Now, you know what to do. A deal's a deal!"

		Rolling her pretty blue eyes at him, Ashley handed KC her beer and reached for the small button on her shorts. Then the denim material slipped down her flared thighs, past the honey-hued skin of her tight calf muscles, pooling around her pink-painted toenails. She was facing KC now, reaching for her beer, with her back to the rest of the room, providing everyone with an unencumbered glimpse of her exposed backside, covered only by the tiny jungle-print string between her ass cheeks.

		I suppose the first thing I thought when I saw her standing there like that with KC, the contrast of their bodies both remarkable and strangely exciting, was I couldn't wait to get off this fucking island with the prize money. But a moment later, as KC moved behind Ashley to guide her pool stick stroke, his groin pressed against her nearly-nude posterior, I found myself throwing down the magazine and leaving the room in quite a huff. Then I spent twenty or thirty minutes in our room, waiting for my wife to return and ask if I was feeling okay. And when this didn't happen, I fell asleep.

		And though I am not proud of this. (In fact, I'm quite mortified and sickened that this even occurred to my unconscious brain. I wasn't always like this.) But I have to admit to having a most perverse dream. Extremely troubling.

		That night I dreamt that Ashley and I were living in the early 1800's on a prosperous cotton plantation. Sort of like Gone with the Wind. I dreamt that she was begging me to be allowed into my billiards room when one of our most loyal and trusted slaves came into the room and served us tea and biscuits.

		"Anything else, masssa, sir?" asked the black slave, groveling before me in the hazy dream sequence.

		"No boy," I said with the dignified air befitting Southern aristocracy. "That will be all for now, KC."

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		A couple of days later I was coming back from the swimming pool when another contestant, Stevie, the owner of a sporting goods store in New Jersey, came up to me and said, "Yo, I'm not trying to start any shit, but have you noticed that Ashley and KC have been spending a lot of time together?"

		What killed me most was the knowing look in his eyes. Clearly he was enjoying this little moment. My only consolation was the private knowledge that Ashley was merely playing a role for the cameras. We both were. But another part of me would have really liked to punch Stevie in the face. Idiot.

		"Oh yeah? That's cool, man. KC seems like a cool guy," I said.

		A greasy little smirk tugged on Stevie's mouth. "Man, you know he's been talking shit behind your back, right?"

		I gulped, feeling like I'd just been hit by a punch I didn't see coming. "What do you mean?"

		"Disrespectful shit."

		Honestly, I'd never liked Stevie from the beginning. He seemed like one of those white guys who was so enamored with hip-hop culture that his behavior came off as artificial. Like he wished that he was black. "Naw, I doubt that."

		Stevie sucked his teeth and winked. "He said that Ashley caught you jacking off to interracial porn and stuff. He said that you ain't got no game. He said that a lil' dicked wimp like you doesn't deserve a woman like Ashley. He said she's too much woman for you. He said she gets a real man between her legs she won't ever go back to no whiteboy."

		I already had my fist balled up, but before I could knock the stupid grin off Stevie's face, the show's producer materialized from nowhere. I knew it must be important since he was willing to interrupt a possible fight between contestants. He gestured for me to follow him outside the house and we began to walk down the cobblestone path so that soon we were out of earshot of the lenses and microphones.

		"I need to ask you a favor," said the producer, walking with his hands behind his back.

		"You mean another favor?" I said, still trying to erase the image of Stevie's leering face from my memory. It was bad enough knowing that Ashley was out there, pretending to be interested in some other guy. I think that would have done a number on any man. But now I had to be locked in a house with someone who obviously enjoyed throwing it in my face? Unendurable.

		The producer shrugged. "Let me back up. The good news is that our plan is working."

		"Our plan?" I said with an eye roll.

		The producer either didn't hear or chose to ignore the skeptical tone of my voice. "We've seen a nice raise in the ratings ever since the whole Ashley/KC thing started happening. People are really getting into their relationship. The message boards are lighting up. Apparently there are office betting pools about when they're finally going to seal the deal in the bedroom. Honestly, whoever came up with this idea was a fucking genius."

		I couldn't believe that this guy was seriously trying to get me to congratulate him on devising a situation where my wife is seduced by an arrogant black guy.

		He went on. "And I think that this positions Ashley nicely for the finals. Her popularity has only increased with all the new eyeballs on the show. I could definitely see her winning. You too, if you play your cards right."

		By the way he said it, I could tell that the producer was assuming I was more on board than ever. I could tell that he was laying a trap: that now I was supposed to ask him how I might play my cards right. And yet, even though I was consciously aware of all these moving parts, I still kept thinking of that shiny pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. So, imagining me clutching the prize money, I said, "How do I play my cards right?"

		This question pleased the producer greatly. And he stopped to look at me, assessing me with a silent nod. "Right now, the 'Ashley character' is clearly playing around the back of 'your character.' That's how it looks on the show. I doubt Margot Robbie and Samuel Jackson could have played it better."

		I wasn't sure about the Samuel Jackson comparison, but I could see how someone would compare Ashley with the actress who played Harley Quinn. "So it's working, the ruse?"

		Without missing a beat, the producer said, "Everyone can tell that the 'Ashley character' and the 'KC character' are 'turned on' by each other's company. Major jungle fever. Already there's been lots of touching and kissing and hand-holding. Long walks on the beach. Wet kisses in the ocean. We got this really beautiful shot of them in the surf: her with her legs wrapped around his waist, arms around his neck, just as the sun was setting. Might be the cover of the DVD. Real classy."

		"Wait, really?"

		The producer chuckled to himself. "That wife of yours is something else. Let's just say that when she's around it's probably not a great idea for KC to wear those Speedos he likes to wear. The FCC will let us show some bulge, but raging hard-ons are a deal-breaker. Especially with a big guy like KC. Talk about BBC."

		For several long seconds I glared at the producer who kept laughing at his own bad joke. "I believe you said you needed a favor?"

		"Ah, that's right," the producer said, needing another moment to recuperate. "See, according to our testing groups, we need 'your character' to 'embrace' their relationship. The numbers are clear on that fact. Crystal."

		"Embrace? How? I can't really see how that would possibly work."

		"Here's how it works," said the producer, sounding a little snappy and impatient. "From now on 'your character' will be the willing cuckold. You know what a cuckold is, correct?"

		Gritting my teeth, I didn't want to give him the satisfaction. But I figured that the easiest way to get through this conversation was to play along. "Sure, I know what a cuckold is."

		"Great. So it's no big deal, basically we've written your character as a cuckold."

		"No big deal?"

		A cell phone started ringing just then. And since the contestants weren't allowed access to any mobile devices, I knew right away that it wasn't mine. Then I watched the producer click a few buttons, then tell the person on the other end of the line to hold on for a second. Before walking away, the producer said, "I'm so happy we had a chance to talk. You and Ashley are doing a really fantastic job. You're killing it. I think this show could be a platform for something even bigger —and I don't tell everyone that. Incidentally, if you and Ashley could discuss you being a cuckold sometime during the next couple of days that would be really fantastic. Just remember. Primetime is between 8-11 PM EST."

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		It was the way she smiled at him, the way she turned her head when he entered the room. Sitting next to my wife, I could feel her become excited whenever KC came waltzing in, wearing nothing but his board shorts and flip-flops. He'd shown up at the house with a light layer of brown hair, but since then he'd taken a razor to his dome. It wasn't because he had any signs of male pattern baldness either. I think he just liked looking as intimidating as possible.

		The next morning we were getting ready for one of the challenges. Standard reality show fare. The production crew had warned us that it was going to be a long and grueling day. I hated the idea of doing challenges altogether. But recently, the house had been divided into a blue team and a red team. And the fact that Ashley and KC were on the red team and I was stuck on the blue team really upset me.

		Ashley was still wearing the T-shirt and panties she'd worn to bed. She looked sexy, but there was nothing I could do about it since there were cameras everywhere —and the only time we could fool around was at night, under the covers, when all the lights were off. Her blonde hair was being held up in a pink hair band. And though she didn't have any make up on, her face appeared fresh and without blemish. Good skin ran in her family. She looked good. Damn good.

		She smelled good too. Every time she brushed past me I could smell her sweet-smelling body spray. It made me want to reach out and grab her. But after being shot down so many times, I learned to keep my hands to myself, no matter how hard my prick got.

		Running out of time, I was brushing my teeth in our private bathroom. We were supposed to be downstairs with the other contestants in less than ten minutes.

		When she came into the bathroom, she turned around and lifted her shirt, staring at her behind for several long seconds.

		"Do you think my butt is too big?" she asked.

		"No," I said sharply.

		"Too small?"

		"Definitely not," I replied.

		"KC said the funniest thing. He said that if I got ass implants then I'd be the perfect woman. He likes girls with big butts."

		"Good to know."

		"Black guys like girls with big butts."

		"So I've heard."

		"He said my ass isn't too bad though. He says I got a nice shape. I guess he likes it," said Ashley, wiggling her booty some before letting go of her shirt which fell past her hips.

		Scowling at the mirror above the bathroom sink, I said to my wife, "This is pretend right? We're just pretending for the cameras?"

		"What do you mean?" she said as innocently as she could.

		I spit out a bunch of toothpaste and water into the sink basin and looked at her. "Don't play dumb. That might work on everyone else here. But I know you. And you know exactly what I mean, Ashley."

		"Feeling grumpy today?"

		"Don't dodge the question, Ashley."

		"Yes honey, of course it's for the cameras. Of course we're just pretending. Of course you're the only man I love. Why would you even ask me that, dear?"

		"Because it doesn't exactly feel like pretend."

		"What does it feel like?"

		"It feels ... real."

		"Well, I guess that means I'm a pretty good actress."

		"Yeah, maybe too good," I mumbled bitterly.

		She smiled at that. "Next stop, Hollywood!"

		That would have been nice. Hollywood. But in real life the next stop was a full day of physical activity with very little protection from the sun which mercilessly beat down on our sweating bodies.

		The worst part was the obstacle race they forced us to participate in. The losing team had to vote one of their contestants off the show. Then the remaining contestants had to prepare, cook, and serve dinner to the winning team.

		I didn't mind a little friendly competition. But I did mind the way that KC seemed to bask in the attention of the female contestants (including Ashley) as he effortlessly glided across monkey bars and leaped over hurdles as if he was back on the football field again dodging offensive linemen.

		It wasn't fair. He never got tired. Genetically, his body was made for this sort of activity. He had muscles everywhere and his dark ebony skin glistened like he was doing a Nike commercial out there.

		Then the sun was starting to set and they were corralling us back into some vans that headed straight for the mansion. Everyone was exhausted.

		When we returned I had mixed feelings about that evening. On the one hand I was ecstatic that Stevie had officially gotten the boot. Seeing the disappointment on his face really cheered me up some. But on the other hand, I wasn't looking forward to fulfilling the other part of our team's punishment for not winning the stupid fucking obstacle race.

		To add to our humiliation, the members of my team weren't allowed to eat until we cooked the other team's dinner and then served them like waiters.

		There were six members on my team left. A bossy Mexican-American woman named Marie suggested we split up duties so that two of us cooked, two of us washed the dirty dishes, and two of us served the food to the other team. Not realizing what I was getting myself into, I stupidly volunteered for what I assumed was the easiest job: waiter.

		My error in judgment became apparent as soon as I saw Ashley and KC snuggled up together by a small table on the gazebo.

		"Hey baby," said Ashley excitedly, batting her eyelashes as I approached with their drinks. Ignoring my dour expression, she said, "I hope you don't mind, but me and KC wanted to eat outside. It's such a beautiful night. They must be crazy to not want to enjoy that ocean breeze."

		Trying to control my temper, not sure of how to handle the spot they were putting me in, I glanced down at KC who looked like he was posing for the cover of a magazine called Smug Bastard. I didn't say anything to him.

		Then KC reached over and patted Ashley's hands, completely blanketing them with his dark fingers so that all you could see were her narrow white wrists. Then he looked at me —just staring for a couple seconds too long. It felt like he was staring right through me. As I stood there, I focused my attention on the gleam of light being reflected off his shaved black head.

		"They're cooking spaaa—"

		KC interrupted me. In his deep, masculine voice he told Ashley, "I heard the food here is supposed to be good. But the service is wanting." Then he looked up at me, slowly turning his big neck, and said, "My date and I would like to start off with a couple of glasses of wine. Your best. Then we'll be having the pasta. That's all for now, Big Guy."

		"Good," I said sarcastically. "Because pasta is what we're cooking in the kitchen."

		KC laughed, really enjoying the moment, leaned back in his chair, stretched his big arms wide, and caught Ashley's attention again. "Looks like we got ourselves a live one tonight."

		"Be nice," Ashley said to KC, bestowing everyone with one of her prettiest smiles. "It's his first night working here."

		"Well, let's break him in then," said KC right away.

		I could hear them still laughing at my expense as I went back inside. I tried to convince the other waiter to switch with me. But they'd already begun bringing out drinks and refills for their "guests" inside the house; and they were keen about not wanting to carry plates of food outside the house where KC and Ashley sat.

		It turned out to be a long night. KC and Ashley were the last to finish their food. Whenever he needed something KC would snap his fingers or yell out "Big Guy!" so loud that everyone in the house could hear it.

		At first some of my fellow teammates felt bad for me, intimating that it wasn't fair for someone to have to serve his wife and another guy like they were on a date. But as the night dragged on, these same teammates only became irritated when I didn't move fast enough when KC beckoned because it meant they had to wait longer before they could finally eat dinner.

		And as much as I wanted to explode and vent some of my anger, there was always the presence of a camera crew to remind me that the whole country was watching. The last thing in the world I wanted was to give anyone the satisfaction of seeing me lose my shit.

		Then, as I was bringing some dirty dishes back to the kitchen, the producer pulled me to the side.

		"Just wanted to let you know you're doing a great job. I don't know about Hollywood, but I think you can look forward to an exciting career in the food service industry."

		He started laughing.

		That humor shit wasn't helping. "I'm starving. I'm literally starving right now."

		Then the producer got right to the point. "Obviously we don't have all the numbers back yet, but the feedback online has been really amazing. Our merch team is already making these cute T-shirts of Ashley and KC together. Our merch game is pretty strong."

		"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I said. "Do you mind? I'd sort of like to finish so I can eat dinner too."

		"Listen, this is important. Tomorrow night is Thursday night, which is a big deal on TV."

		"So?"

		"So we'd like for 'your character' and the 'Ashley character' to go ahead and discuss you being a cuckold. Openly discuss it. Talk about how it turns you on. It's no big deal. We're only doing this for narrative development. It's just TV. Do you want our writing staff to draw up a script for you?"

		"Decidedly not."

		"Primetime hours, very important to remember that."

		"Whatever."

		The producer nodded calmly and continued. "Great, you already got it then. So talk about how sexy she looks. Tell her you love her. How you only want her to be happy. Tell her you understand that she's attracted to other men. Strong men. Black men."

		"And what am I getting out of this again?"

		"I can make sure that either you or your wife make it to the final episode. Basically that just puts you at the finish line. You're almost there. All you got to do is lunge forward. Deal?"

		"Yeah, yeah, yeah."

		After I finished eating dinner someone told me that they saw Ashley and KC go for a walk on the beach. By this point I was almost too tired to care. Also, I knew that they had a camera crew following them so it wasn't like anything serious was going to happen.

		At least that's what I told myself.

		Because as I sat in bed, trying to read a book, I kept having these really severe mood changes. First I'd feel indifference, followed by a sense of helplessness, followed by anger that I was being put in this situation. That night I thought about our old lives, our old jobs, our old daily routines. Back then, if someone would have told me that one day I'd be pretending to be a cuckold on national TV then I would have laughed in their face. Me a cuckold? Ashley out there shaking her tits and ass for some black guy? That seemed like a perfect nightmare.

		Around midnight I was startled from my nap by the sound of the bedroom door opening and closing. It was Ashley. She looked around the room which still had most of the lights on. Then she looked at me, still with my book in my lap.

		"Were you sleeping?"

		"What time is it?" I said, using the back of my hand to cover a long and languorous yawn.

		Ashley didn't answer. She walked over to the dresser and grabbed a bottle of water. She was wearing a white dress with a very short skirt and was low-cut in the front. I loved seeing her in that dress because when the light hit her just right, you could see the outline of her thong underneath. Watching her from the bed, I began to feel my penis stiffen.

		When she turned and looked at me, she made big eyes. "Wow, what a day, huh?"

		Looking right at her I said, "Lift up your dress."

		"Why?"

		"I want to see those white panties."

		She shook her head. "Cameras. Plural. Remember?"

		"Shit," I said, really starting to hate being on this fucking TV show. "Then let’s turn the damn lights off and get under the covers."

		"Okay," she giggled. "I just need to go to the little girl's room first."

		By the time she returned everything was ready. The doors were locked. The room was completely dark. And I was already waiting beneath the bed sheets. Without lights on the cameras could pick up some action, but not much. It basically just looked like two amorphous blobs, or ghosts, fucking. Neither Ashley or myself were bothered by that. Under the sheets, I was only wearing my boxers which were painfully tented with my erection.

		Ashley walked to the edge of the bed, then nonchalantly pulled up her dress, which briefly got caught in the great welter of blonde hair on top of her pretty face. When she slid into the covers next to me she smelled like the ocean. I felt my prick twitch in excitement. With her big blue eyes staring back at me in the dark, I put my hand on her hip, and pulled her into me, aroused by all this new warmth in the bed. My whole body tingled with excitement.

		We began kissing and she immediately hooked one of her legs over mine so that our bodies were entwined. The feeling of having her with me was both familiar and strangely overwhelming.

		"Damn baby," I muttered. "I need this so fucking bad right now."

		"Me too, me too."

		I didn't bother undoing the clasps of her bra, just yanked it down her sternum so that her big swollen tits popped out for my amusement. In my hair I could feel her breath, it was speeding up the more turned on she became.

		While rubbing my hands up the slope of her thigh, then squeezing the soft flesh of her right ass cheek, my mouth started to consume the delicious pink areola, going from one nipple to the next, sucking on them for dear life, and not wanting one of Ashley's breasts to feel left out of the party.

		Our bodies were starting to writhe in unison so that it looked like we'd ceased to be two separate individuals. While sucking my wife's plump breasts, and feeling her ass in my hands, I automatically started to hump her bare leg with my erection —the friction causing me to grunt slightly as my lips found her neck, then her earlobes which were her most erogenous zones.

		One of the most amazing feelings in the world is having a woman like Ashley reach into your boxers for your prick. Immediately the first little spurt of precum shot out as her delicate fingers squeezed around my pulsing girth.

		Knowing that my wife loves some dirty talk, I whispered hoarsely into her ear, "Oh baby, Ashley, I love it when you grab my dick like that. You naughty girl. You think you're ready for that dick? Maybe I'll show you what happens when sexy little sluts start playing with big dicks."

		"You think I'm a slut?" she said squeezing even harder as I captured one of her nipples between my teeth, tugging at it roughly just the way she likes.

		"I don't think you're a slut. I know you're a slut."

		Ashley started to wiggle out of her panties, then kick them off her toes. It felt like the room's temperature had suddenly doubled or tripled. Our bodies were already covered in a thin sheen of sweat.

		Breathing hard and heavy, she said, "Oh baby, fuck me. I need it. Just fuck me."

		Teasing the moment out a little further, like a good little sadist, I ran my lips along the edge of her throat and said, "The whole world knows you're a slut now. Look at the way you dress. It's embarrassing to be seen with you. Only a little slut with no self-esteem would always be showing off her tits and ass like that. Flirting, you're always flirting. Looks like someone is going to get the big dick in their little pussy now. After all, that's what you need. That's what you've been begging for."

		In the course of this dirty talk we'd moved so that now she was laying flat on her back and I was on top, holding the lion's share of my body weight with my arms. She stared back up at me with a great wonderment, the lust giving her the expression of a natural-born nympho who only dreamed of cum-filled cocks filling her tight little snatch.

		Unable to restrain herself any longer, Ashley was the one who grabbed me by the penis. I groaned as her little fingers encircled my throbbing shaft, then started to line up my crown with the opening of her glorious womanhood.

		Knowing how badly she needed my prick in her slit, I grinned an evil grin at Ashley. "Not so fast, my little slut wife. Just because you like to show everyone your bare ass and big floppy tits doesn't mean that you get to decide when I fuck you. Now you just do the only thing you're really good at doing, the only thing you were made to do: just lay on your back, spread your legs, and wait to get fucked."

		Nothing turned on Ashley more than being told that you weren't going to fuck her. The first time I realized this it was like a thousand light bulbs had gone off at once in my head. I suppose when you were attractive as her, you just sort of walked around the world assuming that half the world's population wanted to fuck your brains out. So when you turned the tables on her, it drove her out of her fucking mind.

		Ashley began bucking her hips as I kissed my way down her flat stomach, stopping just above her clean shaven pussy. Huge drops of moisture were glistening on her lips now. Then I began to bury my face in her pussy, slowly licking her outer folds from top to bottom, causing her to groan so loudly that the rest of the contestants could probably hear.

		It felt good to be giving her this much pleasure. I smiled as her thighs started to squeeze against the sides of my head in response to my tongue, which now alternated between long licks and little short licks just below her clit. In perhaps her most unlady-like state ever, Ashley started to buck her hips up at my face, desperately trying to feed me her pussy.

		Because I'm a gentleman, I continued to lick her wet pussy for several more moments, swirling my tongue around her clit and gently sucking it into my mouth, before moving back up her body where I gave her a big, long kiss with my lips which were coated with her pussy juices.

		"Hmm," I said, loving the fact that we were both tasting her pussy at the same time.

		"Oh God, fuck me!!!!!!" she cried.

		"I'm going to," I said, feeding the first few inches of my member, but pausing to relish the feel of her hot, tight cunt wrapped around my prick.

		"You like that, slut? Does my slut wife like that dick inside her? Fucking her little slut pussy?"

		"Yeesssss!" she said, already on the verge of an orgasm.

		I withdrew my dick from her pussy, then started ramming it all the way inside, going as deep as I could, causing her to scream out in pure unadulterated pleasure. She was so incredibly wet, maybe more so than ever before. As I started fucking her pussy harder and harder, her screams got so loud I had to actually use one of my hands to cover her mouth.

		"Shhhh, the whole fucking house can hear you."

		Her blue eyes were wide with animal lust as she pushed out deep breaths through her flared pink nostrils.

		About a minute later I removed my hand, warning her not to be so fucking loud. "Want everyone to know what a slut you are? Stay quiet. Just shut the fuck up. Just let me fuck you."

		Her legs were locked tightly around my back as I withdrew and then slammed back inside her body. "Fuck Ashley, you feel so good, so warm, so tight."

		A couple minutes went by, and I was just about to flip her onto her hands and knees so that I could fuck my wife doggystyle. That's when I heard her whimper, "Fuck, oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me KC!"

		Startled, I kept going.

		"Fuck me, fuck me, I'm yours, fuck me KC."

		My body went completely still. Frozen. I looked down at her, narrowing my eyes. "Wait, what?"

		Her eyes were still rolled back far in her head. She looked like she was drugged or in the middle of a tempestuous dream. "Huh?"

		Trying to get her attention, I said, "Ashley! Hello? What did you just say?"

		She started to come out of her daze long enough to look up at me and ask, "What's wrong dear? Why did you stop? Is everything okay?"

		Angrily, I started shaking my head. "No, everything's not fucking okay. You just said fuck me, KC. Like you were imagining that I was KC!"

		A look of panic flickered across the beautiful features of her face. "Keep your voice down or the mics will pick it up."

		I was still inside her, but I felt my dick start to go limp. "Shit."

		Suddenly Ashley sat up in bed, crossing her legs so that now I was kneeling before her. She didn't look aroused any longer. She didn't look panicked any longer. She just looked annoyed. "Also, no, actually I didn't say that. I said, fuck me, baby. Baby. Baby, baby, baby. Not KC. Aw sweetie, you must be feeling really tired. If you thought I actually said KC's name in bed. Poor baby."

		I looked down at my shriveled penis. "Don't patronize me, Ashley. After the shit you put me through tonight. Do you realize how embarrassing that was? The whole country just saw me be a servant for my wife and some arrogant black guy?"

		She glared right back. "Well, you want to win the game right?"

		"How is that helping us win the game?"

		"By establishing trust. When KC saw me giggle at all the little jokes he made about you, I could tell that he was really starting to fall for me. I know guys, dear, and KC really does believe that he's going to get into my panties."

		"Great to hear," I said, miserably.

		"But that also means that I've got his protection when we do the voting. He's going to want to keep me around for as long as possible. So KC has to protect me."

		"Did you tell KC that you caught me jacking off to interracial porn?"

		She gave a shy little laugh, as if recalling a fond memory. "It's called building a back-story for our characters, silly boy. Once he thought that you were one of those weak wimpy white husbands who hates himself for loving the sight of white women and black men together — then it was easier for KC to imagine why I might be throwing myself at him. Honestly, I'm a little proud of myself for coming up with that one. I needed to sell it."

		"You definitely sold it."

		"That's all that counts."

		"This is so fucked up, Ashley. I feel like this show is turning us into people I don't recognize."

		"It's fine, everything is fine. Let's keep going. Now. I'm so horny. For you. I want you inside me, baby."

		I laid down in bed, facing the wall so that my back was to Ashley now. I yanked some of the bed sheets up, even though my body was still hot and sweaty from all the previous exertions. "Go ask KC."

		"What?"

		After a long and impatient sigh, I told my wife, "Never mind. Forget it. Actually, you're right, I am pretty tired. I need to get some rest. Goodnight."

		"Goodnight?"

		"Goodnight Ashley."

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		The next morning was unpleasant to say the least. When we got out of bed me and my wife did that thing where we went out of our way to be polite to each other. Then Ashley asked me if I wanted to shower with her and I told her I'd pass on that. I did not say it nicely either. I was still pretty upset about the whole KC thing.

		Downstairs I found the contestants in varying degrees of dress and consciousness, some of them nursing hangovers from the previous evening's shenanigans. We didn't have any scheduled challenges today. Which meant that at least two guys would get too drunk and start fighting. And at least one of the women would get too drunk and start crying. Possibly many women would get drunk and start crying. All for the discriminating taste of the American public.

		Anyway. Headed towards the kitchen for some breakfast, the Mexican-American woman on my team winked at me and said, "Sounded like someone was having a good night last night!"

		Then I painted a big smile on my face as if I had something to feel happy about. As if every inch of my body wasn't feeling incredibly miserable.

		Afterwards, when I went down to the beach for a dip in the ocean, I was surprised that no camera crew followed. I kept thinking that if something happened and I accidentally drowned in the ocean —then all the production crew would be kicking themselves and there'd be all this media hoopla and lots of emergency meetings around the station. Not because anyone would have missed me, or felt responsible for my safety. But because the camera crew had inadvertently missed filming my death. Drownings make great television.

		A couple hours later, as I treaded up the sand path that turned into cobblestones, leading back to the house, I could hear the sound of a bouncing ball.

		Shirt off, all ebony skin glistening under the hot sun, KC was outside shooting some hoops.

		And to my great chagrin, Ashley was right there with him. Today she was wearing just her pink Nike sports bra and matching cloth shorts which left half of her ass cheeks hanging out. It was a cute outfit on her, made even more cute by the fact that she'd matched it with knee-high white socks and tennis shoes with fluorescent pink laces.

		"Good job, KC! You made another!" her shrill voice cried out.

		As KC drilled one shot after another, Ashley kept applauding, her shiny blonde hair bouncing up and down as she performed cheerleader movements with her athletic arms and legs.

		Jesus, I thought. Get a fucking room you two.

		I didn't see Ashley again until later that night. Since I was in a bad mood it made more sense to hide out in our bedroom with a book in my lap. I even decided to skip dinner. Ashley came skulking into the room somewhere around 8 or 8:30 PM. She was still wearing the same outfit as earlier that day, but her skin looked even tanner than before, almost golden brown, giving her the appearance of one of those stereotypical California bimbos. Or so I thought at the time.

		"Have fun?" I said, with a sardonic arch of my eyebrow.

		That was when she placed a finger over her lips and began approaching me with the funniest expression on her face, a face which even the most grumpiest husband had to admit was drop-dead gorgeous.

		For a quick second, I thought I was about to get an apology-blow job. Certainly I was due one. But then she stopped short, holding out one of her tiny fists in my direction.

		When she unfurled her little fingers I saw that there was a written note. Right away I recognized my wife's ultra feminine handwriting.

		The note said: "I just talked to the producer. He said it's time. We need to do this NOW. So, just listen. Don't say anything. NOTHING. Read this note before saying anything."

		Stupefied, I looked up at my wife, searched her face for meaning, but she just nodded for me to keep reading.

		The note continued: "Baby, all the cameras in the bedroom have been deactivated on purpose. But they have microphones all around. The microphones work really well. The producer said we don't want to "break character." So all we have to do is read our script. Remember, we have to really sell the lines or otherwise they can't use them in the show. Don't worry, soon it will be over, honey. Lots of $$$. I love you xxxooo."

		After getting to the bottom, Ashley handed me another piece of paper. She stood there, waiting for me to get over my initial shock when I saw what they had written for us to say. For the first time since we'd started this ruse, I was beginning to think that there was no amount of money worth going through this.

		That's when I heard Ashley clear her throat, obviously growing impatient.

		Swallowing the last remnants of my male pride, I read from their script, "Hey dear, how was your day? You look like you got some sun on those buns!"

		Ashley read back her line to me, "Ha ha, thanks. It was a lot of fun. KC took me to the beach and we saw some dolphins."

		"You certainly do seem to be spending a lot of time with KC."

		"Aw, is my little hubby getting jealous? Are his insecurities flaring up again? KC is just a friend."

		"I'm not the only one whose noticed either. Everyone keeps talking about how much you and KC seem more like a married couple than you and I do," I read, getting to one of their written lines that caused so much discomfort that I paused, grimaced severely. "But I do have to admit that you guys make a cute couple. He seems very fond of you. I bet you guys would look so hot together in bed."

		Ashley smiled her big All-American smile and said, "Aw, my hubby is such a dirty boy. You would say something like that. I think it's so sexy that you get turned on by seeing me and KC together."

		Making the same face I do after I just drank some spoiled milk, I said, "I just want to see you happy. I know you're a grown woman with grown woman needs. I can see why you'd be attracted to someone like KC. He's so attractive, confident, and full of charisma. Personally, I think it's time us white guys come to terms with the fact that sometimes our women need more than what we can give them. I'm not too ashamed to admit that you're too much woman for me sometimes."

		Giving me a playful wink, Ashley said, "Dear, you haven't been pleasuring yourself to the image of me and KC, have you?"

		"A little," I read, feeling suddenly nauseated and light-headed beyond belief.

		"Bad hubby."

		"I'm sorry."

		"You're such a dirty boy," Ashley read. "But thank you, hubby, I know how difficult that was for you to tell me. And I just want to thank you. I wish all hubbies were as lovely as you are."

		As my wife looked at me, smiling at me, I squeezed my eyes shut and pressed my teeth together for several seconds. Then I read the next sadistic line. "Can you imagine how cute your babies would be? Mixed babies are the cutest. And you and KC would probably make the most adorable kids, boys and girls. I could totally see you breastfeeding one of your super-cute brown babies."

		Ashley read back, "My parents would hate it, of course. But full disclosure: I've always had a thing for mixed babies too. Every time I see them in the street I have to stop and gawk. Too, too, too cute. I can't help myself. And now that we're being totally and completely honest, hubby, I suppose I've always had a secret fantasy of carrying a black baby in my stomach."

		"Really?"

		"I love you, but yes. I couldn't be more serious."

		"That would be so sexy," I read, suddenly turning towards the bathroom door, holding my hand over my mouth so I didn't vomit before I could reach the toilet.

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		Ashley was calmly sitting on the bed with her head down, applying a fresh coat of finger nail polish, when I stormed out of the bathroom. Then her neck snapped up and she must have seen the murderous look in my eye because she recoiled as I advanced. But there was no place for her to go. No place to hide. Trapped.

		Then she was hastily trying to place the bottle of nail polish on the night stand. Then she gasped and said, "What's wrong dear? Is everything okay? What's gotten into you?"

		With a heart full of billowing menace, I grabbed her ankles, spread her legs, and jerked her so that she was flat on her back. Keeping my fingers locked around her ankles, I looked down at the space between her legs, ready to claim what was rightfully mine. "Nothing's wrong," I told her through gritted teeth. "Just lay there flat on your back like a good girl. I'm tired of playing around, Ashley."

		"Dear, is this a good idea?" she said in a timid voice.

		"What don't you understand about shut the hell up?"

		"Dear?"

		"Yes slut?"

		My hand reached down for the front of her bikini top first. I yanked, yanked really hard, and the dainty material flew off her torso, revealing a pair of breasts which were made for titty-fucking. She gasped again and for some reason tried to cross her arms over her tits, but I quickly knocked her little hands away, reprimanding her for pretending to be prudish when we both knew what a little slut she was. The sight of her nipples gave me an erection that pressed tightly against my boxers. As always, her breasts seemed both firm and jiggly at the same time.

		A moment later I was looming over the bed, over Ashley, with my prick sticking up at a sharp angle. I felt like a god. Invincible. I was galvanized with erotic energy. For once I didn't care about the microphones or contestants or even that fucking prize money.

		"You ready to suck my cock, my little slut?"

		"Okay dear," she said hesitantly. "But if we have sex then you need to wear a condom. I'm not on the pill and I think I'm close to that time."

		Hearing that, I couldn’t stop myself. Like a man deranged I started to rip those sexy little ass-showing shorts off down her legs. Then she was just wearing her thong, a pink headband, and a look of wilting apprehension.

		"Ah, that's it, my wife, my lovely wife, my little whore wife." I climbed between her legs and started kissing her, forcing her lips open so that I could probe the insides of her warm mouth. It took a while but eventually she started to kiss back. We were kissing deeply with my hard prick rubbing against her leg.

		"You know what?" I said.

		"What baby?" she said, getting into the mood thanks to the mixture of my ministrations and dirty talk.

		"You're going to get it now. I'm tired of you thinking you can just walk around in front of the whole world, wearing almost nothing, and actually think there will be no consequences. That little pussy is going to be so sore by the time I'm done with it."

		A little giggle escaped her painted lips. "What about the condom, baby? We really should. I wasn't kidding about not being on the pill."

		"Fuck condoms."

		"But, baby?"

		I straightened just enough so that I could smack Ashley's tits around roughly. "Or I can put it in your ass? Do you want it in your butt?"

		In a slightly whiny voice she pleaded, "Please don't put it in my ass. It hurts. I don't like it when you put it in my butt."

		"Well then shut up and do what sluts do best. Just lay there and let me fuck you."

		Her silence was my cue. Using my flat palm, I rubbed her skin firmly, from her gorgeous breasts, down her flat tummy, and finally between her thighs. When I touched her pussy I could feel the wetness. I started rubbing my fingers over the length of her wet slit, getting them wet and slippery.

		"Uh-oh. Someone's been a bad girl," I told her. "Very, very, very naughty."

		She didn't respond, only started to slowly gyrate her hips as I started to finger-fuck her.

		I started to slide my middle finger into her wetness, then pulling it out, and re-inserting my index finger. I curled both fingers toward the front, knowing how to stimulate her G-spot. Ashley's breathing became more and more erratic and her ass moved up and down the bed in a rhythm. She looked incredibly sexy.

		By now my cock was throbbing, painfully so. I continued to rock my fingers into her pussy, sucking on her nipples, when suddenly —without warning— my balls tightened and I exploded, sending several jets of cum onto the bed sheets and carpet.

		"Did you cum?" Ashley said.

		I looked down at my prick which was already going down, deflating now like a cheap balloon which had just been popped. This had never happened before. "I did. I'm sorry. I don't know what happened."

		There was a long and tense silence in the room as me and Ashley traded sad looks.

		Then a very deep voice said, "Looks like the practice squad is done and it's time for the A team to hit the field."

		KC stood in the doorway bare chested, his sweaty gym shirt tossed over his right shoulder. His 6'2" frame looked even bulkier in the narrow doorway that connected our bedroom with the rest of the house.

		"We're a little busy here," I started to say.

		But before I knew what was happening the black giant had shut the bedroom door and was already standing next to the bed. He gazed down, taking a moment to appreciate my wife's nude body. Far from looking threatened by this large man with the dark black skin, Ashley seemed pleased by his unexpected visit.

		"Hi there," she said, not even bothering to close her legs which were glistening with her juices.

		KC didn't respond, just allowed his eyes to travel up and down her body, eventually coming to a rest on her large breasts. Then he just stood there. KC had a formidable presence and he seemed to know it.

		Finally getting my feet back underneath me (figuratively speaking) I managed to stammer out, "That's my wife, man. Can you tell me what you're doing in our bedroom?"

		KC's answer was slow in coming. And his large dark eyes were still trained on Ashley's little pink slit when he said, "The producer told me to come up here and pretend like I'm fucking your wife. But I'm not very good at pretending. Looks like I came just in time, Big Guy."

		As I glanced towards Ashley to see her reaction, my knees suddenly weakened and buckled, so that I sort of collapsed into one of the plush chairs arranged near the bed. Right away I grabbed one of the throw pillows to cover my exposed genitalia.

		Closing my eyes, I tried to cool my anger towards the producer. That fucking guy. Asshole. Hollywood scum 100%.

		Also it occurred to me for the first time that Ashley and me would have been better off had we never shown up to the show's cattle call. For sure our marriage would have been much better off. Looking back on it, the fact that we did audition for the show now seemed so remarkable, strange, and unbelievable. But when I opened my eyes again, I saw something even more unbelievable.

		KC was sitting on the bed next to Ashley. They were sitting very close to one another. Ashley was sitting up now. Her legs were crossed in her usual ladylike manner. She was still nude so that her body seemed to be a perfection of unblemished white skin. And next to KC the contrast made her seem even whiter, prettier, purer.

		Then I saw KC place a large black hand on her knee. The room crackled with erotic energy. I glanced at the door to make sure we had our privacy. My heart was thumping so fast that I couldn't hear a sound. But seeing that the door was closed I looked back just as KC squeezed Ashley's kneecap, then started stroking her lower thigh, while the pair silently locked eyes.

		"Oh my God!" my mind screamed. "This can't be happening to me! No, no, no! Please, let me wake up from this nightmare!"

		But there was no dream to wake up from.

		The throw pillow, thank God, still covered my lap. Angry and frustrated, I kept thinking how absurd it was that neither one of them appeared to give me much consideration at the moment. It was like I was invisible to them. It was like that ring on Ashley’s finger had vanished. But what was I to do? I couldn't think of how to stop this —short of confrontation that I didn't feel up to considering how much bigger KC was than me. And sadly, soon the anger and frustration gave way to a sense of being defeated.

		It didn't help that I was experiencing a most pleasurable and troubling reaction.

		KC's presence seemed to bring out the most feminine side of Ashley. She seemed more shy and vulnerable than ever. They were a striking pair. Fifty or sixty years ago they wouldn't have been allowed to look at each other in the streets. But the taboo element only increased the eroticism of their shared intimate looks. It was like watching a movie where the dark, evil villain kills the hero and has taken possession of the beautiful fair-haired maiden.

		And my reaction?

		As shameful as it sounds, my pecker was beginning to stiffen. Yes, stiffen. I hadn't gotten a 2nd erection this quickly since my high school or college days. At first I felt several waves of nausea pass through me. But then the nausea stopped and there was just some inner turmoil as the dull throbbing of my pecker pressed against the fabric of the throw pillow. I was both mortified. Confused. But utterly aroused.

		Then KC glanced over at me and looked into my eyes. I had no idea what to expect as I looked into his broad, dark face. Without warning he leaned forward to put his thick, black-purple lips against Ashley's!

		As they made out, KC ran his hands all over her smooth skin, squeezing her breasts, pulling her body into his, which caused Ashley to moan as she surrendered to the powerful aura he exuded. She never opened her eyes the whole time. She just kept moaning and kissing him.

		"You ready for your first black cock?"

		Ashley's blue eyes popped open upon hearing the man's deep voice. She obviously seemed shocked and a bit taken back. "Um, um, um."

		But the moment for backing out was over. KC straightened, smiled down at my wife, then pulled down his shorts past his knees, and out plopped a monster of a cock. Now, I had heard that, in most cases, black guys were more well-endowed than white guys. But seeing was believing. His cock was enormous, so big and full of veins, it looked photoshopped on him. His huge hog was only about half hard. He flopped it around with his hand, a few inches away from Ashley’s disbelieving eyes.

		KC's shorts were bunched around his ankles as he sat down on the edge of the bed. "You think you can handle that?" he asked my wife.

		Ashley didn't seem very sure as she got on her knees and started playing with his black snake. She wrapped her white fingers around the midnight-black shaft and started kissing and licking his cockhead. His cock instantly stood straight up in the air. Then Ashley pulled back to look at this sight and take it all in.

		"Wow," she said, shaking her head in absolute wonderment.

		"Don't worry, you can handle it."

		"The rumor was right," she said. "Black guys really are hung. That's a large cock."

		"And it's going to look so damn good sliding into your white-pink pussy lips Ashley. I'm going to plug you up so good."

		Along with being very long, KC's cock was incredibly black with a thick mushroom-shaped head that was easily twice the size of mine. His cock looked slick and wet with Ashley’s saliva, from around the rim, then down the huge, and I mean, very huge vein, running along the bottom of the shaft. It stuck up long and proud. Ashley wrapped both hands around KC's monster and started stroking him up and down and then she put her mouth back on it. She licked on the head while she continued jerking. Then she wrapped her lips around this ebony wood and started sucking for dear life.

		KC started moaning. "Damn, you white girls are the best at sucking cock. I don't know why that is, but white women suck cock better than anyone else. Ya'll some natural cocksuckers I suppose."

		Then for the next couple of minutes there was just the beautiful sound of slurping as Ashley struggled to fit KC's big cock into her mouth. It wasn't long before she'd managed to get quite a bit of her own saliva all over her face. Not that she seemed to be bothered by how messy she'd become as KC's black fingers grabbed a big handful of her shiny blonde hair. A goatee of drool had even appeared on her chin, slowly dripping down to the carpet.

		Just then, the bedroom door busted open and I could hear some party music in the background. Then I could hear a startled female voice say, "OH MY GOD! I am so sorry." She then started giggling and said, "You three should lock the door."

		"Fuck," I thought to myself, "I forgot to lock the door." Now with an audience, strangely enough, it just added to my arousal so I failed to get up right away. I just stayed there in the chair, covering my shameful erection with a pillow while my wife kept sucking and whacking off this huge black cock.

		"Get the fuck out," KC said. "Can't a brotha get his dick sucked around here without being bothered?"

		Then I heard a second female voice follow the first one in the bedroom, "What is going on?"

		The first voice was laughing when she replied, "KC is getting a blowjob from that little slut Ashley. It's hilarious. She's on her knees. I told you she wanted some of his black meat. Even better, her husband is watching the entire thing."

		"Welcome to modern America. Whiteboys drool. Black guys rule!"

		Both women giggled.

		"Guess he really is a cuckold."

		The second woman said, "Cool, that's so cool. I wanna see this."

		But finally KC had enough. There was a loud "plop" sound as he pulled his cock out of Ashley's mouth and strode across the room, completely nude, unabashed, his hard cock bobbing in front of him as he slammed the door and turned the lock which restored our privacy.

		"On the bed," KC said, snapping his fingers at Ashley to get off her knees.

		She nodded her head apprehensively and then crawled onto the bed sheets, stopping suddenly when she felt KC's hands grab her hips and pull her back to him so that he was directly behind her, keeping her on her hands and knees, using the crevice of her round buttocks as place to rest the heavy load of his big black cock.

		Ashley moaned, sort of wiggled her haunches, while she presented her hole to be used by him.

		Holding the base of his cock, he gave each of her ass cheeks a few playful spanks. "You ready, girl? We're not playing around anymore. Playtime is over."

		Something muffled and unintelligible escaped Ashley's lips as her fingers dug into the bed sheets. Weirdly enough, I kept thinking how fortunate we were that I had been given a chance to warm her up, i.e., to lubricate her and get her ready for such a large lover. Otherwise, this might have been a much more painful experience for the woman I still loved very much. Very deeply.

		I saw KC position his cock at the entrance of her pussy and slide the head in between her wet lips. Then KC closed his eyes as he entered Ashley’s pussy. So did Ashley. Everyone in the house probably heard her scream out as he pushed in the first five or six inches —which was only about half his length.

		"Oh yeah, baby, that's the way, just like that," KC said, smiling down at the sight of Ashley who had her ass spread before him, while her body was impaled on his thick, veiny coal-black shaft.

		"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she said, pounding the bed with her tiny fist.

		He was massaging her ass, allowing her to adjust to the size of his cock before feeding her more of his meat. "You like that?"

		"You feel so big inside me."

		KC chuckled. "Yeah, you like that."

		"Holy fuck!" Ashley yelled as the black man behind her withdrew his cock, then began to penetrate her wet, slippery canal over and over again.

		Slowly and smoothly, he started pushing his cock deep into her slit, pushing all the way so that the fine pink skin of her flower was stretched tightly around his dark shaft which was testing the limits of her elasticity.

		"Yeah, baby, you're taking all of that black cock. See, I told you. I told you that you could handle a big cock," he said as he continued to hold my wife by the hips as if he was afraid she was going to suddenly crawl away.

		She wasn't though. Occasionally, Ashley would glance over her shoulder, and flick one of her lust-filled stares up at the dark man who continued to stroke his thickness in and out of her womanhood. Her breathing had become very shallow and she'd given up on trying to keep her silky blonde hair out of her eyes.

		"Fuck me," I heard her say. "I need it. Deeper, deep, just like that."

		She cried out at the fullness in her hole and moaned at the relief of his retreat.

		"Damn, that's what I wanted to hear," KC grunted back. He began to long stroke Ashley by pulling his cockhead to her entrance, before shoving it all the way back in. And each time he did, his pace quickened.

		Just then they repositioned on the bed so that KC was laying on his back, in the exact same spot that I slept in every night, while my wife hastily crawled on top of him.

		"No," he said, "turn around."

		He wanted reverse cowgirl. Ashley obeyed.

		"Fuck yeah," KC muttered as he watched my wife move her pussy over the top of his big ugly-looking cock.

		Sitting there, I couldn't help to notice how the room absolutely reeked of sex now, both from KC's distinct musky body odor, and the fragrant bouquet of Ashley's juices which were running down both of her legs now.

		"Oh baby, oh shit, holy fucking shit!" Ashley said as she lowered herself down onto him, his African-sized member penetrating her little slit which would probably never be the same again.

		"Fuck, that's right," KC said, casually threading his fingers behind his head while he enjoyed the sight before him. "Let me see you bounce that ass on my cock. I wanna see that ass jiggle. Show me that you're ready to work for my nut."

		"Ummmmmmm," Ashley said as in one slow movement she impaled herself on the black man, his entire cock buried deep inside her pussy walls now.

		Because we had never tried this position, I knew that it must be a totally new experience for her. Fascinated, I watched as she leaned forward, grabbing KC's muscular calves to steady herself as she pushed herself up using those strong legs of hers and slowly let herself down again, allowing herself to adjust to the size of his cock again. With each downward motion she released more prolonged moans, those becoming shorter as she quickened up the pace. Her tits and ass bounced with her as she fucked KC. I'd never seen her look sexier or more fulfilled. For the first time in her life, now that she had a big black cock inside her, Ashley had been turned into the perfect little fuck doll.

		I began to shoot my second load of the day into the pillow while the couple on the bed repositioned so that KC was now on top; and Ashley spread her legs wide first, before locking her ankles behind his waist, pulling the massive black brute into her body.

		"God they look so fucking sexy together," I thought as the last little droplets of cum leaked from my pee hole. Turned on by the sight of KC's black anaconda bulldozing in and out of my wife's hole, I kept furiously jacking my own much-much smaller member. "No wonder the whole country wanted to see them together. Black and white is the perfect combination. She certainly has never been that turned on with me."

		Suddenly KC's body stiffened and he bared his teeth which were unusually straight and white. "Here comes your first black load," he said in what any other situation would have sounded ridiculous. But his declaration of seeding her womb with his superior African genetics was the impetus to bring Ashley's own orgasm to a eruption.

		She tightened her legs around his sweaty ebony form as if her very existence depended on it.

		They began moaning together, their mouths finding one another as they exchanged hot, sticky kisses. KC's jizz spurted out in load after load as he listened to Ashley cry out his name so loud that there was no doubt whether or not the rest of the house could hear her. When his tremendous ball sack was empty, KC released hold of Ashley's arms, withdrew his cock, and rolled off.

		I watched as Ashley's whole body quivered, and her voice whimpered in pain and pleasure, as she turned, trying to avoid looking at me just yet.

		

		THE END
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