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Chapter One

◆◆◆

I stared nervously across the breakfast table at my beloved husband, knowing how much his tortured mind was punishing him. Keith looked ready to cry, breaking my heart because our tragic journey was nearing an end.

I reached across the highly polished wooden table surface, moved aside Keith’s plate full of uneaten wholemeal toast, and clenched his fingers, entwining ours into a loving nest. The agony of my husband’s failure to impregnate me was etched indelibly in his face.

My heart pounded, and I felt sick to the pit of my stomach from anxiety. I figured my husband must feel a thousand times worse.

“It might be good news, Keith. You are pre-supposing and catastrophizing worst-case scenarios. We may finally have some luck coming our way.”

“I doubt it, sweetheart, but thank you for always being positive. It keeps me going and soothes the anxiety.”

“We’ve been married for five years. No matter the results, nothing changes between us. You and I are still together, and I love you with all my heart.”

He shook his head and looked aghast. Both shoulders drooped as my husband retreated into himself, defeated. I felt irked, but my anger served no purpose, so I suppressed it because Keith needed my sympathy, which was all that mattered now. His energy was low, and lifting him was up to me.

My husband shook his head and eyeballed me.

“How can you say my fertility results don’t matter, Abigail? We know you can have kids, so my sperm must be the problem. This morning’s test result will finally prove that I’m a Jaffa.”

I cocked my head and studied him, searching for some reference to an orange fruit that might have meaning. Finding none, I sighed and rolled my eyes, waiting for a silly joke.

“What do you mean by a Jaffa, sweetheart?”

“It’s a seedless orange, babe… that’s what I am.”

“It’s not helpful when you use such unpleasant language, Keith. Pack it in and stop being so negative. In the worst-case scenario, we can adopt a baby .”

I was fed up with his childish quips, although I went easy on my husband, knowing his self-pity was a coping strategy. His eyes reflected the misery of a jaded soul while severe emotional pain stabbed deep in my heart because, in all ways, non-reproductively associated, Keith was a fine man and a fantastic husband who would make a great father.

He worked hard and earned enough money to sustain a large family that, sadly, we couldn’t create. Keith was well-regarded at work and within our social circles. He led our local squash ladder, helped the parish council, and generally was there for everyone.

“Do you want to bear a biological child of your own? Yes or no, Abigail?”

“Yes.”

“There you go! Adoption won’t give you that chance. Marrying me has taken away your opportunity to be a natural mother.”

“Adoption is better than us remaining childless and much preferred to divorce as far as I’m concerned. I know that’s on your mind because I saw a lawyer’s business card slip from your wallet a few days ago.”

I wagged my finger accusingly but stopped because tears welled in my eyes, and I choked up. The business card I found belonged to a specific divorce attorney everyone in town knew. It was my wake-up call to take the bull by the horns and solve our childless problem. My husband was planning to move on from me, for me, annoyingly and in the most upsetting way, and I felt hurt, angry, and in need of his love.

“If I can’t produce results for you, Abigail, you can move on and try with another man. Sure, you’ll hurt for a couple of years until you get closure on our marriage, but then, you’ll meet someone, and the pain will stop. You’ll have a great life and all the kids you deserve.”

I slammed my fist on the table, scowling and spiraling into a raging, weeping mess. Keith looked surprised, rushing around the table where he kneeled at my side, holding my head to his chest, soothing me while I mumbled incoherent expletives and cursed him.

When I raised my head and ripped several tissues from a box Keith offered, I bore a hole through him with my raging eyes.

“You’ve become a selfish bastard, Keith.”

“I’d be doing you a favor.”

“No, you’d be running away from me and the problem of raising a family. You’re a total bastard for even thinking of doing it.”

“Whoa… where did that come from?”

“You’ve fucking vexed me this time, honey.”

I face-planted into my hands and a heap of snotty sobs. My shoulders bounced uncontrollably as tears streamed down my cheeks. I felt rage, hurt, and the pain of a husband thinking about abandoning me.

When the letterbox slammed shut, and an envelope hit our doormat, I stopped crying, and we stared at each other in shock. My husband stood, shot me a tortured look, shook his head, and walked briskly to our door.

I heard Keith muttering as he leafed through several letters. When he returned to me, looking apprehensive, he wafted one cream envelope with a printed label. I raised my hand, waved, then pointed to the dining room chair next to me.

“Don’t open that envelope yet, please, Keith.”

“Why not?”

“I won’t have a gun held to my head regarding divorce.”

“Let’s discuss this after we read and understand my results.”

“If your results are negative, will you divorce me? Yes or no?”

I noticed his face slip, and deep sorrow was etched in his expression. I knew Keith well enough to understand when he was holding a one-man pity party.

“I feel weak, Abigail.”

“You are the strongest man I know. That’s a big reason why I married you. This fertility problem is bound to knock your confidence.”

“Are you sure living with a Jaffa is okay?”

“If you call yourself that again, I’ll thrash you, and you won’t fucking enjoy it.”

He kneeled before me and planted his face between my legs, resting, recovering from his tirade that was born of an irrational, needless panic. When he composed himself, I slid a finger under my husband’s chin, raising it until he eyeballed me.

“You either want me or you don’t, Keith. Our marriage cannot be a dilemma; building a family and making choices might be problematic, but we’ll cross those bridges together when we come to them.”

“In case of the worst-case scenario, I’ve considered alternatives, Abigail. I’m not sure they would impress you.”

“You haven’t answered my question, sweetheart. Divorce… yes or no?”

“No, Abigail, I would never divorce you as long as you still want me.”

“Good boy. Now, open our results, please.”

Azoospermia - Zero sperm in the ejaculate.

Predictably, we had received more bad news. After he read the result aloud several times, I cradled my husband’s head. He slumped miserably, and I gently rifled my fingers through his thick black hair while he sobbed. While Keith grieved for the child he could never father, I read the results with a heavy heart.

I felt terrible for us, but I half expected bad news and had prepared for it. Four years of trying for a baby with zero uptakes of my ripe, healthy eggs was a pretty fair bellwether of Keith’s infertility. I held my distraught husband close because he was my perfect man, and no test result would change my mind about that.

“Together forever, Keith, right?”

“Yes, sweetheart.”

“We’ll begin researching adoption agencies today… is that okay?”

“Of course.”

“When you stand up, please end the pity party, Keith. It’s unbecoming of such a great man. I didn’t pick a loser as my husband, and I hate self-pity. It is by far the worst quality in men.”

We left for work at the same time but in our separate cars. An idea occurred to me, so I called my sister to ask her for help finding adoption options. She had two young children and plenty of time between school drop-off and collection to research options for Keith and me.

“Is Keith’s sperm count completely zero, Abigail?”

“Yeah, babe.”

“Have you any thoughts about that?”

“It’s how it is for us; there is no point crying over something we can’t change. We’re moving on to other options. We both want to look at adoption possibilities. Keith feels distraught, so I’d like quick success or at least a way to focus him.”

“Okay. I’ll drop by the house tonight with some information. I still have the packages Harry and I looked at before I got pregnant. Mom can sit for my kids. Would that be okay? Is Keith able to handle a discussion like this so soon?”

“Yeah, he will be. I think it will do him some good. Thanks, Julie.”

I felt better because my sister would chase down our adoption options determinedly. She and her husband Harry had similar problems to ours, but after extensive treatment, a better diet, and careful timing of their sexual congress aligned with her menstrual cycle, they had a couple of kids within two years.

Sadly, Harry passed away eighteen months ago, caught out while crossing a road by a speeding drunk driver. Since that day, Julie had rebuilt her life around the kids but never dated, no matter how much our parents nagged her.

At lunch, I sat alone until Katie spotted me. We’d been best friends since High School, and every childhood memory I had contained her, so I was pleased when she joined me.

“Hey, Abigail, you looked downright miserable.”

“It’s not been a great day.”

“Still no baby?”

“Worse. Keith is infertile.”

“Oh, I see.”

“I don’t think you could, Katie. With three kids, you and Jimmy are repopulating humanity without a problem.”

“Yeah, about that.”

I dropped my fork and stared at my oldest friend in shock. Katie’s lewd, contorted expression had my imagination stirred. Something was going on and I wanted in on the scoop.

“You have to say something, honey. No conversation should be left like this.”

“Jimmy’s not the father.”

“Fuck!”

“Please don’t judge Abigail.”

“I won’t, but… fuck! Jesus Christ, I don’t know what to say.”

“Jimmy knows.”

“Your husband knows he didn’t father your kids?”

“Yes, we agreed because he was infertile.”

“Agreed, what?”

“That I could find a donor.”

“Oh, I see. Thank fuck for that. You should explain better next time. You mean the sperm bank and artificial insemination?”

“No, Abigail.”

“What the fuck do you mean then, Katie?”

“I went to Jess’s bar and met a bull while I ovulated. Jimmy held my hand throughout.”

I slammed my palms on the table in slow motion, having a jaw-dropping moment. When I stared at Katie, hoping she was pulling my leg, I saw she wasn’t, so I leaned in and whispered in a squeaky voice through gritted teeth.

“Your husband watched you being fucked by another guy?”

“Yes.”

“And he held your hand?”

“Yes.”

“Fucking… why?”

“We wanted to enjoy the whole process from the moment of conception to birth together and then raise the kids as ours.”

“Do the kids know?”

“My eldest, Sarah, does; the others will learn when they are old enough.”

I shook my head, then stopped when I realized I was being judgy. My oldest friend just divulged her deepest secret, and I ridiculed her. I placed a hand on her arm and leaned in, planting my head on her shoulder.

“I’m sorry Katie. That was unkind of me.”

“It’s okay. I know what you and Keith are suffering. Natural donation doesn’t work for everyone, but Jimmy enjoys being cuckolded, so it was an easy solution for us.”

I said nothing more but mulled over what Katie said during my afternoon work session. It occurred to me that Jimmy and I had options, and then we had undesired nuclear options.

Keith was in much better spirits when I reached home after a long day at work. He’d cooked dinner, laid the table, and had a bunch of flowers waiting for me. I hugged him, feeling my husband’s gentleness envelop me like a blanket of love and decency.

We kissed softly and without the anxiety of feeling like we were doing it as a prelude to another rushed sex session whose only purpose was to conceive. His lips felt like a warm summer breeze on mine, and I sizzled gently, relishing the man I loved.

The longer he kissed me, the more aroused I became, rubbing Keith’s long, thick cock through his work pants. I giggled and looked at him, surprised because he felt much harder than usual.

“I want this monster inside me right now, husband.”

“Can we try later… I mean, can we make proper love later, please, sweetheart? Your sister called, and she’s on the way over. We have time to enjoy our dinner, and that’s about it. We have no reason to rush anymore.”

“Of course, honey.”

But I got your big cock rock hard, and that’s not nothing.

When Julie arrived, she consoled Keith and hugged him. They’d been best friends for years, having attended High School together. As soon as my husband told my sister that he liked me, she slaved night and day subtly matchmaking, slowly bringing us together until we dated.

The rest was history.

Julie sat at our dining room table and held Keith’s hand, reassuring him.

“This happens all the time, Keith. You must move on and turn the page.”

“Thanks, babe. We appreciate you helping out.”

Keith and I sat beside each other. We shared a bottle of Chardonnay in three glasses, toasting the future with my sister. Our celebration felt somewhat hollow, and I was sure my husband knew that, hiding it well for my sake.

I felt apprehensive, still ruminating over Katie’s revelation. As I stared into my husband’s eyes, my mind wandered. Like most couples, my husband and I fantasized, including swinging and watching one another fuck strangers.

I drifted too far and felt an unwelcome warmth in my panties, so I shook my head, took Keith’s hand, and got straight to the point at hand.

“What are our adoption options, Julie?”

“Our region has seven adoption agencies, all with varying waitlists. None will accept you on their list until after vetting is concluded and a board sits to approve suitability.”

“How long does vetting take?”

“On average, it’s ten months, Abigail.”

“What’s the fastest estimate for the agency with the least waiting time?”

“Six months.”

“Fuck… and what’s the waitlist looking like to find a suitable match once you get on?”

“For a baby, it’s eighteen months to two years. If you adopt an older kid, that reduces significantly.”

“Oh my, Julie.”

“It’s not a pretty picture, sis. You are looking at a maximum of two years until you have a baby.”

Keith squeezed my hand, and I saw his guilt kick in. I leaned over, kissed him on the lips, and smiled. I felt discouraged by Julie’s rapid-fire damning answers that seemed to push back our options until we barely had any left.

“I wouldn’t swap you for the world sweetheart.”

“Thank you.”

“I want you to stop thanking me, Keith. I feel blessed to be your wife. We’ll get past this.”

“We sure will.”

My sister was agitated, and I wondered what might have made her look fit to burst. Julie was holding back news that made her smile, and I couldn’t figure out why she was reluctant to share unprompted, so I asked straight out.

“Do you know of a workaround, Julie? You’re fidgeting like when we were kids, and you knew the answer to a question, but it wasn’t your turn to say.”

“There is another way, but it’s very sensitive and doesn’t appeal to everyone.”

“How so?”

“It involves using another man’s sperm.”

“Ah, okay… artificial insemination. We pick a guy from his profile and use a turkey baster. Is that it?”

“That’s not what I had in mind, Abigail. Turkey basters have a poor success rate.”

“Oh… what is it then?”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

I stared at my sister, desperately trying to read her frown and a slightly mischievous smile accompanying the added indentation of her dimples. She nodded gently, with a knowing expression, as though that might push me towards correctly guessing what was on her mind.

“I… don’t… understand, Julie.

“Keep going, and you will.”

“Okay.”

I kept on thinking, considering every possible option. When Katie and our lunch conversation flooded into my mind, I leaped up, spun around, looked at my husband, took a massive gulp of wine, slammed the glass down, and glowered at my sister. My heart almost burst out of my rib cage, and I felt flushed like someone lit a fire underneath me.

“Fucking, no way, Julie!”

“Don’t rule it out in such an offhand manner, Abi.”

“Fucking infidelity? I won’t cheat on Keith. No way! Jesus Christ, what is this?”

“Technically, you wouldn’t be cheating on him.”

“What the hell do you mean? How is me fucking other guys not cheating?”

“If Keith agrees that it isn’t cheating, then it isn’t.”

“Are you suggesting I cuckold my husband, then? Fucking, no way. It’s not our kink, honey.”

“It’s not cuckolding either. It depends on your definitions of infidelity and cuckolding and the reasons for doing it.”

“I’m not cheating on Keith. No fucking way! It’s out of the question.”

I lifted my wine glass from the table, hastily poured a refill, and stared defiantly at my sister before storming out of my home to get some fresh air in the garden. From the last I saw, Keith looked stunned, undoubtedly and justifiably speechless, when confronted by my sister’s dumb suggestion.

I paced frantically around our lawn in a frenzy, muttering incoherently while silently fuming and sipping more wine to ease my nerves. I needed Keith to console me, but it took him five more minutes to extract himself from our living room and get to me. When he arrived, my husband held me tightly while I sobbed like a baby.

Waiting up to two years to find a baby, crawling through an intrusive process into the bargain while praying for good luck, wasn’t an inviting prospect. I placed my palms on his chest and stared into his face with teary, blurred eyes.

“I’m sorry about Julie, Keith. She got carried away with herself and entered some fucking twilight zone. I’m sure she’s not being serious.”

“I think you should hear her out, honey. It’s not what you think.”

“You fucking what now?”

I backed away like the Russian retreat from Napoleon, tripping awkwardly, spilling the last mouthful of my wine, and falling flat on my ass but saving the glass. I stared up at Keith in disbelief, with my bottom lip still quivering from crying.

“Explain yourself, Keith. And do it quickly.”

“I don’t know all the details, but Julie explained something about a scheme at the Fuck Buddy Chapel to help couples like us.”

“The local fetish club?”

“Yeah. I believe it’s branded as a lifestyle club. Jess owns the place and a bar not far away.”

“Fucking hell, Keith… they have glory holes for women to anonymously suck a stranger’s cock. I’m not being impregnated by fuck knows who through a fucking hole in the wall. What do you take me for?”

“The glory hole is at Jess’s bar, not the Chapel. They have confessional style boxes at the fetish club, and from what I understand, they are expanded and fitted out like luxury hotel rooms.”

“I… I, uh, fuck, I-.”

I was lost for words, felt lightheaded, and close to passing out. I remembered my meditation class breathing exercises and closed my eyes, focusing on counting while desperately sucking air in through my nose, then exhaling through my mouth.

My fingers trembled, but there was no denying it; I was also aroused. My nipples were so hard they strained and scratched against my blouse, and my panties filled with radiated heat from a pussy that desperately wanted Keith to fuck it.

I composed myself, leaned my forehead on Keith’s, and gripped both his hands tightly.

“How is this done, Keith?”

“It’s called a breeding party, Abi.”

“Fuck no… Now I’m being presented as a gangbang slut?”

“It’s not like that. Why not hear Julie out? Listening to all options doesn’t mean we must sign up for any.”

Keith leaned back, and I saw love writ large on his face. All earlier tension straining my husband was gone; he looked much younger now and as though a new life and positive future beckoned.

“I can’t do it, baby. It’s our marriage at stake here.”

“I disagree. I feel less dramatic about another man impregnating you, Abi. The process of pregnancy and birthing will be natural, and that relieves my guilt immensely. Come inside and hear your sister out because I didn’t catch all the details.”

“Fuck!”

“What is it?”

“I can’t believe we’re entertaining this.”

I held Keith’s hand, and he led me back into the house, washing and refilling my glass before rejoining me and my sister. Julie looked ashamed and had also been crying, which confused me immensely as I eyed her suspiciously while sipping more wine.

“Why are you so upset, Julie?”

“You have the same problem Harry and I had. It brings back some difficult memories and illuminates my choices.”

“Yeah, but you guys had treatment, and it all worked fine. What you are proposing right now for us is something very different.”

“It’s the same thing. Harry had the same condition as Keith.”

“Azoospermia?

“Yeah, zero sperm in the ejaculate. It was almost as though Harry had a vasectomy.”

“What the fuck? Are you saying you had a baby gang banged inside you? Hold on… that would be twice in your case.”

I was goggle-eyed and slack-jawed, staring at my sister with a parched mouth and tongue that flapped uselessly. My brain felt like someone had doused it with Tequila, a pinch of salt, and a squirt of lime.

“Fuck, Julie.”

“Calm down, Abi, and stop judging me, or I’m going home.”

I stared at her and realized how cruel and inconsiderate I’d been. Julie had opened her heart to me, and I kicked sand in her face. She’d proposed an option that she and Harry used in their darkest hour, and I had criticized her for it.

I shuffled over to my older sister and hugged her.

“I’m sorry, Julie… I never understood. I’ve been unkind. Everything is moving so quickly for Keith and I. This adoption waitlist problem feels fucking crushing.”

“A breeding party is not what you think, Abi. This isn’t cuckolding in the kinky sense.”

“How is it not, babe? I really don’t understand.”

“There is no sexual humiliation of the husband by the donors. They are all nice guys. Harry and I had a great time with them.”

“I believe they are called fuck buddies or bulls, Julie. Let’s at least use the correct terminology.”

“Okay, well… when we did it, on both breeding parties, each bull fucked me on a massive, comfortable bed while I lay on Harry, my back to his front with both our legs wide apart. For some guys, he sat upright with me being fucked in a doggy position, looking up at him.

“What else did Harry do?”

He cuddled me and the donors… sorry, bulls fucked me as well as they could, each decanting their seed inside my pussy, taking turns until they couldn’t go anymore.”

“And you got pregnant?”

“Both times, one breeding party, four daily sessions while I ovulated. We even enjoyed the sex, to be honest, and went back for more during my pregnancy.”

“That would be cuckolding.”

“It became that for Harry and me, but it doesn’t have to be for you two. Before my husband died, we were regular swingers.”

“Jesus Christ, Julie, it sounds almost ritualistic. But my problem is that it violates our marriage vows.”

“Not in your case, Abi. Didn’t you say love, honor, and obey at the altar?”

“Yes… we went for old-fashioned vows.”

“So if Keith asks you to do it, you wouldn’t be cheating. You’d be obeying.”

“I also said, forsaking all others, sweetie.”

“Work with me, Abigail. There are some mental gymnastics to be done here, but it’s not an impossible moral choice as long as you agree.”

“Look… me being fucked by some virile guys to get pregnant while being cuddled and kissed by my husband has some appeal, but I fear it’s still cuckolding, and Keith isn’t into that.”

“The breeding party scenario differs, honey. You must pick a woman for Keith to fuck as well. That makes this something other than cuckolding. There are plenty of girls on Jess’s books for you to select from.”

I gulped my wine, staring at Julie, then Keith, unsure if this was becoming a serious option for us. I blinked, felt my heart pounding like a frightened baby gazelle, and then took another gulp of wine, enjoying its seductive effect.

My cheeks flushed, my panties moistened, and I felt ashamed. As my swollen pussy lips trembled, oozing nectar into a thin gusset, I imagined my sister and husband could see and possibly smell my arousal.

“Are you suggesting that my husband fucks another girl while I get gang banged by a few guys?”

“It’s ten guys in total. That’s more than a few, and Keith would fuck the girl in between while you rest and watch if you’d like. I watched Harry fucking after my third bull, and it was fun seeing him satisfy her while I was full of semen. You have to remember, we got into the kink, so it was great fun.”

“You fucked ten guys, Julie?”

“Yes, and you must do each guy every day beginning the day before ovulation.”

“That’s four, maybe five days of being fucked by ten guys a day. Holy fuck, Julie. What a mess of semen and my body fluids.”

“The chapel is well kitted out for cleanups. Each confessional is like a five-star hotel room with en-suite rainfall showers. You and Keith would stay inside the confessional while each bull visits at pre-arranged times.”

“And fucks me?”

“Yes. We keep fucking going over the same thing, Abi.”

“With Keith lying under me, groping and watching his wife being fucked?”

“Yes, actually, you’d be getting impregnated by a nice guy, but use whatever crude terminology that pleases you.”

I was becoming sarcastic and mean-hearted again, so I apologized, gripped Julie’s hand, and frowned, attempting to match her mental gymnastics. It was hard, the greatest dilemma of my life, because Keith looked positively enthused about the idea, and I wasn’t sure that it was only about us getting pregnant.

“Are you saying these are nice guys like the kind you might date, Julie?”

“The men are specially selected by Jess, who owns the Fuck Buddy Chapel. Each guy has been tested for sperm health and their count, and they are lovely. You may even end up with the same team who fucked me.”

“That would make our kids half-siblings, Julie.”

“Yeah. A DNA test would confirm it, but I can’t see that becoming an issue.”

My sister was on the edge of her patience with me, straining to answer questions that I sent at her like sniper bullets. I was trying to realign my moral values, using my sister as a benchmark and justification for a choice I was seriously considering making.

“I can’t believe we’re discussing this. Keith, what do you think?”

“Yes, Abi… I, umm, err. I-.”

“Please, sweetheart, just spit it out. What are you thinking?”

“I’d like us to try it. We would be pregnant quickly, and the baby would be ours.”

“But each of these guys would fuck me multiple times a day for up to five days. Let’s assume each guy lasts a few to fifteen minutes fucking me twice daily. That’s me being taken twenty times a day by ten different men for up to five days.”

“One hundred fucks, Abi. I can do the math.”

My husband was also getting fed up with my constant barrage, but at least his frustration was solid evidence to me that he wanted us to book a Breeding Party.

“Hours of me being fucked every day by men who aren’t you. Are you sure about this?”

“Yes, I know what a Breeding Party is, Abi. I don’t understand why you keep laboring the point.”

“That’s a lot of time you’ll spend watching me get railed and creampied, honey. Let’s not beat around the bush here. There is no way I could fuck like that without getting into the right frame of mind first.”

“Are you worrying about enjoying these other guys fucking you?”

“Damn right I am, Keith. You’re my one and only sweetheart.”

“Do you think catching feelings for any of the bulls is a risk?”

“Not a chance. I’m more concerned about your mental health deteriorating while watching multiple guys fuck my brains out.”

“It’s for the greater good, Abi. I have no problem with you enjoying being fucked for the reasons we have. I’d rather you took only good memories away once we’re done and you’re pregnant.”

Keith was deadly serious, so I sidled closer to him on the sofa to check, enjoying the moment he leaned in and kissed me. The love I felt at the altar on our wedding day was still a burning desire, and yes, I wanted other guys to fuck and impregnate me.

His molten lips brushed like soft pillows against mine when he kissed me. His tongue felt like an electric lightning bolt searing mine as he explored my mouth, and once again, I was lost to the love of my life.

My body shimmered with a loving, sexy effervescence as I frowned lasciviously, wanting a big cock to fuck me right away.

“It’s dangerous sexual play, Keith.”

“Not really, darling wife. The taboo we are breaking is conditioned thinking. We can make this what it is.”

“What is it to you, Keith?”

“A chance to have as many kids as we’d like.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Never more so, darling.”

“Okay then.”

My pussy leaked beyond the ability of my gusset to withhold my shame. I felt dampness and stickiness cover the top of my thighs, and I needed a shower desperately, preferably after my husband’s cock had stretched me wide open.

I faced my sister, saw her joyous expression, and felt my panties dampen even further at the thought of a gang bang. I’d vaguely considered the fantasy on tawdry nights of hallowed, taboo, vivid dream-state passion.

My mouth formed words, but I couldn’t believe what I said.

“We’ll do it.”

“Good choice, Abi. When do you ovulate?”

“In two days.”

“Oh fuck… we’d need to start tomorrow.”

“Yes.”

“Can you both take time off work?”

I glanced at Keith, who grinned from ear to ear while nodding. I followed suit, and Julie took straight to the phone. She had Jess on speed dial, something I wouldn’t ask about until later because I wanted to know what else my sister had got up to before losing her husband.

“Hi, Jess. I have you on speakerphone with my sister and her husband.”

“Hi, guys.”

“Jess… my sister needs the same thing I did, please.”

“A breeding party?”

“Yeah.”

“At my Chapel?”

“Yes, please.”

“When for?”

“Tomorrow, lasting up to five days.”

“And you want ten lovers, the same as last time?”

“Yes, please, Jess.”

“Okay, I’m sure I can round up the same guys. They love the chance to impregnate a girl as long as it’s helping out a couple. I assume the lucky guy agrees to this.”

Keith confirmed that he consented, but Jess had questions.

“Do you have Azoospermia, Keith?”

“Yes, Jess, sadly, I do.”

“Don’t worry, my guys are here to help couples like you, and they will feel like good friends when they’re done.”

“No sexual humiliation?”

“Definitely not, Keith. That’s something else you can enjoy with other great guys I have on the books if you ask for it. Have you given some thought to selecting a girl for yourself? You can have a different girl daily if your wife agrees.

I waved my hand, and Julie brought the phone closer to me.

“I already have someone in mind to fuck my husband, Jess.”

“Who?”

“I want my husband to make love to his best friend, my sister.”

“That’s a great choice.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

I disconnected the call with Jess to a deafening silence and two people staring at me in disbelief. My sister was first to leap out of her chair, wagging a finger, while Keith opened and closed his mouth like a goldfish, lost for words.

Julie set on me like a lion on a jackal.

“What the fuck was that all about, Abigail?”

“Sorry, sis, but it sounded like the right thing to do in my head.”

“Are you deranged? Jesus Christ, get back on that phone and cancel the whole thing. No way is this happening.”

“Why not?”

Her eyes widened, almost popping out on stalks. If this were any other time, I would have laughed at her, but Julie had lost her shit. She swept up her glass, almost dangerously, slugged back half of her wine, then poured more, standing in the center of our living room, glaring at me with shaking hands.

“Don’t spill that on the floor, please, sis. Wine stains are a nightmare to get out.”

“Fuck your carpet. What were you thinking about?”

“You and Keith have been best friends for such a long time. You’re currently unattached, and I trust you as my sister. I can’t think of anyone better to fuck my husband while I’m being gang-banged. Holy fuck! Did I say that?”

She stormed around the living room, stamping her feet, gulping wine, refilling, and then drinking some more.

“Oh… oh, oh, I see. So you did the math and decided I was the best hook-up for your husband?”

“Julie, need I remind you that this was all your idea?”

“I’m trying to help you. I didn’t anticipate being dragged into the actual sex.”

She stormed out of our house but wouldn’t get far because I’d pocketed her car keys, keen that my sister didn’t drive herself home. Since it was too far for her to walk and she’d also left her phone behind, hidden between sofa cushions, the only means for her to call for a ride, I sat beside Keith, holding his hand.

“What’s wrong with the idea, Keith?”

“In this scenario, there is good reason for your infidelity, but mine just plays into kinks, more so if I make love to Julie because of her relationship with you.”

“We’ve never lied to each other, Keith, have we?”

“What’s your point?”

“Have you ever fantasized about fucking my sister?”

“Fantasized, yes… but I have never made a move no matter how many times an opportunity presented itself.”

“I know that, but since we’re breaking boundaries here, she and you enjoying one another might be a good move. I’d rather it was her than an absolute stranger.”

“And what if we catch feelings for each other, Abi?”

“More and more people are turning to alternate lifestyles, honey. Some are kinky, while others are based on practicality. A couple of my friends at work practice ethical non-monogamy with their partners. It seems to work, and nobody gossips because it’s no longer considered taboo.”

“Look how you reacted at the suggestion of a stranger inseminating you. The thought of having another guy involved drove you crazy.”

“I never intend to have another life partner, and once I’m confirmed as pregnant each time we do this, I won’t be sliding my pussy up and down any stranger’s pole again.”

“And yet you suggest that I do precisely that, and with your sister no less.”

“I suggested you fuck her for the five days while I’m being inseminated. If you and she catch feelings, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.”

“Okay, so we’re definitely doing this then? You getting pregnant to another guy is happening, I mean?”

“Yes, if you agree.”

He mulled it over quickly, clearly having already made the leap. I was so turned on that I wanted to agree to our rules and hop into the sack right away.

“I agree entirely. A Breeding Party is faster and more natural than adoption, and I have no chance of getting you pregnant. We discussed divorce… that’s not happening.”

“And you’ll fully participate in how Julie described, Keith?”

“Yes… I’ll hold you while you’re being fucked.”

I stared into his eyes, looking for any reluctance. Asking my husband to provide love and cuddles, cradling me in his arms while a stranger fucked me and filled my pussy with baby-making seed, was considerably risque. Keith’s body language and expression suggested he was entirely on board. 

“And my sister? Will you fuck her for the five days while I’m being seeded, or would you prefer to enjoy someone else?”

“I’d like to have Julie, but I don’t know if this idea will convince her.”

When my sister returned, she looked sheepish and distressed, so I hugged her tightly and then brewed a cafetiere of coffee as a peace offering. While we stood in the kitchen together, we saw one another’s vulnerability, and Julie held my hand.

“Since Harry died, there has been nobody, Abigail, I swear it. I don’t think there ever will be, either. That means I have no family, nor will I ever have one besides my kids.”

“You aren’t even thirty yet, sweetheart. You have another life ahead of you. Harry wouldn’t want you to be celibate and lonely.”

“I know he wouldn’t, but I loved him so much. I want a man, but I need one who will love my kids, and that’s a hell of a lot to ask any guy my age.”

“Have you considered taking a casual lover?”

“You mean a friend with benefits?”

“Yeah.”

“And you specifically mean my best friend, your husband?”

“If you’d like to, Julie, yes.”

“Are you saying you’d give your husband to me for sex on a regular basis?”

“We’d have to agree on how that works, and it’s only necessary after my insemination if you catch feelings for each other.”

“I already did fall for Keith many years ago.”

“When, exactly?”

“On your wedding day, I watched him at the altar as you approached, and seeing how Keith looked at you made me wonder what might have happened if I had taken my shot when we were younger.”

“Why didn’t you take that opportunity, sis? You and Keith were so close.”

“I saw how he looked at you that day I introduced him and couldn’t stand in the way of that, Abi. You’re my sister, and I love you dearly. I want the best for you.”

“Even if that is a gang bang?”

“That’s how Harry and I did it. You could find yourself random guys, try them out, and have affairs for months, and maybe that works. Please remember, there are no health screenings on Tinder, honey.”

“Jess’s breeding parties condense all of that?”

“Yes. She vets the men carefully for character profiles, intelligence, and physical proportions, shedding the ones who are not very nice. She asks them to take fertility tests and only accepts top performers.”

“Like it’s a one-and-done situation?”

“Not quite, Abi. It’s a difficult four or five days. Being fucked that much isn’t easy for either of you.”

“That’s why Keith gets to fuck a companion, in our case, that’s you.”

“Yeah… and that keeps the breeding party away from cuckolding unless it’s your kink.”

I mulled it over. While many would say the idea was socially irresponsible, it couldn’t be any worse than me going out to a singles bar, picking up unknown men, and fucking them. I didn’t like the idea of squirting a turkey baster or syringe full of sperm inside me, either.

“If you want the best for me, Julie, you’ll consider being my husband’s lover for five days. I trust you not to run away with him. Perhaps you could move in if feelings are deep on both sides.”

“Polyamory?”

“Something like that. The alternative is that you go sexless and without companionship until your kids grow up and leave home.”

“We’d be an odd family, Abi.”

“Would you do the same for me were our roles reversed?”

She considered that with a curious look on her face. Julie hadn’t put herself in my shoes, but now she did, and her body language relaxed.

“Yes, I probably would. Harry always had a thing about you… well, honestly, he wanted us both at the same time.”

“There you go. I assume you know Keith is well endowed?”

“I guessed he has a massive cock because he’s got hard around me quite a few times, and I’ve seen it tenting his pants.”

I flung my arms around my sister’s neck, beckoning Keith to us from the living room. He joined us in a loving, hugging tryst, and our three heads merged like a friendship triangle.

“Are we doing this, you guys?”

“Yes.”

“Yes.”

It was decided. My inaugural gang bang was the means for our pregnancy to happen.

The following day, I woke up to breakfast in bed, and my husband was ready to help me in any way possible. I wasn’t sure why, but I wanted to look my best for the sperm donors, so I shaved my pussy and waxed my legs thoroughly, then rushed to an impromptu hair appointment and got my nails done.

Before I left home, Keith watched me toil in the shower for beauty’s sake.

“Are you shaving your pussy completely?”

“Yes, Keith, with the amount of semen flowing in and around there over the next few days, I don’t want it matting my pubic hairs, causing me to look like a horrible mess.”

“Fuck… that’s turned me on.”

“Do you mean the thought of me being fucked by other guys or you making love to my sister?”

“Both. I called Julie earlier, and she was also preparing herself. She asked if I enjoyed hairy pussy or shaven.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I said she should go with her preference, which I would enjoy either way.”

Good man.

“Julie has feelings for you, husband.”

“I feel more than firm friendship for Julie, but I’m sure you knew that. It’s not as strongly as I love you, though.”

“I know, Keith. This can work out if we are sensible and mindful of each other’s feelings.”

Later in the day, we met at the Fuck Buddy Chapel, and I was surprised that the parking lot was already full. Jess ran to our car when she saw us hugging everyone as though we’d arrived for a children’s sports day event.

“Who are all of these people, Jess?”

“Mostly sperm donors, but some are wives with their husbands, getting filled up the same way you will be.”

“You mean other people in our predicament?”

“Today, the chapel holds a breeding party for anyone who booked a set of donors. The guys come from all over the country, and I carefully vet each one.”

“Okay… do the guys spread themselves around among the girls?”

“Nope, not on the day because that might create a cohort of siblings all the same age. You have the same team who made it work for Julie, though, so your babies might wind up being related in more ways than you intended.”

“We’ve discussed that eventuality.”

“Are you ready to meet your donors, Abi?”

“Yes.”

As I walked through the chapel, hand in hand with my husband, I felt a sense of occasion. His fingers trembled, much like mine. Eyes, affirming nods, and smiles followed us; I felt lifted by an incredibly positive vibe from everyone.

I had a sense of knowing our problems would soon be solved, and I grew more turned on by the moans of sexually satisfied men and women coming from inside nearby confessionals, some with doors wide open and spectators looking in, wanking themselves or each other.

I was still worried about the long-term effects of stepping off a sordid cliff but was well past the point of no return. My gusset felt sticky, and I knew we had to get on with me being fucked before I became too much of an embarrassing mess.

Ten men will fuck me many times each today.

Then they will fuck me again tomorrow.

And the next.

As we passed by, I peered through a confessional door that was left wide open, and three guys crowded around, watching and waiting their turn to fuck a wife held lovingly by her husband while she craned her neck around, kissing him. Her ecstatic cries were muffled by their kiss while a donor with what seemed to be a giant cock wrapped his arms around her legs and was plowing her pussy hard.

“Is that how it’s done, Jess?”

“Yeah. We recommend that position because anything else starts making the session more kinky. It’s also nice for the wife to be cradled and for the husband to be somewhat engaged in her insemination.”

“Isn’t the whole thing seriously sleazy anyhow?”

“Yeah, but the eroticization of humiliation is a particular taboo. If you’re into it, that’s great, but the breeding party is not the place to explore cuckolding or swinging. If you guys want membership in the Fuck Buddy Chapel, we can talk about that later.”

“Hopefully, I’ll be pregnant later, and all kinky sex will be out of bounds.”

“Most guys especially love fucking a pregnant girl, Abi.”

“Oh my. Well… we’ll have to discuss that at home.”

I glimpsed Keith’s lewd expression when he saw and heard what I did and wondered how far we might advance down the road of exploring our sexuality. We hadn’t been kinky before, although my husband had fucked me in the back passage a few times. It was fun but never evolved into more. Now, maybe it would, and a new exploration of suppressed sexuality might commence.

Jess allocated us confessional number seven, which seemed the largest. Outside, on a long wooden bench, I saw my ten-man insemination team sitting casually, chatting and joking. When they saw me, they stood up almost reverently, smiling, reaching out to shake hands with Keith first, then me, and finally Julie, whom they all recognized.

Some guys kissed Julie on the cheek as though they were meeting their sister for lunch.

We stepped inside while my donors waited outside. The room was big, light, and airy, with a faint aroma of incense wafting politely. Little remained from the Chapel’s humble beginnings, although rich, ebony-colored wood-paneled walls and highly polished herringbone parquet flooring gave it a hallowed feel.

I was pleased to see an enormous wooden headboard with handgrips for a girl to leverage herself on while fucking her swains. The bed had masses of fluffy pillows for my husband to lay back on while cradling me in his arms. The duvet and sheets were expensive Egyptian cotton, and brand new, thick, luscious orange towels were provided for the en-suite wet room with a rainfall shower.

Jess was outside the confessional, talking to my donors, who had all been my sisters’ on another day. They had agreed to meet me, and with that out of the way, each must decide whether to proceed.

I felt nervous, almost terrified of their rejection.

When Jess stepped through the door, smiling from ear to ear, she ruffled a bunch of signed forms waiving parental rights for the men.

“They all agreed, and by the looks of them, can’t wait to fuck you.”

“That’s great. I worried a few donors might back out.”

“You’re a beautiful woman, Abigail, who wouldn’t want to fuck you?”

Keith and I countersigned the agreements, indemnifying every donor for any parental responsibilities or costs associated with a child’s upbringing.

“The guys suggested you might want the first four in rapid succession, then one every half an hour after that, with fifteen-minute breaks in between. That will keep you full of seed all day.”

“Okay… I’ll do what you feel is best, Jess.”

“That’s how your sister did it.”

“Okay, and what about her and my husband?”

“It’s up to you. Most husbands and wives enjoy sharing the breeding time. They usually fit hubby’s fun with his fuck buddy in between fill-up sessions.”

I stared at my husband and sister. If anyone wanted to back out, now would be the last chance, and they knew it. Both nodded their consent in silence, but there was no mistaking the flushed cheeks, excited glances that passed between them, and sparkling eyes.

“I want to hold you while each guy plants their seed inside, Abi.”

“I’d prefer that too, sweetheart. You both can fuck anytime we rest.”

I turned to Jess and screened the timings on her list. I’d be fucked twenty times in fourteen hours and probably repeat that same schedule daily. During that time, my donors would not partake of anyone else’s flesh, even their fists.

“I’m ready for this, Jess.”

“Okay, get undressed, and I’ll ask the first guy to come in.”

“Thank you.”

I’d noticed all the donors were trim, handsome, and healthy, with ripped muscles and well-proportioned physiques. Jess assured me she checked these things carefully, but I glanced at the first guy when he undressed.

Nice cock size but not close to Keith. Nice bod, too.

Fuck, I’m turned on.

There was no escaping the fact my pussy leaked like a broken faucet and that a sticky mess dominated the top of my thighs. Julie caught a whiff of my primordial aromas, and I saw a knowing grin light up her face when she breathed in deeply. Keith knew it, too, and held me close, crushing his nine-inch cock hard against my crotch.

“I want to fuck you right now, Keith.”

“Me too, baby, but there would be little point. Let’s get into position and allow these potent donors the best possible access to your pussy.”

Julie and I puffed up pillows and made a backrest for Keith to lean against so that I could sit between his legs, with him prising mine wide open from behind using his hands. My sister said it felt like her husband was giving up access to her pussy for the guys to fuck, something that helped engage both of them in the process.

When I sat down and wriggled into a cradled position in my husband’s arms, he slid his hands gently down my thighs, firmly gripping behind both knees. I gasped loudly when he hauled my legs back, pressing both knees wide open, exposing my pussy like never before.

I was taken aback, forced into complete vulnerability, and felt ready to be fucked. My pussy was creamier than usual, a result of my ovulation as my labia swelled and trembled. I reached down and felt my sticky clitoris rising out of the protective pouch, so I glanced and saw the cute, creamy pearl nub begging for tongue.

My donor crawled up the bed and kneeled before me with his solid, veiny shaft in one hand. He slid his cock between my pussy lips, parting them wide, then plowed his glans up and down my drenched slit. He looked at my husband, grinned, and rubbed the underside of both thighs before gently easing my fuck hole onto his cock.

I trembled and felt the twinge of an orgasm spark in my womb like a lighthouse match in a storm. My muscles tensed, and every sinew stretched as flutters of joy rippled out from my pussy to every corner of my body.

“Let’s make a baby, shall we, Abi and Keith?”

“Yes, please.”

I felt nervous and twisted my head, kissing my husband deeply, enjoying his warm, silken lips and the electrifying tongue that sought mine. My first seed donor’s cock slid easily inside my wanton pussy until he was balls deep, rocking back and forth, opening me up while my pussy walls pressed hard against his cock.

I stretched beautifully on his lovely cock, blooming like a rose opening on a mid summers morning. I hadn’t fucked Keith for a few days, so my pussy felt tight, and my donor’s cock was gnarly hard and desperate to fuck me.

His eyes told me how desperately he wanted to impregnate me, and the power of that moment elicited my whimper. I needed love, so I twisted my neck again, checking my husband approved of the fact I was loving every second of being fucked by a stranger.

“Does his cock feel good?”

“It feels great. I want to be a slut, honey.”

“I want that too, Abi.”

I kissed my husband while my donor fucked me hard, moaning and enjoying the way I clenched hard against his cock, milking it. His solid shaft pounded me hard, fast, and rhythmically. What he lacked in length and girth, he made up for with enthusiasm and care as he hauled my cunt on and off his cock while my moaning got louder and I floated into a slutty heaven.

When I had my first small orgasm, I was still kissing Keith, but it was that, and the fact that another man was railing my cunt, that caused my eruption of pleasure that rolled like waves on a tumultuous ocean. My husband’s cock pressed hard into my back, so I knew he was having fun holding me wide open.

I squirted and stared at my lover in shame because I had soaked us both.

“Don’t worry, Abi. If this were not a breeding party, I would have puckered my lips and sucked your unicorn pee out, swallowing the lot.”

“Would you really?”

“You and your husband should complete the membership forms and I’ll prove it anytime.”

I saw love etched deep and meaningfully on Keith’s face while I was swept up in an immense orgasm that had its roots in the tawdry breeding party that held me in its thrall.

“I’m cumming again!”

Our donor took us both by surprise, and I saw a stunned expression on my husband’s face reflected in the wall mirror.  A stranger was seeding my reproductive organs by emptying his semen deep inside the throbbing pussy hole that belonged to my husband.

At the moment I was filled with hot seed, I stared into Keith’s eyes while he held me open.

“This isn’t a one-off, Keith.”

“I don’t want it to be.”

I held my breath and turned my head back around, staring at my husband’s reflection, feeling terrified that the reality of our chosen pregnancy method might have knocked him for six and he would come to his senses.

When Keith grinned and nodded his head at me through the reflection, I felt enormous relief, letting go of my orgasm, unrestrained by the problems I’d foreseen that hadn’t materialized. I thrashed around, squirming to a tumultuous, shuddering, wet climax on the end of my donor’s cock while held lovingly in my husband’s arms.

His cock jerked and twitched inside me, decanting every last drop of baby-making seed. I had an ocean of hot cum deep inside me, with swimmers already surging through my reproductive organs, hunting down the ripe egg in my ovaries.

I blinked when he withdrew his cock, smiling at him with a feeling of enormous appreciation. He nodded and grinned, giving me the impression that fucking me had been great fun for him.

“You were amazing, Abi. Thank you.”

“Thank you, too.”

My fuck buddy shook Keith’s hand, gripping hard and long as though some camaraderie existed between the husband and his wife’s sperm donor. It felt odd and yet lovely that everything was proceeding so politely. It was as though Keith and I were joined by a team that wanted us to win a race.

With my first donor’s cock out of my pussy and the next guy lined up behind him, I felt a large teardrop of semen drip from my gaping wide pussy hole. I glanced at the tissues beside us on a nightstand but needed to do nothing more because Keith whipped a few out of the box, reached around, leaned over to see what he was doing, and wiped up my semen-sodden crack.

He looked at the soaked tissue, grinned, and tossed it in the wastebasket.

“It’s a shame to waste it, but plenty more guys are lined up outside, and he’ll be back in a few hours with another full load.”

“Thank you, Keith.”

Keith held me wide open for the next guy to fuck me with a similar-sized cock. The new donor smiled, then kissed me on the cheek and shook my husband’s hand respectfully while his cock slid deep inside my creamy, drenched hole.

I was sloppy seconds, then thirds, and so on for hours, then days, but each guy who fucked me made themselves known deep inside my hole, leaving a sample of their DNA. They pleasured themselves inside me before depositing a priceless treasure, and I believed each one that mounted me wanted to father my child.

Gradually, the atmosphere between Keith, me, and my sister changed, taking on an almost party mood as each guy fucked, then came inside me. Watching my husband fuck my sister was far easier than I had envisioned, and I thought that was because they were such great friends, and I loved both of them.

I also enjoyed watching them fuck all the way, stroking my husband’s ass cheeks as he pounded my sister’s fuck hole. I got off on sharing Keith with Julie to the extent I wanted to rub one out. I felt so moved that I spoke privately with Jess about the matter.

“You’re a cuckquean sweetheart.”

“A what now, Jess?”

“You are eroticizing the sharing aspect of letting your sister and husband fuck one another.”

“Am I sick?”

“Only if you fuck your sister.”

“Yeah… that won’t happen.”

“Then just go with it and enjoy, Abi.”

Every time Julie screamed the place down when Keith fucked her, she confessed my husband’s cock was the thickest and longest ever to grace the inside of her pink cathedral. I think he fucked my sister at least six times each day, starting in a missionary, then doing it in every possible tawdry position, while I fucked my donors only on my back and while cradled in my husband’s loving arms.

When Keith was exhausted, but they both wanted to fuck more, I helped, soaking my index finger with saliva, slipping it deep inside my husband’s back passage while he fucked my sister. I massaged his prostate, forcing more strength into his cock to help them until I felt his cock twitching, whereupon I fingered harder and milked Keith’s semen into my sister’s pussy.

I saw the depth of feeling the two friends had and knew this monster-breeding party wouldn’t be the end of our adventure, but I couldn’t countenance a discussion about that until my pregnancy was confirmed.

By the end of day five of my gang bang, I felt tired, and my pussy ached, but we estimated I’d been fucked sixty-eight times in five days, pumping two to three hundred milliliters of potent semen inside my reproductive organs. That amounted to thirty billion sperm, give or take a few hundred million, one of which would hopefully meet and fall in love with my egg enough to spark life and make a baby.

When we left the chapel, every guy that had fucked me hugged all three of us, wishing us well. We went home, where my husband spooned me to sleep. I rested for a few days, leaking cum into my gusset frequently. When Keith went down on me after a couple of days, licking my swollen pussy petals, we didn’t mention anything about what he was eating. I enjoyed his tongue; he had fun, too, and there seemed no reason to point out the obvious.

A couple of weeks later, I missed my next period, and that was an encouraging sign, but I wouldn’t tempt fate until ten days after that when three consecutive pregnancy tests proved positive. I laid them out on tissues at our dining table for Keith to see when he came home, and my husband stared in disbelief before lifting me high and cheering.

“You’re pregnant, Abi?”

“We’re pregnant, honey.”

He sank to his knees, tearing up my blouse so he could kiss my belly even though the life growing inside was so tiny it wouldn’t show for months. I understood why Keith wanted to make our baby’s acquaintance right away, and as I cradled his head close, kissing his hair while crying, I knew we’d made the right choice.

I called my sister, who was thrilled, and begged her to come around and celebrate with us. When she arrived, it looked like she’d had many sleepless nights, probably coming out in sympathy with me for the same reason.

“It worked, Julie.”

“I told you it would sis.”

“I’m so pleased we did this.”

I hugged her, then felt Julie’s sobbing and knew something awful happened. I leaned back and checked out her sad face, worried it might be something serious.

“What’s wrong, Julie?”

“I’m pregnant, sweetheart.”

She fished around in her bag and held out three unmistakably positive test results, with tears streaming down her cheeks.

“I wasn’t on birth control when Keith fucked me. I shouldn’t have needed it.”

She stared at Keith, slightly accusatory, and he slumped onto a chair. I was in shock, snapping my head one way, then the other, taking in the news.

“Is Keith the father?”

“It can only be him, Abigail. I promise you I have made love to no other man since Harry.”

“How, though?”

“I asked at the clinic, and they said it was a multiple billion’s to one chance, but unless Keith had a vasectomy, that possibility would always exist.”

“And now we’re both pregnant?”

“Your husband got me pregnant, sweetheart. I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, Julie.”

“Yes, sweetheart, but-.”

“No, but’s Julie… let’s have no regrets. We’ll start planning for you to move in right away.”
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A secret punisher at a publishing company takes names and hands out retribution, notifying the guilty parties by secret emails. Who is the punisher, why are they such a secret, and how do they chastise?

Secret affairs have always been a thing at parties, but what happens when the music stops and bodies lie sleeping everywhere in a living room, across couches, chairs, and on the floor?
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