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Inferidelity Ch. 01

"Patel?" my wife said, astonished.

It started at the sex therapist. Just before Christmas.

Our sex life was fine, but not perfect. Two years after our first kid, we wanted to have a second, just in time for my wife's thirtieth. However, we both admitted that we could barely conjure up the passion to make love once a week, much less multiple time during her ovulation period.

It wasn't because her body had changed. In fact, all my favorite features about my beautiful wife had barely changed after childbirth. She always had these "slut tits" that I loved. I only called them that in my head, because they reminded me of the type of tits that most men imagined on their penultimate stripper or fantasy hooker. Her little belly was still cute, her eyes were still big and blue, and her ass hadn't changed. We just...lost the passion.

We had everything in life: great jobs, a beautiful five-year old daughter, our dream home, and a pretty damn good marriage. Everything was going according to the plan. Rather than wait until things degraded into a dead bedroom, which many of our other married friends endured, we went to a therapist. We thought the best defense would be a good offense..

I nodded in response to her inquisitive look.

"So this therapist handed you an index card," she continued, a little louder than normal, "...and you wrote on it that the sexual fantasy you turn to when you have to be aroused, before making love to me, is of me have sex with fucking disgusting, lizard-faced Patel at one of the Brighton's pool parties? This cannot be real."

"Now Nicole," the therapist said, "we promised we wouldn't judge. This is an open forum. John, can you explain what excites you about that situation?"

I sighed, "Patel is a pretty unsavory guy, he-"

Nicole interrupted, "Uhm, he's like five foot five, balding, kind of fat, has weird Indian-guy hair, is addicted to strippers, let me repeat that, is openly addicted to strippers and talks constantly about them like they're his friggin girlfriends...I mean, your co-workers are techy guys, I get that, and some of them are crazy anti-social, but this guy is just outright repulsive. On, like, a base level. That's why this is so....well...."

The therapist laughed a bit in order to add levity to the situation. My wife failed to mention that Patel was a multi-millionaire thanks to his dealings in the tech startup scene. She failed to mention that his stripper ramblings were tongue-in-cheek party talk that came from a man with few social graces and deep, deep personal insecurities. Or, that when we attended one of these pool parties, he stared at her wet bikini-clad breasts like a suckling child every second he could.

"Right," I said, "That's the thing. You talk all the time about how much he disgusts you, and he's unbelievably pathetic. Everybody knows that. Hell, even Patel knows he's pathetic. So....I guess...it's two things. First, if you did make love to him, it would be because I told you to. Any other guy in this world, you might be attracted to, it would make me jealous and feeling betrayed. But him...in my fantasy, you're with him because I told you to be, and that gets me off, really hard. I think it's a power thing."



"Good, good," the therapist said, "That's the root of it...go on..."

"And the other thing," I said, continuing, "So here you are, this genetically gifted person, with so much going for you, and this...I won't be insulting but...Patel's genetic....whatever....his scent, his bonding hormones, his cum....you're risking so much just letting him inside you, and it makes no sense, on like this really animal level, and-"

"It makes no sense, at all," my wife said, eliciting more polite giggles from the therapist.

"I know! OK? I know it doesn't. There was one pool party where your top was above the waterline and Patel was just flat out staring at you. I mean this guy was borderline ready to jump your bones five feet away from me. He was in love with watching the water evaporate off your tits. And...I don't know. It really lit me up. It's the last time I can remember feeling something deep, sexually. Something that pierced the veil."

The therapist started to go off on a diatribe about openness. She advised us to not actually act-out these fantasies, but instead to dabble in them in harmless ways. The rest of the session didn't reach that level of emotionality. I was left wondering if I deeply disturbed my wife.

This exchange happened after Nicole admitted her deepest fantasy: having me watch her have sex with another man. She was quick to assure me it didn't have to do with my sexual performance, but it was just a naughty idea that popped into her head.

"At its base, I think it would get me off that you showed that much self control. That you could be a Gary Cooper strong silent type, even in that situation. That's what I love about you the most, when you're just....so, so strong."

I didn't probe into her reasoning the same way she interrogated me. I just accepted her, like I always did.

--

This was in the car on the way home from the therapist.

She brought up the Patel thing, but she was more accepting this time.

"So...let's say, guys like Patel....one of these lizard men in their mid 40s with no wife or children...what would you even do if I flirted with them?"

I felt the anxiety from the fantasy bubble up in mind, "That wouldn't shake me. But you could fool around. You could even go further with my permission. That would get me going. Afterwards, I don't think I'd care what you did. You'd get a pass."

I couldn't believe I had said what I said.

"You soooo would care! You would be mad at me forever." she retorted, smiling.

"Yes, I suppose I would be. Sorry."

She laughed. But after years of marriage, she knew I was being truly honest with my first response. We just couldn't say those types of things out loud or dwell on them. If we did, things would fall apart.

--

This was midway through the Brighton's first pool party of the summer.

It was six months after the sex therapist session. I had completely forgotten about the Patel fantasy. Our sex life was red-hot for a few weeks after we saw the therapist, but had settled back into mediocrity. And...she still wasn't pregnant.

The Brightons house was huge. They had something like eight bedrooms, a dedicated gym, and a billiards room with arcade games. The IT industry was a place to meet people with extreme wealth, and Patel was nearly in the Brighton's range of excess. I saw him briefly and said hello. He was ranting about his new bright purple sports car, how he spent twenty thousand dollars at a strip club last week, how he took a hooker as his "date" to a resort in Mexico. All of this would be confounding if it wasn't coming from a meek, tiny man with thinning hair and a beer gut. Through his broken English, pretty much everything Patel said was almost adorable, even if it involved stripper orgies and the impulsive spending of an isolated, lonely man.

I was getting a beer from their outdoor kitchen when I saw, out of the corner of my eye, my wife talking to someone. Her tits were hanging nicely in her bikini that night and her ass looked to be on point. We briefly made eye contact, and she gave me an intense look that I didn't normally see from her. I glanced away and when I turned back, she was gone.

Twenty minutes later, I went inside to use the restroom. When I exited, I realized I hadn't seen Nicole for some time. The look she gave me earlier seemed to say that I needed to find her. I walked through the house quietly. In the dark, I could see two figures shifting in the moonlight.

I saw the outline of their bodies as they laid on the end of a bed, heads facing the doorway. Patel was on top of my wife, kissing her quietly but with intimacy. The side of her bikini top was shifted and one of her breasts was visible. Patel was massaging her inverted nipples as they explored each other's bodies.

I felt the blood surge from my legs straight into my skull. The initial defensive reaction subsided almost too quickly as I noticed an outright intoxicating level of arousal overtake me, with a deep mix of fear. It was like smelling gasoline at a fill station: it felt really good, but my mind was telling me to stop enjoying the sensation before I hurt myself.

Patel pulled away, "Do you like me?" he whispered to her meekly.

She gave him a cadillac smile. "I like you. I like your strong hands."

"This is bad, your husband will hurt us."

She rubbed his head, "We're just fooling around. We only had two good kisses. My other boob isn't out. It's just a little fun."

For the next ten minutes, my wife led him on with those little phrases, assuring him. After slow goading and casual giggling, she had her top off, and his fingers disappeared beneath her bottoms.

"Our suits are on," she said, as Patel fumbled around with my wife's vagina, "It's not cheating."

There was something so erotic about her gentle words guiding him down the slippery slope. She was giving him every excuse to continue, like she was leading on a hesitant child.

I walked into the room. Patel looked startled, his big doe-like innocent eyes loomed large. My wife grabbed his head and turned him back towards her, giving him soft, meaningful kisses. She knew I would come and find her eventually. She didn't even turn to look at me.

I stood at the side of the bed. The musty smell of chlorinated water mixing with the down comforter and my wife's juices was stimulating me in ways I couldn't understand. After she broke their final kiss, she pushed down his swim trunks. Patel's brown, freckled cock sprang free, and I have to say it wasn't as diminished as the rest of the man. Even in the moonlight, I could tell he was unbelievably hard. It was the first time in my life I had seen a man's penis in any erotic situation, and yet I had no true reaction to it. In my detached fever, it was the instrument that could further the taboo that had soaked my mind in euphoria.

"Ooohh, bad, bad...we should stop.." she cooed. Patel took his cock in hand and began to rub it into her bottom. He rubbed hard enough to shift the cloth of the bikini. He was deliberate, probing, but respecting her rules.

"I feel heat," Patel muttered sheepishly, "I can feel the heat."

Her camel toe appeared and I could see the outline of her pussy shift as he shoved into her. He kept probing into her and she was moaning softly, leading him on. Her nipples were now erect, and her mouth was agape from her deep breathing.

I felt like I was walking in a dream when I reached forward and untied the string of her bikini.

Even in her altered state, she was horrified. She finally looked at me. I stared back defiantly. If she could do all this heavy petting without informing me, I had a "gimme" in the bank. It was my turn to dictate the course of things.

Patel was shoving his cock against her loosening bottom in an animalistic state. He was too timid to rip into her, so he kept playing the game. Slowly but surely he was using his cock to push her bottom to one side. The thin layer of material was covering less and less of her crotch.

"So bad..." she muttered, keeping up her reluctance. I didn't know if she was serious or if she just enjoyed building tension. The bottom was pushed to one side, and I think Patel may have edged the head of his cock inside her slightly. He withdrew timidly and she put her hand in front of her opening. Of her short list of lifelong lovers, Patel had made the cut. That much, at least, was irreversible.

"Do you do this with the other girls?" she said, breathlessly, "At the club?"

She kissed him with a peck to distract him, "Yes yes," he said. She sort of motioned to get space between the two of them and smiled, hoping to buy time.

"Do they get tests? Do they-" he pushed the tip into her and she moved her hand to try and cover where he probed, "Tests? Clean? Are they cl-"

Somehow he found a way to push past her hand and he was entering her. Her eyebrows furrowed and she clenched her teeth. The blood in my head felt like it rushed through the floor.

"Heeeey," she said, placing her hands on his chest in a sign of affectionate resistance, "Come on, lll--" she lost her thoughts and her eyes widened as he pumped. Her body was relenting. "Let's talk....bout this....wait a sss--" she groaned, "sec..."

He began rocking his hips. I sat there, my own cock erect, dying inside as I watched another man see my wife's breasts jostle in circles as he plowed into her. That sight had driven me to hundreds of orgasms and now, for the first time, another man was stealing that same, deeply personal joy. Nicole's head tilted and her eyes closed. She was getting deeper into it. I knew how sweet her breath smelt at moments like this. Her respectful, level-headed self was withering.

"Ok you....had a few pumps....lez talk....let me....uhhohh no. Gotta...pull out..."

A man she truly loathed was probing into her depths, spreading microscopic cells inside her that were no less dangerous than bullets in a game of Russian roulette. If Patel was a little rough in the booth at the club the night before, he could be pumping a disease into the mother of my children, one that could haunt her for the rest of her life. And yet here I was, watching as she shuddered each time he threw his body weight into her. I didn't lift a finger to stop him.

Globs of the genetic material coating the end of his cock rubbed deep into her womb. This was the worst risk of all. Even if we escaped unscathed, and erased the "mistake" at a local pharmacy, we would have to remember another man as a potential father of her children.

Every thrust into her was like the empty click of a gun chamber...click, click, click.

My most looming, darkest fear: what if she...cared about him. The man inside her was far wealthier than me and malleable. She could upgrade her life, and find a new man servant...what if this was pandora's box? How many beautiful woman hung off the arm of men far uglier and older than him in the name of the almighty dollar? Could we ever be the moral judge of his stripper addiction if we allowed her, my precious wife, to be debased beneath him like a low-class call girl?

My mind envisioned clumps of his precum, sticking to her walls. She looked lesser to me now, like a stupid, wayward bitch. Less than human.

I was so horny. I was feverishly, devotedly horny. Ten years of total sexual monotony was scorched along with our fidelity, and I was either going to watch my fantasy unfold or get divorced trying. I noticed a digital clock that Patel could easily see.

"If you last until 10:30, you can cum inside."

Patel didn't acknowledge me, but slowed his strokes. Nicole's face contorted and she struggled to convey her disagreement through the waves of taboo pleasure jolting through her. Strategizing, she started mulling him on...and probably praying that Patel's obedient nature and extreme arousal would spare her from taking his cum.

"Cum in me," she said with despondent, begging eyes, "Make your cum in me, make a baby, Do it. I'm so hot, I need you...."

She started panting. Sweat was pouring off her forehead. Stroke after stroke was pounding into her as the clock ticked away. In a move that was more to toy with me than it was to goad Patel, she pressed her knees into his sides, trapping him inside her. This was the first point where I felt the need to physically stop the proceedings. It was the first time I felt deep, bellowing jealousy. She was a whore on her back in a cave, waiting. If I ripped him off her, I might save the cultured, intelligent woman I loved. Or at least, my idea of her.



The seduction became too much for her overwhelmed new lover. Much to my relief, he pushed past her gripping knees and barely escaped her slick vagina. A thick, audible jet of cum sprayed hard against her shaved pussy lips. It was so intense I could have sworn some of it pushed them apart and slithered its way inside.

"Oh wow," she said in between pants, "Look at all that baby spray..."

As the last of his cum escaped him, her hand wrapped around his cock and milked it, spreading the last drops onto her pussy lips as she squeezed them from him. She smiled and laughed as she took both his cheeks in her hands and looked him in the eye.

"Baby spray!" she said again, laughing.

The clock switched to 10:30. He was so close, yet so far away. I was too flustered from the intensity of the moment and left the room. I sat in the hall, my head in my hands, trying to collect my thoughts. I peered around the corner and saw them in an embrace, her nose nuzzling his as they smiled and exchanged sweet little nothings. They faced each other, side by side.

"You love me?" she asked him. I could see him palming one of he breasts.

"Yes yes. You love me?"

She nervously giggled, "You're special to me. You're in my heart now."

They kissed. And this wasn't a peck, or even passion. This was meaningful, deliberate.

"This is good love," Patal uttered.

She beamed at him, "This is good. You're making me feel so special."

I saw him sort of rock his body into her. I couldn't tell if he was adjusting position or probing her with another erection. They were whispering.

My wife's eyes grew again.

"No....this is so dangerous...."

He pumped into her five or six times with his cum covered cock. Somehow she summoned the presence of mind and pushed away from him. His half erect cock slurped out of her. He shoved it back in and she cooed. I had to walk away. This was her choice now, and I had to save myself from any further agony.

--

This was in the car, after my wife opened the door.

She was still wearing her bikini. I was furiously masturbating, being careful that no one else leaving the party could see me. I had left her in his arms, defenseless, so I could masturbate, alone, in the dark.

As soon as she was inside, I jammed my fingers into her bottoms and collected two fingers worth of the ice-cold sperm still matted on her vagina. I didn't know if this was fresh, or left over from the session I had witnessed. I shoved his cum deep into her cunt. Her eyes glazed over and she nearly came in an instant.

We made furious love, in the parking lot, not caring if anyone could see us.

--

This was in the living room, the next day, after we fed our kid.

While she prepared breakfast, I ran to the pharmacy. She was sitting in a chair in a red silk bathrobe. The top of the robe was split open and a faint hint of cleavage was saying hello. I placed a morning-after pill next to her on the end table.

"How are you feeling?" I asked her.

She sighed deeply. The sun was bouncing off her big, saucer-sized blue eyes. I couldn't believe how innocent she looked. I was deeply in love with her.

"In my mind? I....can't believe what we did. I have this deep, deep, sort of...loathing, thinking about touching him, saying those things to him. I can't believe his naked body was...anywhere near me."

I was surprised at her negative reaction, "Well then you're one hell of an actress."

She looked me in the eye and shook her head, "I said that was what was in my mind. That loathing and that disgust is still... energy. Still the first time I felt alive in a long time. My heart was bursting out of my chest because it felt so good to explore another man, and to have him make me....feel. Even if it was a slog and a challenge, and a little disgusting...I still felt. It's been so long since I felt anything that immense."

I nodded, "We took a lot of risks." I made sure to group us together to avoid shaming her.

She agreed with her eyes. "So, so unsafe...what if there's a baby..."

We let the big, big elephant in the room sit in silence. I remembered how it felt shoving his cum into her. What if she was unscathed until then? What if my horn-ball, delusional action was the deciding moment when nihilism bore fruit?



"There's the mind, the heart, and the soul. We haven't talked about the soul."

I paused. She looked white as a ghost. "What do you mean?" I asked.

She licked her lips, "I considered him. I think, if we want to come clean, we have to talk about that. Not just the gaudy porn stuff. You need to know that I considered him."

I was in disbelief, "What...?"

Her shoulders shrugged, "Maybe after the third or fourth long, drawn out kiss, I asked myself if I liked the way it felt to look in his eyes. He was touching me in ways you never have, what can I say? Novelty is exciting. We shared humor. He told me he loved me. Look..."

She reached for and then shoved her phone in my face. It was filled top to bottom with flat-out worshipful text messages from Patel, showering compliments on her.

"I ask myself: could I find a way to love him back? For a better life? Could he better support our daughter? You're the one who let other people into our marriage. Is it a marriage?"

I was agasp, "I...."

"I wish he was here now."

That statement just left me floored. She could see it.

"Right, so you thought because I disliked him, you had nothing to worry about. No jealousy, just the erotica, just the fucking. Well, here we are. I haven't stopped thinking about him, or how he smelled, or how his hair felt in between my fingers, or what it was like to have him inside me. I haven't stopped thinking about him. I feel bad because I judged him before. He's a good man. I just know it."

She looked me in the eye. The woman loved to provoke me. I couldn't tell if this was part of the game, or part of reality.

The taboo of it all was getting to me. To say I was aroused would be an understatement. We had made love five times the previous night, barely sleeping, and I was ready for another round.

"I'm fucking addicted to this," I said. She just returned my stare.

"You might as well quit trying to break me," I said sternly, continuing. "There's no way you can escalate this any further."

She looked at the package. With a nudge, it fell to the floor. The message was clear.

She had just turned a few nights of hot, passionate, carnal sex into a full month of primal caveman reclamation.. And she fucking knew it.

I held frame. She opened her robe, and her taut little belly sprung forth, just below her those delicious dump-truck breasts. With a quick flick of her fingers, she sent a text message and then placed the unlocked phone, just above her pussy. In the unlikely, but very possible, event that Patel had placed his child inside her, it was growing at a geometric rate just beneath that phone. It sat there as she closed her eyes, rubbing her temples.

After a long hesitation, I finally took the bait. I got down on my knees and leaned in to read the phone. I could smell her pussy, and I yearned to lick it from top to bottom like it was our honeymoon. I recalled his "baby spray" audibly bouncing off of her vagina just hours before. I read the text message.

"I love you. So, so much."

I looked to her tummy as it softly waved up and down as she breathed. I've never wanted to fuck another human being more in my life. I looked to her face.

"What are you doing?" I asked in a gravelly voice. She kept rubbing her temples with her eyes closed.

"I've got options."

My cock was concrete. I thought I was going to pass out.


Inferidelity Ch. 02

This started after the first incident.

My wife and I made rabid, devouring love with one another every night, sometimes twice in a day, for weeks. For two working parents with a kid, that's an impressive feat. The mind games she played with me took a truly devious mind to conceptualize. Perhaps you'd have to be inside my head at that point in our marriage to know what I knew....but, for the record, I never once took her seriously. My wife was the type of person who was a resident assistant in her college dorm, the permanent designated driver, and our neighborhood HOA president. But, she was always, always, a closeted pervert. And her favorite hobby in life was trying to get a rise out of me. This was merely her true self, coming to life.

One night, I caught her on her tablet reading about raising a "Desi" baby as a white mother. Another night I caught her rubbing a dirty men's sock against her pussy. She made a show of nervously hiding it from me, and she claimed it was Patel's...(it wasn't, Patel didn't wear a cheap pair of Fruit of the Loom rubbed rather lazily in the dirt in our backyard). Another time, she left a list in plain sight on our kitchen counter, a "pros" and "cons" list of whether she should leave me. "Pros" were Patel's money, obedient nature, and his 'horse' cock. "Cons" included our daughter "having one of her Christmases with poor people."

Like I said, she was creative.

Buying into the fantasy certainly did fuel our passions. Somehow putting all that at risk, while living a life where we practically had no risks, made us animals. On some level, we felt alive again. I don't know if that was "good" or "bad."

But on a deeper level, I was suppressing strong feelings of territorial jealousy and anger. I know that the conversation we had the morning after that tenuous night was at least party sincere on her part. She certainly didn't love him, but she was dealing with some kind of primordial bonding they shared. But I also knew this was a test to see how much abuse I could take. Like I said, I was the "Gary Cooper" big silent type...it's what she loved the most about me.

Behind that strong-silent-type veneer laid some deeply inconvenient emotions. Sometimes she would be washing dishes, or enjoying a drink on our patio, and I would have the overwhelming urge to grab her by the hair and slap the shit out of her. Never once in my life had I ever thought of hitting a woman until a particular moment came to being: when I was walking away and saw Patel jam his cum-covered cock back inside her.

There was some subliminal moment, a wayward glance at her reaction, where I knew she belonged to him. I still didn't know what occured after I left her with him. Maybe she pushed him away and got dressed. Maybe he came in her ten times. None of that phased me. The image that had me fantasizing about knuckle-dragging violence was much more mundane. I envisioned her, kissing Patel, while he was inside her and they were completely alone in the dark, with a certain glint in her eyes. It was the look she sometimes gave me that made me feel wanted. If she gave that to him, which was a state that she seemed to be moving towards when she closed her eyes and let him back inside her without a full throated protest, then I was truly betrayed that night.

But, I walked away. And it was probably the right move.

When her period came, she was visibly let down. I knew her disappointment didn't lay in not being pregnant, but rather that the game was no longer afoot. In bed one night, she was laying against my shoulder, contemplating.

"You know it was all a goof, right? I was just having fun..." she said, looking up at me devilishly.

I didn't say anything in response. I knew my silence just made her more titillated.

"I hope this doesn't mean we go back to normal..." she purred, as she started groping me.

"Did you stop texting him?" I asked nonchalantly.

She was quiet, "Is it time to put this whole thing away...?"

"Mmmhmm."

She writhed a little, "OK, fine. I won't toy with him anymore."

We made small talk and eventually made love. It was quiet, and heated, but on some deeper level, we felt like something was lost.

--

This started six months after the first incident.

No pregnancy, no second baby. Our morale was getting low.

Our sex life started to feel the same way it did before the incident...rather pedestrian. As before, it was sufficient, but I had a lot of passionate, carnal, rage-filled sex in my short-term memory. I tried to brainstorm ways to bring the passion back, and the fantasies always led back to one place: another man. More specifically, seeing my wife dragged out of the cocoon of our marriage into the forbidden and the strange. The disgust and the jealousy, no matter how I hid it, stemmed from having that rather unkempt, undeserving man inside my wife. I tried to find ways to invite the same intensity back into our lives without someone simply defiling her.

A dozen google searches later, I felt like I found my plan of action...

--

This was a month later.

We were in a big box warehouse store, browsing a patio furniture set. Or...something. I was so excited I barely remember. The kid was with her grandparents. My wife was jabbering on and on about something she was looking at.

"Why did you make me wear this sundress?" she suddenly asked, laughing. Her words kind of cut through a fog. "It's kind of low cut for...groceries..." I just ignored her questions, Gary Cooper style.

We walked for awhile. "You're being weird..." she noted.

She was looking at a piece of produce when my phone dinged. I looked, and saw it was time.

"Listen," I said in a hoarse, low voice, "Keep your eyes on the fruit...act like we're just talking...no matter what you do, act normal."



She gave a confused look, but followed my instructions. I grabbed the space between her ass and pussy with authority. I started rubbing into her.

"A man is going to walk up to you. He's your new husband. For two minutes."

I rubbed my index finger into her slit.

"He's a loving husband that wants to kiss his wife. If you don't do what he says, I lose $600. If you satisfy him, we get $600."

I kissed her on the back of the head with intent and then walked away. She didn't call after me or move. I turned a corner and could see the back of her head as she jostled with the produce and tried to remain calm. Her shoulders and back heaved as she breathed deeply in anticipation. I knew the chemicals in her brain were flying all over the place. I had blindsided her.

When he walked up, I recognized him from the pictures on the app. He was older, maybe early fifties, with a full head of salt and pepper hair. He wore a red polo shirt that was untucked and sloped with his uncontroversial gut. He wore tennis shoes with jeans. His pace was a little hurried, but nothing that would raise eyebrows in public. My phone started to record him on his approach. There must have been a dozen or so people hovering around the area, lazily shopping and pushing their carts.

He came up behind my wife and gently rubbed one of her exposed shoulders. She froze in place, placing a piece of fruit down. I could see his hands as she sort of moved slightly to the side. One side of her face was visible to me. In a truly brazen but calculated move, he brought his hand down to her cleavage and placed his left hand directly into the lining of the dress. He started to massage her ample breast, in front of dozens of unaware people. It was a slow, methodical kneading of her nipple, but so terribly vulgar given the setting. My arousal shot up when I watched people pass idly by, not noticing my wife being groped. He spent a good twenty seconds, arduous and long, laying into her flesh. After what seemed like a surreal eternity, a middle-aged woman noticed, and outwardly stopped and scoffed. She looked at my wife and her assailant for some kind of recognition that they were aware of how inappropriate they were, but to no avail. My wife stood stoned off her rocker with lust and shock, staring into space. The woman hurried off with her cart, visibly upset.

He took his hand out from her dress and nudged her to turn around. When their eyes met, her eyelids fluttered as she tried to engage with the emotional tidal wave. The sensuality, mixed with her discerning his features, mixed with the public, mixed with the taboo...was overwhelming her.

The kiss started slow with a pec. He established the bond, pulled back, and looked her in the eyes. The next kiss laid into her, he wrapped his hands around her waist, and started something passionate. I sat and recorded my wife as she let her reluctance melt and lost herself in a terse, deep kiss. As strange as it sounds, the kiss attracted far more attention than the blatant groping. All the strangers that surrounded their makeout session just looked on with casual curiosity, but they had a crowd. I had to tense my toes to keep my cock from growing to inconvenient lengths in my pants.

--

This was in the car, afterward.

My wife's lips were pouty and her eyes were drained. I think his final twist of her nipple as he pulled away really set her off. The looks on the faces of the more observant shoppers as we went through checkout were something to see. After an intense makeout session in the middle of the store, she was exiting with....me. Some dope who helped her unload her cart was by her side, while her new romantic tryst was nowhere to be found.

"You're fuckin crazy," was all she could mutter as we walked out the door, "All of our neighbors shop there! What if they saw me?! You're fuckin crazy."

"You're so fuckin crazy," she murmurred one more time for good measure as I slammed the car door shut,. The car was eerily silent and the air was still. I pulled out six crisp $100 dollar bills from my pocket. As I did, I saw the message on my phone through the app.

Tits like Jamie Lee Curtis...adorable, timeless face. Please tell me she'll be back in the store. Thank you for sharing.



Somehow this made me even more horny. This man was just dying to tear into her, and I held all the power.

"I think you get the gist of what the app is about..." I said, "But the money was my idea."

I counted out the bills on the center console.

"A good slut just does her job and takes her money,"



My wife furrowed her brow, "I'm not a slut."

I nodded my head, "Well, a slut wouldn't want to know about the man who just groped her, right? So..."

I set the timer on my phone.

"You can take this money, and we go home. Or, you can go back inside in three minutes..."

I traced my index finger down the center of her cleavage.

"And make $1,200 more dollars. And be his wife again..."

I pulled her face up by the chin. I could feel the heat flushing into her face as she realized what I was proposing.

"For ten....quality minutes."

I pulled away and sat back against the car door

"Fuck me," she panted, "Just fuck me."

"No," I deadpanned. I don't think she was disappointed, but instead it amped up her level of feverish arousal even more. I pointed at the money.

"Every yes or no question about him will cost you $100. When the timer goes off, you decide."

I looked at the timer and stated what it read: "Two minutes. There's no shame in being a good, efficient slut."

Her throat quivered as she gulped and focused.

"Uhhmm...does he have an STD?"

I took a bill from the stack, "I have no idea."

"A wife? Is he married?"

"Yes, thirty years together," I said.

"Does he....does he have children?"



"Yes, two," I said, and took two bills.

She rolled her eyes, "Oh my God, that's so wrong..."



I cleared my throat, "You have a husband and a child, and it didn't stop Patel's cum slimed cock from jamming itself inside you.."

She glared at me, panting, "Fuck you."

"One minute," I declared.

She was getting flustered, "Just tell me his name. Please? Just...fuck you, tell me his fucking name."

I stayed quiet.

Her head shook in anger, "Has he had a vasectomy?"

I almost laughed. Two bills remained. "No."

She rolled her eyes, "Can he put a condom on?"

"No."

"Can... what about..." she stammered, looking for what other tidbit she could use to rationalize what she was about to do. When the light clicked, and she found the question, I knew her horniness level had hit a fever pitch. She was all in.

--

She leaned on a beautiful, real-wood desk in the corner of the store, near a bunch of office supplies, and spread her legs, waiting in an odd but not inappropriate position. I perched behind a shelf and began recording. When he walked up, it was once again nonchalant. The man was a decent actor.

Using his body to cover the proceedings, he ripped her panties off, but then turned her around to face him. She wasn't prepared for that reality. I watched her facial muscles contort as she tried to suppress her conscience and let the uncontrollable lust take over. He presented his cock and exposed balls from the fly of his jeans confidently, as if he was presenting a delicate gift to her. He rubbed the head of it a handful of times on her pussy. From my recording angle, the man appeared quite adept for the job. The way he slammed his cock into her with almost no warning was so utterly unnatural. When he entered, there was no resistance. Her pussy was on fire.

The sex took off in a hurry, and they rutted hard. Her beautiful, fleshy breasts jostled as he laid into her. The skirt covered the skin-on-skin contact, and he kept his belt on. It wasn't readily apparent, from a distance, that these were two people making love. Eventually, we had our first shopper walk into the aisle. My wife was staring deeply into her new lover's eyes, but I could sense he was averting making eye contact.

The shopper came up on their coupling, and was initially very confused. She thought the man was assaulting or hurting my wife. Even once she figured out what was happening, she looked to my wife and asked: "Oh my....are you...are you ok?"

My wife, flustered and jostling as she was rammed by the strange man's cock, simply nodded yes without averting her eyes from her lover's face. The lady ran off in a huff. My wife clenched the sides of his arms as she collapsed into passion.

--

This was about two minutes later.

At this point, my wife was sweating bullets. A small crowd of onlookers were keeping their distance, their mouths agape, watching with a relative mix of horror and amusement as my wife was bred in front of them. One of her tits had popped out of it's loose home inside her bra and was bouncing with the stranger's strokes. Her eyes were closed and his hand was gripping the back of her neck. Her bangs were matted to her forehead.

She had peaked already. I don't know if she came, but she was no longer on her way to the mountaintop. Now, she was waiting, patiently, for him to finish. Like a good, considerate lover.

A man in a security uniform walked up. I'm certain he has never seen anything quite like this. I felt myself tense as the outside world had quite clearly made its way into the fantasy. He placed a hand on the pepper spray on his belt,and walked towards my wife wife and her breeder with an outstretched hand.

"Excuse me, please disperse and walk away from one another."

My wife opened her eyes and saw the circus that had surrounded them. From her expression, I could tell the novelty had worn off, and she was now a slab of beef being manhandled in front of a crowd. She was visibly cooling to the experience, but her lover intensified his work.

"Sir, please, right now, step away from the desk!" the security officer yelled.

My wife placed a compassionate hand on his chest. Still panting slightly, she said something to him. Along the lines of, "Hey, let me up," or "Let's stop."

She motioned to maneuver away from him, pushing back until his cock was ready to fall out from her sodden pussy. I breathed a sigh of relief, thinking the tension of living with the thought of another man's sperm inside my wife wasn't nearly worth the erotic scene I'd experienced.

I could almost see the tip of his cock exit her when he took her in a chokehold by the neck. With their noses nearly touching, he let out five or six quick humps and then grunted as he finished in her. This was the first time he had deeply locked eyes with my wife since their first kiss. The crowd let out sort of an "oooo" sound as it was apparent to all around that he had finished while violently grabbing my wife's delicate throat. A groan of pleasure escaped her lips. With a methodical, slow, action he withdrew from her, and a thin, lazy stream of cum seeped it's way out of her. The crowd looked for a moment as my wife sat sunken-shouldered, one sweaty tit revealed to the world, the stranger's gism pooling between her thighs.

My wife's lover quickly turned and scurried towards a fire exit, hastily zipping up his pants. In what could only be described as a somewhat adorable gesture, my wife reached out to him lazily, trying to get him to stay. The security officer followed after him, and I saw an opportunity to help her escape.

"Honey," I said. She looked at me in a daze, "Come on, we have to go."

I took her by the hand and rushed her away from the onlookers. "What the hell..." one man exclaimed. The emergency alarm went off as the stranger from the app tried to elude interrogation. His sperm ran down my wife's leg as she ran out of the store, sans panties.

--

This was in the parking lot across the street.

My wife was riding my dick as she looked out the back window of our car. As she rode me, I could see the lights of the police car flicker in her eyelids. I could feel the cold sperm of her lover as she writhed against my cock. I wasn't sure if I was enjoying it, but I felt the irrepressible urge to cum in her as fast as possible.

"We're ssssooo fucked up, oh my God," my wife exclaimed as her orgasm built.

--

This was three days later.

I woke up to another frantic message from the stranger.

Once again, I loved the experience, but I need her again...please...

We were sitting, having morning coffee. Our kid was fast asleep. My wife was wearing a white cotton robe that barely covered her beautiful breasts. The sunlight was soft and cast a warm spectrum of orange and red on the kitchen. She looked white as a ghost.

I asked her what was wrong.

"Just..." she said, nearly in tears, "Just tell me his name."

I leaned over and put my arm around her. I softly tickled the space behind her neck with my fingers.

"Please," she pleaded as she began to cry, "All I can see is his face. Just tell me his first name. I want his first name."

Some mix of withdrawal, regret, and indignity was swirling inside her. I really didn't know if this was part of the game. And I actually hoped it was genuine, because my jealousy was reaching the same angry levels I had felt when she ripped me apart after the Patel affair. I wanted her to hurt.

"No," I deadpanned straight to her face. When she winced and cried harder, it made me feel aroused. I moved my chair as close to her as I possibly could and took one of her pale breasts in my hand. I reached around and gripped the back of her neck, the same way her lover held her in the store.

"What will you name his baby," I whispered in her ear. I felt a teardrop land on my fondling hand and another touch it after running down her jostling breast. My hand rubbed into her neck as she continued to sob, "Your little slut baby."

"Stop," she pleaded as her red eyes winced with tears, "Stop..."



I kept massaging as I shushed her protests. "Your slut baby is trash. He wanted his cheap thrill. He wants you to kill off that slut baby before it can feed off these tits. Get rid of that trash. Get-"



Before I could dig further into her, she pushed me away and darted off. Minutes later, we made raucous love.

--

This was two weeks after the incident.

"Did you figure it out yet," she said as she fingered her pussy on our king sized bed. I had the laptop broadcasting to our huge bedroom TV. I dragged the slider to the correct point in the video, cut it, and then put it on infinite loop. I placed it next to the bed.

"Oh fuck yes," she said as she frantically got up and straddled my erect cock in a reverse cowgirl position. As she moved on top of me, the eighteen hundred-dollar bills that surrounded us flew around and rustled. She took my whole cock in one push.

"I remember his smell..." she said, as she lowered onto me.

Frantically she began to grind into me as the clip played on the massive TV. I looped the same six seconds before, after, and during the moment the man delivered his seed into her. Everytime he thrust forward and creamed her, she seemed to hump into me faster and faster, cooing loudly at the building intensity.

The high res video made it clear: when he took her by the throat and looked her in the eye, he pushed past a barrier and made his mark on something fragile. The desperate look she returned was the look I was terrified she gave Patel: the look of total submission and adoration. A split second after he thrust into her, she made this, meaningful deep groan. From my recording distance, it was faint and echoed through the aisles. I focused on it as she plowed into my cock. There was something sacred about it...like the last guttural breath of a dying person.

If I wanted to, I could watch it every day. For the rest of my life. And I thought, at times, I would. If only to try and find the exact moment when she let him fully in.

That was hardly the last time we enjoyed mind-jarring sex while that video looped endlessly in the background. Sometimes, we cuddled and fell asleep to it's quiet, dancing ambient light. During the day, I swore I could hear it at random times, but alas it was only inside my mind.

--

This was a month after she received her period. Our sexual decline was starting again. Everything was pedestrian. The video was so ingrained in our minds, it wasn't having the same effect.

I was waiting in traffic, driving to work, when I received a notification on my phone.

"Deposit wire transfer made to your Chase account: $20,000."

I was taken aback and shocked, when another alert popped up

"Deposit wire transfer made to your Chase account: $25,000."

I was honked at by the car behind me as my brain swirled into a thousand places. As I slowly came back down to reality, the same question kept hammering into my brain.

She let a complete stranger cum inside her fertile pussy, in public with her wedding ring glistening off the fluorescent lights, for less than the price of the desk she layered with a pool of his cum. With her imagination....what could she possibly do to earn more than three times as much...

...and from whom?

I thought back to the last question she asked me in the car.

"Do you think you're in control?"

I replied, sternly, staying in character: yes.

No part of me was aroused by the prospects of what lay ahead. The fear was deep, in my bones.


Inferidelity Ch. 03 - Sleaze

This is the first of three endings to the Inferidelity series.

As a preview, the other two endings are titled "Burn" and "Family."

I may also write a prologue to this chapter about Patel, from Nicole's perspective, titled "The Six"...but my ambitions are loftier than my available free time. Just ask "Fit Mom" and "Bets" fans :(

I look forward to your feedback, and seeing as this is the Loving Wives category, I'll enjoy your comments that utterly degrade me as a human being :)

Thank you for your patience, and I hope you enjoy this installment! More will be on the way.

--

It had been five days since I had last seen my wife.

One Saturday afternoon, weeks after she'd received the huge bank deposits, she turned to me while she wiped down the kitchen counter.

"I have to go work for Patel tomorrow."

I slowed a bit as I put away the dishes. I resumed my normal disposition and acted disinterested in what she said, in keeping with our little game.

"I'll be gone for a bit."

I closed the cabinet and walked to the other side of the kitchen and said: "Ok."

Continuing to be the "strong silent type" was getting more and more difficult. I still couldn't imagine what he wanted from her in exchange for such large sums of money. The rest of the day she seemed deeply relaxed and content, like she was at peace. Her face was at ease and her eyes were droopy, almost sleepy, with a small smile across her face. I remembered her wearing a blue camisole with jean shorts as he walked out the door. Days later, it pained me to know I didn't say a word to her as she left. I wasn't sure if she was going to run errands, walk to get the mail, or any of a number of things. I naively thought I would be invited along for whatever Patel had in store for her.

After the first few days, I panicked and checked the location of her phone through an app. The battery had died a day beforehand at an address inside an extremely wealthy gated community. I frantically dropped our daughter off at my mother's and drove to the location.

I was parked across the street beneath a glowing street light, peering into the windows of a massive mansion through a pair of binoculars I had fortunately kept in my trunk for watching baseball games from the cheap seats. The house was alight with activity and full of people, apparently having some kind of epic party. Young men and women, many in incredible shape and wearing expensive clothes, enjoyed drinks and conversation. Booming music came from a pool area where dozens of people danced and talked. I searched the windows until I was shocked to see my wife's face fall into view. If my description of events after this sounds bizarre or far-fetched, believe me, for my wife, or at least who she used to be, it was completely out of character. Nevertheless, I was punched in the gut with a new reality when I focused the lenses and watched her operate.

Except her panties, she was nude, and a hand of a man I couldn't see was fingering her under her panties as they spoke to one another. It was so shameless the way she stood brazenly in front of the huge window that aligned the top of the house, her full body on display to anyone on the street as she shared her thinly veiled pussy with a stranger. Their conversation was lively, and as I tried to steady the binoculars so I could get a better view, she threw her head back and laughed deeply. When she brought her head down, I could see her eyes droop and her mouth fall agape as he stimulated her towards an orgasm. It was apparent she was melting from his touch. Then, another man walked up, tall and muscular with a big smile, nude with a half erect and sizable cock. He grabbed both of her incredible breasts, squeezed hard, and pulled them tight away from her chest, causing her to wince. The man who was fingering her withdrew his hand and walked away, acquiescing to her new friend. She turned and, with a big smile, hugged him. They started to kiss each other with intent in long, passionate movements. Her hand found its way behind his head and she stroked his neck with affection.

I put the binoculars down and began to walk down the long boulevard. I had seen enough.

--

My adrenaline had left me in a daze. When I regained some composure, I was walking down my third or fourth hallway, surrounded by people I could only describe as "alternative." Garish tattoos, open nudity, pills taken in plain view, traces of cocaine on tables in open areas. At least three of the bedrooms I had walked past contained people, sometimes multiple people, engaging in sex acts. Loud, booming music was ambivalent. On the occasion one of the nihilists looked my way, they seemed bewildered that a suburban-looking dad like myself was in their midst.

I finally came to the area of the massive home where I believed my wife could be. It was a master bedroom, or one of the master bedrooms, with vaulted ceilings and ornate crown molding. There must have been two dozen people inside it, coalescing and talking over drinks and drugs. I pushed my way in and peered inside to see my wife beneath a hulking, heavy-set white man with a gold chain around his neck. He was pounding into her relentlessly as she wrapped his legs around him and dug her head into his shoulder. With people walking in front of my point of view, I struggled to see if he was wearing a condom. Inside of an hour, I had seen three men have intimate sexual contact with my wife. I was about to meet a fourth.

"Sup bro," asked a muscular hulking beast of a man standing before me. He was nude, covered in tattoos, and sported an unkept beard and a manbun. His eyes looked like faded glass and he held a small handheld bong of some kind. It didn't smell like the weed I remembered from college, but rather....burnt paper mixed with bleach. Something inside it was...illicit, to say the least.

"Hey," I said, trying to see my wife through the fray.

"Who you here with?" he asked. I shot him a confused look. "Everybody here is in the industry yo, invite only. Who do you know?"

When he mentioned the "industry", I looked to see two men in the corner with expensive looking cameras, filming not only my wife but the rest of the room.

"Uh, I'm with Patel," I said, saying the only name I knew that might past muster.

"Oh, sweet," he said, "He hangs out at Dugan's clubs a lot, funds a lot of tapes and scenes. Good dude. Looks like Dugan is having a good time," he said, motioning with his head towards my wife and her lover. Apparently Dugan was the owner of Patel's favorite strip clubs. A heavyset, balding strip club manager was chemically bonding with my wife.

"I actually just got done giving her a ride myself," he said, his glassy eyes indicating he was as high as a kite, "She takes it raw, and gets into it, like...genuine-style and shit. She must be new."

When I looked down, it was like my brain started to cry. His slowly shrinking cock was slicked and had this tiny, white bead of cum on the end of it. There was something disturbing on a deep level knowing the almost quaint bead of cum resting on the end of this clearly troubled man had been connected to a gob he deposited inside of Nicole. His hands, his drugged-out, hairy face, hovering over her...working into her. I felt myself getting feverish, almost panicked.

He walked away from me and I peered to see where he was heading. In the corner, Patel was clothed but jerking his erect cock through an opening in his fly as he watched Nicole pant like a dog in tune with an invading cock. I looked back as my wife started to wirth in an orgasm, succumbing totally to this greasy, awful "Dugan" who was pistoning in and out of her. When I looked back, Patel was looking straight at me with a blanked, angry expression. The man I had spoken to looked more than a little peeved that I had lied to him about being invited by Patel. Before I could be "bounced," I hurriedly left the room and made my way out of the house. It must have taken me at least twenty minutes to escape from its twisting hallways.

When I got back to my car, I peered at the same window I initially peered into when I arrived. I didn't see anything of interest. I drove home in a state of despondence and a quiet, private terror.

--

The entire next day was a daze. I had confirmed my wife was, in a sense, "safe," but I didn't feel she was my wife anymore. Hours upon hours, for days, all of those men...who was she? What had she become? How could she have ever agreed to this? Whatever our fantasy, swinger play, hotwifing...whatever we had done before...this was something else. This was just blatant cheating, and on a grandiose level. And did she expect me to just not react? To play this cool, to keep that fantasy going? Was she insane? We were so far past that madness...

Around five o'clock. I got an email from an anonymous sender with a video file attached to it. The subject was blank, the message read:

"first edit, some behind the scenes! u think you better than 'bad' men don't u, stupid pervert. u use me, i use u."

I could glean that this was clearly from Patel. Inferring that my wife, at some point, had informed him of why she was allowed to have her liaison, was a given. Patel was fucking pissed that we found him "inferior" and, man oh man, had he found a way to tear me down. Like a schmuck, I opened the file.

It began with a gorgeous, bright, well-shot 4k scene of a nice driveway. A car pulled up from a distance, and it took me a moment to recognize it as my wife's SUV. It was surreal to see her exit, wearing the same blue camisole and jean shorts she had worn the day she left our home. With a bright smile on her face, she walked up to Patel, who waited at the door for her, and they embraced in a hug. The cameraman followed them inside.

There was some "hey baby, how you been" talk and some light petting and longing looks between Nicole and Patel. As they talked and looked into each other eyes, I had a sneaking suspicion they shared something with gravitas beyond what I had seen the night of the swim party. I surmised it was the look a woman gives a man willing to give her a fortune for something sexual. The "Dugan" character walked up with two women and a man by his side, and had a hearty hug as well. He openly ogled my wife's breasts and made some lewd comment, to which my wife and the others in the room laughed. Everybody was just so...friendly.

"Listen, Nicole, so happy to have you here," Dugan said. He voice was hoarse like a chain smokers and his skin was blotchy and red, "Just so you get what we're trying to do, it's the whole 'origination' thing we talked about over the phone."

My wife nodded in agreement, "Uh huh,"

"Basically, here you are....fresh. Just fresh as a daisy," he said, smiling. Everyone laughed. "And we've been trying for a long time to, you know, get someone from a stable, good Christian background, someone who's been totally monogamous, Suzy Homemaker, all that bullshit...get her in the door and track her, six scenes a day for a week, so her fans can watch her become a superstar. Two releases a month that's...two or three years of storylines plus bonus footage, lots of hot sex for our fans, you know? So this is such a cool opportunity for you, for us, we're so excited that you're here."

She nodded, "I'm happy to be here."



"Cool," Duggan govelled, "You nervous? Our fans are gonna love that body."



She flashed a huge, white smile, "Yes, very," she said. Everybody laughed.

"Hey, listen," Dugan said, stepping forward. With zero warning, he reached out and lightly teased her nipple through her top, "Let's get close, it'll make you less nervous..."

When she didn't relent, he reached in from the side and took her tit in his hand and started teasing her nipple. In typical Nicole fashion, her eyes dropped and she started breathing with intent. The ultra high quality of the video was surreal...it was a woman I'd lived with and loved for so long, but she seemed realer than real. I felt myself getting aroused watching her allow herself be mauled by this low-life.

Duggan lauged.

"Yea, baby, you get tuned up real easy," he said, "Come here,"

He leaned in and gave her a hard, aggressive kiss. It felt so sleazy that he had seen her ogling Patel only moments earlier, and here he was sharing the same woman....my wife.

"Fucking nympho, for sure, Patel was right," he muttered. He kissed her again as he palmed her other breast through the light material of the camisole. The girls in the room ooed and awed at them as they went at it. Duggan pulled away and adjusted her shirt. "I've met superstars like you before. Ten seconds and you're already in love. Look at that babyface....mmmph"

The camera captured my wife's lustful, devoted gaze perfectly. It made me sick that my wife's secret was out. After a simple kiss in the store during the second liaison she had with another man, she was practically ready to leave me for him. Obviously her affections for Patel were still alive and well. And now, a human rodent like Duggan knew she could be touched by any man and bow completely to his will. I just knew he was bearing his claws and was digging in. Knowing they had made love in that crowded room that night at the house made the prelude all the more dreadful.

Dugan beckoned for them to start the shoot and the group left the foyer of the mansion. The scene faded out.

--

When it faded in, it was a scene that I'm ashamed to admit I've seen before. Some porns start with a "casting couch" interview. The star sits and talks about their lives and their sexual preferences, fully clothed, before the action starts. Since this was a rough cut, it began with Nicole sitting silently as various crew members prepared everything.

Once again, the sheer detail of the 4k footage made my wife's face come alive. I could see every freckle and blemish on her cheeks, the type of rogue she'd put on her lips, but most importantly I could see the faraway look in her saucer-sized eyes. She was still put together, innocent, and cognizant of her surroundings.

The backdrop was a massive, sunny half-moon window with lush greenery peering in from the outside of the estate. She sat on a beautiful sofa that had to cost at least ten thousand dollars. When the camera panned out to focus, a bed and sound recording equipment were laid out a few steps away from her position. As she had a moment to mentally prepare herself, I could tell she was questioning if she was making the right decision. Dugan started off the interview, breaking her from her contemplative daze.

He started off asking her about her name, where she was from, if her hair was its natural color, if she had ever done a "scene" before. When he asked if she was married, and if she had a child, I was beyond appalled when she gave our real first names and went into detail about how we had met, how our love life had been, and the quality of our relationship.

"Do you love your husband?" Duggan asked.

With enthusiasm, she nodded. "Yes, very much."

"Christian?"

She nodded, reaching into her camisole to reveal a crucifix necklace her grandmother had given her when she graduated high school. Sunlight flared off her wedding ring as she held the cross towards the camera.

"Yup, we go to service, twice a month."

"What's family life like? Getting a little bored with the same ol' same ol'?"

I was simply disgusted when she talked about what it was like to raise our daughter, the chores she had to do, and what it was like to be a parent. Anyone who saw this from our everyday life would be terrified of the details she was giving about her grade school teacher, our neighborhood, her grocery store. It was so bizzare to watch and contemplate. She ended the naive diatribe with something I still find off putting.

"My daughter is the number one thing in my life," she said with a big smile, "She's my world."

"Do you think you daughter could grow up to be a superstar like you?" Dugan said, followed by a chortled, deep laugh. The whole room laughed at his disgusting joke, as did my wife. I replayed her reaction two times more, and she seemed to genuinely laugh at his insinuation. What the fuck was wrong with her?

The next barrage of questions was typical for a casting couch porno. I'm a bit ashamed to admit...I'd watched more than a few.

"Ever done anal?"

Smiling, she replied: "No."

"Wow! Ever blown a guy while fucking another guy?"

"No."

"Jeez, what about blowjobs? Ever give one or are a prude?"

She politely giggled, "I do give them, yes. Sometimes."

"Do you let guys eat you out?"

She shrugged, "I dunno, I guess. My husband and I aren't really into it."

"Toys? Whips? Chains?"

"Nothing like that, no."

"Never, ever done a porno before, right?"

Her long, flowing hair shook as she enthusiastically nodded, "That's right, never before."

"That's interesting. How many men have you been with?" was Dugan's next question.

"Four," my wife said.

"That's a really low number."

She shrugged, "It was two until a few months ago."



"Wow...so only two guys and you're not even twenty-seven..."

Nicole blushed a little, "Thirty. But thanks."

"You're gorgeous. You're so fuckin' gorgeous. Look at those big blue eyes. Go on, tell us about your first fuck."

She sighed, "Boyfriend in high school. The relationship lasted like...three months. It sucked."

Dugan laughed, "Not a Don Juan like you wanted?"

Nicole nodded, "Pretty bad."

"What an idiot. I'm gonna fuck you like he should have. Look at me. I'm gonna cum in your hot pussy, understand?"

My wife looked at him with pale blue eyes and nodded.

"So then....next was your husband?"

"Yup."

"How's he in bed?"

She shrugged and moved her eyes around, "He's good."

"Does he still take care of business?"

She bunched up, "Mmmhmmm, yea, for the most part."

Duggan's voice got ominous, "But does he ring your bell? Does he go super deep?"

You could see the blood rush into her head, "He's good."

Duggan let the moment sit.

"Who was next?"

Now she was visibly flushed.

"My husband's co-worker."

"Whoa! Behind his back..."

"Not necessarily..."

My wife recanted that we were at a party and "one thing lead to another" with my approval, saving Patel from being labelled as a mark for our inferiority fantasy.

"Ah, so you guys are just prudes on the surface, I see, I see."

More canned laughter from my wife and her newfound best friends.

"And the next guy, after the co-worker?"

"My husband knew about him too."

"Your husband was ok with you being with both these guys?"

She nodded a little reluctantly.

"Nice, nice. So four guys...how many did you let cum inside you?"

She blushed a little, "All of them."



Her eyes drifted towards where, I imagined, Patel was sitting in the room. This confirmed to me that, after I had left the room at the pool party, he had finished inside her. Or so I thought...

"Even when you were swinging with the co-worker?"

"Yes..."

"Did your husband know?"

She shook her head, "Not every time."

I felt my heart sink.

"How many times did the first guy, the co-worker, how many times did he cum inside you?"

There was a long hesitation. "Six," she almost whispered, her eyes on the floor.

Six?! The way she said it so quietly, and with shame, made me fearful. But my inner perversion sent the shock of the cheap thrill shooting through my spine. It reminded me of the way I'd felt when I used to steal cigarettes from the gas station when I was a teenager. She was such a liar...

"Wow, that's hot. Did your husband watch?"

She sighed, "He was there for the first time."

"Ooohh, he was understanding, and gave you a taste. And you couldn't stop yourself from taking more of that strange dick."



The look on her face was despondent, so Dugan let the drama build a little.

"Did you use protection with these other guys?"

Quietly, with a stir behind her eyes, she slightly shook her head.

"No condom, no birth control?"

Again, the sheepish head shake, "It was just a few times..."

Dugan's voice got low and caring, like he was touching on something delicate. "Didn't you want to be careful when you cheated on your husband? What if he caught something?"

Her brow crossed, "I guess I lost control...a little. It wasn't totally cheating..."

"Yes it was," Dugan said. He said it was such force that I felt some kind of kinship with this cretin. He was trying to dominate her, mentally, like a good pimp.

"Answer my question, what if you took a load and got knocked up on the side? Would your husband divorce you? Does he know you're doing a porno right now? Who is this poor fuckin' guy?"

I had a friend in college, a smart guy who claimed he we would never marry. At a frat party, he told me the concept of "hamstering." It was when "bitches say whatever they need to say to justify their crazy shit." He compared the flow of their words, and the insanely flawed logic that linked their current reality to their desired goal to a hamster running mindlessly on a wheel to nowhere. At the time, I thought he was just being a masochistic jerk.

Nope. He was actually a genius.

"Love doesn't really know right or wrong. My husband and I have a deep understanding where, like, I don't need to tell him about certain things I do to express myself sexually because he knows the intensity of those feelings increase when they're kept private. And I wasn't worried about using protection or anything, because that gets in the way of me really immersing myself in the experience, feeling the thrill of it, giving my lover all of me. The risk is a turn on, sure, I get really hot off it for weeks. My husband wouldn't divorce me, because he knows me, and we know each other, and there's things I don't need to say to him."

I could hear Dugan shift in his chair and turn to his cameraman.

"Cut out her bullshit in post, this is making her look like a loopy slut. We need a grounded, innocent housewife."



Nicole looked over, unsure of what he said. She still looked so fresh and innocent under the studio lights and the high quality cameras. I felt like I should hate her.

"Did you ever have feelings for these other guys?" Dugan asked. It felt, to me, that he was asking this question on behalf of his financial benefactor: Patel. But, then again, maybe he was just being risque.

She gave a half smile and looked in Patel's direction, "Good feelings, yes."

"Did you think about leaving your husband for them?"

She sort of straightened in her seat and looked over to Patel, holding her smile.

"Well?" Dugan said, humorously, "Did you?"

She laughed nervously, "No comment."

"So the other guy was good in bed..."

She swallowed and blushed, averting her eyes. I was having flashbacks of when I saw her make eye contact with Patel as they made love. The jealousy felt like hot lead sloshing around in my skull.

"So how come you want to get started in the industry?"

She laughed a bit, "Well, I don't want anyone to see these videos. I just want to make them. These are a present from....my friend."

Dugan sort of chortled, "Oh, ok then."

She jostled in her seat and clutched her hands.

"I just love the new connections I made with the other men. I love experiencing new men, and I want to get paid to feel that sort of freedom, and newness, and to be pleasured. I think it makes sense for me, at this point in my life, right now."

"And your husband understands this?"

She nodded, "He gets me."

"So we have a disease-free, mother and housewife, perfect body with not so much as a stretch mark or a saggy tit, fertile as an Iowa corn field, waiting to take a bare cock on camera...her fifth dick....ever! Now about that, folks? Are we psyched?"

Everybody laughed. Things were celebratory...outright positive....people clapped. A male model came out, a well-toned man with curly hair and a nice beard. He was only wearing a pair of athletic shorts. He introduced himself to my wife and shook her hand before sitting next to her.

"I like your eyes a lot," he said as he looked over her face, "Hi, I'm Ryan." His expression and demeanor was very welcoming and innocent. He started to rub her back as Dugan made random cracks about how hot they looked together.

"Look at this angelic little housewife, getting wet for a new stud. She's gonna love it! They'd make a hot couple."

When the man sort of motioned to sit closer to her, she put her hand up in a "stop" signal and asked: "Do you have those papers we talked about?"

The man looked perplexed. In response, my wife looked to Patel, and a crew person walked over and handed her a piece of paper.

"He's clean, baby," Dugan boomed in his sleazeball voice, "It's all good."

She handed the paper back and then sort of sat up straight. The look on her face showed she was psyching herself up to move forward. Ryan put a few fingers on her cheek and nudged her head to face him. He leaned in for a quick kiss and then moved his hand to her shirt. Like a sheepish teenager, my wife sort of lept up and shook her hands around as she withdrew from his advance. Laughing gleefully through bright white teeth, she exclaimed: "I'm so nervous!"

Ryan smiled and looked to Dugan for direction.

"Relax! It's ok. Everything is going to be fine. Here, how about you be the first to kiss and touch him? You're in control."

My wife settled in and looked him up and down, blushing nervously. She kept laughing and trying to add levity to the situation, but it was eventually wearing thin with her audience. Around the third or fourth time she made eye contact with Ryan and prepared herself to make the first move, he simply reached forward and scooped her breast out of her shirt.

Everyone laughed.

Ryan, perhaps taking direction from Dugan's rapid teardown of my wife earlier in the afternoon, took her nipple between two fingers and started to kneed it. Her laughing smile slowly faded and a glazed over expression washed over her face. With just two fingers, her new lover was able to wash away her neurosis and flood her with pleasure. As he began to palm her, the bottom of her lip dropped and she started to pant as she looked deeply into his eyes.

"You like that?" he muttered.

"Yes..." she whispered.

He leaned in and gave her a meaningful kiss. Her resistance totally melted away. As soon as he withdrew, it was apparent in her eyes that she wanted more.

"Take it out..." he said. They kissed some more.

"What..?" she inquired as he pulled away.

He placed her hand on his engorged shorts.

"Take it out."

With a jerk of his hips he gave her the leeway to pull down his shorts. She complied and his cock sprang free. She wasn't physically coerced in any way shape or form. My wife was just wantonly, consciously betraying me on every level.

What followed was, unsurprisingly, one of the most unremarkable blowjobs you've ever seen. After taking his cock in her mouth, my wife started to haphazardly move her head and robotically massage his balls. It was serviceable for a common housewife, but for a porn...it was...boring. Her head motions were so forced it just didn't look like it was pleasurable. Even the actor couldn't fake a reaction. I felt time slip by and my fury of emotions that welled up as she held her interview subsided into a quiet boredom. I felt like it was my duty to watch it to its conclusion.

"We..." Dugan grumbled quietly to someone behind the camera, "We gotta do something to save this. This aint good."

He must have motioned at some of his other performers, as two men walked up slowly to the bed, taking off their shirts and unbuckling their belts. One man was black with a shaved head, another a hispanic man with tattoos and facial hair, both were in incredible shape. Because of the camera angle I couldn't really see their faces. They both approached my wife as she haphazardly blew the other man, putting their unzipped flies in her face. The black man rubbed the back of her head.

"Take it out, baby," he said softly.

With a slurp, she removed the cock in her mouth and looked over at the man. The other man sat beside her and started to kiss her neck and palm her breasts through her shirt.

"Who are you?" she asked the black man.

"Come on, take it out," he said, motioning with his eyes and head at his crotch.

Her first assailant knelt and removed her breast from the camisole and began to suck on her nipples. The other man moved from her neck to her cleavage, preparing to take her other tit in her mouth.

"What's your name?" she asked, "Do you have paperwork?"

Her eyes were fluttering and it was apparent that her line of questioning was some last ditch attempt at dignity. The black man just nuzzled her neck a little and stroked her cheek.

"It's ok baby, everything will be ok, just take it out."

She sort of trembled and cooed. One of her lovers must have hit a pleasure spot. She reached forward and effortlessly fished out the man's half erect cock. The Hispanic man stood and presented his junk and she pulled it out without protest. Two more men entered the frame, stripping as they walked towards the scene. She took the Hispanic man in her mouth and he gently pushed her to lie down. Ryan straddled her tight tummy as the other men kissed and caressed her chest and body. One of the strange men, who's face I couldn't see, wormed his way inside her legs. With a rough motion, his pants dropped and he started to push inside her.

"Who's..." my wife said, "Ooohhhh....."

Her legs split and she trembled as she adjusted to her new lover. Her hands stopped touching the other men as she had her last dash of modesty. I saw her wedding ring appear as she wrapper he hands around a man's back.

"Who's inside me?"

Nobody answered. After a few humps from the man between her legs, she responded by thrusting her hips in kind and resumed caressing the other men around her while groaning in pleasure. I fast forwarded through the rest of the video file, only to find it was nearly an hour of multiple men moving as a sea of bodies around my wife. Besides her lewdly spread legs and the occasional glance at her exposed pussy before another suitor planted himself, I didn't see her flesh again. She was buried beneath them.

"Hrrrgghhh...." she bellowed, either in pain or pleasure. Though she was loud, her grunt was barely audible through the sea of bodies. I tried to follow the audio, but the soundscape was a hodgepodge of shuffling feet, slurping, balls slapping against her skin, and whispering voices.

The scene cut out mid-coitous with no conclusion.

In the depths of my anguish, I realized where my pain was its strongest. I was most upset that I didn't know the slightest thing about the men I had just watched cum inside of my wife. I didn't even see some of their faces....and neither did she. My wife let a pack of dogs descend on her and fill her from head to toe for a handful of cash. And that was just in the first hour of her week-long hedonistic vacation.

She was such a piece of shit.

---

Spats of extreme anger dominated me for the next three days. I screamed for no reason in an empty house. I snapped at my kid and shouted at every driver on the road. There was so much misery and loneliness compounding inside of me...I felt I could barely breathe.

Then, one day I opened the door, and she had returned. Sitting, in our family living room, dressed in a long sleeve shirt and pants and wearing a coat despite a day full of warm weather. When she turned her head to look at me, her eyes were sunk into some nowhere place, distant but aggressive. Her face was pale with bags hung low beneath her eyes. It was apparent she was either recovering from some kind of chemical or hadn't slept in days.

"I know it's hot but I'm cold," she blurted out, like a hungover teenager.

I just nodded in shocked response, "Ok," I said, "You look like you could use a nap, do you want to head upstair?"

Her face contorted in an unnatural way and she shouted, "Fuck you! I'll do what I want."

I knew, instinctively, that this wasn't my wife in the room. Her flesh was balmy, her eyes were bloodshot, her lips were chapped...even her hair looked somehow thinner. Unkempt from head to toe, she looked to be deeply sick. Luckily, she headed upstairs and passed out in our guest room without further discussion. She slept there for four days, only coming down in the middle of the night for food. Our daughter stopped in to say hello at one point, and my wife exchanged a few pleasantries. Beyond that, she only slept, recovering from whatever she had put her body through.

--

After putting our daughter to sleep later that week, I took a shower. Upon exiting, with only a towel wrapped around my waist, I was startled to see my wife seated at the edge of our bed wearing a black bathrobe. She seemed cognizant and alert, staring at me as she waited for me to say something. The room was dark, with the only light emanating from the bathroom.

"We're getting a divorce," I said. Quite frankly I was disgusted that I had let her stay in our family home for the last few days given the things she had done. She didn't respond to me, instead preferring to keep eye contact. Our bedroom had a deep windowsill that doubled as a seat. I sat across from her.

"Nicole, do you hear me?" I asked. She continued to stare. With a flick of her shoulder, the robe fell away and revealed her naked body.

Something wasn't right...the first thing to catch my eye was the nipple ring. A bar was pierced through her right nipple, a piercing she had never discussed at any point in our marriage. Beneath it was...and I can't convey my shock strongly enough: a tattoo. Words were written across her abdomen in a foreign language that I didn't know.

"What the fuck...." was all I could muster. My heart started beating quickly. It was one thing for her to be scrambled eggs on the inside...maybe there was a chance of healing and redemption. But this was external...the depravity was scrawled on her body...pierced into her flesh.

She rose and stood over me. Her breasts were such a sight for sore eyes. I missed them so much. I hadn't been laid in weeks...

"You're a piece of shit," I said, speaking from my heart. Her baby blues were gazing right into my soul. You really can't hide anything from your spouse.

"We're not going to talk about what happened unless you're inside me," she stated, brazenly.

Was she insane? I suppose I had the ace in the hole since I had visited the house, so I kept my towel tight to my waist.

"I know you came out to the house," she said, " And I know you want your questions answered..."

I shook my head. There went my bargaining chip....she was in control. I still pretended to have a backbone. I tried telling myself I would be exposing myself to untold diseases, not to mention destroying my pride, maybe forever. At the least, I wanted to stab her with some choice insults.

"If you think I'm going to stick my dick into that wet ashtray hanging between your legs, you're dreaming."

She was unphased. Without breaking eye contact, she walked forward and started undoing my towel. I half-heartedly held my hand over it to try and prevent her advance.

I kept trying to inch away from her, and shaking my head. She knew I couldn't live without those tits and her beautiful face. My erection told her that her decadence was turning me on. It felt like I was a bystander as I watched my dick disappear inside her. It was swallowed up by a pussy that had now fucked dozens of men, many of whose faces she had never seen.

Marriage is wretched.

She started rocking back and forth and I reluctantly wrapped my hands around her abs. They were tight, her skin was smooth, and her beautiful breasts were back in my face. I felt like a huge weight was rolling off my shoulders. She placed her hands on my chest and it was apparent that she rhythm. Her pussy didn't feel different in the slightest.

She stared at my face silently, waiting for me to talk. Her face still didn't look right. It was like she was herself but...off. My cock was feeling incredible, even if it was exposed to the leftover dried semen and diseases of...

"How many?' I asked.

She humped slowly and closed her eyes.

"I only remember...forty," she said. My spine tingled and I felt my throat dry out. My erection hardened. I was sick. We were earnestly fucking, and she let out a whimper.

"Did you ever use condoms...?" I continued.

Her hands were behind my neck. She humped me a few times before answering.



"Sometimes..."

I ran my hands up and down her sides.

"You're a stupid slut," I deadpanned. She closed her eyes and kept fucking me.

"Are you pregnant?" I asked.

"I don't think I was ovulating," she muttered.

"Fuck, Nicole, are you pregnant or not?"

She threw her head back, "It'll be ok..." she gave, a total non answer.

I ran my hand over the scroll of words on her abdomen.

"What does it say?"

With a deep breath, she looked at me: "The fire I put inside you burns forever."

I felt my eyes flutter. My skin felt cold.

"Who is it referring to?"

She was silent. She placed her hands on my wrists as I clasped her sides.

"Is it Patel?"



She shook her head, "No. What we have isn't like that."

I just became more astounded at her ability to have any definable emotions for other men, at all. Her mind and heart had to be a garbled mess after what she did to herself.

"Did you see him again after the night of the party?"

More reluctant silence. To concentrate on Patel would seem ridiculous at this point, given her week of insanity, but it mattered. Mentally, I had to find the tipping off point where she crossed into total betrayal. The moment Patel came inside her, in private, without my knowledge or permission, is when she stopped being my loving wife. Eventually she looked at me. Somehow there was suspense even though I already knew her answer. My dick felt incredible, but my heart was in a sunken place.

"Yes."

"How many times did you see him?"

She thought quietly and moaned a little.

"Three," she said. Since Patel was in the room when she confessed to Dugan to sleeping with him six times, I knew she was lying to me.

"That isn't true," I said. I was somehow feeling the ghostly presence of Patel's hands running along my wife, filling her with mixed emotions and, convincing her she needed to lie to me about how he made her feel so she could experience him again, let her feeling develop, and bond with him. Over, and over, behind my back. The lying meant he must have been....good.

"Six..." she muttered, ashamed.

"Six? Nicole....jesus....."

I rocked into her as I let her stew in her guilt.

"Did he cum in you?" I asked, seeing if she would continue to be dishonest.

Her eyes went downward as she kept humping into me. I looked at the freckles and blemishes along her nipples.

"Yes..." she said, trailing off.

Something about hearing her mention another man cumming inside her, a man I knew and spoke to, shook hands with, talked to....while I was balls deep...it was disconcerting in a strangely pleasurable way. Even before her week of total self destruction, she had hidden things from me.

"Jesus..." I stammered, "You piece of shit."

She just kept humping, her face sullen.

"Did you kiss him?" I asked, "Did he mean something real to you?"

I could see the start of tears in her sunken eyes. She pressed her arms together, swelling her tits.

"He was the first one to mean something. I didn't find him disgusting anymore. We kissed a lot. We held each other. I tried to understand why he is the way he is."



She avoided my question, but I had my answer.

"The tattoo..." I whimpered.

She sighed, interrupting me, "I know it was stupid..."

"The ring...?" I inquired, jostling its bolt with my finger. She cooed a little.

"Same...guy."

"The same guy tattooed..." I grunted, "...tattooed you...and put the ring in?"

"No..." she said, sheepishly. It took me a moment to realize what she meant. The same guy had inspired her to scar herself in his honor. Someone took her to a place where that made sense. In....under a week? With a hundred other suitors... only one thing could make her feel that way. Something we were losing.

"You fucking pig," I said through gritted teeth. I grabbed both her tits. She inhaled through her nose, sharply, and exhaled through a shriek.

"I...I didn't have feelings for anyone else..."

"Cunt," I said, picking up my pace.

"Stop...you're my best friend..."

"Cunt."

"I came home..."

I pushed down on the back of her neck, partly out of lust and partly out of hate. The bridge of her nose made contact with my shoulder and I picked up my pace. I embraced her when I came. In the moment of clarity that followed, I imagined the bacteria, the sweat, the cum, the diseases of all those men, flooding into my body. I voluntarily took myself down into the sewer, with her. Down into it. I couldn't tell you why.

We held each other for a moment and she got up, walking to get dressed.

"I uhm," she started, "I told myself I needed to start taking things in the other direction," she said. I barely understood what she was talking about, but I believed she was expressing something positive. "I....feel like it's good when we can talk like that. That I don't have to keep things from you. Let's do it again."

She left the room and I made my way into the bathroom to clean myself off. I looked in the mirror and tried to face myself. She didn't say we were moving in the "right" direction or "growing closer" or anything of that ilk. Instead, she said she was going in the "other" direction. She was fighting to try to return to some other place, that was in her past, where she lived...as my wife.

--

For the next two months we had sex in much the same way, maybe once a week, maybe two. It wasn't love. It was two people, going through the motions as suburban parents during the day, and then digging into their depraved, sadistic feelings for one another at night. It was some kind of silo we entered into, where we both took truth serum and effused our emotions for one another as we came together.

Each time she had some confessional story to tell, of a sexual encounter, of a bong she smoked without asking about its contents, about a first kiss she shared with a performer and how, whenever it was while she was fucking them or enjoying an afternoon by the pool, she learned so much about their lives. I realized my wife had some supernatural ability to feel the fire of a first kiss and to invest her feelings into men....over, and over, and over again. And I....surrendered. My life just couldn't go on without her incredible tits in my face, the sound of her innocent voice, without her expert touch in raising our child and tending to our home.

Eventually I came to terms with some uncomfortable truths. I...liked cumming inside a damaged woman. I felt bulletproof when each day passed and she wasn't pregnant or I didn't see a herpe on my face. I felt threatened by the other man she wouldn't tell me about, and it made me feel alive when she would describe her other lovers, in detail, while we making love. Every man she had these profound feelings for, she in turn walked away from those feelings and returned to me. It was like I had conquered an army of other "options." Somehow all the dishonesty and unvarnished nihilism she displayed didn't bother me. But...one thing, for what it was worth, really gnawed at me. I probed into his identity once during a session.

"Tell me his name," I asked.

She smiled, "I don't remember you telling me any names in the parking lot at the store..."

"Fuck you," I said, "This is different."

For this session, she kept on her black lace bra. I loved her cleavage almost as much as I loved her nude breasts.

"Is it?" she asked.

Even though I was seething with anger, I let it go. Before I asked, I knew it was a long shot. She wasn't going to let loose with her ace in the hole. As long as I didn't know who he was, we would hump like animals...and keep moving in the "other" direction.

--

Then, maybe two months after she returned from the mansion, as we slowly coupled, she dropped the bombshell. She was wearing a halter top and skirt, with only her panties removed so we could sneak in a quick fuck.

"There's a baby," she said, looking me dead in the eye, with my cock inside her. The erotic shock of it all...hearing her tell me as her tight tummy hovered back and forth over my waist...I was aroused as an almost twitch-like reaction to the news. For a moment, I thought it was mine. I was almost happy.

There was no sensitivity, no "I need you to sit down", no calm introduction before detonating the nuke. She deadpanned it as I cradled her in my arms and pumped my cock into her. As it sank in, her insides felt cold and foreign. A man with pride and a clear head would have slapped her, at the least, or killed her on the spot.

"The first hunk of money was just for me to spend the week..." she continued, unabated, trying to overcome the wave of pleasure she felt as she laid out how I had failed to keep another man from obliterating the last sacred place we shared in our marriage, "...ugghh...spend the week at the house shooting scenes. The second deposit was for me if...I...made a baby. To keep a pregnancy for eight weeks. There's some...ooohh...new test, new tech, to learn paternity in eight weeks. Patel said he would pay for it."

I was flabbergasted and could hardly talk. "Wha....uh....why?" was all I could stammer out.

"He..." she muttered, as she licked her lips, struggling to continue, "He believed he would be the one to be the father. Out of all those men and...you. To prove he wasn't a loser like we thought he was...it was for his ego. Alpha male bullshit. He's kinda nuts."

I felt a grenade sized lump swell up in my throat as her skin started to feel cold to the touch.

"Well.." I said, barely keeping my composure.

"He wasn't...."

I shook my head. She was so reckless. I could tell by her face that I had lost also lost this disgusting contest. This was just pure...evil.

"Who?" I stammered out.

She gulped, "We were only together without a condom once....because....uhm...because..."

I didn't understand her stammering. I thought of making a cynical comment, but I kept it to myself.

"I..." she said, nearly crying, "If it was going to happen which...I really, really didn't think it would...I didn't want it to be his. I wanted it to be someone I didn't care about, some...nobody. So I could...move on, quickly. I wish it was yours."

My eyes searched her face and I could see she was consternated. This was ripping her apart.

"It was the tattoo guy..." I said. It felt matter-of-fact, like something we both knew.

She started to sob a little and nod. I stroked her cheek. With great reluctance, she blurted out the name under her breath.

"Chris."

The awkward, disconcerting moment just hanged in the air. I felt hear tears run down over my hand. It was as if saying his name inside our home, inside our bedroom, made him real, tangible...an actual presence.

"He hit me really deep, Jon. He's a beautiful man...if you could truly know him...the way he loves me isn't better, it's just...different."

Somehow her expression spoke more than her words. I knew I had her, there and then. I started fucking her earnestly, trying to turn her back towards our marriage with my touch. It was a futile gesture, but I was feeling so empty and desperate.

"I...." she said, cumming a little on me while thinking deeply about him "I have to know if it could work. I thought I would be able to walk away at this point..."

We sat in silence as we finished. I was too mentally exhausted to do anything but try to compute my new reality. It occured to me that another man's progeny was growing millimeters away from my engorged penis. Against my my best efforts, it turned me on. I came in measured strokes, flooding her cervix with my useless cum. She exited the room as fast as she could.

--

Every second that ticked by, I knew that man's child was growing inside my wife. Her attachment and feelings for him grew...her desire to see if another life with him could be possible. She had to justify her natural, evolutionary feelings to nurture and protect her baby and to grow closer to its father. Maybe it was too late to ask her to turn back. Maybe....that was the selfish thing to do.

I distanced myself from her, trying to avoid being in the same room or speaking. If she hadn't already taken care of her little mistake, then every day she waited was another day we moved further from a wretched, but contained, fantasy world into a place where there were real, deep consequences that would devastate real, human lives. In my eyes, we were already needlessly extinguishing a human life because of her reckless behavior. I certainly didn't condemn myself. She'd taken things in a depraved, terrifying direction where a pregnancy was an absolute certainty, whether she wanted to admit to it or not.

Just when I thought life couldn't get more fucked up, a package came to my doorstep. It was a wrapped gift with a bow on top. Storks carrying infants lined the wrapping paper. The card affixed to it bore a baby rattle on the front cover.

Fucking Patel.

With the enthusiasm of a zombie, I picked it up and glanced at the card. To my surprise, it was addressed to me.

"hey john: fuck u motherfucker"

While this was a common insult, it's special triple entendre connotation gave me a deep appreciation for Patel's shit-talking poetry. This respect only grew later after I had utilized the "gift" inside. I lifted the lid.

I was greeted with a virtual reality headset. When I was carousing a big-box store I had seen one similar to it, with no wires required to connect it to a PC. It was wireless and battery powered. Next to it was a USB drive, but it was too big to insert into the headset. I determined it stored some other kind of data to be viewed on a computer. Lastly, a DVD titled "Final Victory for Patel" was visible through a paper sleeve. A note inside read:

"DVD first in your bedroom, vr second, usb 3rd. eat shit."

I don't know what further damage this man wanted to do to me, or how he could rationalize that it was proportional with what my wife and I had done to him. I snatched up the DVD and made my way into our bedroom. As I turned on the TV, it occured to me that our bedroom was the only room in the house with an old DVD player. Did Patel know this? My eyes sunk into my skull a bit as the image flickered unto the screen, confirming my suspicion.

Patel walked away from a camera he set against our windowsill, one that appeared to be hidden since Nicole didn't seem to look at it when he set it in place. She stood, barely out of frame, with her arms crossed, wearing a tight black turtleneck and jeans, glaring at him. Patel turned to face her.

"You need to get the hell out of here, now, Patel." she said sternly.

He shrugged, "How can we spend those nights together and you do not talk to me?"

She sighed, her eyes wide, "You're in my home, ok? This is where my kid sleeps. Whatever we're doing, it doesn't mean you can barge past my front door uninvited and walk into my bedroom. Get out, now!"

"You know I will leave when we talk...please sit...please..."

"No!" she shouted. It appeared she was starting to yell, when the video cut to her sitting beside him on the bed. It was as if Patel left conjecture for my mind to fill so I could ruminate on the details. His hand was stroking the back of her head.

"When we talk, you tell me of desires" Patel said in his broken English, "To have lots of the men, to feel things. You know I love you so much, I need you so much, I will let you do those things, I will give you everything. I will let you be with whoever you want. I do not hold you back like him."

She looked flustered, "That's just....talk. They're fantasies. I want to go back to my family..."

"I put the cum inside you so many times..."

He made eye contact and she was visibly shaken.

"Those times don't count...they were just for fun...I want to go back to my family..."

He put his hand on her cheek, "I know this is in your heart...this is what you want. I give fifty. Like we said."

Her hands went up in a defensive posture, "What you're asking is sick..."

"It is not. There is already baby," he put his hand on her shirt, beneath her breasts. It still felt so strange to see this version of Nicole, before her lost week, not pushing him away. It made me twitch when she put her hand over his and looked at him with a distant gaze. One moment she was my wife, refusing him. The next, she was yearning to share intimacy with him.

"If there is no baby, I let you live out your heart, and be with all the men you desire," Patel said in his jilted style, "And I know my baby will be there, because it is destiny for the other men to fail, and we will be a family. You must go towards new family, go away from past."

She looked away, and then back at him. Before she could open her mouth to speak, he forcibly kissed her and pushed his hand into her cloth covered breast. She tried to resist, but he held her tight with an arm around her back.

The video cut abruptly. Her turtleneck was now tucked above her grey cotton bra and he was behind her. He was rubbing his bare cock against her panties as she moaned and took in his touch. Patel deftly pulled back her panties and began aiming his cock at her as she sat sideways against the end of the bed. He kissed into her neck as he tried to guide himself into her pussy.

"No, that's enough..." she said sternly. I reasoned that she must have felt safe from any escalation since her panties were still on. A bit of the tip of his penis disappeared into her.

"No, no....you've had enough..." she said, pushing off of the bed and away from her pursuer. Countering by pulling on her hips, he disappeared a bit more into her and she exhaled like a steam whistle, closing her eyes. After a few pumps, she regained composure and rose up. His cock was barely outside her pussy.

"That's enough," she said. He pushed down on her and she genuinely seemed to be wincing in pain as she physically resisted his invasion. The smallest bit of his tip parted her pussy lips as she grimaced.

"That's enough!" she yelled. He pushed into her. His balls were pressing against her.

"Off!" she shouted in some carnal, panicked protest. He squeezed her tit. "Off..." she yelled, before moaning with a deep reluctance.

Jarringly, the video cut to him on top of her, with her pale white hands clutching his brown hips as he fucked into her at a rapid pace. I flinched as he finished and she moaned in chorus with him. Suddenly, the bed I was sitting on felt like soured ground.

"Ooohh godddd....no...." she said climbing out from beneath him. She lacidasically scooped out some of his cum with her hand and looked at the glob. "You really need to start pulling out. This is so bad..." Her timidity was almost charming given who she would become so soon after the video was shot.

"It is good, good for baby," Patel said. He wrapped his arm around her torso and started kissing her cheek and neck. Initially she was forlorn and disgusted, but his lips eventually found hers and they kissed like true lovers. His brown hand contrasted against her pale abs as he caressed beneath her chest with adoration. A cute little bead of cum dotted her shaved pubes.

I watched them cuddle post-couitous until Patel sat up.

"Cook me something," he said. She sat up and looked at him quizzingly. "Make me the stew you made the other night."

The other night...? I said to myself. Obediently, my wife arose out of bed in the nude and walked out of the room. Patel mean mugged the camera a few times before she returned to him with a plate on a tray. Like a doting harlot, she sat on her knees, and watched the portly little man eat his meal. The nausea rose up in my throat as she fed her lover in our marital bed without so much as a sideways glance of guilt or remorse. Something about her nourishing him after sex in our home took her betrayal to new levels. When he finished, he placed the tray on the ground and motioned for her to lay against him. She very nonchalantly dabbed off his chin with a napkin as he smiled slightly at the camera.

I had no idea this guy was...This. Fucking. Evil.

She snuggled with him until he motioned to kiss her again.

"No, we're being way too risky...you need to leave..."

With a slight head shake, Patel just moved slowly to her big, milky white tit. He started to suckle her and her blue eyes fluttered as she moaned. She pushed against him a little and tried to rise up, but then began to settle. Her hands found the back of his fat little head and she massaged his hair as he pushed his face into her chest. Another jarring edit took me to her beneath him as he prepared to push his way inside her.

"Pull the covers over us..." she muttered as she massaged his sides.

"Why, my love?" he asked under his breath.

"Makes me feel better...."

He did as she asked, and they began to make love. I fast forwarded until he came in her a second time. She could have collected herself and owned up to her lack of restraint after their initial liaison. Instead she took him again, in the bed where I would sleep beside her mere hours later.

She laid, facing the window. There wasn't really any guilt or consternation on her face, only a quiet contentment. Patel spooned her and kissed her neck a bit.

"I shouldn't have let you do that..." she almost whispered.

Patel sat up on his elbow and gently ran his fingers over the skin of her tummy.

"By now, you realize, you are just saying these things. These things...they are not what is real. What was once a fake, silly game...is now the real," Patel said with a heavy accent, "You were a funny little white wife having a game with your bikini bottoms on. Game....game is no more. Game has been over for a long time."

With a hesitation, she turned her head, and they kissed with a calm intimacy.

"Yea..." she said, barely whispering. The video cut out.

I hated her. As contradictory as it sounds, my hand was rubbing my slight erection through my pants...but I was so mixed up. My own home was soiled now. I didn't have a safe place where I could escape away from her depravity. I believe, in the beginning, Patel was a quiet and sheepsih man. But...his desire to know my wife intimately and to give her absolutely everything she desired, even at his own personal detriment and if it included other men, had forced him to become someone vastly different, or it had awakened something inside him that had always been present. In a lot of ways, as much as it pained me to admit it...I could relate.

I moved the package into my office and closed the door, locking it behind me, as if I could escape from the residual dread of being anywhere near that bedroom. I sat down in my leather office chair and placed the headset on. With a deep breath and a lot of trepidation, I held down the power button. The device booted up and immediately began playing a video. I initially had trouble moving around a little wand-like controller that came with the apparatus. But, eventually, I figured it out. I could rewind/fast forward, and manipulate the scene in front of me just like any normal computer video.



Initially, I was very disoriented. When I looked down, I could see a man's bare chest and neck, but not his face. I discerned, as I looked around and my visibility moved with me, that I was virtually experiencing being the man in question. My wife entered the room wearing a see-through black lace bra, panties, and a garter belt connected to stockings. There was no tattoo or nipple ring. This was early in her week of decadence, as she looked fresh and upbeat.

She spoke to an offscreen crew member who was behind the man laying on the floor. Eventually, after quiet discussion that I couldn't quite comprehend, she knelt down and hovered her face inches in front of my own, or I should say, the camera. The level of detail was astounding: it was as if she was hovering her own face next to me, yet I was free from the bounds of having to worry about her reading my expression or returning her gaze. She was so three dimensional, so alive and well defined, I found myself reaching out my hand to touch her even though I was on my own, alone, locked in my office.

The offscreen director said something, and she leaned in and appeared to kiss thin air.

"No, closer," the director said.

She leaned in and, sure as it was, it appeared she was kissing...me. I felt a surge of warmth, as though I had access to a person who I had lost and would never see again. When she pulled back, I could almost smell and feel her breath as she smiled and looked into the lens. She pushed forward and "kissed" me again. When she was done, she looked up with her big blue eyes, and the director confirmed she was kissing the camera correctly.

I could ramble for hours and I wouldn't do it justice: this was my wife, only realer than real. Years of ingrained sexual response and familiarity were amplified on every level as the image of her immaculate body was beamed into my skull. The image was so high defintion, so perfectly molded to simulate reality, and yet I could focus on her beauty with zero impedance. I was so turned on, it was as if I had lost control of myself. It was real life, a real movie shot with her real lover, but placed into a lense that made the image mold itself into my eyeballs and appear as if I was truly in the room when it was filmed.

She straddled the performer...or me...or both of us, and ran her hands up and down his pecs. A thousand needles rose up and down my body as I immersed myself in the illusion of my wife's touch. Conflicting dread and pleasure overcame me as I felt the jealousy of her clear affection for this other man...and the stimuli telling my mind that she was massaging me as she smiled. She reached down and pushed his shorts down, revealing his cock.

Slowly, she slid off her panties and exposed her pussy. When she adjusted herself, their genitals were brushing up against one another. She looked into the eyes of the man beneath her and mouthed three little words. It took me a moment to realize....she didn't say those words to me. They were to...him. In this virtual world....I was Chris. And from the look in her eyes, I felt deeply desired and loved.

"Do you understand the risks of what you're about to do?" the director asked.

With a solemn look on her face, she nodded.

"Ok. This isn't going to be resold because it goes against...well...."

"I know," Nicole said, "We just....really want this. For us. So we can remember it..."

Her eyes moved down to look at him. God I loved her so much. I knew she treated her body like a sewer, and disregarded me in the process...but I had forced another man on her in that store...pushed her to give herself completely to Patel against her wishes...I missed her eyes, and her face...I was so hopeful we could go back to the way things were. My wife, in VR, with our past removed, was something to behold. Seeing her as a voyeur yet so intimate and in the flesh made me desire her more than ever.

There was no foreplay. No handjob, no touching...she just lowered herself onto his substantial cock. Though it was larger than mine by a great margin, he slid in without resistance. And there I was, living the dream of being a well endowed man with zero percent body fat and a shaved crotch....having unprotected sex with my wife.

What followed...well...I can't compare the visceral jolt to much of anything that's part of the human experience. Maybe cocaine mixed with skydiving comes close. The way my wife orgasmed as this man pounded, and I do mean relentlessly pounded, into her vagina...it was as if she was dying. Eyes winced, face contorted, every muscle of her body quaked as she rode him with desperate intensity. The sound was like a wailing calf....high pitched yet guttural moans. At first her hands rested on his pecs, but as they rutted, her elbows bent to her sides in an unnatural position and she shuddered as if she was having a seizure.

I could see the tensing of her abs. Her hair jostled around her bra and I could almost smell her breath as she convulsed and moaned. When her lover reached to touch her, I moved along with him, and a ghostlike sensation ran along my fingertips. As he humped, I humped. I swear that I could feel her, inside and out.

My own sexual pleasure was carving up my insides. My mind could hardly comprehend the experience happening before me while my cock was rock hard, erect, and ready to explode. My heart bounced back and forth between the intense tragedy of watching her clearly enjoy another man more than she ever enjoyed me, while the part of me that was engaged in the fantasy realm that enveloped my mind and ears was falling in love with her, feeling glad I was pleasuring her, glad I had completely conquered her.

She persisted in this animalistic state for over twenty minutes. Here and there she would remember to "kiss" the camera, during which time Chris undid her bra. The virtual, 4k, 3D version of my wifes incredible tits brought me completely into the fantasy. I forgot about who I was, and became him. I came twice, stroking myself subconsciously, my gism spilling all over my pants and the office carpet. I didn't give a fuck about anything else in my life.

My conscious mind returned as his pace picked up. It occured to me what I was about to witness. If what she said was true...I was watching the start of one family and the end of another.

As he grunted and impregnated her, she made this desperate, open-eyed face as she cried out. I don't mean to be ambiguous, but....her body knew. She knew. I wasn't impressing my own bias onto the scene before me, or looking for something that wasn't there. She knew he had hit the mark where so many other men had failed. There was a mix of carnal satisfaction and an anguished, guilty fear in her eyes. She knew yet another line had been crossed. Her feelings for him weren't the only thing growing uncontrollably now. Now there was something with cells...a growth...a being...swallowing her up.

I read once that orgasms increase fertility, and this was the most intense she had ever experienced. Her body couldn't wait to gobble him up and become one with him. Every fiber of her inner being wanted to inhale him into a permanent bond. It was on a cellular level, beyond her comprehension.

After she climaxed, she leaned in and "kissed" us. I felt so, so close to her. When the director congratulated them, he mentioned it was the most intense scene he'd seen in years. He then left the room, with the camera rolling.

It was just....two lovers. In a room. Our hands ran up and down her sides as she rocked our semen into her depths. She wept softly. We wanted to comfort her.

"Baby," he whispered. It could have as easily been me. He traced his fingers along her tits...



"This is all we'll ever have, " she said, crying gently, "It isn't fair."

Before he could respond, the director returned.

"Ok, folks," he said, businesslike. "Let's put a condom on and do his perspective...."

The clip ended abruptly. I took three or four deep breaths before removing the headset from my sweaty brow. I finally cut through the madness and admitted the truth.

My porn addiction caused all of this to happen. I know, I know...it sounds like self loathing or an outright lie. But...it was true.

For years, more than a decade, I had quietly jerked myself into oblivion late into the night, every night, methodically. My first bits of contraband were almost innocent...playboy models and TV stars....then I moved onto hardcore scenes. Soon it was bondage, fetish, sadomasochistic fantasies. Then...cuckold porns, viewing personals on swinger sites. At the time, I told myself it was harmless fun. Saying my aside at the therapist's office hadn't been the start of it all. I'm sure, for years, my wife picked up at subtle hints about me being open to watching her be with another man. That's why I had been such a bystander, such a non-participant, a voyeur. I brought my deep, subconscious desires into my life without realizing what I was doing. I loved watching my wife fucking inside a virtual world because it was really, truly what my mind and body wanted. I didn't want a cookie cutter life, or a devoted wife. I wanted to debase all of that and expose the subterranean "Id" that was buried deep in the soil of my perversions.

That clip...that porn I had watched....was the most valuable asset in my world. I had to admit it to myself. It was the end-all of a reluctant fantasy that had devoured everything good inside me. I felt pleasure in ways I never thought possible cumming intensely as I stroked myself in rhythm with her lover.

The USB drive contained what I thought it would. Dozens of hours of footage of my wife meeting Chris, the first time they had a conversation, the first time they touched each other, the first time they had carnal porn sex. Then there was hidden cam footage of their first deep, long kiss, their first private lovemaking session. Then they were in various orgiastic party situations, focusing on one another and ignoring the crowd. It was a love story, authored by Patel. It must have taken him hours to comb through the footage to build the narrative.

Then came the tattoo. He was inside her and slowly humping as the artist burned the words into her abdomen. The quote was his, and she smiled and blushed when he told her what it should say. If you must know, they talked about it by the pool, around 2pm on Wednesday, over drinks. I know this because I watched the entire exchange...seven times...in a row. Whenever she would wince in pain as the tattoo artist toiled away, Chris would just lean in and kiss her, or hump a little harder, to wash away the agony.

The nipple ring was put in by another man as he had unprotected sex with her, her hand held by the man she adored. Chris tongued kissed her as the other man somehow fucked her and pierced her nipple at the same time. This was the first time, audibly, I heard him say he loved her. Her eyes fluttered, either from the emotional impact of his words or from the semen filling her depths. At this point, she was a burgeoning mother. The man was using her for pleasure. Her body had already decided her mate.

Typing and moving the mouse on my PC, I triple backed up the USB drive and the contents of the VR headset. I even burned a disc and put it into our fireproof safe, next to archived family photos.

Then, like a lightbulb, I realized I had seen Chris before. He was the man at the window who embraced her from behind. But I knew him from somewhere else...and that's when it hit me.

Feverishly, I googled "Chris piano sex." I knew I had seen a clip of him filming a scene in some terrible porno years ago, on top of a Steinway, with some whorish looking blonde porn star. I searched and searched through old porn clips before I found him...it was just as I remembered, a blonde woman with fake breasts and all. I went further down the rabbit hole and found his full performer name. I googled it, and the headlines that listed down the results page said the same thing as the first.

"Popular Vivid Media Performer Diagnosed with HIV"

I read a few snippets and found out he had been banned from his craft roughly five years ago. Their condom covered love sessions were never shot with his face being visible, or in formal scenes, but only in party footage or via voyeuristic cameras strewn throughout the mansion. This was unregulated, "incidental" footage of a live webcam and wasn't regulated by laws the same way. Without the thought reaching past my upper thalamus, I ran to my car and drove to the nearest active care clinic.

As the staff nurse withdrew blood from my arm, I fit my wife's new lover into the narrative. He was Patel beyond Patel. He wasn't merely overweight, anti-social, and perverted...the driver of his disgusting, inferiority wasn't his appearance. He was a man so damaged and undesirable, the mere act of mating with him ran the risk of defiling Nicole's very life. And yet he was fit, an incredible lover, and deeply interested in her. In my opinion, he was infatuated with her because he knew she was an impressionable housewife, an "outsider" that wasn't keen to his nihilistic, self-interested games. I can't prove this to you, but I knew my wife. And I knew....she was turned on by him because she knew fucking him would be the final stage of my inferiority fantasy. For all I knew, she could have packed up the "present" that arrived at my doorstep.

After my STD test was paid for and sent off, I got half drunk at a bar down the street. My wife was tasked with handling our child, so I came home to a quiet house, well after midnight. The first thing I saw was a ripped open box on the kitchen counter. They were abortion pills, consumed, with their packaging left in plain sight for me to find. A removed nipple ring sat next to the cardboard box.

Something had happened.

I walked upstairs. My wife sat, staring at a wall in darkness inside our guest bedroom. She felt my presence, and waited to speak.

"It's all over," she said.

A million thoughts ran through my mind. Where had she been? Had she seen him?

"I..." I murmured, "I got an STD test today. An....an HIV test..."

She connected the dots fairly quickly. Or, perhaps she looked in my office.

"When I was high on...I think it was xanax...and I was fucking Patel....he made up some idea about sending you that package. I just laughed it off..."

I walked up, barely phased by her admission. I put a hand on her shoulder.

"Are you clean?" I asked, "Are you back to normal?"

Her head sank back and she looked up at me.

"I was with him. Twice. Today."

I massaged her shoulders. The light was low, but I could see the reflection of her tears.

"Did he cum in you?"

She brought her head down and stared at the wall.

"It was his way of saying goodbye to his baby," she said with clear disdain in her voice, "The one he didn't want...."

I put my nostrils up to her neck and breathed in, deeply. I wondered if she had truly loved him or if she was caught up in dopamine drenched fantasy.

"If we get past today..." I said under my breath, "Then....we survived another one of these....times..."

We were silent for awhile.

"Yea," she said, "In a way."

She rose up and began to strip. Moments later her leg was against my shoulder and I was fucking into her. I looked into her eyes as his cum enveloped my cock, gobs of it slicking against my foreskin and penetrating into my head. It felt cold, slimy, his last gasp at ending our marriage. When I finished, I opened my cockhead, exposing my insides to his diseased gism, and reclaimed my family with my fresh cum.

We slept, awash in one last wave of taboo risk.

--

A year later, after my wife had won a sought-after award from the PTA at our child's school, I saw a disturbing post on my facebook feed inside our neighborhood group while I was walking out of a movie. An anonymous poster provided a link to "Housewife Sally's Week of Whoredom" by Vivid Entertainment. It would seem a jealous mother had somehow found out our open secret and brought my wife's darkness into the light of our everyday life. It was an eventuality we had discussed before. Nevertheless, I was worried about how Nicole would react.

I pulled into our driveway in my new electric sports car. Our remodeled kitchen greeted me as I walked into our living room. I looked over all the nice furnishings and appointments. Even after a year, it didn't feel like all of our newfound wealth was remotely worth the horror we put ourselves through.

The residuals for the clips Dugan released through the "Sally" site had begun to run dry. The initial hunk of money from Patel was long since spent, with a little going towards our child's college education, and a lot going towards trinkets meant to fill our empty and confused souls. My wife had only recently agreed to get the tattoo on her abdomen removed...and I fooled myself into thinking it was the last hurdle I had to clear in order to restore our family to "normal." Luckily, we both had our health. After the tattoo was gone, I reasoned we could try again for a new baby....our baby.

I heard my wife's moan echo down the staircase. Floorboards creaked. I wasn't alone.

With trepidation in my steps, I made my way to our bedroom. Patel's hips were swaying back and forth beneath the sheet of my marital bed once again. The DVD had come to life, and I could smell his stink as I walked into the bedroom. I was so entranced and incensed by Patel's blatant drilling of my wife that I only noticed the other man in my bedroom in my periphery. He was shooting their lovemaking through a handheld camera, naked, and with enthusiasm. His cock was spent and red, making it apparent he had recently finished a round with my wife before Patel claimed his turn. I asked myself...did they flip a coin to see who would go first? How much money did they offer this time? What wager would be paid when they found out who "won?"

My eyes already knew the cameraman, not from his face, but from the torso and cock that had infiltrated my subconscious after hundreds of viewings of the VR footage. With reluctance, I made shameful eye contact with Chris. The quintessential "other" man...the one who put a child in her after I and so many other lovers had failed. The man she had learned to love in her depraved quest to link my sordid porn-fueled fantasies with a healthy marriage. He barely gave me any consideration before turning his eyes back to the scene before him. I sat down on the bed next to my wife.

Her eyes were like bloodshot glass. She was smiling gleefully. Her perfect skin barely flinched as her perky breasts jostled with each of Patel's strokes. She took my hand.

"What drug did you give her?" I asked no one in particular.

"Special K," Chris replied in his booming, masculine voice.

Moments passed. I looked to Patel's face.

"Can you please stop doing this to my wife?" I pleaded in a muted tone. "Please?"

He avoided eye contact with me and looked perturbed. Chris glanced at me briefly and ignored my question. They didn't feel they owed me an answer.

I had a sense of deja vu wash over me. The last time I had been peering over my wife's shoulder, holding her hand, her eyes full of drugs, a sheet hiding something from me, another man with a camera shooting the scene... I could almost feel my in-laws in the room, coaching her as she gave birth.

My wife's hand pulled away from mine and gripped Patel's side. I looked to Chris and motioned with my hand.

"Try to get her tits and abs from this angle," I said, gesturing to the area of the bed behind her pillowcase. He nodded and moved to the new shooting angle. I realized we had a commonality, and I felt a weird bit of relief.

He only came in her once, so she isn't sick, I said to myself. She won't be pregnant. She'll get rid of it. It's ok. We'll talk later.



I waited to see when she would hold my hand again. I loved the way her tits bounced. In all our years of marriage, I had never seen them from that angle before.


Inferidelity Ch. 03 - Family

My wife was sitting on our back patio, drinking an iced tea. I walked up behind her and said hello. I had seen the notifications about the bank deposits only a few hours before. I anticipated she would want to tell me the justification for them, and my instinct was correct.

"I have something to tell you," she began.

"About the money in our bank account?" I said, calmly. I think she was surprised by how calm and collected I was.

"Yea."

She squirmed a bit. I knew something was amiss.

"I know when you're hiding something," I said with a coy tone, "You can come out with it."

A smile accompanied a light shake of her head. She was amused.

"I want to be clear," she said, putting her hands out for emphasis, "Since the store, I haven't had any sexual contact with another man and I don't have feelings for anyone but you. No more games about that. I want that to be clear."

Her eyes met mine and I didn't react. I could tell she felt comforted by my lack of a reaction.

"But...after that stunt you pulled at that store..." she sighed, "I've been so ...sexually amplified I can barely think. And I had our first experience to compare with our second ...and I realized something that was incredibly inconvenient. Like an addiction to cigarettes or a broken foot. Incredibly, incredibly inconvenient."

She ran her fingers along her cheeks.

"I...have a very serious sexual proclivity for...men of Patel's....complexion."

I nodded, "Indian men?"

"Yes," she replied with enthusiasm, "Like...it overtakes me. And I can't control it."

For a while, her revelation just floated in the air. She continued.

"I just didn't have such long, lingering attractions after the stupid thing we did in the store. But these attractions have been...around for a very long time. They're intense. And it's not going anywhere."

I sat back a bit, "Ok." I didn't feel strongly in any way. After she assured me she hadn't cheated, I didn't see why I would.

"As...you ...certainly know ...I've been horny just about every hour of the day and out of the clever blue sky...I got out of a meeting at work, and I just needed to be somewhere that was sexual. I can't articulate it. I needed to be some place like where I was when we were at that party or in that store...some place where people were sexual. So...I randomly went into a strip club."

My eyes went a little wide, "My PTA president, church-going wife went into a strip club,"

"Hey!" she said, "Don't judge, ok? Don't judge."

"A club with...female dancers?"

She blushed, "Yes, but...I don't like the girls or anything. It wasn't like that...I just wanted to be someplace where I could feel erotic, you know...dirty. I can't explain it."

I rested my temples on my fingers as I leaned into the chair, "Go on,"

"So....yea. I thought a strip club at noon on a Thursday would be gross. And super pathetic. But...it was clean. And, pretty girls were there. And...lots of men."

I grinned a bit, "Indian men."

She nodded, "Like, a bunch. I know Patel went to those places but...man. He isn't the only Indian guy at a strip club."

I shrugged, "They're immigrants in an all white community. A lot of them work in tech jobs and come overseas by themselves-"

"Right!" she said, interrupting, "I know this because I started striking up conversations with them. Five of them, actually. I mean...they're there every day."

"You've...been to the strip club multiple times?"

She kind of sighed, "Every lunch break...for, like...a month."

I was taken aback. "Wow," I said.

She sighed, "I just...it's where I'm supposed to be. I have these great, long form conversations with the dancers, the DJ, the servers, the guys...it's where people like you and me can kinda...be ourselves."

I was shaking my head repeatedly, "This is totally ridiculous."

"It is!" she exclaimed, "But I just go, I have a drink, and I talk. I talk to my guys like they're people and not perverts...it calms down whatever the hell is wrong with me."

"Did you talk about...what we did?"

She swallowed, "Yes. A lot. And how it made me feel. And how I feel about a lot of things."

"So..." I said, "It's like therapy."

She nodded, "That's why my guys go there," she said, once again referring to the Indian men with a term of endearment, "It's better than that counselor we went to see. You can be yourself, be sexual, be open."

Personally, I had only visited a strip club twice in my life. Once as a curious teenager and again for a bachelor party. Each time I found them to be off-putting and weird. And yet, I could almost see where she was coming from. The strippers were candid because they had nothing to lose chatting up a caddy housewife. The men were horny and trying to fuck her. All of our sexual experiences led to her having bottled up emotions she couldn't share with anyone in her life. In a way, her identity had split, with an innocent, loving housewife being presented to the world. Beneath the surface, she was trying to reconcile that same innocent housewife occupying the mind and body of a woman who had taken the cum of two complete strangers...and loved it.

"The money..." I said, pointing out the $50,000 elephant in the room.

She sat up, "So these five guys...they never hit on me. I see them looking me up and down, but they aren't sexually aggressive. If anything, they're totally passive. I don't know if it's their culture or what, but they're so utterly polite. Very, very obedient. And they're fucking in love with me."

I nodded, "Ok..."

"So...they got all this courage up...I could tell it took them days to get the balls to ask me about something. I thought they'd ask me to do a lap dance. Or to flash them. Instead...they just wanted me to make a snapchat account."

So she was sexting strange men...right?

"Ok...are you sending them nude pictures?"

She shook her head, "No. They said they just want me to snapchat them every day. Everything about my life. For a year. And to come to the club, twice a week. And I promised to send them sexual pictures...eventually."

There was just no way this was all true.

"They're paying you ten grand, each, to watch you snapchat everything you do? You're lying to me."

"Baby, no, I'm not. I promise."

"How is this possible?"

She shrugged, and in her eyes I could see she was telling the truth. "I was with Patel. They know all about it. They know I liked it. All of them want a wife and kids...they're traditionalist guys with permanent blue balls. And they're really, really lonely. I just think...they get the tits and ass from the strippers and..."

I waited for her to proceed speaking as she looked at me, expecting me to infer something.

"...they get the mom and wife from me."

I threw up my hands.

"I'm supposed to get the mom and the wife from you. Our child is supposed to get the mom and the wife from you. Not a bunch of horny single Indian men."

She shook her head, "I...what? You get to force me to have sex with strangers but I can't snapchat myself baking a cake?"

I shook my head, "I don't like sharing this side of you. I mean...what do they think this is? That you're kinda sorta their wife, in a fantasy sense?"

"Yea. Something like that. The family with the white girl they always wanted. One who 'went desi' and liked it. They all know Patel, they know how...unkempt he is. They're practically Brad Pitt compared to him."

"You're basically an ultra rare commodity, huh?"

"Uhh, yea. How many clean-living white girls go into your favorite strip club and tell you they made love to an Indian guy? They look at me like I'm a diamond."

I shook my head, "That doesn't add up to $50,000."

Her eyes disagreed with me, "They think there's a spark in me. That if they nurture it I'll leave you and "go desi" forever."

I laughed, "That's...I mean, I know you'll always have your head on straight. But...are they right? Are they that far off?"

She was very quiet for a bit. Her voice dimmed, "I look at this like a hobby."

There wasn't a lot of certainty in her response. It made me a little uncomfortable. I jostled in my seat, "So they're...dorks? Passive? Too nice? Gullible?"

Her hands went up in a shrug, "Or all of the above?"

I had to laugh again, "This is nuts."

"Right! I mean, who wouldn't take that kind of money..."

Since the story had been told, I took a moment to think in silence.

"Do they know about me?" I asked.

"They...really want to meet you."

I was perplexed, "What?"

"The more they know about our marriage...the more these guys live the fantasy. That's my theory anyway."

I shook my head, "That's the weirdest thing I've ever heard..."

"Come with me next week," she said in a flat, direct manner.

I sighed, "Strip clubs are gross and this whole situation is beyond weird..."

"There's strippers..." she said, enticingly, "Tits. Lots of tits."

My eyebrows raised, "Are you going to let me get a lap dance?"

She giggled, "I want you to do more."

I was taken aback, "What...?"

Her eyes looked to the patio, "Two men were...." she trailed off, failing to find the right term, "You let it happen and we shared it. But...we're not equal. We're off balance."

I shook my head, "I don't know if letting me get a handjob from some coked-up twenty-year old is going to fix that."

It took her a bit, but she found the courage to say something that felt a bit arrogant.

"Once you have a change of scenery...it opens up your eyes. Your pores, your senses," she said, "I think you deserve to feel that way."

I nodded and thought for a moment. I stood to get up,

"We don't need to complicate this any more than it already is."

She rolled her eyes, "You do not want to go back to the same old same old."

I shifted a bit and looked around. I got out of my chair and knelt beside her. My hands found their way to her lap and she grasped onto them.

"First, I think you're an insane person," I said. She smiled.

"Second, I know it's your job as a wife to not lie to me about this sort of thing. And I want to thank you for not crossing any lines. But I wished you would have talked to me about all of this."

She nodded, "I know, I'm sorry."

Her acknowledgement that she'd acted inappropriately made me feel better about the situation.

"And last...if we let people into our lives, then either of us can shove them back out of it. No questions asked. This is fun, and it's for our marriage. You and me before all else."

She closed her eyes as she nodded, "Of course. No matter what. I want you to come with me to the club. Just once, to see if you like it. I'll get tired of it eventually. But...I want to see if you'll like it as much as I do."

She was my wife, and she knew what I liked, and she seemed to have a deep understanding about how our relationship evolved.

"I'll think about it," I said. A strong-silent type like Gary Cooper never gives a straight answer. After hearing my answer, she blushed a little with excitement.

I can almost sense what you're thinking: this was too weird and too non-sexual to be true. And I agree with you. I laid awake for several nights, contemplating how Nicole was lying to me. She didn't have the initiative to just walk into a strip club...Patel was the one who liked strip clubs. Had she been in contact with him? Or did she meet these men online and get goaded into attending? Had she really never touched anyone or done anything sexual? There was something wrong with her answers.

--

A month later, the club DJ was ranting to me about girlfriend troubles.

"I gotta say man, I hate laying all this on you, but I consider us friends."

I shrugged, "Preach brother, I'll listen."

His assessment wasn't wrong. Every lunch break we had, all week long, my wife and I took an hour out of our mundane lives and entered into our own, hypersexual world. And we loved it. I absolutely loved it. Every day it felt like such a taboo, crazy thing to do. If any of our neighbors or friends knew we visited the place daily we'd be looked at sideways by everyone we know..

What surprised me the most was the classiness and the cleanliness. The service was good, the floors were clean, smoking was banned, and a man in a suit greeted me every time I went to the restroom. This particular club was anything but a hole in the wall.

I thought I was too old to get a rise out of seeing nude young women. I also thought the age-old stereotypes about strippers being damaged, mentally unstable nutcases was at least somewhat true. But, the quality of girls was so otherworldly at this club I felt like I was on another planet when I walked in the door. As sacreligious as it sounds, some of them were almost as attractive as my absolute stunner of a wife.

Our routine had grown over time. We drove separate from our jobs, meeting inside. Usually she arrived first. I would walk in and pay the cover charge, say hello to the regulars, and walk right back to the VIP party room: a large couch-lined room separated from the club by a curtain, sizable enough to hold a dozen people. Her benefactors always rented the place out for at least a couple of hours and, if one of them had the day off, they reserved it all day. Typically I would be greeted by my wife sitting as close as possible to one of her "boys," their arm draped around her as tightly as she would allow it.

They would be having a spirited conversation about any manner of things as she sipped on a mixed drink. Sometimes all five would be present, captivated by her completely and totally. Other times it was a mixed crowd. Sometimes she was one-on-one with a boy, and I caught her more than a few times nearly touching noses with them during intense flirting sessions. Whenever I asked if a kiss had transpired at any point, she denied it, saying she just liked having "fun" when she had one of "them" alone.

I sat and talked with each man quite a bit. There was Muhammed, Sai, Krish, Rajesh and Kamal. They all blended together, wearing fresh new clothes from the same brands, spending extra time on their hair and grooming, smelling like a million bucks. My wife mentioned to them that she liked facial hair and, low and behold, they each had a beard within weeks.

Rajesh and Kamal had the thickest, most grown-in beards. Between the two, Rajesh was the most physically built while my wife readily admitted Kamal was the cutest of the bunch. If she laughed longer at a joke or put an admiring hand on someone's chest, it was with Kamal or Rajesh.

Dancers came in and out of the room, each of them with some kind of a relationship with one of the men. Naturally, they were more scantily clad than my wife in her office apparel. While they were in the room, they were the center of attention. You could see the jealousy paint over my wife's face whenever a dancer was present, especially if they were topless. The queen didn't like disruptions in her kingdom.

As for me, I found that I did enjoy the dancers. Yes, some of them had drug and mental health issues. However, some had endearing stories. My favorite, if I had to choose, was Jessica, who went by the stage name Heartland. She was born in a trailer and wanted a graduate degree. She had erstwhile, hungry green eyes that were as big as the sun and a body that was pulled tight. My wife had the most incredible breasts I had ever seen, but I couldn't escape supply and demand. I wanted to touch Heartland's pert, grapefruit tits and feel her muscular abs. On the occasions when I was the first to get to the club, I had enjoyed two truly private lap dances with Heartland. I knew it was all fake, all a facade but after each dance I was completely enamored with her. After our second encounter, it took me a good day or so to stop thinking about her constantly. Still, nothing turned me on more than all the taboo-infused teasing my wife was doing in the party room.

And it translated into our marriage. This wasn't like the two other occasions we had stepped outside our traditional boundaries. This created a deeper love and understanding between us that was unlike anything I had ever felt. It truly felt as though we could admit deeply selfish, inconvenient truths to one another...the types of things couples never dare speak aloud. All of our boundaries were crumbling and yet our affection and trust in one another was blooming.

Nothing sexual had been suggested from any of the men who doted on my wife. They talked to her about what pornstars they liked, and relished when she delved into her own sexual tastes, but they didn't place any requests. For all intents and purposes, we could have kept on with the teasing for some time. That particular afternoon, however, my wife wanted to shake things up.

"I want to see their dicks," she had texted me before I left the office for the club, "You're in control. You can say no."

After contemplation and a little hesitation, I texted back:

"No touching"

She "liked" that text, showing agreement.

"This is an escalation," I texted, "They'll want more."

Once again, she "liked" the text. Was she acknowledging she understood? Or did she "like" that it might escalate further? I felt an urgency to get to the club.

When I walked through the privacy curtain, she was sitting one-on-one with Sai. A silky black button-down blouse adorned her body, which was perhaps the most risque thing she could wear to work without drawing stares. Her lips were adorned with a risque gloss that she probably applied on the way to the club. Based on how excited Sai was to see me, I knew she had already discussed our plan to escalate things.

She stroked the back of his head.

"Today is going to be special," she said. She leaned in and whispered something in his ear.

Since I was in the party room with the five men so often, it was hard not to notice the erections straining against their pants. In a way, I began to feel bad for them. As weird as it sounds, it seemed almost fair and kind to let the man get some relief. After her message, he happily removed his penis from his trousers, making sure to cup his balls and push them past the fabric.

"Great, that's great, I love the way it looks" she muttered with seduction. "Don't tell the other guys I asked you this but, do you ever... you know...touch yourself...when you think about me?"

Never has there ever been a more softball question in the history of the world. Sai nervously nodded yes as he stroked himself with the tips of his fingers. Nicole unbuttoned the top of her blouse and exposed a bit of her chest.

"Do you want to...unbutton me...?"

He huffed and agreed with a drooping smile. With one hand he reached forward and unbuttoned the next button on her blouse while he began to masturbate. We didn't discuss letting him pleasure himself, or unbuttoning her blouse, but I didn't feel threatened so I didn't object.

I wish I had some sordid tale to tell but...midway through fumbling with the third button, as my wife's buxom chest naturally pressed forward out of its confines and exposed her white lace bra, he came all over himself. My wife let out an audible "oh!" and laughed off the situation. As he started to try to compose himself, my wife offered to run to the bathroom to get a paper towel. This left me sitting in a room with a young man, covered in his own gizz, his soiled hand awkwardly at his side.

"This...this very, very embarrassing," he said after a long silence.

I couldn't help but laugh. He joined me. Sai seemed like a good guy and I seized on our moment of candor to get an answer to my most pressing question.

"So...Sai....what is it about my wife that has you so enamored with her?" I asked, genuinely curious about his response. Up until that point we had only enjoyed short discussions about people at the club and his job.

He thought for a moment about his response. "You go on porn site, " he said with a thick accent, "You type in 'white girl indian guy' or 'white girl desi guy', you know what comes up? Nothing."



As if to emphasize his point, he said nothing else. I took my phone out and tried his hypothesis. Sure enough, it was slim pickings.

"Whole generations," he continued, continuing to speak without prompting as if he had been lost in thought and suddenly seized on something, "Hundreds of years, parents say this is worst betrayal ever if you no marry Indian girl. Friends condemn you. Everybody hate you. Not like it matters. White girls think we smell, we stupid animals."

He sighed and cleared his throat.

"You have friends who think it is ok for man to touch wife? Man to kiss wife?"

I shook my head, "No. We would have our lives ruined if anybody knew we were here."

"And you, you here," he continued in his jilted English, "Because it frees you from prison. Well...here I am."

He sort of nodded in contemplation.

"Girl like your wife? Not possible for me. But all I want."

My wife burst in, brightening the situation, and he cleaned himself up. I felt I had shared an oddly intimate moment with another living being. My deeper humanity had been touched by a man who orgasmed while undressing my wife. In the past, I may have seen some humor in that. Now, I understood the intersection...the things that bound us.

---

Summer was turning to fall. On the weekend, we had a function at our church, a social mixer for helping the elderly and needy. My wife had baked some treats and brought some charitable donations. We were tasked with handing out T-shirts and informational pamphlets as people arrived to hear a few pastors speak before we played carnival games outside.

Fellow parishioners kept coming up to us and chatting. I kept looking over to my wife, dressed conservatively in a cardigan and jeans, as she smiled and talked about kids and the weather. These intense waves of guilt and pleasure would wash over me as I thought of her, sitting in a dark strip club, letting those men ogle her. I saw Sai's fistful of cum and her surprised face as her cleavage lay strewn out from her blouse. Some folks must have noticed my altered state as they avoided speaking to me or kept our conversations short. I couldn't contain the weird thrill I felt. I had flashbacks to Patel, to the store...

The Edwards were a couple, about ten years older than us, and Reginald had played a game or two of golf with me in the past. He was a well-built man, an avid cyclist, with a full head of hair and a big smile. When Reginald came to greet us, my wife stood up. Reginald leaned in and took a long, lasting hug, before withdrawing and placing his hands on her shoulders. His waist didn't move, so his crotch was lined up with hers as her hands fell to the side of her arms.

He said some spiel about how wonderful a day it was, how much fun they were having, but for the first time I had this crazy vision appear...as though an image had been in plain sight but I had never seen it until I could refocus my eyes (and mind). If his cock was erect, and he held her under her arms instead of with his hands over her shoulders, he could easily be inside her. LIke a diagram from a 9th grade science book, the crook of his cock would be nestled in her, preparing to cum deep inside her. The hug he gave her was just an extension of that desire...to pick her up and nestle himself inside. He didn't give that hug to any of the other women in our church group, and my wife didn't receive it from just any man. When his wife walked up, I couldn't avert my eyes as our spouses stayed paired in this socially acceptable, yet blatantly primordial, exchange.

After an awkward moment, I recovered, and went back to the zombie world of small talk. With my eyes open, I made a record of my wife's interactions with every man there. Some men she nodded at and waved, others she gave short hugs to. Others were lingering, with wide smiles. Others she held like Reginald. I remembered their names and faces: Mike, the contractor, Jared, the insurance agent, Don, the deacon...it was as if she had a quiet, unspoken language with each. Some were worthy of close contact, others were not. After we were outside, and her cardigan was tied around her waist, Don walked up to her and placed his arm at the crest of her back. When he said something humorous, she turned and smiled, and I watched as his other hand quickly came around in the thrill of the moment and rested below her navel, on top of her cervix during his polite laugh before returning to her back. Incidental, fleeting, but the subtle message was there. Or was it? Was I insane?

Don and his wife always gabbed about their five children, calling them blessings, and my wife always loved to goof around with them. The whole brood walked up as he bantered with her and Nicole lit up like a Christmas tree. She got down on one knee and talked enthusiastically with them about school, tickled them, and laughed at their antics. I didn't notice her giving the same treatment to any of the other kids surrounding us during those gatherings. Don's kids also seemed very comfortable with her, hugging her and showing no signs of apprehension when talking to her. When their mother, Diane, came to them, I noticed that Nicole tampered her enthusiasm and was much more reserved and polite when talking to Don's wife. Her arms were crossed and she restrained her words. The body language of everyone involved spoke volumes. From my distance, I didn't hear a single thing they said, and yet I understood everything Nicole felt.

There was something intoxicating and awful about it all. For the first time I was seeing what I didn't before: the entire world was the strip club. All of these men, tired of their wives and lives, subconsciously were getting cheap thrills from being in close proximity to my beautiful, model-esque wife. But they were operating on a deeper, nefarious level. The same feelings were there that the men in the club felt for Nicole. When these moral, white men let loose physical actions...these subtle nods to their subconscious desires...indicators of their true intentions, they were letting unconscious desires bubble to the surface. If they could be alone with her, if they let their truth be free, they would mate her spread-legged and wish death upon me. Somehow, I was certain of this. I sensed this growing undertone and it was threatening to overcome my senses when we were in large groups.

I'm not sure if I was crazy, and I don't think any of the men had hostile intent nor were they aware of their actions on a conscious level. I just felt...in tune with the world around me, observing a wavelength I had never perceived before. In no way was it lost on me that my wife was a willing participant. She had her own telling signs, her own perceptions, her own quiet desires dictated her daily life. And somehow, this gave me the clarity I needed to confront her about the past.

--

Later that night, we were laying together after making love, holding each other. Our relationship had been so elevated for the last month I had barely taken the time to come down and confront the reality of what we had been doing. I never felt closer to her than I did in that moment. But, I had to lay flat the sadistic nature of our extracurricular activities. These men were people. If things were going to continue, I had to take their thoughts and feelings into consideration. Sai's words were honest, and they persuaded me.

"No more holding back on my account," I said, "I don't want you to tease these guys because you're afraid of how I'll feel."

She turned to face me as I stroked her hair.

"I don't know what I want," she said, "I feel like they give me everything I need without surrendering my body to them."

She swallowed and continued.

"I know I don't want actual, like...sex. For some reason that left me really...confused...after the other times we did this. Having another man inside me makes me feel irrationally about them. It makes me feel irrational about us. I hated trying to 'quit' those feelings. It wasn't any easier the second time."

My wife had said something out loud that we both knew to be true, but never shared with one another. There were a lot of things we should have been discussing rather than messing around in a strip club with strangers. I decided to start airing our dirty laundry.

"Is it because we're not conceiving?"

Her eyes shot open a bit and she turned away from me. "I'm not...that's not a part of it..."

"It's been almost two years..." I said. I began massaging and kissing her back.

She gulped, "The doctor's said it's still possible for us to conceive..."

I scratched her skin, which I knew she loved. "That was years ago. It's me. And we both know it."

She didn't follow-up. I knew she would protect my feelings until I probed her into a corner, where she couldn't escape. I cleared my throat since I was about to make an accusation that bubbled up from my gut. The new wavelength of perception I was riding helped to inform my instinct. Something one of the men had said in passing told me my instinct was correct. If I was wrong, she could be deeply hurt.

"What about Patel?" I asked.

Her expression went blank and she turned away. She brought the blanket around her incredible breasts and pressed it against her. Her body language told me she felt threatened.

"What about him?" she sighed.

I had an erection emerging. Certainly, I felt some shame about it, but the thought of finally finding out new details about what had transpired over the last few months turned me on. I deftly moved her body and nestled the head of my cock inside her, entering from behind. We were beneath the sheets and she recoiled a bit when I entered her.

"Wha...how are you ready to go again?"

"You were with him," I finally blurted out. She could have feigned ignorance, acted perplexed, or simply pretended the liaison in her swimsuit was the only thing that transpired. Instead she froze up a bit. Even her pussy turned apprehensive.

"That's a lie," she said.

"At the club, Krish said you 'kept coming back for more' when you were talking to him about knowing Patel. I don't know if you noticed that I had entered the party room when he said it. You laughed and didn't dispute it."

I pushed in a little and tugged at the blanket covering her chest. She held it firm, insulating herself. A long time passed before she closed her eyes and turned her head away from me.

"It was stupid," she finally volunteered after an eternity, "Should we really talk about this now?"

I planted my hands on her hips and pistoned myself in and out of her. "Yes,"

I fucked into her some more. She seemed very determined to cover herself. It was psychological. She felt vulnerable. She stayed silent as I pressed into her. I could almost taste her shame.

"Did he cum inside you the night of the party?" I asked as I pushed in and out of her.

"Do you need me or do you love me?" she asked, breathlessly, "I'm going to need you to love me. Love means forgiveness."

I nibbled on her ear, "Don't feed me that bullshit, answer me."

Silence showed the trepidation growing inside her. I felt her pussy get warmer.

"....yes."

I felt deeply turned on. Some sort of worthlessness thrived deep inside me and I loved to touch its face. I didn't know what was wrong with me.

"Tell me about the sex after I left," I said.

"Please stop this."

"I knew you couldn't control yourself. Tell me about what happened after I left the party..."

"Tongue...ugghh....tongue kissing and sex. He told me he loved me over and over."

"Did you tell him you loved him too?"

"Nobody falls in love in one night."

"You were in the moment."

"It was just sex talk."

"Answer me."

She let go of her grip on the sheets.

"I wasn't going to, but he bit my tit just right. He has good hands. I felt guilty, like I had to say it."

"At that moment, you were in love with another man. Just admit it."

"John..."

"Yes or no,"

"I loved how he made me feel..."

"Yes or no...were you in love with him at that moment?" I gently pressed the side of her face and made her look me in the eyes.

"He's such a creep..."

"Nicole..."

Her shoulders shuddered and she let loose her grip on the sheet.

"They were words."

I kept pistoning in and out of her. Her skin looked amazing and realer-than-real to me as we proceeded. I rode the wave of dread, guilt, and lust to a conclusion. My cock twitched inside her and her pussy felt warmer and tighter than usual. We fucked in silence, and she finally let me grab her breast. Our mutual breathing began to slow.

I cleared my throat, "There's a deeper connection between us after each time you venture out."

Another long silent moment passed between us. "That is true," she said, agreeing.

Her breathing began to slow. "Look me in the eye and tell me how you feel about Patel."

Her head shook, "We didn't see each other after that night. I just didn't tell you about the two times we went at it after you left. That's it. Stop this."

I stared in silence, playing with her breasts. She sighed and looked away from me, knowing I needed an authentic answer.

"One day...when my cycle was late...I thought I might actually be pregnant," she said softly, "I had my bikini top from the party, hidden in my desk drawer. I kept it up there afterwards. And I smelled it a lot, because it smelled a little like him, and it made me feel less nervous as I waited."

I tried to hold my composure. It felt like a rain of depression balled up and flooded my gut. The sick feeling of arousal mixed with disgust was overpowering. My eyes shot down to her uncommonly nice breasts, acting on instinct, since they always calmed me in times of discomfort.

"John?" she asked. I looked up at her. "We don't have to do this again," she said, "We can end this."

I nodded, "I mean...you're human. I don't think you did anything that a sensitive, human being wouldn't do. I'm not mad."

We waited a bit as the sobriety of post-coital mundanity washed over us.

"Are you ok now?" I asked. "Do you have feelings for Patel or the man from the store?"

She shook her head, "No. They were never fully realized, true feelings, John. Just...residuals. Aftershocks."

I nodded, "I understand." They must have been similar to the feelings I received from the lap dances I had enjoyed with Heartland.

"We're not going to get answers tonight," I said, "Or ever. Not from talking about this."

Her hands found my cheeks, "Then from where?"

I looked at her with solemn eyes, "We have to follow the road. We have to get to some kind of breaking point."

She closed her eyes and rested her forehead against mine.

"We would never do this if there was another way," she said.

I kissed her, "We can still have a baby together. We just need...motivation. Time."

"And if the road takes us in another direction," she said, "I just want you with me. But this is so stupid...there's in vitro...specialists..."

I smelled her hair and thought hard before I spoke.

"You know those aren't an option...I have nothing to give you..."

She rubbed my back and then squeezed me in silent affirmation. I felt good about moving forward. I had given her tacit permission to do something unthinkable. And yet, the tension between us was gone, and we were deeper in love. I felt good about what I had proposed.

—

Out of nowhere one day, while staring out the kitchen window, she blurted out a confession.

"It was the Indian guy at the restaurant me and my mom went to."

I turned from what I was doing and looked at her, waiting for her to continue.

"When my dad was having his problems with booze, and he'd start yelling, my mom took us to this restaurant. It was like a Chinese/Indian hybrid place, it was a small town. And the owner was the nicest guy ever. He was overweight, and kind of disheveled , but he was so nice to us. I remember, I mean I was only four but I distinctly remember, that I wished my dad was like him."

She had never told me about that time in her life. I leaned against the countertop and crossed my arms.

"This was all my fantasy. I admitted it in therapy."

She turned to me with sunken eyes.

"A wife can have an effect on her husband. You didn't notice but...I talked a lot about Patel looking at me in the hottub at those parties. I brought him up right before we had sex. I talked a lot about how annoyed I was when he looked at me, but I really wasn't. I liked it. And I asked you if you saw him, all the time, and pretended to be disgusted when we mocked him. But I was actually toying with you. Every time we've been around an Indian guy...or a guy with some personal problems, I accentuate them. I talk about them more than other men." She sighed and turned back towards the window, "This was all my fault."

My mind searched for memories of what she was telling me and I was piecing it together. She was right. I'm not sure how the man in the store fit in...maybe she was just trying to make me happy.

"If this is all true then you haven't been having any fun," I said, "You've been dealing with something closer to self-loathing than self-love."

She sighed. Her tits looked amazing with no bra in a low-cut hoodie. "Oh no, it's been fun. The wrong kind of fun. Like eating too much cake."

I rubbed her shoulders and we kissed a bit before moving on with our day.

—

We were walking in a park and watching our child play on a nearby jungle gym. She started softly crying. I didn't notice until I saw a tear stream down her face.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"Nothing," she said. Her back turned to me and I could tell she was trying to contain herself. I put a hand on her shoulder.

"Please, Nicole..."

She looked to ensure our child wasn't within earshot. "I need you to be more mad that I cheated. Even if you told me to do it."

My head shook, "Please don't call it cheating. Nicole, I did this to us."

Her face contorted, "How can you still love me?"

"That's overdramatic."

With wide eyes, she said, "Oh, really?"

I gave a slow exhale. "You would never actually leave. It's the riskiness and the gamble. You're addicted to it. I'm addicted to it."

For a moment she was dismayed, but then her expression appeared to show a certain calm. Her tears disappeared.

"Passionate anger isn't indicative of passionate love," I said.

She shifted in her seat and looked off into the distance.

"I'm sick," she said, "I'm not well. I don't want to have to take care of a...problem...because of the games we're playing. I don't want to...get rid of it."

Yet another elephant in the room that we hadn't yet discussed. A breeze washed over us.

"Then we should stop this," I said. If we kept on, that would be the end result. That was the end of the road from rolling the chamber over, and over, again.

We walked in silence.

--

A couple of days passed and, after jilted discussion, we both agreed to not go to the club any longer. Now that the churning, terrifying beast that laid beneath the surface had been exposed, we thought it best to put the genie back in the bottle and return to normalcy. I texted her gentleman admirers and their disappointment was palatable. I assured them she would, at the least, return to Snapchat soon. None of them asked for refunds on their money, but only expressed concerns for her welfare. In fact, they offered her even more to return. I told them we would keep in touch, and to please give us our space.

Three months passed and the doldrums returned. It's amazing how ordinary life can feel so oppressive after you've lived on the edge for so long. On this particular downslope, we began to lose all interest in sex. I was deeply attracted to her, and we had kissing, intimacy, and the like. But the thought of following through on the act itself, knowing that it would be such a pale imitation of the reclamation glory I enjoyed on a nightly basis after visits to the club, made us sour on the thought. Fucking your wife when other men are falling over themselves trying to do the same...well, let's say it's a new high.



Then, one day, while we were cutting vegetables in the kitchen, I had an epiphany.

"Do you remember 'holding?'" I asked.

While washing her hands, she crossed her brow and looked at me perplexed, "Like...in investing? Or layaway at the store? I don't get it..."

"No, like...in college. When you were on antibiotics and we didn't have condoms..."

It took her a second to catch my train of thought. "Oh...John...come on..."

"What? Doesn't that solve a lot of the problems?"

She audibly scoffed, "Are you not happy with returning to a normal life? We have it pretty good."

I shrugged, "I can survive, yea. But I miss ravaging you every day. I don't feel like putting ourselves out to pasture yet."

Her hands flew up into the air, "Well yea, John, and people miss crack cocaine when they quit. You're fucking nuts."

"Oh come on, 'holding' isn't dangerous."

"Uhm, the strip club has been dangerous, the five other men trying to fuck your wife has been dangerous, we're just numb to it. It's my stupid fault for getting us into this. But, now you're saying having me hold the tip of another man's penis inside me isn't a threshold we shouldn't cross?"

I crossed my arms, "When we did it, was it anywhere near as intimate as sex?"

She shook her head, "No, but..."

"So we give them more than they ever dreamed of, you get off, I get off, everybody has a good time."

Her face contorted and she pointed to nowhere in particular in order to accentuate her point.

"If they thrust their hips forward, or they don't pull out when they cum, then-"

"They're cut off forever. And we're taking a trip to the pharmacy. They'll behave. You know it, I know it. We hold all the cards."

She leaned against the countertop. Her breasts strained against her button-down shirt in a magnificent way. Thoughts were churning behind her big blue eyes.

"What the fuck is wrong with us?" she asked.

I sighed, "We know what we can't have. And we have to turn to...this...to distract from it."

She held her hands against the side of her face. "I have to be with you. I love you."

I walked over to her and put my arm around her, "Well, I have to make love to you. Not have premeditated marital sex with you, but really make love to you. Without it, I feel like my life is empty."

I kissed her and we looked at one another.

"You're my protector," she said, "You tell them exactly what they can and cannot do to me."

I nodded, "I'll never leave your side."

You could almost hear my wife's eyes pop out of her skull as she realized we were truly going to proceed with this absurd plan. I could smell her exhilaration.

"This is gonna blow their fuckin' minds."

We laughed. "You're going to make a lot of people very happy..."

"Including you?" she said smiling.

"Yes, very."

She calmed a little and contemplated something, then she shook her head, "I feel like a piece of meat."

I raised my hand as if to calm her concerns. "You're not, you're a goddess. You're going to be treated with dignity, all the way."

She nodded in agreement, "I like that...dignity all the way."

We sat in silence. Her hand brushed my shoulder.

"I'm going down the road again," she said, keeping emotional distance from the painful but lingering truth we both knew we were once again facing.

I brought her into an embrace and stroked her hair. "Do what you have to do to get there," I muttered with reluctance, "I can't take all this meandering any more. I can't pretend I can give you what you want."

She looked up at me, "We'll wind up back here, together, in love, as a family" she said. "I promise."

We held each other, and I felt a resounding, delightful fear.

--

Fall was turning cooler and my wife was underdressed. Walking into the club, my wife's outfit looked to be far more sophisticated than her surroundings. She wore a tight but tasteful black dress with a front zipper that went to an area just below her cleavage. Bright lipstick lined her lips and her hair was done up in a tasteful bun. My wife wanted to make a lifelong impression on her suitors, even if she had to shiver a bit while walking inside. Today, after all, was a very special day.

Cheers erupted when we entered the room. They each took turns "hugging hello" (lingering for a bit to feel her chest against theirs), chatting with her, asking her various trivial questions about our home life that they'd dutifully observed on Snapchat, complimenting her on her dress, etc. Eventually the chatter died down and I realized they were waiting with baited breath to begin.

"OK guys," I started, like a camp counselor corralling the herd, "It's just like we discussed on the chat thread: no kissing, hands on her hips, you're allowed to ask permission and I am the only person allowed to grant it, understand? Do not, I repeat, do not listen to Nicole. And..." I decided to decline going into specifics about the act itself, "You know what to do with yourselves and what happens if you break the rules. Did someone pay off Donny so the room is blocked off? We don't want to get in trouble?"

"Yes," Sai said, "We good. No trouble."

With a thumbs up, "Great, so the winner of the drawing is..."

For fun, I simulated a drum roll, which got a nervous laugh from the room. I pointed a finger at Muhammed, who clapped and smiled as his companions looked on in playful dismay.

"Muhammed, face Nicole."

Nicole, done up to the hilt and looking utterly sexy, smiled a bit as they looked into each other's eyes.

"Muhammed, do you like dresses with a front zipper? Do they turn you on?"

He smiled, "Yes, but also," he continued in jilted English, "they piss me off...cannot unzip but want to, you know? See lady."

There was a smattering of laughter. My wife smiled big at his cornball joke and put her hands on her hips as the men hooted and hollered. Muhammed reached forward, placing a careful hand on the zipper. The tension was amiable as he slowly unzipped her. He paused for a moment before her breasts began to strain against the dress. As the zipper lowered, one breast became free, and then another.

With pouty red lips, she held up her head, dignified, as the men around her turned into animals. Months of teasing and anticipation began to melt as they were greeted with the target of their lustful pursuits. I could see a glint of disappointment in the eyes of my wife. This was a kind of zenith, an end to an innocence and her power. The bill had come due.

Her bosom heaved a bit as she breathed. Muhammed bent over and lowered his face so he was breathing softly on her nipple, making sure to not break any boundaries. He continued to unzip her dress completely until it was wide open, keeping his face as close to her exposed breasts as possible. She was feeling stimulated and her nipples began to stiffen as the result of his breath and the intensity of the feelings bounding around the room. I knew he would play the angles and do everything they could to bend the rules without breaking them. The trepidation mixed with my neurosis to form a stew that I found pleasurable on a deeply masochistic level.

Muhammed placed his hands beneath the straps of her dress and lifted them, running his hands down the skin of her arms as he pushed the dress past her shoulders and onto the floor. She looked away as he took off his shirt and undid his pants. His comrades took the opportunity to unzip their pants and take their cocks into their hands. I did my best to not look around, keeping my eyes on Nicole and to ensure Muhammed didn't touch her.

Muhammed stepped out of his pants and stood before her, completely nude. Her eyes found her way from some distant part of the floor over to his cock and he let her gaze upon it for a moment. He was a completely average looking man with a pot belly and thinning hair, a full three inches shorter than Nicole, and with a decent cock that was, perhaps, his most notable feature.

With an aggressive confidence, he reached forward and grabbed her hips, jostling her so that the top of her navel briefly touched the tip of his dick. She instinctively wilted to him, placing her hands on top of his as they dug into the flesh above her ass. She fell back into the couch, her face falling away to signal her surrender and her mound briefly brushed up against his growing erection as they jostled. As her hips gave an instinctive thrust forward, for a moment their silhouette looked downright romantic, and I started to get deeply turned on. He lowered her body down to the couch lining the room and she leaned against the wall at an angle. The top of his uncircumcised cock peeled back just a bit and the tip disappeared inside my wife. He leaned forward, as close as he could, and held his face mere inches from hers as his penis slightly penetrated her folds, not daring to thrust all the way inside.

She was "holding" him, and her fellow suitors were mesmerized. Finally, their muse laid vanquished before them, naked as the day she was born, fully revealed and powerless, vulnerable. Her eyes met Muhammeds and, as I predicted, she started to respond. Each of her admirers moved to hover around her, cocks in hand, swarming. I had to shuffle my position to keep an eye on the proceedings.

I saw her blue eyes begin to flutter and retract as her pleasure began to build. She sat up on her arms and her cheek was nearly touching his. She started to convulse, her pale abs flexing and her thighs vibrated as she darted her eyes between his cock and his face. No foreplay was needed, she was enamored from the sheer risque nature of the environment. I knew she only needed the danger of unprotected sex with another man to go over the moon with pure carnal lust.

She rolled into her first orgasm as her body shook and she began to coo. They were guttural, deep moans as her heaving breasts jostled from microscopic vibrations throughout every muscle in her body. Her lips quivered as she exhaled rapidly, over and over, into Muhammed's face.

When she shuddered her nipple made just the ever so slightest contact with his chest. He started to say something, over and over, as he held his cock still inside her trembling body. I had to lean in to hear him pleading with her: "Kiss me, kiss me, kiss me...do it, kiss me..."

She looked up with her mouth agape, her white teeth bared as she moaned and cooed. I knew she was dying to take him up on his offer after only a few moments of contact, but she held to the rules. I leaned in next to her ear and, euphoric and barely sane, put my mouth next to her ear.

"What would your dad say," I muttered, my face inches away from Muhammed's, "If he knew a man named Muhammed could father his grandson."

As soon as it left my mouth, I didn't know if I was going to be admonished for ruining the experience or if it would send her over the edge. My answer came in the sound that escaped from my wife...a shuddering howl of a moan as her entire body convulsed with spasms and she started to cum, hard. Her hands grasped onto Muhammed's arms and he did his best to ensure his cock didn't push inside her. His self control was admirable.

"I can tell your lips are freezing," he whispered. Their eyes met, "Please kiss me."

With sunken eyes she seemed to lurch towards him. They were dangerously close to locking lips when he withdrew, jolting his head away from hers and spraying cum all over the front of her shaven pussy.

I felt a tinge of relief, knowing our experiment had worked. The other men began to finish. It was intense and a little off-putting to see four men orgasm, almost in tandem, raining their cum all over my wife. She closed her eyes and tried to catch her breath as loads of gizz landed in her hair, on her navel, and around her pussy. These were not small loads either...these men ejaculated months of sexual anticipation and it showed in the thick, white gobs that flew all across her tight abs and freckle-dusted breasts.

When things began to calm, I looked around at her suitors, each showing a face that was fatigued but satisfied. Some of them looked at me and a sense of awkwardness washed over the room as their post-nut clarity set in. As per our agreement, they exited the room in haste, with Muhammed leaving last, shoving his legs into his pants as he galloped out of the room.

As soon as the curtain to the room dropped, I hurriedly unzipped and took out my rock hard cock. Just before I haphazardly pushed inside her, I pulled back, seeing the gobs of other men's cum dripping down her folds. If I'd plunged in, their sperm would have went along with me...it grossed me out to contemplate how that would have felt and how close I came to accidentally impregnating her with another man's baby.

"Hurry..." she pleaded. I could feel her warmth as I awkwardly used my shirt to wipe away the other men's gism.

"Hurry!" she growled. I pushed in and was greeted by a furnace. Her fingernails crawled up and down my back as we pounded away at one another.

I barely lasted a minute. We both grunted, nearly screaming, as I came in measured thrusts inside her. We kissed passionately for several minutes, letting our hands roam all over each other as if we were new lovers. It was some of the most intense sex we had ever shared, and as soon as we were finished, I wanted more.

An alarm began to ring on her phone.

"Shit," she said, her eyes closed as her sweaty body heaved with deep breaths, "I have to get back to work."

I looked her over...she wasn't ready to return to the office. She wasn't even in a state where she could get out of the room.

"Here, I'll uh...I'll run to the restroom and get you some towels."

With a huff I scurried out of the room, my brain and eyes full of blood and stupor, darting as fast as I could to the restroom. I didn't like the idea of leaving her alone, but she needed to be cleaned up before she returned to the office and we didn't have much time. I quickly grabbed a handful of paper towels and started walking back to the room when the club DJ stopped me.

"Hey, I heard today was Muhammed's day," he said, "How'd it go?"

"What...?" I asked with confusion in my voice, "I don't know what you mean."

He shrugged, "Dude, everybody knows what you're up to in there. It's ok."

With that, I looked around the club. Every horny old man, every lonely divorcee, every middle-eastern shop clerk, every part-time drug dealer was looking at the curtain to the room where my wife laid. I wasn't sure which of her suitors spilled the beans, or if there was some security system in place that let them see into our sordid affair, but our cover was blown. My wife was now the most sought after prize in a strip club: a woman who gets men off...and maybe even fucks. I ignored the DJs question and hurried back to Nicole.

After wiping away as much of the cum as possible, she quickly threw on the dress and I zipped it up from the front, all the way to the last zip, up to her neck. I had a wave of euphoria wash over me as I realized how transcendent this experience had been. I wanted to take one last dive into the taboo before we exited out into the sunshine-lit world of the living, back to our plain-jane existence.

"Everyone knows about you. Everyone in the club."

Nicole, calming from her fervor, looked at me. "What?"

I reached forward and slowly unzipped her dress.

"What are you doing?" she mumbled in protest.

"You're going to walk through the main stage area on your way out."

The zipper went down until her sprawling cleavage was barely contained, her nipples almost revealed.

"That's too far down..."

I put my hands on her shoulders and she looked at me.

"You're a queen. You gotta act like it."

I turned and patted her on the butt, goading her outside. She started to slowly walk.

"Soak it in..." I said.

Her Desi suitors looked to her as soon as she swept open the curtain, gawking at her exposed chest as she walked towards the rear exit. The front area was full of customers, and the folks who lurked there in the middle of the day were hardly good custodians of a civilized society. It was impossible for her to walk through there without brushing her legs up against at least a dozen men. Most of them merely gawked and kept to themselves, their alcohol and smoke soaked breath surely blowing right in her face, but a couple reached out to palm her leg, and a few grabbed her ass sneakily under her skirt. It was surreal to see every eyeball in the place follow a fully clothed woman's every move while nude strippers surrounded them.

At one point, she turned to squeeze through the legs of two men seated close together. One of them reached out and, without a conscience to stop him, squeezed her breast. She soldiered on, ignoring him. I had set up this fantasy in my head of her owning the room with her sexuality, and I then realized I had exposed her as a hunk of flesh. I felt I had broken my promise to help her maintain her dignity. Regardless of what I thought and felt, watching the man grope her made my dick stir. It felt like they were trying to drag her down into a pit where she didn't belong.

I went out the front entrance, right into a gust of cold fall air, and walked around the outside of the club to her car. In the sobering daylight, I saw a bead of cum stuck to her hair.

"Nicole..." I called out, she turned to me, stoned from the afternoon's events.

"There's uhm...some stuff, in your hair," I said awkwardly as I walked up to her, motioning with my hands to indicate where the gob was stuck. She found it, and to my surprise, just sort of rubbed it into the strands of her hair. With a flick of her wrist, she pulled out a hair tie and put it in a ponytail, hiding the gism but also preserving it. There was no way for me to hide my look of shock. She looked at me as we both realized she was about to go through the rest of her day with a man's cum embedded into her hair. We stood, gobsmacked, neither of us speaking.

"See you tonight," she finally muttered, before zipping up her dress and then entering her car. I watched her hurriedly drive away to return to work. I didn't bother to return to the club either, electing to drive home as well.

--

Later that night, I experienced another one of my "visions". My wife was still wearing the dress from earlier as she had arrived home late from work. A knock came to the door while I was upstairs, so I peered over our upstairs balcony to confirm that Nicole would answer. My wife was unaware I was a voyeur as she peered through the peephole. When she recognized the visitor, she turned to look around for my presence. I sort of hid out of the way but kept my eyes pointed downstairs. When she was satisfied that I wasn't around, I saw her unzip the front of the dress ever so slightly to show more cleavage. She then took a moment to primp her hair. She turned and opened the door, smiling to say hello to Don, one of our church's deacons.

I was perplexed. Why did she adjust the dress? Why was he here? It occurred to me that my wife had not yet showered. The cum of other men was still snared in her hair, dried against her skin, stuck to the back of her dress.

They talked about Don coming to pick up a used gardening tool we no longer needed. She asked about his family and he gave a long spiel about his kid's activities and his job. His eyes darted back and forth between her face and her cleavage and I could see the thirst in his eyes. She gave him ample opportunity to ogle her as she made sure to look away and throw her head back when she faux laughed at his jokes. When he said goodbye he went in for the hug, and they held it until just before it became more than friendly. He didn't fully pull back as me moved away, instead coming up with some benign question to ask her as his hand rested on her back. As she answered, his hand moved slightly to the area above her ass and he got another closeup view of her breasts. After her answer, he nodded and smiled, saying goodbye one last time, and left. When she closed the door, she promptly zipped the dress back up.



I hopped into the upstairs bathroom to avoid seeing her. My mind was racing as I once again soaked in my wife's hidden "language." Was her silent seduction of the deacon a byproduct of our hypersexualized visit to the club earlier in the day? Or was this something ongoing? We eventually met in the bedroom after sundown.

"So..." I said as I finished undressing. I knew I had to keep up with our narrative from earlier in the day without revealing what I had seen, "This afternoon didn't disappoint."

She smiled slightly, "It certainly did not."

I laid next to her and she turned to face me.

"How are you feeling?" I asked.

After a long pause, she shrugged, "Sort of numb."

I put a hand on her shoulder and rubbed, "In a bad way?"

She took a deep breath, "I don't know. On some level I really enjoyed it."

My voice kept a tone of concern, "What other feelings are you having?"

She turned a bit. "Disappointment."

I probed. "In the sex we had afterward?"

Quickly, she showed her disagreement. "No, that was definitely the best part. I think I can safely say we're going to be inspired for quite a while."

I felt relieved. "Ok, then what's up?"

Her head sort of shifted on the pillow.

"It just was...maybe, kinda...too built up. Too much invested. When it was all said and done I sort of opened my eyes and the sexual amplification is...different. Instead of you know...the thrill of being unprotected...the whole thing we were vying for...I just feel like it wasn't intimate enough or something. I'm confused. Maybe we've done this too many times and there isn't a new way to escalate it. Maybe, you know...I used to be your clean-cut wife being an exhibitionist in another world. And, now I feel like I'm a little tainted, a little weary of the whole place and our arrangement. Just kinda tired and a little bored with it."

The general thrust of what she was saying was roundly negative. I was surprised she hadn't mentioned the patrons groping her.

"I'm sorry I made you walk out to the rear entrance. I should have done something when those men touched you."

She gave a conciliatory mumble. "It's fine. I barely remember it."

I was surprised how different our perceptions of the event were.

"I wish you had enjoyed it as much as I did."

She shook her head, "It wasn't all bad. I had some great orgasms and everything, you know? It wasn't all bad."

I let her rest for a moment.

"They all think they're getting their 'day' of holding."

She sighed, "See, all these expectations are weighing the whole thing down."

A part of me sympathized with her, some part of me that was always her doting husband. The other part of me, the one that had just watched her pull down the zipper on her dress before she answered the door, just regarded her as an unremarkable whore. One who made promises to her Johns to get attention and money and then didn't provide the services promised. I was conflicted and the emotions weren't easily controlled.

"Well, you certainly don't have to do anything you don't want to do."

We sat quietly for a while. She sat up on her elbows.

"Don from church came to the door about that trimmer we posted online."

I nodded, "I thought I heard the door chime."

Her blue eyes twinkled a bit as she looked me over, "I had a bunch of matted cum in my hair from other men when I was talking to him."

I could tell she wanted to get naughty. I reached forward with my hand and put it under the nightshirt to massage her breast. A stranger had his hands in the same spot mere hours before, and it turned me on a bit to know he had felt the same soft skin I was now enjoying.

"You're a pillar of the community. You're not supposed to have strange men's cum in your hair."

She grinned, enjoying the taboo.

"We talked about lawn equipment and our families while my pussy was still sore...."

Her delivery was a little theatrical as we mired in our perversion a bit. Our clothes were off in a hurry and we made quiet but passionate love. We didn't talk about any of the other men while we enjoyed each other's bodies. She seemed to keep her eyes closed a bit longer than usual, making me think she was envisioning one of her suitors from earlier in the day. Somehow, I knew it was Don. I could sense it. When I finished, her pussy felt red hot.

--

Over the next few weeks, most of the men had their "holding" day despite her reservations. I'm not sure if my wife was motivated by guilt or lust, but Kris and Kamal each enjoyed the same treatment Muhammed received. She wore the same front-zipper equipped dress as she wore before, her suitor unzipped it to some cheers, he placed her spread-legged on the couch, and nestled the tip of his cock just inside her folds. I wish I could give you some spectacular account of each session, and tell you how remarkable they were, but it was just...same-ish. Each time her orgasms became a little less intense, her movements a little less spastic, her suitor was a little less enamored.

Kris did have a weird fetish for her shoulders that we didn't expect...he kept talking about how "creamy" her shoulder skin looked. That threw us a bit of a curveball. Nicole seemed to like squeezing Kamal's biceps and pecs as they sat, "holding" each other, and she seemed to cum a bit harder during his session. Kamal also lasted longer than the other men, which led to my wife finishing her panting orgasms just a bit before he withdrew and came all over her stomach.. Otherwise, after six weeks, the experience was normalized. By the end of it, each man had enjoyed at least three or four sessions. Hovering on the precipice of conceiving strange men's children was a hot concept at first, but upon repetition, it had become as enjoyable as rewatching a classic movie.

It had our libidos amped, and our sex life was back to roaring...but we weren't sure what course we were taking. Besides improving our sex life and leaving money in our bank accounts that we didn't really need...the closeness to the men was waning. She didn't seem to like them as much when she didn't have such power over them. Having some cum in her hair at a potluck dinner didn't feel terribly exciting to me after the third time we soiled her before stepping out into our mundane lives. It felt like the well was drying up and our time to move on was soon to come.

We discussed our feelings with Sai and Rajesh, who were unbelievably understanding. In the spirit of spicing things up, both men asked for alternative arrangements, with only Nicole and I in the room with them during their sessions. The variety did help to make things a bit interesting.

Sai was a romantic. He just wanted to kiss her while they were fully clothed. While to Nicole and I it was a dry, awkward makeout session, Sai certainly seemed like a satisfied customer. He didn't put hands on her or do anything other than masturbate himself a bit through his pants. He was deeply appreciative and my wife seemed grateful to take a detour from behind lewdly naked in front of a group of men.

Rajesh was a little more offbeat, to say the least, but I still felt he was non-threatening. His fantasy was to pry my wife for her secrets rather than for sexual favors. They had a rather hot "truth or dare" session where she sat on top of his lap while he was fully nude and she wore only panties. The man was an absolute specimen, stacked with muscles and an adonis belt that made his substantial cock stand out from his shaved crotch.

She dry humped him as he asked her "truths" regarding our sex life, family life, how much she loved me, whether he turned her on. I have to admit, I preferred it to the usual primal "holding" shenanigans. It certainly seemed mundane up until the sixth or seventh question. Then, he started to take a turn for the extremely intimate.

"Will you ever betray your husband with sex?" he asked as she humped her covered pussy over his dark brown, erect cock. She was whimpering and breathless at this point.

"Nnnoo....never." she said. There was something so erotic about her declaring her loyalty to me as another man's cock was giving her such pleasure.

"Before you brought your husband to the club...when you asked me..." he said with a thick accent, panting a bit from her movements against him, "...when you asked me about my childhood, my family...is it because you wondered if we could make baby?"

Her humping seized and she glanced in my direction. Her eyes were sly slits, reading my reaction while she contemplated how to react. It was apparent that she was stalling. Rajesh rubbed his cock against her and motioned for her to resume her rhythm.

"You must tell truth," he said in broken English, reminding her.

"I was curious about you."

She looked to me to see if I reacted to her revelation. While I didn't externalize it, it made me feel a deep sense of unease.

"Have you ever been to my house?"

Her eyes darted to him with a shocked glare. I could tell that this was supposed to remain a secret. Without breaking eye contact, she answered.

"Yes. But just to meet your dog."

My mind started to scramble as I contemplated the ramifications of what I was hearing. Her justifications for her behavior were some kind of mental shield she used for deepening her relationship with him. She crossed lines with these men and didn't tell me.

Eventually he asked for a truth that she didn't want to answer.

"Truth. Tell him about the visits."

She humped up and down on his erection and sweat beads lined her forehead. She smiled wide and looked at me, then back at him.

"I'll have to take a dare."

He returned her smile. My mind was racing as to what she wanted to cover up. She was trying to play it off like it was a fun twist in the game, but she was hiding something from me.

"I dare you to take your panties off. I want to touch and feel you. No going inside, but everything else."

She continued to smile and pushed her forehead against his, locking eye contact as she put his fingers behind her panty line. I was perturbed that she didn't ask my permission, but it didn't feel like I needed to interject. He swiftly pulled them back and they rolled down her legs until she flipped them off of her foot with a fleeting motion. I could smell her pussy from across the room.

She started to aggressively push herself against his shaft as he put his hands on the side of her face and pulled her in for a kiss. As her husband, I may be biased, but it was too natural. All of these men had spent hours alone with my wife, so I knew I was a fool to think they didn't want her in ways beyond lust. I just didn't expect her to fold into such a meaningful, romantic notion with another man so quickly. Clearly she had pent up emotions for him. Their passion grew as she clutched his hand tightly while their lips melted together. It was apparent they had real, deep feelings for each other and I sat there as a silent dope, witnessing their long awaited connection.

Despite whatever disheartening, shameful feelings I felt, I was enjoying the dance playing out before me. I wanted to see how much she would measure her overflowing emotions with her consideration for my feelings and our marriage. As the two sweaty bodies melted together in front of me, I scooted in closer for a higher fidelity look at their pairing. They both had their eyes closed so they didn't notice my change in position. His large, muscular arms eventually enveloped her completely as she wrapped her arms around his neck and continued to completely lose herself. They kissed for more than a few minutes as I watched in silence with only the blaring music of the club playing in the background.

With a jolt her eyes opened and she pushed from his grasp. Her hands flew down to overlap his, which firmly grasped her hips, and her tits jostled as her eyes jumped darted down at their crotches. A third of his cock had disappeared inside her and she was pushing her hips up to try to undo the damage.

"Out..." she said in a sexual fog. With the dry expression of a man doing something against his will, he complied. In the moment, I realized I didn't like the de-escalation of affairs anymore than he did. Rather than watch my wife try to jam her exposed feelings back into a box, I nonchalantly decided to start directing the proceedings.

"Nah, go ahead Rajesh, it's ok,"

Suddenly realizing I was sitting mere inches away from her, my wife's eyes lit up and she jolted her head in my direction. Wide eyed, she pleaded with me without saying a word. I decided to proceed.

"I dare you to go inside, just a little bit," I said, "It's just a little. It won't hurt anybody."

"John..." Nicole breathlessly whispered. The bass thumping throughout the club seemed to hit a bit harder in my chest as I watched Rajesh pull her hips towards him. It was intoxicating to hear no sound between the two lovers as the silhouette of his penis against the backdrop of the room grew smaller and smaller as it disappeared inside her. She was pushing against him and resisting, but alas, he was simply too strong.

"John...no..." she whimpered. Her eyes were starting to glaze over. "You know what this does to me..."

Rajesh avoided eye contact with me. The man was certainly enjoying the experience, but he wasn't enthralled. I'm sure that my presence and control over the situation wasn't his cup of tea, but I was certainly enjoying it.

"No..." Nicole stated flatly. She rose up and walked away from Rajesh. With her arms crossed, she turned to look into the corner of the room, clearly as an expression of resentment towards us. She turned to me, covering herself.

"I want to leave," she said with a stern face.

I shook my head, "I have your dress, I think you'll need that to leave, won't you?" I said, smirking.

"Don't be a pain in the ass," she growled, her eyebrows raising.

"You aren't leaving this room until I play truth-or-dare as long as I like. And last I checked you broke the last dare. Now get back on top of Rajesh."

She shook her head, "What are you doing?"

I smiled a bit, "Building emotional intimacy with my wife."

With her shoulders slouching, she glared at me. I wasn't phased.

"I think Rajesh deserves a tit in his mouth to compensate for your lack of enthusiasm."

My wife stood still, trying to be as defiant as possible. She walked over to Rajesh with a blank expression and put her hand on his shoulder as she presented her open chest to him. His enthusiastic lips met her nipple and he deftly sucked on her. After a few moments her eyes closed and she started to release the tension in her muscles. She slowly lowered herself down to his lap and he grasped her sides, guiding her. He slid the tip back inside her and all of her lips parted slightly in response. With a sigh, her hands snaked over his as he swayed her hips against him.

"Truth or dare, Nicole. Pick."

Each of her fingers were gripping Rajesh's hands, hard, as he held her hovering above his cock. Her breathing was picking up as she quivered while trying to not hump against him. "Truth," she said, clearly afraid of what a dare encompassed.

"Tell me about the visits."

Nicole's eyes glimmered and her tight, muscular tummy seemed to seize up. Her hands loosened their grip and she was starting to succumb to the feelings of attachment and pleasure. I sensed she was avoiding eye contact with Rajesh in order to keep her head.

"I can't do that," she said with a voice just above a whisper.

My shoulders rocked back and forth as I sort of gave a "nod" with my full body.

"Ok, so it's a dare. Rajesh, is she feeling good?"

Rajesh kept his eyes locked on her face as she swayed between fear and arousal. He nodded slightly to placate me. Everyone knew it was a rhetorical question.

"Take a little bit more. It'll be alright."

Nicole tried to recoil in a panic, but Rajesh brought her further down his cock. He stopped with about half his cock inside her and paused, but the man read the writing on the wall. The games were concluding and things were reaching a zenith. Unceremoniously, the young man clamped down on her svelte hips and pushed all the way inside her.

Just when I thought we had no place left to go, Rajesh surprised us. He pressed down on her ass cheeks and seemed to motion with his pelvis. My wife's body immediately seized and her eyes shot wide open before her arms spasmed back and forth. She had some brief convulsion and she then cried out in a deep, bellowing moan. Several small, shrieking squeaks and screams followed in a timed pattern as he broke her in. Her head lurched towards Rajesh and she stared directly into his eyes. Her hands rose up and she compassionately rested them on his hard pecs, rubbing them slightly. I watched her lips curl as she cooed. I saw his eyes glaze over as they began to bond on a deeper, primordial level.

The last of her muscles relaxed and she sort of slithered her hips against him. There was a finality to it all. My wife was a nude woman in a dirty strip club, with another man's penis caressing her cervix, the smell of their sex mixed with stale cigarette smoke, the pulsating bass from the club driving in tune with her hips. The game was over. No more thinly veiled rationalizations. No more "us" using "them." No more "suburban wife" playing games. I don't think there was a mother or a wife in the room anymore, just a lover with less modesty than the dancers outside giving away their bodies for drugs or tuition.

The music took on the rhythm of a heart beat as Nicole settled into her coupling with her eyes closed, softly moaning.

"Tell me about the visits," I said. My tone was more like that of an accepting therapist than an angry husband.

She exhaled deeply, "We kissed at his house. For a long time. On his couch. It was raining and it was a little cold outside."

I nodded. At long last, we were having a real conversation. The way she recalled the weather was a bit odd, but it seemed like she was trying to recount her experience in the same manner as a bystander would recount witnessing a crime to the police.

"Was he good?"

She arched her neck and looked to the ceiling and cooed a bit. "Yes," she hissed, with the same apprehension and uncertainty that was present in her voice when we discussed Patel.

Rajesh snaked his hands up her torso and tweaked her nipples before returning them to the top of her ass. He did that motion with his hip again and she spasmed in response, digging her hands into his pecs and making panting sounds as if she was slowly dying. The contrast between his dark flesh and her pale, freckled body was giving me shivers.

"Was his house clean? Were you comfortable there?"

She leered a bit in my direction, knowing that I was probing into a certain private intimacy they shared. My mind began to weave in and out of memories from when we bought our first home, how she became so bright-eyed and determined to have everything just-so, right down to the paint in the baby's room. Her beaming, happy blue eyes were seared into my memory and the image of them flickered in and out of my mind's eye as I started into their current incarnation: eyes glaring in subtle annoyance at me, thick with lust and desire for the man inside her sweaty, pulsating body. This was more telling than the kissing or the lies. I knew her, and I knew how badly she needed her environment to be perfect before we could start our family together.

"Yes."

And there it was: he had cleared the hurdle. His home was warm, ready for growth, inviting to new life, worthy of her. I had no doubt that she waited to physically touch him until she had thoroughly inspected his living quarters. Beneath my nose she had started to succumb to her womanly instincts with another man. I watched her lose interest in me and turn her head back to him.

"Tell me about another visit."



Her chin hit her chest as her eyes shut. She was trying to formulate thoughts through a thick, sexual fog. I was the thorniest of third wheels, but I was feigning for more of this newfound intimacy.

"He came to our house. You were gone and, ooohhh" she quivered and scratched at his chest a bit before collecting herself. "At the house...I needed someone to fix the sink."

Beneath my eyes I felt a swelling dread, some kind of strange misery washed over me. While the other interactions were nihilistic and sexual, this interaction felt like a blatant test to see if he could replace me entirely within the framework of her existing life.

"I'm scared..." she moaned to nobody in particular.

My mind was racing for an alternate interpretation...perhaps it was something taboo that she enjoyed? The deceit? I had told her to follow the road, to take it where it led her, but I was a human being. I felt insecure...violated. I held my frame and composure. Beneath it all, she knew this would hurt me the most.

"Were you together in our home?" I asked, with the tone of the therapist. I thought I did a good job of hiding my pain.

She nodded her head, eyes closed. "Kissing. He cornered me. He took it out but I...oohhhh...slowed things down. Came on my....tummy. It was a cold day. My back was cold."

Immediately my brain processed the stench, the pheromones, of this man emanating all over my house, his seed spilling onto the taut skin of my wife a few hours before I walked in the door. I was thankful he had not met my child. That, at least, was a barrier she didn't cross. At least I assumed she hadn't.

"Were there more visits?" I asked, sounding a bit more direct. She sat in silence, avoiding something.

"Truth or dare. Were there more visits?"

She let out an orgasmic squeal but avoided me. I knew she was swelling up with unbridled fear and trying to find a way to avoid revealing more.

"I guess that's a dare. Rajesh," I said, giving him exact instructions on how to put her over the moon, "Put her right nipple in your mouth while you scratch at her sides. Rub her clit when you kiss her neck. Start humping into her. Do whatever you want."

Out of the fog came her eyes as they blew open with caution.

"Nonono...I'm not sure about him yet.." she said, failing to contemplate the bits of precum that the man was dripping deep within her as he thrust. Her feelings for him were now laid bare. My only interest was whether she would fully reveal her past transgressions. I wasn't even sure if I cared if she left me. Giving Rajesh all the tools he needed to worm his way into her subconscious forever felt like the right move. Sitting on the fake velvet of the circular strip club couch, we needed to reach some authentic conclusions.

I let them take off from the runway a bit before inquiring further. When he moved to her clit, she started kissing his neck and shoulders uncontrollably before letting him tongue kiss her. His cock hadn't yet rapidly begun to gyrate inside her, but they were moving towards the end of the road.

"Were there more visits?"

Her mouth was agape and she was starting to sweat profusely. My question made her brow furrow and her eyes clenched. It looked like she was starting to cry. There was a pool of sadness beneath her words. I wasn't sure if it was orgasmic yearning or misery at the implications of what she was about to say.

"He met mom," she cried out, almost tearfully, and mired in regret.

Rajesh dug deeper into her as he bit down on her right nipple. She arched her back in response, driving him as deep inside as he could go. I didn't know if the bead of water rolling down her cheek was from sweat or from her eyes.

When it appeared the drop off the cliff was near, she suddenly pushed away in a frantic way and shot off of Rajesh's cock. Somehow she knew he was about to finish and he dropped a long stream of cum all over her tummy. His torso lunged forward and he tried to get back inside, but it was for naught. Nicole pushed away his hands and lurched over at me, grabbing her dress from my grasp before I had time to react.

She turned her back to us like a wounded dog and put her dress on, simpering with pants and sobs in the corner. After he had recovered and she was fully dressed, Rajesh walked to her and put a caring hand on her back, reassuring her, asking her how she felt. I didn't hear his words over the music, but his body language was sincere and apologetic. The goodbye kiss they shared was light. Her hand rubbed his cheek with compassion as her tear-stained eyes looked into his, coupled with a light smile. She walked out of the club without saying a word to me. I rose up and Rajesh's facial expression darkened considerably. He sort of dead-eye stared at me as I walked by him, his hulking imposing figure towering over me.

On the drive home, I couldn't reconcile how she would return home that night. We had a church function that we were supposed to attend with our child. I decided to still go, in order to avoid her, and to get my mind off everything I had learned. I felt safe in knowing she wouldn't return to work, much less attend the event.

--

"And by the end of next quarter, we would love to be able to add on to the outdoor playground. Current committee selections include a new see-saw, a large sandbox, or a new picnic table. I'm sure weary moms and dads would love a new picnic table to rest their feet."

The small crowd laughed as we all looked towards the front of the conference room.

"Without further ado, let me hand things off to our comptroller, Nicole, so she can go over our planned budget."

To my total and utter disbelief, there she was. Not a hair out of place, not so much as a blemish on her perfectly made-up face, no stains on her dress. But most impressively, not a single change to her demeanor. No syllables were dropped or distorted when she spoke, no distant look in her eyes, no glances of regret or shame sent my way. It was Nicole, the wife and mother, restored to her glory with no signs of any wear or tear from the spiritual defiling she'd endured mere hours before.

I sat there, not hearing a word anyone said, looking her over with a coned, focused beam of fury mixed with an untouchable arousal. She'd had access to a sink. Her dress was the same that she'd worn in the morning, wrinkle free and perfectly pressed. She'd had access to an iron of some kind, yet didn't return to our home and didn't have access to those things at her office, nor did she have her purse at the club. The timing didn't add up, and I knew who's home she went to in order to straighten up. The thought of her tending to herself at Rajesh's home, in retreat from me, turned me on. In my mind, I knew it was a bad sign. There was an attachment there that was more than lust.

After her committee stopped speaking, the social mixer started, and she avoided me. I watched as Don came from across the room to say hello to her. Knowing now that she had a short list of men she wanted to invite into her womb, I could barely control the fog overcoming my brain. They were just chit chatting, laughing lightly at banter, but the thin line that kept them from breeding was becoming all the more clear to me due to the events of the afternoon. I became overwhelmed and quickly walked outside to collect our child. We abruptly left without Nicole.

--

She stayed away from home until later into the night. When she eventually did return I was already in bed. She went into the shower immediately. After drying off she climbed into bed nude, which was unusual. I pretended to be asleep, but cracked open my eye to see her laying with her face away from me. The curve of her ass was too much and I started to feel the waves of lust slosh over my brain. I reached out and she turned enthusiastically with a look of empathy and fear on her face. Our reclamation sex, as expected, was glorious. Against any dignity or good judgment I came inside her as she screamed, loud enough to wake the neighborhood. Terrified to say a word, I pretended to fall asleep immediately afterwards.

--

The next morning I laid in bed as my wife left to drop off our child at a friend's place for a playdate. She came home and I was in the kitchen, preparing breakfast. I turned off the stove and looked at her. She wore tight jeans with high boots beneath a burnt orange turtleneck. I could see she was waiting for me to direct her.

"Come over here," I said.

She walked over slowly and I could tell from the tension she was both yearning to see my reaction while also deeply fearing its wrath. With the tips of my fingers I guided her waist against the kitchen counter. She took my guide and leaned against it lightly. Her shirt gave way to my hands and I curled it up, moving it above her ample chest and notching it over her bra. I felt a woosh of air as she gasped and trembled. My fingers ran over her pale abs as they clenched just above her thick leather belt. I kept my gaze glued on her body as I gently massaged her lower tummy, not needing to say the implications out loud of what I hoped to emphasize with my touch.

"How are you feeling?" I asked.

Goosebumps were forming on her skin. She took a while to answer, "Like I'm incredibly lucky that you showed me you love me unconditionally yesterday."

From the tone of her words I felt she was being honest and not trying to manipulate me. I moved my hands to the side of her waist and gripped her abs.

"How did you recover so fast before the meeting yesterday?" I asked, bringing my eyes to hers.

She looked away and scoffed a bit, "I knew you'd catch on to that," she said. I waited for her to meet my eyes.

"I have a drawer," she muttered.

My eyes squinted. "A drawer?"

She sighed, "At his house."

I gulped and sort of shook a bit, but my erection grew fast and lean. It brushed against her crotch and she noticed.

"I'm so happy this stuff turns you on," she said, "I took a big gamble..."

I nodded with a despondent gaze, "Yea.." I replied. Life is strange when the tension in the air is so high that humor is impossible. The tightrope between deep arousal and total betrayal was now razor thin.

"So yesterday was really the first time?" I asked.

With a quick nod, she replied: "Yes. I waited for you. I made them all wait for you."

Once again, I felt she was being honest.

"Did you see any of the other men outside of the club?"

She shook her head.

"What about other men, in general?"

She stayed silent.

"So there's others..."

Her head turned, "There wasn't really anybody. I don't know why I got things started with him."

"Rajesh?" I asked, ensuring we were talking about the same person. I wanted to know more about the "others" but also wanted to prioritize this new threat.

"Yes," she replied, "I just...I've never been with someone who was that...in shape. And it made sense since the other two men you sent my way were..."

I cracked a bit of a smile, feeling humor return. "Do you still want retribution against me for them?"

She shook her head, "Not after yesterday."

"Just to be clear, your book club doesn't exist."

She giggled, reveling in the excuse she had used a few times to leave the house in the past few months. "It does not."

I shook my head, "I have a hard time believing you fought him off for this long."

She sighed, "It wasn't always easy. And we came very, very close. And to be honest...not going all the way leads to a lot more feelings."

To remind me that I was a sick man, my erection hardened. Once again, she was telling the truth.

"How bad are the feelings?" I asked, recalling her docile, conquered nature as he grabbed her by the neck.

Her eyes widened, "Deeper than I want them to be."

"He doesn't seem that into you," I said, trying to not appear to be stabbing with a dagger.

She rolled her eyes, "He's a boy. That's the problem with this whole thing, he's just a kid."

"That's true, he has a lot of options."

Her head shook, "I know I could have him. I sense it."

"Really? What makes you say that?"

My hands moved up to her bra and I started massaging her tits.

"When I went over there after the club he tried to act like he wanted me to leave, like he had other things to do. I took off my towel after my shower and then all of a sudden he didn't want me to leave...had his hands all over me. Before he put it in he finally asked me if I was on birth control."

As I rubbed, her eyes fluttered. He had her again...in his home, alone.

"And...?"

She swallowed, "He didn't care."

My head felt woozy and hot. I felt more and more turned on. To give my aching erection a chance to breathe, I unzipped myself, allowing my cock to spring forth.

"I mean, he pulled out. But it was at the last minute. Like, the last, last, last second. I really don't know if he got any in me."

"Nicole..."

"He asked me to stay the night."

"Did you want to?"

"I told him I would let him know after the meeting."

"That wasn't my question. Did you want to?"

With our eyes meeting, she sort of let out a "mmm" sound along with a half smile.

"His cum was inside you at the meeting.." I said, "In front of all those people..."

"Stop."

"Did you call him afterward?"

"I went back to his place to tell him that I couldn't stay. That I needed to go home."

"That could have just been a text message...what did he say?"

"He made me sit with him for a while."

Sensing where this was going, I rubbed my hard cock against her pale, tight abs as my hands continued to work her chest.

"Did you kiss him?"

"Yes," she murmured. She leaned forward with her eyes closed and lightly kissed me. "I tried to just talk with him but after an hour he started kissing me and it felt really nice."

"Did you make love to him again?"

She brought her hands up to my shoulders and rubbed me.

"Nicole?"

With a stammer, she blurted out "I held him in me while we kissed. But he pulled out...didn't cum until I jerked him later...it wasn't for that long."

"You smelled like him when we made love..."

"He cums a lot. There were these gobs. He tried pushing it inside me but I stopped him and he laughed at me like it was a game."

She gave a moan. I brought my hands down around her hips.

"That man's child is inside you." I stated matter-of-factly.

She hesitated. "Shut up."

I gave her a long, wet kiss. "What if there's a mistake..."

She whimpered, "Seriously, stop."

"He met your mother..."

I could tell she fell down to earth a bit.

"I introduced him as a cute coworker when we were out for brunch. They talked for a while. She really liked him but she wasn't sure about his accent."

"That's it?"

"No. I told her I was thinking about having an affair with him." I surmised she had crossed the line into the fantastical, but even if it wasn't true, it still turned me on.

I unlatched her bra. "How did she react?"

"You know I tell her everything..." she cooed as I rubbed her tits, "Even the bad..."

"Tell me what she said..."

"She said I was crazy. That I was a mother with responsibilities and that you were a good man."

I rubbed my cock against her tight, trembling abs. I didn't know if anything she said was true, but it weirdly felt more true than false.

"And then what?"

She cooed, "I said I wanted another baby. Told her I loved his big muscles..."

There was a flashing image of her hands resting on his pecs in the club. I had another vision of her on some bachelor's couch, carefully holding his cock inside her, with his big brown bicep curled around her arms. In my mind I could empathize with how safe she must have felt. It turned me on to think of her as safe in his strong arms, consumed by him, owned by him...I couldn't control myself. I unexpectedly came all over her tight, pale stomach. My post nut clarity came slowly and I felt disheveled sitting there...looking up at her disappointed face, her clothes bunched up.

"That was some, uhm..interesting timing..." she murmured with a little levity. I wasn't sure what drove me to that orgasm. I was worried I'd found out something new about myself. I felt like Nicole was looking at me as if I was a bit diminished...

With the end of my shirt in hand, I cleaned up the drops of cum I left on her tummy. I wasn't sure where her truth began and her fantasy ended, but her newfound intimacy with him was troubling me. With a jostle she straightened her clothes. She just stood there, staring at the floor.

"Uhm, could we uhm..." she said, unsure of how to move on from the awkward situation, "Let's not do the club this week. I have a lot to get done at work and it's probably good if we take a break."

After patting on my shoulder she walked out of the room at a casual pace.

-

It'd been a mundane, normal couple of weeks, if you can believe it. She informed her men, via chat, that we weren't going to the club for a while. At the time it felt nice to know we were mentally in sync and understood the need to cool things down.

One morning, I got a text from her to meet her at an eatery during the middle of the work day. It was an upscale brunch place so it was odd to me that she'd visit there during the week, especially with her busy work schedule. I walked in to see the entire posse, sitting in a circle of chairs that surrounded my wife and Rajesh, who were sitting in a booth. My wife wore a bright blue-ish cotton sundress with an open, generous chest and Rajesh was in a tight, expensive polo. Unnerving is the word I would use to describe the scene: my wife and Rajesh were deeply embraced, kissing each other as if their bodies were one. It wasn't some sort of fun jostling. There was a need there, an abdication of restraint. They were telling the group what they needed to know without words, and yet still they sat. Or I should say, we sat.

I mired with that particular nauseating-arousal I'd become addicted to. So much so that I didn't notice the gentleman sitting next to me was Patel, invited by what means I didn't know. When I sideways glanced at him he immediately looked away, back at my wife. We sat there with shared jealousy and anger in a lovesick union.

A waiter stopped by and in hushed tones everyone shooed him away. The poor guy couldn't help but look over the unusual group, even taking a long glance at my wife's cleavage. I'm sure it wasn't voluntary, after all, how could anyone miss out on such a beautiful woman? My wife responded to his departure and came down to earth. She made eye contact with me and a sort of warm deviousness came over her.

"Hi guys," she said as she turned to look over the group, "Looks like everyone is here..."

Nicole seemed to get her faculties together a bit when Rajesh simply dove his hand into the opening of her dress and began kneading her nipple. His lips kissed up and down the side of her pale neck and she smiled and tilted her head. Her breast was alternately exposed and covered by his hand, making their tryst officially R-rated. I was waiting for some reaction from a less depraved brunch patron or the waitstaff when my wife started to speak.

"We wanted to let everyone know that, uhm, uhh.." she squealed as she struggled to stop smiling as her breast was tweaked and his whiskers brushed against her neck, "Uhm, we...or I guess Rajesh and I have decided that we are going to be together."

Rajesh's hand wormed its way down to her crotch with his lips continuing down her neck. He was running the playbook I had given him in the club. She sort of haphazardly pulled the sundress back over her tit, but it was still bulging, barely contained. For some reason I was more concerned with the waiter hovering behind me than my wife's declaration that she was in a committed relationship.

Sai seemed to stammer some kind of response behind watery eyes, which prompted my wife to continue speaking.



"We're going to go on dates. And be exclusive. But you are all special to me and I want you to be part of my life. And I appreciate all the time we spent together and uhm, hope we can be friends."

She sort of half assedly looked around at everyone and gave a slight pat on the shoulder to Sai, who reached for her hand unsuccessfully before she pulled it away. Over the sound of the busy restaurant I didn't quite hear Kamal ask a question, but Nicole just went right back to Rajesh's lips.

We all sat there as a group, gawking, as they continued to ravish each other. It was now apparent even from my seated position that his fingers were jammed inside her panties, and even more apparent to the waiter standing behind me. Muhammed was the angriest of us all, his arms crossed and his eyes shooting daggers. I was seriously concerned for both of their safety, not only now but in the future. This was the stuff that murders were made of.

One by one the others began to leave in varying manners of disgust. I thought I heard a sob from Patel, with whom I had previously assumed Nicole had broken off all contact. As he walked away he patted me on the back as if to console me. Watching them all leave left me with my own loneliness. In a way I had shared an absurd level of intimacy with those men, for months on end. It was the conclusion of a meaningful relationship...for me, anyways.

When I turned from watching the others leave I saw both my wife's breasts spring forth from her sundress. In a fog I heard someone shout "Alright, that's it!" from behind me, but the stimulation was too much for me not to immerse myself in. The sunlight hit them just right and they seemed so shiny, lightly tanned, heavenly. The color of the dress brought them out into a new glory, and the arousal mixed with all my jealousy and mourning. I concentrated on my erection and her every increasing public nudity. Rajesh was peeling her dress down around her shoulders when I felt someone push me slightly.

"Hey buddy, do you know these two clowns? My manager called the cops."

I was startled and with the mention of "cops" I just sort of rose up from my seat and floundered towards the door. A look back in my wife's direction showed her arm now draped behind Rajesh's head, her breasts thrust out into full public view, with the patrons half staring and half scoffing. I put my head down and jutted to my car at the far end of the packed parking lot. When I slammed the door shut, my eye barely caught a familiar face out of the corner of my eye.

Reginald, from our church, walked by my parked car without noticing my presence. He made his way to the entrance and I felt this intense, overwhelming need to stop him from entering. He didn't make it so far as the door before he made out the scene in front of him through the main window of the establishment. And like any ordinary red-blooded man he stopped in his tracks and stared. So it finally happened: the end of polite civilization. Ever since we'd first set foot in the club I had feared the moment when we would be discovered, and now, it was at hand.

Except he didn't hurry away, didn't turn in disgust, didn't walk down the street to a new eatery. He did what I felt only I knew he would do: he joined the rest of us. Even from afar I could see his body tense up and his teeth clench as the same lovelorn jealousy mixed with an intense lust that afflicted me as well as Nicole's other simps. Sneakily he brought his phone out of his pocket and hurriedly began recording the footage, more than likely feeling he'd stumbled upon cinematic gold after lusting for my wife for years. I guess it wasn't so terrifying to say goodbye to a polite society when, after opening my eyes, I could see that it barely existed in the first place.

-

Nicole walked right in the door at 5:15pm on the button, not a hair out of place, a smile beaming from her face. She walked up to me and kissed me on the cheek before giving a quick "hello." She then walked past me and got to work making dinner. Much like her miraculous appearance at the church meeting, I had no idea how she endured. The amount of suppressed emotion she felt must have felt like a geyser waiting to burst.

After dinner was complete, our child ran off to play. My wife sat drinking a glass of water, nonchalant, acting as if everything was normal. I had enjoyed our mind games thus far, but I was now truly out of band. I couldn't go on any longer neglecting to question her intent. Then again, if I ended the game, I had a genuine fear I may never see her again. For the sake of our family, I kept playing along.

"You have a new boyfriend," I said with a hint of playfulness in my voice. The saucers in her blue eyes were alive with energy as she looked up from her glass.

"It was just a date," she said. Of course I wanted to get up and scream "just a date?!" while I broke every dish in the kitchen (and perhaps tossed her a bit too, if I am being honest), but, like a cucumber, I stayed cool.

"Congratulations," I said with a coy sincerity. Now she looked to be the one holding back anger. She really wanted to break me.

After some time, I asked: "Did he ask you out again?"

She nodded, keeping her gaze on the dinner table.

"Well, you might have to put out if you want him to stay with you," I said, playing along with her school-esque terminology on "dating" and "exclusivity."

Nicole rolled her eyes, "Everybody knows you don't put out until the third date."

I nodded, "That's true. You wouldn't want to get a reputation."

I saw the fire well up from her eyes at my insinuation, but she crammed it back down.

"It's a private discussion in a relationship."

I imagine my face contorted a bit while I nodded along. "What else is private? If you use condoms?"

A sly smile showed itself as she nodded her head.

"How about having a child, is that a private decision?"

Red flushed across her cheeks a bit as she took a beat.

"It was just a lunch date," she said quietly, "We'll see where things go."

She gathered her dishes, put them in the sink, and left the room.

-

I went through life like a sucker, thinking the proverbial "second date" would never come. A few days after her utterly unhinged behavior at the brunch, I was scrolling through my phone as Nicole slept next to me. Sai texted me. His first text simply read: "I don't care anymore."

On the surface it was ridiculous for me to comfort the meek little man, but we'd grown close over time. I offered him my apologies that Nicole had torn away contact so harshly. He countered with something unexpected: a long link to a website.

"This is my server. You are my friend and I do not care anymore. I hacked his shit."

I tapped the link and saw it was a list of about a dozen videos. "What is this?" I replied.

"There is another chat and we take videos. And he is dummy and sets bad passcode on phone," he continued in garbled English, "Some of these from today morning. This is not everything but it's what you would want to see. Because, I know you."

With tact I positioned my phone to ensure Nicole couldn't see the screen, just in case she woke up. I tapped the first video, and it was Rajesh and Nicole in the club, sitting alone. It was clear Sai was shooting from behind a curtain or secretly wedged his phone in a discreet place. It was my wife discussing, at length with Rajesh, how inconceivably expensive in vitro had been, and how angry she was when it didn't work. He stroked her hair and told her he couldn't imagine how bad we must feel after struggling to get pregnant for so long. It was a ramble I had heard my wife give before, so I fast forwarded a bit. The discussion pivoted toward Rajesh suggesting she invite me to the club. A dancer interrupted them and sat in Rajesh's lap. Nicole scooted aside and looked visibly perturbed. The video ended.

Sai probably thought he had a real shocker on his hands: my wife might be trying to have another man's baby! He was a young man and he didn't know our story as a couple. This was probably the most ho-hum of his revelations. Her peaceful, sleeping face was looking toward me behind my phone as I tapped the second video. I immediately knew where it was.

"Omg, is that your phone!" Nicole exclaimed. She was putting her bathing suit back on at the pool party. It was clearly Patel recording her with the room fully lit, meaning I had left them alone some time before. When her top was back on she walked towards the phone, smiling. Patel held out a double shot of some hard liquor.

"Fuck, no, can't drink another one, I have to go. Stop! He's waiting for me."

Patel playfully moved the glass to her lips while giggling and she happily guzzled the booze. She threw her head back to laugh and Patel deftly ripped off her bottoms. His camera pivoted up to catch her terrified reaction as her hands moved to cover her exposed pussy.

"Stop!" she exclaimed as Patel quickly laid down his phone. It landed upright, providing a wayward but still commendable angle on the action at hand. I was greeted by Patel's portly body, pantless, his cock erect. It was an ugly, janky motion when Patel lifted her up by her hips and threw her against a dresser. I didn't see her push back or react, but rather she looked to be obliterated from the booze.

He crammed right into her and started humping at an awkward but steady pace. Nicole reacted with a deep, apparent relief and threw her arms around his shoulders. With a flick he ripped off her top, again, and his thrusts started to cause the furniture to bang against the wall in tune with my wife's otherworldly breasts. Nicole started to give a guttural moan, one she fired off before cumming, and for such an abhorrent, portly man, you would think she was being fucked by an all-star athlete. It wasn't a hallmark of endurance, but Patel got her over the hump just before he buried himself to the hilt and finished in her. Nicole inhaled and exhaled with drunken fervor, eyes closed, rubbing her hands up and down his chest.

"I love you," she muttered, intoxicated, "I love you I love you I love you."

Patel sort of awkwardly patted her hair and looked concerned for her.

"This came from counseling, this was a counseling...thing...you don't know how much it fuckin sucks to be married, it really fuckin sucks, its so fucking boring. John had this fantasy with you..."

Patel just sat silent and listened.

"He's not gay or nothin, it was just...I'm so happy you did this. I don't care I just fuckin love you right now."

He finally laughed a little, "We just met, we say things for play, yes?"

She looked to be on the verge of crying as she shook her head, indicating her seriousness "It's so fuckin bad, so boring. Can you kiss me?"

They locked lips and I soon realized a great deal of time was left on the video. I didn't recall my walk to the car from the guest room taking me such a long time, but then again, I was in a blur. I stopped to say goodbye to some people, I jerked off, I may have shut my eyes. It was apparently a massive hole in my memory...

I put my finger on my phone and scrubbed the video, glancing at my angelic sleeping wife as I watched her pour her marital strife into another man through wanton kissing and fondling. For a time Patel did a good number on her tits and she seemed to almost pass out just before he rose and put himself back inside her. Another thudding session and she found her last vestige of energy and cried out with another sloppy, drunk orgasm. Patel seemed to be keying himself up to pull out when she wrapped her legs around him. He finished and he held himself inside as they kissed some more.

When he pulled away she was crying. "This isn't right, but I needed this so bad," He started stroking her face and she looked up at him. It must have triggered a guilt reflex as she very aggressively pushed him away, grabbed her suit, and ran out into the hall without a word. A few minutes later she was entering our car and we were making love...and I was none the wiser.

I looked at Nicole for a moment and digested what I had just seen. First, this wasn't where the lying began, but it was where the obfuscation of the truth certainly did. She effusively said tender, tragically loving things to him. By the end of their tryst he'd come inside her twice, despite her clear panic about "baby" spray minutes earlier. She started the night as a playful wife having some PG-13 fun to a disheveled drunken mess that seemed determined to have a strange man's baby. How did I feel about it? Given our toxic lust spiral, it felt so weird to have the start of the narrative shift under foot. I was now calculating her actions at multiple turns and trying to understand the woman I married.

I tapped the phone to open the next video. It was short, but showed my wife in a spaghetti strap top, leaning against a bar with an untouched drink in front of her. Patel could be heard giggling, along with some other voices, one of whom I recognized as Kamal. I couldn't figure out why Sai had included this video until I realized the bar was named Carter's and the timestamp was some time after our tryst with Patel. Carter's was right next door to the big box store where I'd arranged our second encounter. Nicole wasn't out cruising for a random man, or looking for Patel. She was out searching, desperately, for the second suitor from the store...taking the longshot that he'd occasion the place.

I flicked away that video and it cut to the next one. Nicole was in the same spaghetti strap outfit but was now walking towards a large booth, smiling shyly. She said hello to the cameraman, who sounded like Patel, and the video abruptly stopped. I tapped to open the next video and it began with Nicole, hours later, sitting between Patel and Rajesh, her hand on Rajesh's thigh and with Patel's arm around her, his hand resting on her shoulder. Muhammed must have been the cameraman and he was asking her a lot of mundane questions about dancing, how many drinks she'd had, if she had a safe ride home. There was a general mood of silliness and all the telltale signs of her gravitating towards Rajesh as she spoke to each man as the night wore on.

This rather boring exchange happened for some time, when with a quiet motion, Rajesh rested his hand at the bottom of her tank top, just above her jeans. His hand just rested there for some time until it seemed to be familiar, upon which Nicole moved her hand from his thigh to land on top of his. They remained touching hands for several seconds before the video ended.

I flicked to the next video and the phone was apparently recording Nicole in secret. She appeared to be in a dark corner of the bar, sitting alone, speaking to Rajesh. The phone, which seemed to be propped against an adjacent seat, captured her face along with Rajesh's body as Rajesh was prodding her with "truth or dare?" as a question. It was the same setup as we'd done in the club. Nicole answered "truth" and he asked if Patel really did cum inside of her at the party. She feigned embarrassment, and told him he couldn't ask her something so personal. He prodded her and said she had to answer, to which she said she'd take a dare instead.

Rajesh dared her to hold his hand while he masturbated through an entire song. Nicole shook her head halfheartedly, declaring that she was married and that it would be cheating. Rajesh reminded her that she'd just finished telling him how mad she was that I'd forced her to have sex with the man in the store, and that it wasn't cheating, since it wasn't an affair of the heart, just a silly game. She looked around trepidatiously, saying it was wrong, but then suddenly noticed that Rajesh had already taken out his member.

She laughed coyly, trying to lift the mood, before making him promise to never tell anyone. He reassured her everyone was gone, and that no one was watching, and that it was too dark to see anything. She made him promise he would answer all her "truth" questions for the entire song, to which he agreed. Without breaking eye contact, she reached over and took his hand when the next song started.

Her mood immediately elevated and she started to ask him about his previous girlfriends. They talked about the last time he'd had sex, to which Rajesh confessed he'd been with a woman that very afternoon. Rajesh confessed what they were doing was a fun parlor trick he did with strippers. She asked him if she was "just like" his strippers, to which he passionately said no. Rajesh asked her if he had a nice penis, and she blushed, nodding. He continued to prod and asked if it was bigger than Patel's, to which she wholeheartedly agreed. Rajesh then asked if it was bigger than her husband's, to which she seemed to flinch a bit with a mix of guilt and compassion. She replied that information was "private" and that it wasn't "right" to talk about her marriage.

He assured her that she was so beautiful, if he was adrift in the frozen ocean, he'd swim until he lost consciousness just to see her again. Nicole, in her drunken haze, really seemed to take to this line. Rajesh told her he wanted her to marry him. My wife said that she didn't trust him, and that he probably knocks up a new stripper every week. Rajesh said it had happened before, and each time it was a terrible tragedy. Nicole's expression became sour and she asked what happened. Rajesh took her on a sympathy walk through each of pregnancies he'd apparently made "by accident" in various girlfriends and strippers. There was always protection involved, but accidents "happened." He pulled out his arm to show five tattoos, each a dot representing the tragic occasion. Nicole seemed to be touched by this, and apologized to him for having to "go through that." He thanked her for her sympathy.

She turned the conversation back to something more playful, saying she still thought he was a "player" with no self control, and that she didn't trust him. Rajesh assured her he had self control, and told her to "watch this." His hand reached out to stroke her hair, and after a moment she looked down and exclaimed in surprise. She started to laugh and held up her hand, with a wad of cum now hanging off it. In a hurry she wiped it off on a dirty napkin and asked him if he even made it through the entire song, to which Rajesh noted they had held hands for six songs, but he could cum whenever he desired. Nicole congratulated him on his "talent" and laughed.

Rajesh asked to kiss her goodnight, to which she flatly said no, and that they'd never see each other in public again since it was way too scandalous. He invited her to come hang out at the club, with the group, during the day, and assured her there would be no "funny business." She said she'd think about it, and Rajesh once again asked to kiss her. She refused, saying kissing on the lips is "definitely cheating." Rajesh nodded and said he'd show her some self control.

He leaned in and began to kiss her neck, with his hand returning to the spot just beneath her tank top and above her pussy. His lips lined up and down her neck and cheek as her eyes closed and he massaged her through her jeans. His other hand sneakily pulled down both of her spaghetti straps, resulting in her chest holding up the top. He eventually stopped and she turned her head. Rajesh told her it was just a polite "kiss on the cheek" goodnight, with their lips intensely close to one another. It was clear to me that Nicole wanted him to go further, but instead he backed away. He wished her good night and deftly grabbed his phone from the hidden position, ending the video.

I looked away from the phone and at my sleeping wife. While you might think I would be angry from all the half-truths and lies I was uncovering, I was actually relieved. Our whole adventure was, indeed, a manifestation of my wife's deep unhappiness and not entirely my own perverted fantasy. On some subconscious level I'd absorbed it and projected it on to a vision of her being sexual with a deeply inadequate man. At some time in the distant past I must have known, on some level, she would be overjoyed at any deviation from the mundane, high-stress life she forced upon herself. My guilt for having shared her with these men was assuaged a bit.



And it made sense that all the "holding" and teasing wasn't entirely for our benefit. It never felt normal that Nicole had agreed to it on my accord. She was getting off on teasing her Main Mister in front of the others. I suppose it was the way you play "hard to get" with a bachelor sex addict.

I leafed through the remaining videos. It showed the evolution of their relationship over time. As Nicole had said, she didn't have any "sexual contact or feelings" for anyone before I was invited to the club, though their little liaison at the bar certainly could be debated. Not long after I showed up, the private times they had together turned intimate. Not innately sexual, just intimate. Their "position" was having his hand at the end of her tummy, just like the night they first met, and she locked hands with his own. They would sit, his hand over her womb, her hand embracing his, talking like best friends. He started to shoo away the strippers before they could barely even set foot into the room. They started to look into each other's eyes a lot.

Before we started the "holding" game, they did some show and tell. He saw a nipple flash and she'd ask to see him flex and touch him. Once the "holding" started their meetings were almost immediately shirtless. She would climb onto him in her bra and feel his pecs. They talked like this, like it was a coffee date, sometimes for an hour straight, with his hands never doing more than resting on her hips. She liked to toy with his chest hair, and at a few points she admired our wedding ring as it rested against his dark-skinned chest.

These were some of the most provocative videos. I would scrub fifteen minutes in...twenty minutes in...and Nicole would be grinding her crotch back and forth on his leg. At a lull in the conversation, he would put his face into her cleavage and give her some attention, which she responded to for a moment with closed eyes coupled with a light smile before giving him a playful slap, bringing him back to obedience. Other times she'd be in the middle of a conversation and he would thrust his head forward and give her a quick, instant kiss that she couldn't dodge, followed by Rajesh saying "I am in love you." She would look him dead in the eye and respond with either a "damnit" or a "that's got to stop."

Another video taught me that I had the privilege of witnessing, in person, their first kiss and their first time having sex. I just...wasn't aware of it. I wasn't sure if Sai was in on it, or if Rajesh coyly set up his phone, but a very closeup angle of a "holding" session between the two was recorded over Nicole's right shoulder. My waist and legs were visible as Rajesh rubbed his head inside her folds and hovered over her. At just the right moment, Kamal asked me a question, causing me to turn my shoulder, while Muhammed stepped in front of my view. At the perfect moment, Rajesh leaned down and kissed my wife, full, on the lips, while pumping into her with a few thrusts. She reacted with a wide-eyed, shocked, jilted smile, followed by a hard slap on his face. His bold move went off without a hitch, and a few seconds later they pulled off the same ploy. This time Rajesh humped quietly but forcibly, causing my wife's incredible breasts to jostle like rain puddles. He withdrew with perfect precision back to the "holding" point and Nicole clawed at his sides in protest, a bit mad he was pulling out and a bit mad he'd betrayed her trust.

There was no video to show her reaction to his boldness, but another video followed, wherein he went further. It's embarrassing to realize how numb I'd become to men lying with my wife in such a vulnerable position, as I could see in this video I was busy with side conversations and leaving/returning to the VIP room. Nearly every time I turned my head there was a kiss, a deep thrust, a blatant grab of her breasts. And to further provoke my wife, Rajesh started trying to remove her wedding ring during his "holding" sessions. She would slap, or move her hand, or pull away, but he was getting relentless.

At the deepest depth of it all, they basically had bareback sex for over a minute with our wedding ring being held in Rajesh's hand, all while my back was turned standing a few feet away. To the best of my knowledge, none of the other men tried any shenanigans, but if they did it wouldn't surprise me. I didn't understand the pecking order of the group, but they all kept quiet about what Rajesh did, and knew they couldn't try something similar. And of course, Nicole never told me a word about any of it. If I had to guess, she'd say it was an accident or that it "didn't count"....something along those lines. And who knows? Maybe some of the other men took a dip as well. Apparently I was oblivious.

The sun was starting to come up, so I leafed through the remaining videos. It was somehow benign to me to watch the progression. I felt rather "conquered" after seeing them commit adultery behind my back, and I think Nicole did as well. It wasn't long after when she went to his house for the first time, on some dull premise about him needing "help" with picking out house paint (a note for the alert readers: no, he did not have a dog). It appeared that Rajesh's house was very small and unremarkable for his supposed high-paying tech job, and his stripper habit didn't account for his meager standard of living. That bothered me.

Nicole walked into his house blushing with trepidation, and promptly walked through it, sniffing out to see if it was clean. She didn't even bother to sit down, but instead gave him a long kiss goodbye. Another video showed a longer stay, with nudity, some shared oral. Then another with "holding" with only the two of them alone. He was respectful and didn't plunge his way into her depths and allowed her to kiss him as she saw fit. I guess betrayals of trust weren't as much fun when I wasn't in the room. The ones that made me feel the most intense reactions were the ones where there was no nudity, no sex, just long kissing with an occasional "I love you" thrown in.

I found the hottest videos of their early excursions to be the handjobs with her tits. She would prop up on one elbow and let her chest hang over his cock as she jerked him. From experience, I can tell you that this is her trademark sexual experience. Against his will he came very quickly the first time he felt that flawless flesh rub against him as she gave him a handjob. Yes, it was better than pussy. Even Rajesh, with his iron will, could hold back from cumming prematurely.

Sometime after the bareback truth-or-dare session we shared in the club, sex with a condom in his home followed. He had promised her they could proceed without protection but my wife insisted on the rubber, saying she had to "save something" for her husband until she was "sure." It was shameful, but she looked smoldering hot the first time she reluctantly allowed him inside her, alone as a couple in his home, in all but the most final of betrayals. I couldn't help unzipping myself and finishing in a bedside kleenex. Watching her being so reluctant, questioning him a dozen times if they were doing the right thing...and then the sex being a bit cold and distant. She felt bad. It wasn't right. There was still something there that drove her guilt...but she did it anyway. Maybe she was scared of losing him, maybe he shamed her into it. Maybe she still thought she could "have" him. Watching her grind on him in this detached state was utterly arousing to me.

Then the crushing euphoric wave came after a few more videos, when she started to let go and began to enjoy herself...forgetting about me.

Birds started chirping and my eyes were as dry as sandpaper. I fell asleep.

—

The next day marked at least a couple of weeks since the last time I knew my wife had seen her "boyfriend." I felt certain she'd spent every minute of her day with her family or at work, but then again, what the hell do I know? You can imagine my surprise when she was standing in our bathroom, on a Saturday afternoon, primping her hair with an expensive white dress dangling around her waist. She was about to put a strapless bra over her immaculate chest, but I walked forward instinctively and stopped her.

She smiled, and turned to hug me. I ran my hands all over and found she wasn't wearing underwear. I sat her up on the sink and barely felt her up before pulling myself out of my pants and plunging into her. By the way she felt I could tell she was happy to see me.

"You're dressed up. Hot date?" I asked, slowly humping into her.

She nodded with her eyes closed and exhaled, "Yea I want to look nice. It's a hot, hot date."

"Oooo yea, I can tell," I said, sliding in and out of her. We did what I call our "standard fare," the methodical repetitive but always nice series of sex moves every married couple knows by heart, and banged out a quick orgasm from each of us. The dress' fabric felt luxurious. I knew he had purchased it for her, but I wasn't up for discussing it. After I pulled out and she cleaned up, she put on the strapless bra and turned to me.

"Can you zip me up?" she asked, to which I complied. I turned to walk away, even with a thousand questions in my mind, to ensure she felt like I wasn't interested in her comings and goings. There was something off about her appearance. Something I couldn't put my finger on...

"I'll be leaving around 4, I have an appointment." she hollered after me. I shouted back an "ok, hun" and walked away.

-

Not long after she left, I fed our daughter dinner and she was quietly playing in her room, so I decided to plop down on the couch. Nowadays I was trying to avoid silence as much as I could, as it tended to allow intrusive thoughts to enter my mind. I was human, after all. I didn't want another man's baby inside my wife, but my wife had a need I couldn't fulfill and I don't know if we had the mental strength for another disappointment from doctors who overpromise and underdeliver. In case you hadn't inferred, my wife was the type of woman you rented, but never owned. That's how it had always been since the day we met: the whole world wanted her, I was just lucky enough for her to be fooled into thinking I was all she needed or wanted.

It wasn't a healthy way to stem the depression I was feeling, but I went back to Sai's list of videos. I didn't watch every millisecond but I scrubbed through, finding the important points. The progression was as I expected: condom sex went from being guilt ridden to pleasurable to almost daily. The sex didn't provoke me as much as her post-hump behavior. She'd throw on pants or her blouse and walk around his house, cleaning, reorganizing, and then lecturing him like a parent. It was one thing to use the man like a toy and dote on his romantic words, but she was investing in him. That really bothered me.

A few videos further down the list and the "let's take the condom off" goading started. This turned me on to no end. It would come from him before the sex started, and then it would come from her during their session. When she would ask to go raw it was like she was in a pleading, orgasmic fever dream, so she may have been escalating the rhetoric to get off, but who knows? Then the doting couple had a peculiar quarrel: she wanted to make love at his home, he wanted to fuck at the club.

Rajesh eventually won out. I came upon the most erotic video yet: the two of them recorded by his phone in the VIP, condomless. She must have relented and started to trust his ability to hold back his orgasm. The video was more than two hours in length, so I scrubbed, and to my astonishment they were still grinding two hours in. When they first started the music was uplifting dance music. When I stopped fast forwarding, and they were covered head to toe in sweat, the club was playing harsh, violent rap. The way the overhead light shone on their sweaty bodies and the lack of any interference was really something to see. The clothes were gone, the crowd was gone, the husband was gone. All that remained was Man and Woman as God made them, drenching each other in dopamine and bonding through oxytocin, the thundering bass in the background grinding animalistic urges into their skulls.

I have to give them credit for being the peak of the male and female form, and if it wasn't my wife, it would be a flat out privilege to watch two people in such physical condition fuck with abandon. While they were lying horizontally, Rajesh pumping in and out of her, the biggest thrill came as he hurriedly pulled out of her and came on her abs, his hulking brown cock sticking out in contrast to her pale skin. He barely withdrew in time.

His left arm was beneath her head and she laid down upon it, eyes closed, as his other hand found its way to her cum covered tummy. It seemed like his hand always found its way back to the same place it found in the bar where they first met. It was their "pose." And then, to my surprise, they fell asleep. It's not every day that the leader of the PTA falls asleep nude inside of a strip club. Anyone from our large social circle could peel back a thin curtain and see her in her truest form, potentially ruining our lives. It was erotic to see the two lovers take a snooze in such a sordid place, perhaps even adorable. She looked like a quiet, peaceful angel, protected, safe.

Since nothing in my life stayed normal for very long, I received a notification from Snapchat that I was being sent a video by Sai. When I went to open it, I could tell it was recent due to the timestamp and the fact the restaurant was decked out in Christmas decor. It opened to someone filming my wife, from afar, sitting at a well appointed dinner table wearing a different dress than the one she had just adorned. It zoomed in to catch her reaction to Rajesh getting on bended knee and proposing to my wife.

Like an elated schoolgirl she put her hands to her lips in excitement and nodded affirmatively, taking Rajesh in an embrace as their fellow dining patrons applauded their engagement. Before my exhausted brain could fathom a reaction, the footage switched to an over-the-shoulder view of my wife sitting on some prep table in a kitchen.

It was dark but lit well enough that I could see everything they were doing. With a fumble a waiter was holding Rajesh's camera as her lover slipped off her panties. Nicole seemed to resist.

"What're you doing?" she asked with a nervous smile.

Rajesh tactfully pulled out his junk and tucked it inside her skirt, resulting in an audible gasp. He pushed himself inside her while placing his finger around the wedding ring on her finger. Our wedding ring.

"Hey make sure you get the ring bud, I'll tip you good," Rajesh said to his cameraman.

"Stop..." Nicole muttered with a flat tone.

Rajesh deftly pulled off our wedding ring as he withdrew his cock, the motions in tandem with each other. He slid his cock up and down her folds as he tossed our wedding band onto the counter without a care. Nicole's face contorted and she flailed after it like a sad child with Rajesh laughing at her efforts.

"Don't do that..." she whimpered. He took her hand and it fell limp in his grip. In synchronization with his thrust into her, he placed his new engagement ring on her finger and she cried out in a muffled moan. Rajesh started to ram into her w/o much in the way of foreplay and she responded by grabbing for him and holding in her shrieks. Without much effort he deftly made his way to a fast orgasm, spewing himself all over the top of her exposed pussy.

Before my wife could react, he snatched our wedding band and started gopping up his cum with it. I felt like I had icicles squeezing my heart as he rubbed his semen all over the ring I put on her finger the day we were married. Nicole eventually caught up to her senses and started slapping at his hand to get him to stop.

"No! No...that's not ok..." Rajesh laughed and the waiter was clearly enamored with the whole scene. Nicole started flailing and swiping at the camera just before the video abruptly ended. I put the phone down for the moment.

With closed eyes I recanted how she looked before she left the house. I didn't want it to be true, but there it was, glittering in the bathroom mirror as we made love: his ring. I had sex my wife while she wore another man's engagement ring. And as for "dignity no matter what"...his level of disrespect reached the deepest levels of mockery, and yet she'd kept the ring, continued the fantasy. I knew there was only one place she could be: the "wedding."

Before I had time to react, my phone vibrated. A live video stream invitation had arrived. I got up and paced around the kitchen, used the restroom, and fixed a mixed drink. Did I want to watch this? Was I still onboard with this charade? Could I hold my Gary Cooper-esque strong resiliency through this level of mindfuck? And what if it wasn't a "fantasy" after all?

Who was I kidding? I was going to watch. It was a car accident that I couldn't look away from.

I joined a bit late so the ceremony was in progress. All of her club suitors plus Patel were crammed inside Rajesh's tiny living room, surrounding the couple as Sai read "vows" aloud. Apparently the group had forgiven their garish transgression at the eatery. Rajesh was dressed in a colorful, elaborate button-up groom suit accommodating a man of his heritage. My wife had clearly had someone professionally prepare her hair and makeup. She looked beaming, joyful even, looking deep into Rajesh's eyes as he returned her admiration. Sai finished the ceremony, and things departed from what I expected.

"And now..." he said. Rajesh backed away, relinquishing my wife's hands. Muhammed stepped forward and took her hands as the entire group began to laugh and coalesce into the line.

"You may kiss the bride..." Sai said, smiling. Muhammed leaned in and, for the first time, wrapped his arms around my wife and gave her a long, passionate kiss. When his turn was up he smiled, pressed his forehead against hers, said some intimate words, and walked away.

"You may kiss the bride..." Sai repeated as the others lightly laughed.

Kamal followed, deftly groped her breast lightly as he kissed "his" bride. HIs lovelorn, sad eyes walked away from her and allowed Patel to enjoy his "kiss." Her first lover took to grabbing his ass as he ground into her, lifting her in the air slightly. Nicole ate up the festivities, laughing and hugging each man with a familial love. And so it went until each man walked out the door, the hapless Sai the final groom to provide a "kiss" before exiting the house. When Sai backed away you could see tears in his eyes. He was fully in love with her, and the man had debased himself just for one last moment in her presence. Nicole placed her hands on his cheeks and gave him a weak smile as he left the premises. The entire scene was unnerving and bizarre.

Rajesh stepped forward and met her lips, his hands finding the back of the dress and tearing it apart. It started to rip and fall away from her ample bosom and her new husband made short work of the strapless bra. He inhaled her breasts as he tossed her onto the bed in his tiny living room, ripping off the rest of the dress with a fury. With all of his strength he lifted her up into a hug by her hips as she laughed in joy, lowering her onto his cock. He sat up a bit and she placed her hand on the back of his head as they began to grind into one another.

From this vantage point I could see Nicole's eyes were vacant but tender. Her new husband fixed his eyes on her jostling breasts while she preferred to devour his face with her eyes. It seemed like she was in awe of the fact this man was now hers in every way possible. The imprinting was unmistakable: her brain was infested with "him."

The other suitors started to join the livestream as they returned to their cars and homes. I had no doubt a few were glancing through the window to see their marital bond in real-time. The chat began to fill with nonsensical language, but Muhammed slipped into English, typing out in large capital letters: CONQUER.



"Long or short?" Rajesh asked, gasping.

"Hurry...I'm so sick of waiting..."

Rajesh dug his thumbs into her abs and started driving in and out of her. She kept her lovelorn gaze right on his face. As he climaxed his hand returned to that spot beneath her belly and he lovingly cupped her womb as he filled her up, completing the longest tease in stripper history and the total betrayal of our family. Nicole slouched forward, holding him. Their sweaty bodies meshed together and I thought I heard her sobbing softly.

After some time she got up and walked to another part of the house, returning with some spare clothes halfway on. Rajesh got up and pleaded with her to continue, to which she replied he needed to wait until their "Honeymoon." I don't think Nicole understood how quickly her value to him was diminishing. I believe my wife was halfway fooled into thinking he loved her.

With him chasing after her she exited the tiny home, he turned her around for a final embrace. She ran her fingers through his hair and told him she loved him. He smiled in reply and kissed her forehead before watching her leave.

I very rapidly, and very haphazardly, began texting the collection of videos I had received to two different numbers. With my head completely on fire I started to type out paragraph after paragraph of explanations, illustrations, and pleas for help.

I don't really know if I wanted to help her. I only knew I wanted to get her back under my control. And with all the die cast, I knew exactly who would help me.

—

Nicole eventually came home that night and had the audacity to lay down and fall asleep next to me. I laid awake until my eyes were dry, turning when I knew she was out cold. His wedding ring was staring me in the face, his cum was still inside her. How she could fuck us both in the same day was beyond me. I knew, for certain, there would be no time for a "honeymoon" the following night, as she was preoccupied with our daughter's recital. I had to find a way to keep her home the night after next, and I lucked out the following morning.

"My mom said she wants to come over and visit..." Nicole said over breakfast, "That's...weird. She doesn't usually come over on weeknights."

Operating as usual, pretending I hadn't seen what I saw, was mind numbing. Pretending that I didn't notice she wasn't wearing our wedding ring was ridiculous, yet I think she had gotten so used to deceiving me that she could only get off if she did so in plain sight. It was a rough couple of days, but eventually the night rolled around when my plan would be in action.

"What the hell?" Nicole said, "She just canceled...I...she never cancels."

The sun had gone down, so the likelihood of Nicole leaving the house was nil. Eventually we went through our usual bedtime routine and prepared to sit down on the couch, our child tucked into bed. I brought out a bottle of wine and an audio monitor.

"It's been a long time since we had a slumber party downstairs," I said. In the basement we had a large circular couch that could sleep five people if required. Sometimes we got a little wine drunk and spooned nude on it, hopping between watching television shows.

"I dunno..." she said, "You have the child monitor in case she wakes up, right? We can't hear squat down there." I motioned toward the audio monitor and she nodded, rising. I put my arm at her back as we made our way to the basement. We sat upright and had a couple of classes and I rubbed her shoulders. With her new wedding band on she rubbed the back of my head in appreciation, sending cold shivers up and down my spine. I made sure she took down at least three glasses of wine to ensure she was properly exhausted before bed. After an episode of a show, it was time to turn in.

"No fun tonight?" I asked. She sort of squirmed and shook her head as she sluggishly slid under a blanket. I knew she was saving her libido for her new husband. "What about some naked snuggling as we fall asleep?"

She quietly pulled off her shirt, almost out of pity, along with her pajama pants and laid down in her panties, facing away from me beneath the blanket. I stripped as well and laid up against her, and with a soft touch I cupped my hand in Rajesh's favorite spot, just above her pussy. She groaned a bit in protest and moved my hand up to her stomach and grabbed it, preserving the intimate position for the father-to-be. After assuring myself the door was unlocked and all instructions were conveyed, I fell asleep, wondering if my wife was already pregnant. Was I too late?

I awoke with a start. Nicole was now on her back, asleep, her breasts slowly jostling, as her new suitor quietly fucked her. As I climbed out of my slumber and my eyes adjusted to the dark, I made out her mother's face hovering over her daughter as she made love to a stranger. Understanding my cue, and feeling out of place laying semi-nude next to my wife as she had sex with someone else, I backed away slowly. Nicole started to move her drunken face back and forth while crossing her brow.

"She's coming around..." her mother whispered to the two of us. I felt a surge of alcohol tinged breath blow in my face as Nicole started building to an orgasm. She shook her head and placed her hand on her lover's chest.

"No, John, stop..." she pleaded, thinking the man inside her was me. I felt a tinge of guilt at betraying her trust and dignity, which I quickly quashed by imagining her faraway face as she was bred by Rajesh. I then realized her objection was to stop me from compromising the potential father of her baby, even if I was truly impotent. What we were doing was "wrong" but the people closest to my wife knew it was necessary.

"John..." she muttered with closed eyes, bringing her hands up to her lover's face. She felt his features and he took her hand, kissing it as he quietly humped into her. The tactile feedback must have triggered her conscience to pour forth. Her eyes grew large and within a millisecond she began to react violently. Her arms tried to push him off and she twitched wildly trying to get out from beneath him, but I did my part holding her in place as her mother placed her hand on her forehead and tried to ease her into a new reality.

"Honey, sssh, it's ok..."

"Mom!" Nicole shrieked, "Mom...Don?!"

Nicole made eye contact with the man inside her, our family friend and a father to a beautiful family of five children. Her scream was loud and intense as she arched her back to try and escape his grasp, but her mother and I held her in place. Her mom did her part, stroking her head and shushing her like a tepid child. The arching of her back only drove him deeper inside her.

"Nicole, baby, this is what's best, just try to let this..."

"Mom what the fuck!" she screamed.

"Honey you're getting in trouble and we have to do what we need to do to make sure you don't keep this up..."

Nicole just flat out shrieked and tried to escape again, but Don did his part, plodding into her and holding their bodies together. I watched his finger work the top of her clit, just as I had told him to do.

"Nicole Elizabeth, stop this, you know you can't fool around with people like that disgusting young man..." her mom continued, stroking her forehead reassuringly, "You're on a path you can't go down any longer..."

"Mom!" she cried out

"Sssshhh, just relax, relax honey, this is for the best..."

Nicole seemed to remain tense but surprisingly relaxed, her head cocked to the side, staring at the wall. Don continued plowing into her with abandon, and when he started to see signs of acceptance he began to pick up the pace. I can't imagine how my wife was reacting, and I truly did feel a great deal of guilt. She let out a deep, guttural roar of a scream before tensing and twitching beneath Don.

I made eye contact with her mother, who returned a look of minor concern. Eventually Nicole began to wrap her legs around him and she turned her eyes towards him, though they remained closed. Don saw this as an end to hostilities and a sign to make one of his deepest desires come true: he leaned forward and took my wife's nipple into his mouth, biting and sucking, according to my exact instructions, at just the right interval and pressure. Nicole let out a reluctant moan and I knew she was beginning to accept him. I looked back to her mother and the concern had washed from her face. Her eyes motioned for us to leave the vicinity and I followed her lead, getting up slowly and quietly as my wife continued with her new lover.

We met in the downstairs hallway, out of sight from their activities. I felt bad for the poor woman. We'd always had a good relationship.

"To be honest the most amazing thing about all this? How good she still looks naked after having a kid," she said aloud. I found the comment odd, but then again, mothers and daughters are on a special wavelength.

"I'm shocked you agreed to all this," I said.

With eyebrows up she sighed, "Hardly what a mother should be doing when their child is in their 30s," she started, "But after what she has done to you, and where this was going...you have to realize that the harm she's causing is going to come back on her, either like this or down in the depths of some dungeon-esque world that leaves her alienated from all of us forever."

I put my hands on my hips, "I just don't know about this..."

She looked at me: "When she was sixteen, I remember she kept stealing beer from the corner store and getting fall-down drunk in our basement. We couldn't stop her. Eventually her father just locked her in her room for two weeks and fed her trays of food through a slot like an animal. It was brutal, and wrong, but it worked. Listen...John...once she pulls on a thread she goes until the whole ball of yarn is gone. It's how she's built. I didn't know if it'd rear its ugly head again, but here we are."

With a pat on my back she continued, "And let's be evident and clear: there's certain tribes we all belong to. There's some lanes you stick to in order to stay safe. What good is a tribe if they don't keep you inside the tent? Sure, it's forgivable to veer off a path a bit when there's no one around you, what's the point of lanes if you drive all over the place, colliding with everything you see?"

Her hand found my cheek, "You didn't do anything wrong. You were honest in a therapy meeting and you want your wife to be happy. After this little correction, we're all going to go back to normal."

I nodded in understanding. "And the baby..."

She sighed, "As long as it isn't a dark one, that's the best this old mother could hope for.."

With a shriek, Nicole yelled "Mom!" and we both darted back into the room. Nicole was sitting up on her hands and Don was fucking away with abandon. He was lurched over her, holding her in place by pressing down on her hips.

"Mom, I don't want this!" she shouted.

"Nicole," her mother said, draping her hands on her shoulder as she sat behind her, looking down at the man making love to her, "It's almost over, just let go, baby. Just a few more seconds..."

"Mom!" she cried out, visibly shaking, near tears. Don did his duty and ground into her tight, ball deep, as deep as he could, and came. As sick as it all was, I was relieved. Nicole couldn't be sure the child, if any, was Rajesh's, at least not for a while. And that, we had decided, was our shared goal. And whether it was right or wrong, a father to five children was the man for the job.

Nicole wept a bit as Don kept himself inside her, continuing with light thrusts, mixing himself into my wife. My mother in-law, seeing her part was done, exited quietly. After a few quiet moments, I dimmed the lights and moved to a corner of the basement. The way she began to talk, I knew Nicole believed I was gone.

"Don..." she sighed, her lover growing flaccid, "...you have kids..."

He placed his forehead against hers, "I needed to do this. Needed."

"Diane..." Nicole said through restrained breath, referring to his wife of nearly fifteen years.

"Nicole, this is how things are supposed to be..."

He tried to kiss her, but she relented. He stroked her cheek a bit and she reluctantly allowed the kiss, and it grew into more passion.

"I've wanted this for years..." she muttered. Don kissed her neck slowly.

"Let me give you this gift..." he replied somewhere above a whisper. He started to move inside her again, highlighting his generosity. She moved her head to the side.

"No..." she muttered to no one in particular, "...children..." she whispered. I didn't know if she was referring to the family she was creating or destroying. I decided I had seen enough.

I made my way upstairs and crawled into bed. After perhaps a half hour I heard Don walk out our front door, back home, to his wife. A man who sired five kids without issue had finished inside Nicole, twice. She fell asleep downstairs. The next day she didn't say a word or make eye contact with me over breakfast. Her skin was ghost white. I don't know if she slept.

—

She wasn't home for dinner. At first, I was worried she'd returned to her "other" husband, until Don sent, per our agreement, a text reading: "coming to me." I thought it was a sign that she was forming an attachment until he texted again: "leaving me. yelled a lot. very angry."

Her confrontation with Don started to scare me. I wondered if she'd come home and end things, maybe take our child away, maybe stay with Rajesh permanently. I didn't care if she ruined Don's life. The man made his choices, same as me. I was blessed, or cursed, to receive a follow-up message: "Made amends. Some kind of game. At motel."

Nicole came home that evening, full of fresh cum, completely distant from me. She went through her chore list, talked to our kid before putting her to bed, and then spent her time downstairs avoiding me. I texted Don to see what happened.

"Went three or four times, she wanted me to finish quickly. She's saying things...deep things. They almost don't make sense."

I didn't know what that last part meant. I headed to bed and nodded off fairly quickly. To my surprise, I was awoken by my wife putting me inside of her. It was our first meaningful interaction since she had awoken to a strange man inside her. I wondered if she was trying to recreate the experience with me. She was almost mid-orgasm as we plowed through a pedestrian session. My senses were on fire searching for differences in how her pussy felt or if she smelled strange. I focused on her erect, perfect nipple and came almost involuntarily. It felt so good to get a turn given the circumstances. Climbing off me, she laid beside me, looking up at me with innocent, puppy-dog eyes. I turned my head to face hers, covering myself with a blanket.

"You're the best," she whispered.

I shook my head, "What we did to you was wrong..."

"Mmm mmm, no it wasn't," she said, "It's what I needed."

She kissed me deeply and then went back to staring at me.

"Are we...still having fun?" I asked. Involving Don seemed to be a stark reminder that her "marriage" was a wakeup call to me that things had swung towards dire.

She nodded. "My eggs have to be doing their job by now. We're almost through this."

"So we're good?" I asked.

She smiled and nodded, "Very good." I wasn't sure if this was good news...for me.

"John, I know this has been tough on you," she said...with a straight face...I didn't respond. "But I just...the apex of all this has shown me the light on so many things! To a caged bird, flying seems criminal, you know?"

She turned and her eyes got wide with enthusiasm.

"With making this baby...it's such a top-down God you obey for -just- letting your husband in to the process. What we're doing...it's from within. I'm not holding back! Why should I? If I'm not hurting anyone, then I'm healing myself. I'm coming to life to make a life."

I kept an even look on my face, not reacting.

"Two more weeks..." She continued, "We won't know anything until the New Year...wish it was more like a Christmas present, you know? So it will just be over."

Right..."it." Was "it" growing next to me in bed? The doubts and guilt were swirling. I was tired. I closed my eyes and feigned sleep until she turned over. I think her mother was counting on the confluence of potential fathers to force my wife into an abortion, or at the least the morning after pill. Instead, the baby was still on track, dark or otherwise. Then again, her eggs may be unadulterated. But was everything else was getting scrambled.

—

Disillusionment set in after that night. I stopped checking on her, stopped wondering who she was with. I felt a detachment taking hold...not only from her, but from life at large. Don would text that they had a quickie...I'd get another text from Sai to look at a camera feed. The camera feed was always my wife, locked in total enamor with Rajesh, staring deep into his eyes as he fucked her silly in his living room. Her favorite position was always beneath him, completely covered by his massive hulking frame, taking him as hard as he could give. Then, post coitus, there was always spooning, with his hand protecting her womb. If they alternated and tried doggystyle, his hand never left that spot as he jammed one load after another inside her.

Nicole would come home from her job, go through our nightly routine, and spout off strange anecdotes about "fate" and "finding life in the universe." She was mentally coming apart. I was actually looking forward to the holidays, believing it would give me some respite from the lunacy.

On Christmas Eve we both focused on last minute gift preparation and reading Christmas books to our daughter. Nicole was almost unnervingly normal and focused on our family. On Christmas morning, after we'd opened gifts beneath the tree and pretended Santa had arrived, Nicole said she had to run errands before we made our way to my family's home for festivities. She told us to go on ahead and she would meet us there or at church in the evening.

I didn't think she was having a liaison at that time, and quite frankly I was so mentally underwater I didn't care if she did. I remember sitting in a lavish chair in my parent's home, watching my daughter play with her cousins, when Don texted me.

"You have to get to the club you guys go to. Right now. You need to see this."

I looked behind me to ensure no one was reading over my shoulder, and replied: "It's Christmas Day Don, I'm with my family. Why aren't you?"

"John, you have to see this." he replied almost instantly. After a few minutes of rumination, I decided I had to go and see what he was so adamant about. I made some random excuse to my sister that I had to leave and asked her to watch our daughter. After a short drive, I was nervously walking up to the door of the club. The door was locked and I had to knock for entry. The DJ, my friend, came to the door, and the look on his face changed from benign to grim. He let me inside and we walked by the front counter.

"I didn't know you were open today..." I said with naivety.

"Hey...John," he said in a low tone, "I just want to say I'm sorry."

He stopped and I continued on into the main room. The look on his face stayed somber as he watched me walk away. Some random techno song was playing at a lower volume than usual. When I went through the curtain, I came upon Don, who stared down into the main seating area from above. The typical chairs and tables had been moved aside and four queen-sized mattresses were in the middle of the club. I had to guess there were maybe two dozen other people in the club, and most of them were looking, from above, down upon my wife and Rajesh. This included Don and myself. A handful of Indian men were lurking near the mattresses, some from our "holding" crew, some who I did not know.



Nicole was completely nude, sweaty, her eyes closed, sleeping. Rajesh laid on his side, not far from her, talking to another man. He looked fatigued but rabid, as if he was possessed. The various Indian men didn't take an eye off of my wife's breasts, not even to blink. Some sort of scurried by as if they had some place to walk to and they would sneak a quick grope as they did. One guy just stood directly above her, stone faced, staring at her exposed breasts and pussy, not moving. Nicole kept her eyes shut and didn't react.

My reaction was one of a quiet disappointment. Apparently I wasn't done with all these...perverts...yet. Whatever baby survived this month wasn't any more certain to be Don's than Rajesh's. I took her presence in this hellhole on Christmas Day as a statement dunk meant to throw sand on our "real life." It felt awful and very odd to be there. Nothing from our "normal" world was sacred anymore.

"Don," I said, just above a whisper.

My old "friend" had a distant, glazed-over distance to his gaze.

"They're gonna do it again soon. They do it over and over. They do a song in-between to give them a break."

I got, I got, I got, I got

Loyalty, got royalty inside my DNA

"There..." Don said, "That's..." he said sort of feverishly, "That's the one..."

I didn't recognize the song, so I turned and walked towards the DJ's perch. When I asked him the name, he pointed to his turntable's screen, which read: DNA by Kendrick Lamar. I looked back to him and he shook his head, mouthing to me over the music: "This is gonna be bad for you."

I turned around to see Rajesh snaking in between my wife's legs, planting his thick hands beneath her knees. He shoved his face into her snatch and started aggressively licking. She welcomed him by gripping his head with both hands, hard, and shoving his tongue into her.

What followed was outright scary. Our years of marriage never revealed to me the face Nicole showed once her pleasure started to build. The minutiae of her sweaty abs was what hooked me. Every fiber sort of contorted and tensed as she spasmed against him. Her face was so, so bad. Intermittent screams came from some depth that she never reached with me. There was no human control over the contortions of her eyes and cheeks. When her eyelids did open, there was no person present. She was an empty skull, cumming. There was no wife, no woman. Just a vessel for whatever hyperkinetic sex she felt coursing through her body.

The oral proceeded for the first part of the song. At some point, some interlude began to grow, and Nicole shoved Rajesh off as if she was on cue. She turned and with an almost unnoticeable motion rose above him in the cowgirl position with his cock buried to the hilt. The interlude was building up to something and then, in a searing and hateful explosion, the rapper started on a rapid-fire lyrical assault while a nasty bass line landed thud after thud like creeping artillery.

Nicole fused the music and the pleasure into a spiritual hurricane that touched the ether. Gyrations began, back and forth in time with the hyper-intense beat, so fast you could nary focus on her clenched abs or thighs without seeing only a blur. Her face was contorted like a toddler in pain, guttural moans turned into resonating screams, her arms trembled and every inch of her body was in the midst of a seizure. Her breasts, the focus of the peanut gallery, didn't flop wildly. Only faint vibrations were visible and they hypnotized all of us. Rajesh just kept his cock lean and kept his grip on her hips, letting God do the work.

You ain't shit without a body on your belt

You ain't shit without a ticket on your plate

You ain't sick enough to pull it on yourself

You ain't rich enough to hit the lot and skate

Tell me when destruction gonna be my fate

Gonna be your fate, gonna be our faith

Peace to the world, let it rotate

Sex, money, murder, our DNA

The DJ blended the song into the next track and Rajesh leapt up, catching the exhausted Nicole before turning her down onto the bed, his hand full with the back of her hair. This track was slower, with a sort of friendly cadence. Without removing his cock from inside her, Rajesh transitioned into a casual, sensual missionary session, with Nicole returning his deep kisses as she stroked his muscular arm.

Buzzin', radars is buzzin'

Yah, yah, yah, yah

Yah, yah, yah, yah, yah, yah

His face moved to her neck and she let fly a breezy, slightly demonic school-girl giggle. It looked endearing, loving. Her new wedding ring was glistening in the low light of the club. They went nose to nose and Rajesh smiled, saying something sweet. She smiled wide and laughed, her breasts swaying. As her husband of a number of years, I felt more loved watching them then I had ever felt being in the same position as her lover. It was a simulation vs. simulacra experience. The guilt and the fear were now buried so deep I just felt a corrosive, insidious pleasure watching them create a baby. When I finally took a millisecond to blink and glance about the room, so did everyone else.

Rajesh timed his cum to flood her just before the end of the song. When he let loose, his tongue was in her mouth, her fingernails dug into his back, her ankles buried into his hip bone. The ying and the yang of the two compositions concluded with the romantic crescendo of two people in love, kind enough to let our empty souls seek the same as voyeurs, his gift of new life inside her. He pulled out slowly and deliberately, squeezing himself to empty every drop, and her thighs spread open to eager eyes as it eventually oozed its way from her womb onto the sweat drenched sheets. I felt upset that she was angled away from us. I couldn't get a look.

The "break" song came on and some of the new suitors walked up, gawking at Nicole's exhausted body. With her eyes closed, a few reached out to jostle her tit. One man tossed Rajesh a hundred dollar bill and what appeared to be his unlocked phone.

"The other strippers left in the morning," Don said to me without warning, "They couldn't compete."

Rajesh leaned on his elbow and pointed the phone towards Nicole. She obediently turned her crotch towards the end of the bed and the stranger put her ankle on her shoulder. The young, balding, rather scrawny man put his erection against her jizz covered folds and placed the head inside. Nicole kept her eyes closed, resting, as Rajesh took a photo. The man then politely removed himself from her folds and gave her tit a goodbye squeeze before walking away. A couple other men walked up and did the same, with Rajesh promptly putting the money into some unseen bag beside the bed each time. The fourth man followed the same formula, but flew too close to the sun. He plunged himself inside her a bit, to which Nicole hastily opened her eyes a bit and seemed to motion in protest. Rajesh lunged toward him and waved his hand with chagrin, to which the meager man nodded and withdrew. Shucks, what a good husband. Dignity all the way.

It shouldn't have felt like a betrayal, but it did. The DJ, a man I had been foolish enough to call "my friend", tossed a c-bill at Rajesh. He took out his cock, nestled it, and grabbed a tit. I couldn't blame him. I'm sure he'd been waiting for months just to touch her. Somehow it felt like he'd betrayed me to join Rajesh's "kingdom." After the photo was taken, he tucked his erection back into his pants and walked up the stairs, back to the booth.

That damned song started again. With this iteration, Nicole sucked him hard during the first stanza. When the turn came, Rajesh put her into doggystyle, his hand nestling her womb with love. The surge was violent, scary. I genuinely thought Nicole was injured in some way. Her breasts jostled in a blur everytime Rajesh went bone-on-bone with his thrusts. I almost felt the pain myself. There was no room left for her senses to feel anything other than the sex. I can't quite find the words but...everything inside her was on fire as it was being ruined. That's as close as I can get.

The romance began. She leaned back from doggystyle, wrapping her arm around his head and kissing him as he massaged her chest and abs. His cock was long and hard enough to fuck into her from this obtuse position with a slow rhythm. When he came, he kept his lips just a pinch away from hers, exhaling as they stared into one another. He withdrew and they started kissing. My eyes followed everyone else's as the cream began to leak down her leg. Rajesh massaged the bottom part of her tummy as if to lead it on its course and encouraged whatever remained to do its job. When I looked up at her face, she was staring right at me. Except, she wasn't really there.

She collapsed, half dead, and the circus came back to town. Another head of a cock in her, a titty jostle. Rajesh pocketed all the proceeds.

"I uh," Don said, "I wish I had $100."

I sighed. It wasn't that I didn't concur with his sentiment. It's that...when you say the quiet part out loud, it becomes real.

I think I watched the demons dance maybe three or five times, but it had to have been more. My brain was completely drunk on the proceedings, so quite frankly, time felt murky to me. Everything was on another plain. I wanted to live there forever and die there. So did everyone else. A pure white angel putting her whole soul on the line was too much for boundaries such as "husband and wife." Rajesh made eye contact with me multiple times and I never felt anger. I just wanted more.

"Shit," Don said at some juncture, "It's been three hours."

I turned to glance at my phone. We'd ignored the outside world for too long. He made his way out to the lot and I followed. We sat there, two men who had every reason to dislike each other, awash in a strange camaraderie over-soaked in dopamine.

"Do you think he's on somethin'?" Don asked. Perhaps his ego was bruised. I just stared off into the distance, neither answering or acknowledging.

"Uhm," Don started, "That's some kind of peak. For me. Thank you. For everything."

We went into our cars, the overcast sky neither judging us or offering much hope for a better future. I drove back to my sister's house and received a lengthy lecture and questioning as to where I had been. I made up a lie about a plumbing leak, sat down in the chair, and let my mind wander.

-

Nicole never arrived, and after dinner, it was time for mass. I arrived with our daughter to find Don with his visibly perturbed wife. We shook hands and chatted about the weather and the stress of the holidays. Nobody was the wiser, though I think he hadn't found a good excuse for his absence.

My wife did walk into the church eventually, about five minutes after service had started. She sat down wearing an unremarkable dress and cheap, throw-on shoes. Her hair was in a ponytail but still disheveled. She glanced at me when she arrived, but she wasn't there. Other parishioners noticed the change in her. Husbands and wives we'd known for years glanced over their shoulders to catch a glimpse, whisper...discuss.

I don't know if it was because her skin was drained, her eyes were bloodshot...there wasn't one single thing that I could put my finger on as to why she was such a topic of chagrin. Nevertheless, the secret was out. Not overtly, not in a discernible way. But, in the suprasensory world I had lived in for some time, the world now knew Nicole was damaged. The old Nicole was gone. There was someone else in her place. Something, somehow, was sacrificed. Chit chat after church was limited. People avoided her. I could feel their judgment, even if they couldn't articulate it into words.

-

In the New Year, I had no evidence that Nicole slept with anyone other than me. The pregnancy was confirmed not long after New Year's Day, and as much of a miracle as it may seem, she simply tried to revert everything back to "normal." If I lost sleep at night, it wasn't determining if Nicole was still tethered to our family. Instead, it was the unnerving experience of laying in bed with a woman pregnant with another man's child.

I think Don gave up hope. Whatever spirit spoke to us in that club that day, it told us that we were not going to win. Not the pregnancy, not the woman, not her heart, not her lust. She didn't hear from him again. His interactions with us, in-person, were always cordial.

After the baby was nestled and growing, I asked Nicole if Rajesh lied about the abortions he'd "survived" and my inclinations were correct. He was, in actuality, a father to five children, most with different baby mamas. Thus, his house was small, the fortune he spent on strippers probably equaling his child support payments. The proceeds he took from inseminating my wife in public probably went towards Christmas presents for his other kids. There was almost a pyramid scheme-like feel to the entire circus.

Of course, Nicole thought she was the exception. She was certain he'd stick around to help with the new baby. Instead, she was ghosted. Combining her phone's GPS with the still-live webcam in his living room, I watched as she would drive to his house, bang on the doors and windows, screaming as he huddled inside, giggling with his friends over Snapchat. She was about to become mother number six, her name irrelevant, her body growing more useless by the day. I had no doubt he was happy he could avoid child support with this iteration of his vanity-feeding fraud, lest we opened a court case and dragged our sordid life into the public.

Her heartbreak mixed with her pregnancy hormones to create a very toxic woman. I avoided her. By the time she was six months along, she was even crying when confessing that Sai was no longer texting her to ask how she was doing. The entire proceeding was pathetic and predictable, yet somehow she was utterly shocked her "friends" were leaving her. I had nobody to blame but myself for being the grounding pole for her bullshit. At one point, when she was huddled over the toilet, vomiting and weeping, bloated and pale, she just randomly cried out: "there's no God." I imagined that was her lowest point. And, to be honest, at that moment, I wished she would just die. The sucker was the only one left to cater to her suffering, and the sucker was me.

I did see Don at a school function and we went into a corner to chat in private. We looked around at the crowd, pretending to talk about the mundane. He asked how I was doing, and I assured him I was fine.

"Do you regret anything?" I asked him.

He sighed and thought before he answered. "Being with her was amazing. But if I had to be honest, had I known what she was up to with the other guy...I wish it was Christmas. Every day. I'd have rather witnessed that again."

Perplexingly, I knew exactly what he was talking about. He told me his wife seemed to sniff around, concerned, about his time away from home for a few months after Christmas. However, he was certain he had somehow skirted away scott-free. He politely asked how the pregnancy was going, but made no effort to steal Nicole away from me, to forge a new family and leave his old one behind.

As the due date came near, I began to feel nostalgia. Naturally Sai had recorded the lengthy eight hours of nihilism that had transpired at the club and sent me the Ultra HD content. He invited me over to watch it with him, which I weirdly understood, but I declined the invite.

I'd watch those clips, and I'd watch the tug and pull of her falling into disgrace with Rajesh. Don sent me some shaky-cam video of them in a motel, along with some that was shot with a phone stand. As far as sexually provoking me, it didn't hold a candle to Rajesh enticing her in the bar, the "holding" crossing the line mere inches away from my face, the sessions in the club, the times at his house where they'd bark at one another over condoms. I had deep emotions associated with watching when the "holding" crossed over to sex. I could see excitement and lust wash over her face. It felt like browsing through a family album. My favorite was their first kiss...not the rebellious ones in the club, but the ones at his house after she first told him he loved her. When it started to become real.

As the due date neared, we started to cajole a story to tell our folks if the baby came out...blessed with a darker complexion. We bandied about between saying I had Navajo blood on my side, or perhaps an Italian grandfather. Ultimately we decided it would be a gametime decision.

I supported Nicole through the birth with the same enthusiasm as I did with our first child, helping her through contractions and reassuring her. We became the very proud parents of a beautiful baby boy...complete with lily white skin and green eyes. She was perplexed as much as I was relieved.

Nicole just plowed through the first three months, and we spent sleepless nights taking shifts watching the baby. When sanity and sleep started to return, I could tell she was going through another wave of Rajesh heartbreak. There was a physical component too...she would shake as she fell asleep. Lovemaking, absent during pregnancy, was still a memory months later. I would hear her crying, staring into space, writing out long text messages that we both knew went to nowhere. Eventually we returned to pedestrian married sex, but it was like having an unsalted rice cake as a snack. Sufficient, but lacking. Her body was blown out and she looked like a haggard, aging, middle-aged woman. The legend had concluded.

We did receive an angry series of DMs from her "boys." Mostly it was anger that the boy was not "desi." Accusations flew that we had used birth control or lied to them about our situation. I chose to ignore them.

To say I violated her trust would make me laugh, but I did pick up her phone to see how she responded to the accusations. She assured her suitors that she was not on birth control and that she very much wanted to have Rajesh's child. This was followed by private DMs from all of them (except Rajesh), shirtless, flexing, showing their cocks, endless love poems, pictures of their sports cars, promises of a nice home. A few mixed in pics of her posing with them, and in some of them she was in a bra or topless, sometimes with more than one man. Muhammed included a few of them kissing and another of her cum-covered hand holding his penis.

Kamal sent a photo of her beneath him, her nude breast mashed against his bare chest, Nicole giving the camera a broad, toothy smile as he looked despondent. It was captioned: "Why only one shot for me? Give another. I love you." It was nice to know her infidelity extended across even her sham marriages. To her credit, she didn't respond to any of their overtures. I do think the baby ended all past and future shenanigans.

I was almost proud when I negotiated support payments with Don. The man was well to do, and had so much to lose in alimony if his wife left, I think he wanted to keep things polite. He had every right to demand a DNA test, but instead he paid up without protest. They were substantial, and Don wanted nothing to do with the child, even though I felt certain he was the father. I think he saw it as a long-term payment of tens of thousands of dollars for the privilege of watching my wife fuck Rajesh. Him enjoying her was probably seen as a bonus. I felt a kinship with him. He was the only man I had a background with who had also touched the face of total sexual satiation that sacred day in the club. I felt no ill will against him.

It was odd seeing Don's family in public. I had words in my mouth that could ruin all their lives, photos and pics that could destroy worlds. I liked having that power. I liked when the hands stopped finding their way onto my wife's back, when they stopped being her "friend."



I decided to stretch my business acumen and slyly asked Reginald about what he'd seen in the brunch cafe. It was anonymous, over an internet app. After a few prodding DMs he relented, and I told him he could have access to several dozen hours of video of Nicole with strange men. We set a rate of $100 an hour and I gave him his first taste. It wasn't long before he was making requests and paying over the top for the "best stuff." I decided to string him along until he'd bought everything else...and then share with him just one sample from Christmas. That was when I knew I could think about buying a luxury car...maybe a boat. Or, if I felt so inclined, my "son's" college? But, I didn't feel so inclined just yet. I did like having my aging, overweight wife all to myself again. I liked that we had a chance at healing. I was mostly happy.

Yet, still...can you blame me for getting a girlfriend? I think, in the history of the world, no man had more hall passes than me. I never explicitly told Nicole, but I think we had a "don't ask, don't tell" policy, especially when we stopped having sex during the pregnancy. I started to see Heartland at the club...and we took a few turns in the back room. Eventually I agreed to put her up as her permanent sugar daddy using my newfound sources of income. Sometime around my son's first birthday, she invited me over in the middle of a Sunday afternoon. It was when we were sitting on the couch, at the apartment I rented for her, that she hit me with the news.

"I'm pregnant," she said. Protection was never used with us. She knew of my fertility troubles, and I assumed she was with other men and used condoms with them or was on the pill. Naturally I was skeptical.

"John, I swear on my mother, I haven't been with another man. In fact, I wanted to uhm,"

I sat up, walked over to the counter that straddled the living area and kitchen, and leaned on it. "Jessica, I know what you're feeling."

She nodded. "I can uhm, you know..."

"No," I said, "This isn't a mistake so there's no need for a correction."

I saw her eyes beam. "As soon as I'm done with school, you'll never need to send me a cent."

I shook my head, "I will anyway."

She leapt up and hugged me. I put one hand on the small of her perfect back and another on her tight, youthful tummy. We stared into each other's eyes.

"You know I'm telling you the truth?" she asked.

I nodded, "With you, I'm always certain."

Her eyes melted. "I won't harm your family. I know what you've been through..."

My head tilted, "Maybe that's why I love you."

For a moment, I thought the young girl would cry.

-

If you could see the mountain that was lifted off my soul, you'd know how happy I felt. I raced home and found Nicole putting the kids down for a nap. With haste I led her by the hand into our bedroom where I promptly put our wedding song on over the bluetooth. Hand in hand I danced with her, staring lovingly, knowing that against all odds, while she wore another man's ring on her finger and adorned a wedding dress for him, I had won a morbid, awful contest whe I came inside her in our master bathroom. I was a full man after all.

For the first time in forever I looked into her eyes with intent. There was still the loss, still the scars and the decimated boundaries, but I could still see my wife inside her soul...somewhere. I knew I had to have a discussion, but I also knew my number one priority: do not lose her. The hope was alive, and flowing, and free within me. Despite her objections, I did believe there was a God. The song concluded, and she took my head in her hands.

"What has gotten into you?" she implored, her brow crossed. I took her by the hand and led her out onto the deck, where the insanity had all begun. I sat where she had sat, and she sat where I was, when we first began the journey.

"I have to tell you something," I said.

"About the money in our bank account?" she said, smiling, half-joking. We laughed.

-

The sexual relationship between Jessica and I began to fade. Finding out that Nicole's little boy was, really truly, our little boy set my wife and I on a path to true healing. She definitely didn't like that I'd made another woman's baby, but could hardly fault me for not using protection. At no point did she state that the world would be a better place if we terminated our mistake, and I was thankful for it. Our boring, predictable marital sex felt like the moon and the stars given how low we had sunk. When I explained everything to Jessica, I couldn't have asked for a more forgiving stance. She truly did love me, and she deserved a good life with a younger man who could devote his whole heart to her.

Christmas Day came around. Jessica's new job was going tremendously well, but her maternity leave was over. Luckily the time off we both had around the holidays made things easier. I spent a few nights a week taking a shift watching our little girl so Jessica could sleep during the early stages of newborn-hood, but I had since recently begun to sleep regularly at home with Nicole, even finding time to fit in gym time and meal preparation in a bid to get healthier for a...special event..I had planned. Nicole even pitched in a couple of nights. Our boy was sleeping through the night, so she had some sanity to spare and didn't mind sleeping on the fold-out at Jessica's apartment if it meant helping out her new "family member" as she put it.

It was quite the household with Jessica joining us for Christmas, but we made it work. Nicole and Jessica shared some taboo Bailey's Irish Cream with their coffee as I handed out the presents from beneath the tree (such a shock that they both liked living a little dangerously, right?). Our oldest called Jessica "mom's friend" and loved it when she came over. Mid afternoon, I implored my wife to come with me. We had to do some last minute shopping for her mom...or so I said.

As the route began to inform Nicole where we were going, she turned a pale shade.

"What are you doing?" she asked with trepidation.

"You'll see," I replied.

We parked at the club and the DJ opened the door, giving us a smile along with a big embrace. He remarked that he hadn't seen us in forever and we asked him about his life. We both remarked how surprised we were that he still worked at the club, but he claimed it was a job with a lot of great "side perks." In reply, we both laughed nervously as we walked through the entryway. I felt a little tingle thinking of him placing the head of his penis inside Nicole...and to see them now, platonic, with Nicole possibly not remembering the exchange.

On our way to the main room, Nicole glanced over at one of the VIP rooms where things began. Solemnly, draped to the hilt in her winter coat with a scarf, she entered and sat on one of the couches. She sort of looked at the floor and contemplated her feelings.

"Miss...anything?" I asked, inferring that she may be missing...someone.

Nicole grimaced a bit and shook her head. "I don't want to," she said, "But he's...here."

I nodded. Whenever she referred to things in that abstract, circular language, I couldn't help but understand. There were open wounds inside her now...forever. We dealt with it as best we could.

She got up and followed me through the curtain. Immediately she recognized the four queen beds, setup just as they had been years ago, along with Sai, standing across the room on the stage, setting up his camera. I watched her turn and walk towards the exit.

"Nicole.." I said. She turned and huffed.

"I'm not doing this again," she implored.

"No," I said, "You definitely are not. We are."

Her face bore confusion and she walked towards the beds. Sai came down to greet us. I could tell Nicole was a bit flustered, perhaps remembering their many makeout sessions and their wedding "kiss." She had buried the part of her that opened her body to multiple men, and now, it was being provoked out of dormancy.

"Hello Nicole," Sai said. He only nodded, not reaching for a hug or anything else, "Merry Christmas."

"Hi Sai," she said, "Nice to see you."

"Here to shoot video," he said, "Nobody else here," he said, reassuring her. He turned and walked back toward the stage. Nicole looked around and didn't notice that I had disrobed, taking off my undies just as she saw me.

"Oh...oh gosh..." she exclaimed, putting a hand to her mouth and giggling a bit, "John you've gotta be crazy..."

"Yea, I am," I said.

"What the hell? How long is Jessica going to watch the kids?" she asked.

"Your mother and her will be watching them all afternoon...and night." I said, smiling. Nicole began to churn the wheels in her mind, seeing my devious plan.

"You shouldn't be trying to replicate the past..." she said, warning me that I may be setting myself up for failure.

I nodded. "Well, we got one miracle. You said you wanted to try for another one. And I want to work all night at making another. And quite frankly, I'm pretty confident I can make you forget about the past. Maybe even...reclaim it."

Her smile was jagged, "Wow," she said, "I like a man with confidence."

She took her clothes off, and I had a visual comparison against the holy event seared in my mind. There were stretch marks. There was chub here and there. Her breasts, still wonderful, were not the mind blowing life-altering visual assaults of the past. Her legs and thighs were thick, her face a little droopier and the circles around her eyes a bit thick. I was very much in love with her.

I started to kiss her, naked, and the music roared up. Kendick Lamar gave me the cue to start eating her pussy, and I did so with pride. She responded quickly, and I felt her starting to let go. When the music turned, I put her in missionary, grabbed her tits so hard they turned beat red, and humped into her at the hypererotic pace I'd seen before. I was terrified I'd set up something horrifically awkward until the "old Nicole" started to appear, screaming, groaning, ripping into my hips with her long fingernails. My pelvis, by some marvel, did not collapse despite throbbing pain developing down to the bone. By the time the song faded and we entered into romantic lovemaking, she was alive again, responding. We rutted like old flames until I came in her, showcasing the same studly self control provided by her former lover. When the break song came on, I was looking at the face of a satisfied woman.

"You...you fucker," she said, laughing, "You really turned it up a notch,"

I gasped a couple of times, "We're just getting started."

I motioned at Sai and he sauntered over. I had him throw a hundred dollar bill on the bed.

"Oh Jesus..." she exclaimed...

I pulled out my phone as Sai placed his cock in the "holding" position. I pretended to frame the photograph when I pulled a surprise out from behind me.

"Oh, what's this?" I exclaimed, throwing the object in their direction, "A mistletoe! You know what that means!"

Sai knew this was coming and he plunged his dick into her up to the hilt. At just the right moment, I took a snapshot, capturing the moment. It had Nicole's hands reaching out to his chest in a compassionate protest, showing she still cared for him. It showed Sai's erotically entranced grin as he finally joined with Nicole as a lover. Most of all it had my wife's face: surprised, scared, but quietly turned-on at the sudden prospect of rejoining the world of the degenerates...allowing feelings to grow for men when they shouldn't...stewing once again in the erotic mystery of who's cum would father her child. Sai pulled out quickly, and we played it off as a prank. The afternoon, night, and early morning may have nearly killed me, but it was the best sex we'd ever enjoyed. In her delirious, exhausted stupor as we walked out the front door, she followed my instruction to give Sai a kiss goodbye...and I let the DJ take one from her as well. The DJ lingered a bit longer than Sai, and his hand found its way to Rajesh's favorite spot...causing me to ask if there was something between them in the past that I wasn't allowed to know about.

I look back now at that photo, knowing that we'd already accomplished our goal (perhaps during the week prior, while drunk on eggnog?) and our new baby would be smiling at us by the end of summer. We simply didn't know it yet, but it was a family photo in so many ways...a true Christmas portrait. And I have to say: it's the greatest family photo I've ever seen.

