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1.
There is nothing worse for a man — a husband and breadwinner — to come home and have to confess that he lost his job. I never expected it would happen to me. One day the boss called me into his office, looked at me with fake, uncompassionate eyes, and said, "Sorry, Frank, we're downsizing. We're going to have to let you go."

That was it. No room for argument, no chance for appeal. A six-year career as an account auditor just... gone. Poof. Evaporated into thin air. The worst part was that there wasn't even anyone to blame. I was just not that valuable to the company. I wasn't good enough. I wasn't the man I thought I was.

My wife, Clara, took it a lot more stoically than I expected. She listened to my news, wiped away my tears, kissed me on the forehead, and said, "It's okay. We'll manage."

That was easier said than done. Sure, we got a great deal on our apartment but living in downtown Springfield still cost us fifteen-hundred bucks a month just on rent alone. Not to mention that we just bought a brand new Chevy Equinox. We made plans to start a family and we would have needed a bigger car eventually. It was supposed to bring us good luck.

Everything had been going so well for us. We finally tied the knot on Valentine's Day last year. I was twenty-nine and she was twenty-five for three years in a row. I made enough money for the both of us to live comfortably with enough left over to go on vacation every other year. We've been trying to conceive for the last four months. 

And then out of nowhere, all of that was yanked away. All I could think about was how much of a failure I was. I had promised her on the altar to take care of her and provide for her. Instead, I had failed her.

After a week of fruitless job searching, Clara got a job as a waitress. That's what she did when I had been in college. I didn't like it but the bills were piling up. Groceries needed to be bought. Life was just so damn expensive.

I can't even describe how humiliating it was to watch my wife leave the apartment in the afternoon every day, working a shift just to make sure we could stay afloat. She was out there for eight or more hours a day while I was in the apartment, having failed as a husband.

Not only did it affect our routine, it also affected our sex life. Before then, we fucked every chance we got and it was good sex — no, it was great sex! The first time she came home from her new job, she was tired and wanted to get it on. It was the first time I couldn't get it up. We still made love and I brought her to an orgasm by eating her out, but I couldn't perform.

Both of us knew why it happened but that didn't help at all. It's one thing to say, "Oh yeah, you're under a lot of stress. These things happen. It will get better," but it's something else to actually lie in bed next to your gorgeous, smoking hot wife and desperately want to please her but be unable to do so.

The longer it went on, the more depressed I got. Clara tried everything she could to cheer me up but going on a nice date meant spending money at a restaurant. Going to a play meant spending money. So we just stayed in a lot.

The rent got paid on time. The utilities stayed on. The car payments were made. On top of all that, the fridge was full and Clara kept telling me not to worry about the money, she was doing well.

I never questioned how she made all that money as a waitress, I knew she was a hard worker. She had picked up the slack in our relationship after I dropped it. The way a good wife did.

But that only made me feel worse.



2.
I made cupcakes and I was proud of it.

It was a dumb, little thing and I was fully aware that it wasn't much but after a month of depression, it was the first thing I made with my own hands. It was the first activity I didn't just abandon halfway through. Yeah, I just added water and eggs to the mix but biting into the succulent, warm lemon-poppy muffin was like heaven.

More than anything, I wished that Clara was there to see it. I wanted to share that moment of happiness with her. It was nine in the evening and she wouldn't be home until after midnight. There were a dozen rejection letters on the console table and twice that many emails. Nobody in Springfield was hiring.

But for the first time in weeks, I felt good about myself. Like there was a light at the end of the dark tunnel. 

I decided I was done with moping around in the apartment. For far too long, I've neglected my wife. I was going to surprise her at her job with a plate of freshly baked muffins that I made.

The place where she worked was called the "White Rabbit" and in my mind, I always pictured it as a nineties goth-grunge bar, on account of the movie reference. I assumed but never actually asked, which I should have. It turned out I was completely mistaken.

The first surprise was that the street I thought it was on, Woodson Avenue, was not actually the street I thought it was, which was actually a street called Windsor Avenue. Woodson Avenue was in a completely different part of town — the east side of Springfield. Tall, ugly apartment buildings and cracked pavement.

The second surprise was that it was a strip club. It couldn't be anything else, the enormous neon sign of a woman with bunny ears lounging seductively with her leg up was unmistakable. Hoping against hope that somehow the old Ford's GPS had led me to a different White Rabbit, I pulled into the parking lot only to see our beautiful Chevy Equinox parked in the back. 

Loud music was audible even from the parking lot. Dance music with a heavy bass. It smelled of alcohol and something sweet. From the parking lot, the building just looked worn-down and ugly with peeling paint and weeds growing at the base of the building.

Was that really where Clara, my beautiful Clara, worked? I couldn't imagine it. Serving drinks to sleazeballs and breathing second-hand smoke. All because of me. I choked down that bitter sentiment, forced away my tears, and grabbed my box of cupcakes out of the car.

The bouncer, a massive hulk of a man in all black, sized me up when I approached the front entrance. "What's in there?" he asked gruffly, pointing at the box.

"Cupcakes. For my wife." I opened the container to show four still-warm lemon-poppy cupcakes wedged into a square. "She works here."

"Shiit, one of the girls got you good, huh?" he chuckled. "They're just strippers, you know."

"No, no, my wife actually does work here. She's just a waitress."

"Uh huh. Go on, spend some quality time with your wife," the bouncer said and waved me in.

Under different circumstances, his haughty attitude would have pissed me off and I might have started an argument, but I was eager to talk to Clara. I wanted to tell her what a terrible husband I've been lately and that from now on things were going to change. I was going to get off my ass and be the man she married once again.

It was the first time I've been in a strip club. I've seen them in movies so I thought I had a good handle on what to expect but I wasn't prepared to be confronted by two topless women making out front and center.

Everything was so much more real than on the screen. Most of all, the smell. Beer, liquor, and stale sweat. No cigarette smoke, fortunately. The music was too loud to have a conversation to. Booths lined the side of the room. A bar on the left, a wooden catwalk in the center of the room — complete with pole — and plenty of chairs spread throughout.

It was a nightmare of neon lighting and leather upholstery. The kiss on stage broke and the shorter of the two, an Asian woman in a nurse outfit, swung several times around the pole. The crowd cheered and bills flew up on the stage. The other woman, a Caucasian redhead in tiger print crawled around the floor, picking up the notes with her mouth.

I felt dizzy. If I had known Clara was working in this kind of environment, I would have snapped out of my shell weeks ago. Hell, I never would have retreated into it in the first place. 

There were two waitresses working the crowd. Both wore only the flimsiest scraps of clothing. Thigh-high stockings with a garter belt. Satin panties. See-through lace bra. Black lacquered high-heels. I craned my neck to look for Clara but she was nowhere in sight, thankfully.

The thought of all those strangers ogling my wife in that outfit made me sick. I quickly scanned the crowd and realized something else. Most of the people in the White Rabbit were African-American. Upward of eighty percent.

"Can I help you, sir?" someone asked and I nearly jumped out of my skin.

It was one of the waitresses, a young blonde with braided hair and large blue eyes. Also large breasts with perky nipples. She flashed a flawless set of teeth and batted her eyelashes.

"No thanks," I muttered.

"Well, you're standing in the middle of the hallway, sweetie," she said in a far too familiar manner. "If you ask nicely, I can get you a seat up close."

"What? No. I don't want that."

"A table, then?" she asked and hooked her arm under mine, pulling me to the side.

A few seconds later, I found myself deposited like a sack of rice at one of the tables on the left side of the room. One of the nearby booths was occupied and a black jock was getting a lap dance from a dancer with a pink wig. I tried my best not to look at them.

"What do you want to drink?" the waitress asked.

Sitting down, my eyes were at the same height as her large breasts. I swallowed and looked up, hoping she hadn't caught me checking them out.

"I'm good, thanks."

The look she gave me was incredibly patronizing. She pointed with two fingers at a plaque hanging on the wall: TWO DRINK MINIMUM.

"A coke," I said.

I could have sworn she rolled her eyes but she departed with a quick, "Right away, sir." 

The crowd started clapping and that drew my attention away from the young woman's bouncing buttcheeks and back to the stage. The redhead was on all fours with the other woman riding her, smacking her ass. The crowd clapped along with every slap while the redhead's face contorted in discomfort.

It was sickening. Depraved.

Fortunately, it didn't last long. The music died down and the speakers crackled. A strong woman's voice rang through the club. "Wow, what a performance from Veronica Vixxen and Lady Lee. Always a pleasure to see those gals do what they do, isn't it, folks?"

The crowd cheered. Lady Lee quickly snatched up all the money being tossed on stage while Veronica Vixxen wiped down the pole with a disinfectant she retrieved from behind the curtain. When they were done, they left the stage hand in hand.

There was still no sign of Clara anywhere. When the waitress dropped off my drink, I would ask her.

"And now, ladies and gentlemen, it's time for the star of the stage, the queen of Springfield, Miss Daisy Delight!"

The curtains rippled and a buxom beauty in a schoolgirl outfit leaped onto the catwalk. My heart skipped a beat. My stomach twisted into a knot. Cold sweat rolled down my back. A wave of nausea overcame me. The music kicked in again. A loud, energetic dance track.

It was impossible to mistake Daisy Delight as anyone other than my wife. Five-foot-three with plump hips and full C-cups. Her brown hair was tucked into a knot, pinned with an ornamental daisy. She had a tattoo of a monarch butterfly on her left ankle, which she got before we met. Her bra was just a white dress shirt tied together in the middle.

Running at full speed, Clara grabbed the metal pole and swung her legs into the air and tied them around the top of the pole. She made one, two, three rotations while sliding down before her shoulders touched the hardwood.

After coming to a rest, she spread her legs. The pink panties that only just barely covered up her pussy were emblazoned with a gold dollar sign. 

"Here you are, mister," the annoying waitress said, slamming a glass of coke down on my table.

I was abruptly torn out of my trance and realized where I was. In a seedy strip club in the bad part of town, surrounded by dozens of strangers who got an upfront and personal look at my wife. What the everliving fuck was going on? 

"Is there anything else I can get you?"

"N-no," I muttered.

Clara moved unlike anything I've ever seen her do. Like she got rid of all the bones in her body, undulating like the softest human being in the world. Something was hurting a lot and I realized I'd been clutching the edge of the table hard enough for my knuckles to turn white. 

"SHOW US YOUR TITS," someone yelled loud enough to hear over the music while Clara was twerking, shaking her butt right at me. Did she see me? Surely she couldn't have.

She turned around, went down on all fours, and crawled toward someone. I couldn't see what happened but when she stood up again, she had a bill sticking out of her makeshift bra. She made a show as if she couldn't seem to pull it back out again. Then, with an elaborate flourish, she figured out a way.

It felt like slow motion as she reached up and tugged at the knot holding the two halves together. It came apart and my wife's beautiful, luscious breasts popped out. 

"NO!" I yelled and jumped out of my seat.

After three steps, I slammed into something hard. There was a hand on my shoulder, hard as iron. I tried to twist free but the bouncer's grip was like a shackle.

"Where do you think you're going?" he asked in a stern tone. He was tall, black, and built like a truck.

"Let me go!"

"Bro, you need to calm down."

"I am calm!"

Clearly, he disagreed. He guided me toward a booth on the side and shoved me onto the padded seat. "I've been watching you and you got the look of a freeloader about you. Never even touched your drink. That's not the way we do business here."

"I'm not here for business, I'm here for my wife."

"You and everyone else."

"No, I'm serious."

"If you keep it up, I'm gonna have to remove you from the club. Is that what you want?"

"No, no it's not," I said hastily.

"Then how about you enjoy a nice lap dance and wind down."

"But—"

The guy whistled and waved at someone. Three seconds later, that damn annoying waitress with the big blue eyes arrived again.

"Trixie, this gentleman here is very eager to experience one of your lap dances."

"He is?" Trixie said and her face lit up like it was Christmas.

I was about to protest when the bouncer glared at me so intensely that I couldn't manage to squeeze out even a single syllable. Reluctantly, I nodded. The muscle package finally moved away.

In the short glimpse between the guy backing off and Trixie taking his place, I caught sight of Clara. She had somehow lost her skirt and she was bent over at the waist, moving backward with little hops and shoving out her butt. 

Trixie leaned in and her round, immature face and massive cleavage obscured everything else from view. "I'm gonna make you very happy, mister," she squealed with excitement.

The bouncer stood right next to the booth. He glared at me and slowly nodded. "Y-yes," I stammered. "I'd like that."

Trixie stepped between my legs, wedging herself close to my groin. She started undulating in a pale imitation of Clara's sexual prowess. But there really wasn't anywhere I could look except at her unless I wanted to look at the bouncer.

"I'm gonna be up on that stage soon, as soon as I get more practice," Trixie said while cupping her breasts.

"Oh?" I replied, more out of politeness. I felt trapped. No, I was trapped. 

"Yeah, I just started working here. They offered me a job right after graduation."

"Graduation?" I asked even though I knew I wasn't going to like the answer.

"Yeah, I'm finally done with high school! Now I'm going to become a famous star," she said jovially.

Oh, God. She really was a decade younger than me. This eighteen-year-old teen was flaunting her tits in my face and there was nothing I could do. 

She flipped around, wiggled her butt, and I caught another sight of Clara. My wife knelt at the edge of the catwalk. One of the guys, an older African-American guy in an expensive business suit reached out and pulled down the front of her panties.

From his vantage point, he'd have an unobstructed view of her pussy. So would the guys next to him. Slowly, he slipped a note under the elastic band before finally letting go. There were three other bills tucked into the waistband. 

I wanted to cry. Trixie's butt made contact with my lap. She giggled and gyrated her behind. I moved to grab her waist and hoist her off of me.

"No touching!" the bouncer bellowed and I froze. "If she wants you to touch her, she will initiate it. Is that understood?"

"Yes," I replied meekly, hating myself.

"Oh, you are such a naughty, naughty boy," Trixie teased.

She leaned into me and I was able to see the stage again but the show seemed to already be over. The music died.

"Wow, what a hot number. Daisy Delight really is a gift from the gods themselves, isn't she?" the woman on the speakers roared to loud applause. It was a standing ovation and the stage disappeared from view again.

Trixie sat up and unclasped her bra before leaning into me again. Her breasts were perky despite their size. Her nipples were stiff and erect. She rolled her left bud between thumb and forefinger, letting out a small moan.

"How long is this gonna take?" I asked.

"As long as you want, baby," Trixie cooed.

"What if I don't want it at all?"

"Very funny," she laughed and slid off my lap. 

She bounced back to her feet and clamored up on me, kneeling on my thighs. Her tits were suddenly right in my face. She grabbed her left boob and swiped her nipple through my lips.

"Go on, suck on it," she encouraged me.

"Is it gonna make this over quicker?"

"Yes!"

Very reluctantly, I nibbled at her exceptionally hard nipple. It didn't hurt or anything like I had expected, it was rather nice. But I was a man on a mission, so I glomped down with my lips, pinching it a lot harder than I should.

"Ooh, that's good. You're good at this," Trixie moaned. "This is so much fun!"

She grabbed the side of the booth and leaned backward. Her thighs were surprisingly muscular and the front of her panties was wet, clinging to her vulva. Her breasts finally surrendered to gravity, hanging off her side.

I barely saw any of it. In a booth on the other side of the room sat a massive black man. He wore a pinstripe suit, lavender dress shirt. He was bald with a curly, thick chinstrap. Gold ornaments in each ear. He was stocky but not overweight, like a defensive tackle. 

Clara stood in front of him, wearing her full school girl outfit once again. She was dancing with her arms in the air. 

Then abruptly Trixie's popped up again, smiling at me. I leaned to the side and she followed. I dove in the opposite direction and she followed, blocking my view.

"What are we doing?" she giggled.

"Nothing. I'm trying to look at something."

"Ohhh, I see," she giggled. "Why didn't you say so? All you gotta do is ask and I will show you any... thing... you... want."

"Not you, I'm trying to look at my wife."

"Please, we've hardly met."

"No! My wife! My real wife! The one I married," I barked in frustration, flashing her my wedding ring.

"Very naughty, going to a strip club."

"But SHE'S here!"

"Where?" Trixie asked, serious for the first time.

"Over there," I pointed and Trixie turned to look.

Unfortunately, I did, too. A lot had transpired in those few seconds. Clara was writhing on his lap, leaning back into him like Trixie had done to me just a minute earlier. Her arm was wrapped around his bull neck. 

Even all the way across the room, there was no mistaking it. The guy's hand was tucked inside of her panties. The movement of his finger slipping in and out of her pussy felt like a dagger being plunged into my heart.

It was a bad nightmare I couldn't wake out of. Trapped underneath an eighteen-year-old brat while my wife was not twenty feet away from me, getting fingered by a stranger. My heart hammered in my chest and I was sure it would break any second.

"If that's the kind of wife you want, look no further," Trixie said confidently, her coyness back in full force.

"What?" I muttered, more out of surprise than anything else.

"You can do all that with me, do you want to hear the menu?"

"The menu?"

Trixie leaned into the side of my head. Her breasts pressed against my chest. Her blonde hair tickled my neck. Her breath on my ear was warm.

"You can finger me for twenty-five. Blowjob fifty. Rimming seventy-five. Pussy hundred-fifty. Anal hundred-fifty. I can do girlfriend experience or we can just fuck. Any position, with a condom. No condom costs extra."

The words sent a chill down my spine. I grabbed her by the shoulder pushed her away.

"No touching!" the bouncer grunted but I ignored him.

"Are you fucking insane?" I asked.

"Trust me, I'm worth it. All the guys tell me that I have the tightest cunt in Springfield," she grinned.

I pushed her off of me and she fell to the ground with a loud shriek of complaint. I shot to my feet just in time to see Clara dragging the bald man through a door in the back. 

"No! Clara!" I called out and went running after her.

The bouncer stepped in front of me, stopping me dead in my tracks. "Sir, I'm going to have to ask you to leave."

"No!"

"And you damn well better pay Trixie for her lap dance."

"Fine, if you'll leave me alone," I spat and reached into my pants.

My hands were shaking and my eyes couldn't seem to focus on the money. I just grabbed everything that was in there and tossed it over my shoulder at Trixie.

The bouncer grabbed me by the upper arm and dragged me toward the exit. He was taller, heavier, and stronger than me and it quickly became apparent that my struggling accomplished nothing at all.

The best I could do was grab the box of cupcakes that was still sitting on the table while I was pulled out of the building, kicking and screaming.

"Come back when you've learned some manners," he shouted as he shoved me into the cold night air.



3.
It was a little past one in the afternoon and I broke down crying in the hallway after seeing our wedding picture hanging on the wall. I couldn't remember much of last night — after I got kicked out, anyway. Everything before that was seared into my memory with crystal clear perfection. 

At some point, someone must have punched me because there was a big red welt on my cheek and it fucking hurt. My head hurt, too, but that was because of the ten empty cans of Pabst on the kitchen counter. My usual limit was five.

Everything else hurt, too. Most of all my heart. Every step felt like agony. I wanted to die.

The front door opened and Clara came in, carrying a plastic box laden with groceries. She was humming. "Guess who just got groceries!" she called out.

I couldn't believe how normal she looked. She wore skinny jeans and a t-shirt — the blue one we got in Vegas last year. That seemed like a lifetime away. When she noticed me, she gave a start and rushed the shopping to the kitchen and set it on the counter.

"What's going on? Are you okay?" she asked, kneeling down beside me.

I opened my mouth but no words came out. I shook my head.

"I tried those cupcakes you made last night. They were absolutely fantastic. I love lemon-poppy," she said and wiped my tears away with her thumb.

"I wanted to bring you some," I muttered.

"Oh, that would have been wonderful. I barely get to eat anything during my shift."

"I went to the club."

"You did?" she asked and her eyes went wide. She stiffened and looked at me apprehensively.

"You're a... stripper."

"Uh, yes. Yes, I am," she said hastily and let out a breath of relief. Some of the tension left her. "It's completely harmless."

"I want you to stop working there."

"We need the money, Frank."

"Do you still love me, Clara?"

"Of course I do!" she said emphatically. "How can you ask me that?"

"You're having sex with them."

She gulped and tensed up again. "What do you mean?"

"Don't deny it. I saw you. You let that... that brute finger you and then you... then you... you..." 

I started crying again, unable to hold back the pain. Clara flung her arms around me and hugged me close. In a perverse way, that actually made me feel better. I knew I should have recoiled from her touch but I couldn't just magically erase all those years we had together.

Even then, I couldn't imagine what life would be like without her.

"Why are you doing this?" I sobbed.

"Because we need to eat, my darling," she said in a soothing whisper and kissed my neck.

"Not that much. I'm feeling a lot better now. I'm going to go find another job. If we need money to survive that long, we can sell the car."

"I don't want to sell the car. I like the car," she said stubbornly and let go of me.

"I'll take out a loan."

"We don't need a loan."

"But—"

"I'm making a lot of money at the club."

"But you're having sex with other men!"

"And it's keeping us going. More than going, actually. I'm making more money now than you did at your job."

"You can't be serious."

"Uh huh. Haven't you looked in our bank account lately?"

"I don't mean the money. I mean you working there. You're actually defending it!"

"Yeah, well, it's a lot of fun."

"WHAT?" I bellowed.

"It was such a rush when I went up on that stage the first time. You don't know what it's like to have a whole crowd worshipping your every move. I feel so damn sexy."

"BUT. YOU'RE. HAVING. SEX. WITH. OTHER. MEN!" I shouted at the top of my lung.

"You haven't exactly satisfied me lately."

The words drove all the air out of my lungs. Her eyes were filled with pity and... disgust? Like I was just a miserable failure of a husband.

And deep down, I knew I was.

"It's hard for me," I muttered.

"It's hard for the both of us," she snapped.

"But I'm not fucking other people," I hit back.

"If you did, maybe you'd learn something."

"W-what do you mean?"

"I wasn't going to tell you this but I've had some of the most amazing sex over the past couple of weeks."

"No!"

"Yes. I never realized how making love with you was like having sex with a timid boy. The guys at the club are totally different. They're paying top dollar for my ass and they're not afraid to get their money's worth. You wouldn't believe how damn satisfying it is to have some guy with an eight-inch cock just pound me as hard as he can until I feel numb."

"Please stop," I begged.

"No. For the first time in my life, I feel like I'm doing what I was meant to do. I love being up on that stage. I love riding dick, too."

"No. No, no, no, no," I spat, finding my strength. "You're my wife. We married. Forever. You're going to quit that job and then we can go to marriage counseling to work this out. I love you, Clara. I'm not going to let you become a whore."

"A whore?" she gasped indignantly. "I am not a whore!"

"You're acting like one. You have to quit. Right now."

"No."

"Yes."

"No."

"Yes!"

Clara rose to her feet and stomped toward the door. "No."

"Yes!" I shouted, getting up and going after her.

"No!" she barked and grabbed her purse.

"Where are you going?"

"I'm going to the White Rabbit. It's a lot more fun there than you are."

"No!" I said and snatched at her purse.

Clara yanked and pulled it out of my grip. "You can't stop me. I'm going to go dance and then I'm gonna fuck as many guys as I can so that we can pay for you to keep moping around the apartment being useless."

The door slammed shut behind her and I was left standing there, speechless. Terrified. Hurt. Afraid. Beaten. Humiliated. I didn't even have the strength to cry.

My mind was numb. What the hell had just happened? I expected the conversation to go many different ways but I never expected her to just defy me like that.

For lack of anything better to do, I put away the groceries. I wondered what my friends would think if they knew Clara was fucking other men and I was just there, putting away groceries like a lapdog. Why hadn't I gone after her? Why hadn't I been the kind of man to keep her satisfied?

I made up my mind. Shoes, keys, wallet. There was no way to catch up to Clara anymore but at least I could stop her from going any further.

The parking lot of the White Rabbit was nearly empty, save for our Equinox and two other cars. The club clearly wasn't open yet. 

Confidently, I strode up to the main entrance and hammered on the door. After thirty seconds, a rather annoyed bouncer in black pants and shirt yanked open the door.

"Club's not open 'til six, go away," he grunted.

"I need to talk to my wife."

"Talk to her at six."

"No, I demand that you—"

The door slammed shut in my face. I hit my fist one more time on the solid surface but by that point, it was already hurting.



4.
At precisely six o'clock, I got out of the old Ford. The meal I bought at the food court remained untouched on the passenger seat. I hadn't been able to eat a single bite. My feet were unsteady.

The doors were already open but no bouncer present. I took the opportunity to waltz right in. To my surprise, I wasn't the first one there, though business clearly hadn't started yet. The stage was empty and there wasn't any music.

Apart from the staff, there were two guys at the bar. One of them was an older white male in his fifties, who was talking to the bartender. The other was a black guy closer to my age, though if I had to guess, about five years older. He was just nursing a beer, not looking at anybody in particular.

Clara was there, too, walking from table to table, wiping them with a cloth. She already wore the waitress outfit, black panties and a see-through bra with stockings.

"Clara, can we talk about this?" I asked.

She gave a start and looked up. Her nipples were visible plain as day. "Oh, it's you. What are you doing here?"

"I came to talk."

"If you mean you came here to give me orders, you're wasting your time."

"You can't honestly be this stupid," I snapped, letting my anger get the better of me.

"Stupid?" she asked, raising her eyebrows.

"No, no, I didn't mean—"

"Is this guy bothering you, Daisy?" a gruff voice asked. I groaned. It was the bouncer from last night. The one that kicked me out.

"No, Bruce. That's my... husband," Clara sighed.

"What do you know, you weren't lying after all," Bruce said good-naturedly and clapped me on the back. Hard. "I still had to kick you out over the way you treated Trixie, you understand?"

"Whatever," I said. 

"He's kind of a dick," Bruce said to Clara.

"He is right now," she agreed.

"I'm not. I just want you to stop this."

"Do you have a job, yet?"

"No, but—"

"Can you pay the bills?"

"No, but—"

"Can you get hard?" she asked with her head cocked.

"Oh boy, I'll leave you two to it," Bruce chuckled.

"Why did you have to tell him that?" I whined.

Suddenly the speakers popped and music started playing. The lighting dimmed. A group of college-aged guys arrived and pulled together several tables. There wasn't an announcement but a dancer in a sexy-sailor outfit trotted out from behind the curtain.

The club was officially opened.

"It's best if you go," Clara said.

"No. I'm staying right here."

"Why?"

"Because then I'm going to be a constant reminder of your infidelity. Maybe it was easy to do all this when you thought I wouldn't find out, but I know you, Clara. You're not the kind of woman who fits into this milieu."

"Is that so?" Clara asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Yes," I said confidently and crossed my arms.

Clara scanned the room and caught sight of the black guy at the bar. He was looking at the sailor dancer but noticed her beckoning gesture. A strong sense of trepidation overcame me. Did I miscalculate something?

The guy was taller than I expected, towering over the both of us. He wasn't particularly imposing otherwise, not like the bouncer or the hulk from yesterday. He was lean and fit with a square jaw and dark eyes. Short hair, lighter on the side. Thick eyebrows.

"'sup Daisy," he said, flashing a gregarious grin.

"Hey, Marc," Clara replied, beaming at him like the sun. She turned to me. "That's Marc, he's one of my regulars. Aren't you, Marc?"

Without hesitating, Marc scooped her up by the waist and pressed her body up against his. His long, black fingers dug into the soft flesh or her butt as he gave it a firm squeeze. My heart stopped beating. My blood ran cold.

"Mmm, yeah. I was hoping you were available tonight."

"I'm always available for you," she said firmly, glancing at me as she said it. "If you don't mind something special."

Only then did he let go of her ass and my breath seemed to return to my throat. "Something special?"

"Yeah. My husband," she said and nodded in my direction, "thinks I'm too timid to do what I do."

"Husband, huh?" he chuckled and leered at me like a wolf at a sheep.

"You don't mind, do you?"

"Is he gonna be a problem?"

"No, no, he won't be," Clara said and waved at Bruce.

"What's up?" Bruce asked, not three seconds later.

"Can you make sure my husband doesn't bother me while I'm with Marc?"

"What? No!" I said but it was too late. I felt Bruce's mighty paw on my shoulder and I knew that there was nothing I could do. Not in the long-term, anyway.

Clara and Marc were already off. She dragged him by the arm but not to the back where I had expected. She went to one of the booths, flinging Marc onto the padded leather. He made it look graceful.

Against my better judgement, I lurched forward but it was like trying to push down a wall. "Easy there," Bruce urged in a calming manner. "Why don't you sit down and relax. Your girl's not going anywhere soon."

Without a lot of effort, he pushed me down onto a chair six feet away from where Clara started to dance to the music. Marc settled comfortably into the chair while she got her rhythm going, turning and shaking her hips. Bruce sat down next to me and the chair creaked underneath him.

Looking directly at me, Clara unhooked her bra and let it drop. I swallowed a huge lump in my throat. Bruce didn't even have to hold me back, I didn't have the strength to move. My limbs were leaden and I was weak.

I was a coward. A failure.

Clara dropped backward onto his lap and ground her booty on him. Marc reached around and squeezed her breast.

"He's touching her!" I blurted out, looking at my captor for help.

"He's a regular and she lets him," Bruce replied nonchalantly.

It was a good thing I didn't eat anything because watching my wife slither all over Marc was nauseating. She turned to face him and rubbed her almost naked body over his.

A small crowd gathered, forming a circle around the show. The dancer on the stage was forgotten. Clara unbuttoned Marc's shirt and kissed his bare chest while twerking her ass. It was like watching a completely different woman. She'd never been that graceful and alluring when we were together.

Something in her had changed. She was more confident. She was also on her knees, licking a suspiciously large bulge through the pants.

"No," I cried out but Bruce's arm wasn't necessary.

My stomach was cramping up with pain. She unbuttoned his pants and fished out his cock. It was big. Enormous. Far bigger than what was between my own legs. Thick and bulging.

"Holy shit," a guy from the crowd called out.

Clara looked around and seemed surprised at how many people were watching. Not that it stopped her. She caught sight of me and shot me the most terrifyingly wicked grin. 

Then she stood up and, in front of everyone, shimmied out of her panties. The only thing she still wore were high heels. She was completely shaved down there. How long had she been doing that? I couldn't remember the last time we even tried to make love.

The crowd cheered as she climbed on top of Marc again. She leaned in and kissed him. Not a peck on the cheeks but a real kiss, with tongue and everything. He grabbed her cheeks and spread them, showing off her glistening pussy. She was wet beyond belief.

I was supposed to be the only one to see that. She had promised that to me on the altar. And now anyone in the city got to see it. More than that.

Clara looked over her shoulder right at me. Without breaking eye contact, she guided the tip of his erect cock to her entrance. It slipped in an inch right away and then stopped. It was too big. Like a fever dream, I clutched to the idea that his cock was too big for her.

It wasn't. Very delicately, the pole slid into her. Her thick labia spread apart and seemed to hug the massive shaft. Her eyes closed and her mouth opened. She rolled back her head and let out a sigh of supreme satisfaction.

The crowd went into a near frenzy with excitement.

She had given me that exact same look on our wedding night. It was the face I pictured when I thought of when we were happiest. When we were in love the most. Pure happiness.

It hurt to see it with someone else. Not just in my heart but also my body. A growing, physical pain. A pain that was far too real to be imaginary. And it came from between my legs.

I shifted in my seat and it became even clearer. I had an erection. I looked down in surprise but, of course, nothing would be visible through the thick jeans fabric. My penis was pushing right against the seam.

Hoping no one would notice, I sat up slightly and covertly rearranged my pants. At once, my penis slipped away from the seam. That was a mistake. It pulled back my foreskin and the glans rubbed against the rough fabric. A surge of electricity jolted my body.

Clara was fucking him for real now. Her ass shot up and slammed down the length of his cock. He was sucking on her nipples while she braced herself against the back of the booth. His shaft was covered in white froth and the wet, slick sound of his cock plunging into her was audible even over the roar of the crowd.

It looked exactly like a porn movie, only it was my wife.

"Ohhhhhh, fuck yeahh!" Clara roared, throwing her head back. Her entire body shuddered and she stopped thrusting.

It looked like her vagina was squeezing the entire length of his shaft. Her asshole kept winking, winking, winking, until it suddenly opened up just a little bit. Not even big enough to fit a pinky inside. I've never seen her do that. Ever.

Clara tried to climb off of him but halfway up, her leg gave out and she crashed back down on his dick. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!" she shrieked in ecstasy.

Then it was Marc's turn. He grabbed both of her cheeks and pushed her down hard on his cock. His balls jumped and the base of his shaft twitched.

Seconds later, cum squeezed out of the side of her pussy. Big, white globs dripped on the carpet. Marc lifted her and slowly pumped. More cum flowed out of her than seemed possible for just one guy to make. It pooled on the floor.

"Fuck yeah!" someone yelled.

Clara started laughing with pure joy. She finally managed to stand up and turned to look at the rest of us. No, she turned to look at me. Her cheeks were flush and she was covered in a sheen of sweat. White tendrils ran down her inner thigh. Her labia were red and puffy. Her nipples were hard enough to cut glass.

But when she spoke, it wasn't directed at me. "I hope everyone enjoyed that show. But the fun's not over yet, boys. I'm so damn horny, I could just about fuck all of you. And because I'm feeling generous, it's only three hundred a pop. Who's up for some fun?"

Everyone was. The crowd tripped over itself shouting their agreements. She grabbed two of them and headed for the back room. One of the guys was the rich, muscle-packed guy who had his hands down her pants yesterday. The other one was one of the college kids from the first group to arrive, an African-American guy with cornrows, wearing a basketball jersey.

I was left horrified, mouth agape, unable to hammer out a single coherent thought. Marc hadn't moved either but he was a lot more comfortable, almost lounging. His thick cock still twitched occasionally. 

"Your wife is something special," Bruce said.

The woman in question paused before going through the door. She almost disappeared between the two guys flanking her. She beckoned me to follow. I didn't react. She mouthed "come on" and waved me over again.

I had no idea why but I stood up. The motion made my sensitive, exposed head drag along the jeans fabric. I sat back down immediately as a warm rush filled my body, emanating from my groin. 

The released was unexpected and powerful. It had been at least two weeks since the last time I managed to climax. All that build up spilled into my pants and it was like a giant weight being lifted off my shoulder.

"You okay, man?" Bruce asked.

"Yeah," I sighed even as my penis still pumped.

Bruce braced himself and the whole table shifted under his weight. "Come on, buddy. I think she wants you to follow."

The wet spot on my inner thigh was unmistakable but hopefully, nobody would be looking at my crotch. I sighed and got up, too.

Suddenly the day felt a lot better. Even though I just watched my wife fuck another man in front of a crowd of people, I felt better than I had in days. The weirdest part was that I was still hard, despite climaxing like a racehorse.



5.
The hallway that laid beyond was dimly lit. There were four nondescript doors on the left, five on the right. The gray carpet muffled our footsteps and the music from the club was muffled.

"Hey, you're that jerk!" a very annoying, bubbly voice called out behind me. One of the doors stood open and Trixie poked her head out. She wore a fuzzy, white bathrobe.

"Hey, Trixie, guess what," my tall companion said.

"You're gonna beat him up for being a meanie-mean?" she asked, sounding hopeful.

"Better. Daisy really is his wife."

Trixie's eyes went wide and for the first time, she seemed at a loss for words. It didn't last long. "You know she fucks other guys, right?" she sneered.

"He knows," Bruce said and clapped me on the shoulder. "Daisy just put on quite the show and she took two guys with her. We're gonna go watch. You wanna come with?"

"Please no," I said.

"Hell yeah," Trixie cheered. "Lemme go finish up."

"Did you really have to do that?" I asked.

With a chuckle, Bruce nudged me further down the hallway. The third door on the right was the one. I braced myself, half excited, half terrified. It swung open.

The room was small but cozy. In the front right corner was a stripper pole, opposite that a very comfortable looking corner couch. Everything was lit a deep red. A large TV panel was set into the wall, though it was off. A low cabinet by the entrance.

The hulk sat on the couch and Clara stood in front of him, bent over at the waist with her feet spread wide, sucking him vigorously. The basketball jersey was fucking her from behind. He was going slow and steady.

"I wasn't sure you'd come to watch," Clara said, looking up. The guy she had been blowing had one of the biggest heads on top of a cock I've seen. "But then again, I didn't think you were going to watch—ohhhh, yeah, just like that. Yeah, that spot. Oh, that's good."

Whatever she was going to say, she never finished it. Basketball started pumping faster, rubbing his thumb across her sphincter. Her eyes were closed and her tongue lolled out of her mouth. At least until the hulk grabbed the back of her head and pushed her down on his cock again.

The door flew open and Trixie bounced in. She had exchanged her bathrobe for the waitress outfit, sans stockings. "I'm here!" she announced triumphantly.

Clara just waved at her. I tried my best to ignore her but the young woman planted herself right in front of me, hands on her hips. She looked pissed.

"Did you know I got a bruise?" she scowled and turned around to show a light discoloration on her butt.

"I'm sorry," I muttered.

"What are you gonna do to make up for it?"

"I don't know."

"Daisy, can I have sex with your husband?"

"What? No!" I protested.

That got everyone's attention. Apart from Basketball, who had his hands on her waist and was pounding away.

"That's not gonna... mmm, happen," Clara said and I instantly breathed a sigh of relief. Too soon. "He... ohh, he can't get it up... anymore," she continued.

"No!"

Trixie started laughing. She looked me up and down and her eyes stopped at my crotch. "Hey, I think he came in his pants," she squealed with delight.

"He... did?" Clara moaned.

Before I had a chance to react, Trixie snatched at my belt. She had already undone it and was working on my button when my hands sprang forward to shove her away—only to be intercepted by Bruce. 

With a forceful pull, Trixie yanked down my pants complete with underwear. I've never felt so naked and exposed.

My pride and joy, fully erect, stood at about four, four-and-a-half inches. Compared to the size of the other guys in the room, it was just a little bump. A speck of dust. Semen was still smeared all over my shaft. Under the gaze of the room, it wilted, deflating like a balloon.

"Oh my God that is so adorable," Trixie chirped. "The little cuckold has a little cuckold cock!"

"Honey!" Clara called out in surprise. "You were... hard!"

"No, I wasn't," I said.

"Yeah, he was. He was all excited seeing his wife taken by real men right in front of him," Trixie said.

"Let's see how he likes this," the hulk said, sounding annoyed at the constant interruptions. He slid out from under her head and stood up. "We gonna tag team this bitch."

"Hell yeah, brother," Basketball roared. "Yo Trixie, you got some lube?"

Immediately, Trixie sprang into action. She pulled out a drawer of the cabinet and pulled out a large squeeze bottle of silicone lube. It happened so fast. Basketball pulled out of Clara, his onyx shaft coated in her wetness. Trixie squeezed a handful of the lube on his dick and wrapped both her hands around it, dragging them along the entire length.

"Are you sure it's gonna—ohhh," Clara gasped as Basketball guided his tip to her sphincter.

We had done anal once or twice over the years. It had always been an awkward affair, with me unable to really fit in and her squirming around. It made me wonder why people would enjoy that kind of stuff.

But now, Basketball just slid all eight of his inches inside of her as if it were the most natural thing in the world. The hulk, sans clothes, stood in front of her. Undressed, he looked even more impressive. His entire body was like an anatomical display of muscles.

The muscles bulged as he bent his legs and reached underneath Clara's knees. He stood up, picking her legs up with him. Clara threw her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his torso. He entered her, too. 

"Holy FUCK!" she yelled and the guys chuckled.

Suspended in mid-air, wedged between the two different but powerful black bodies, Clara almost disappeared. As one cock pulled out of her ass, the other plunged inside of her pussy. They stoked her like a fire, alternating with slow and deep thrusts.

"Ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhh," Clara wailed with shuddering breath.

I didn't even have to look down to know that I was hard again. My dick was brimming with excitement.

"God, you're pathetic," Trixie scoffed. She stood right next to me and her gaze was focused between my legs. "You must be a real loser to get off on your wife fucking other men."

"Ohhh, ohhh, ohhh, ohhh," Clara roared. Her breath was getting shallower and her pitch higher.

"Fuck, this is better than last time," Basketball whooped with delight.

"You know she's already fucked like, I don't know, thirty guys," Trixie said. "You must be the only guy in Springfield she's not doing."

Trixie grabbed my dick between thumb and forefinger. Her hand was small enough to grab my cock but she was making a point and she was making it well. She pushed back the foreskin and rubbed small circles on my sensitive glans.

"Ohhh, fuck, oh, fuck, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Clara screamed. The guys didn't relent even an inch. They continued to pump her even as she was climaxing.

I came, too. It wasn't nearly as good or as powerful as the one in the main room. It was barely anything except for a jet of cum shooting out of my tip and splashing on the carpet. 

"How useless," Trixie said. "You didn't even last a minute."

Weakened, I tumbled backward and for the first time, I realized Bruce wasn't there anymore. He wasn't even in the room. How long had he been gone? I slumped against the wall. 

The other guys lasted a lot longer than a minute. It seemed to go on forever. Clara was drooling on the hulk's shoulder after she didn't have the strength to moan anymore. She came at least two more times.

"God, I wish that was me," Trixie sighed. She was leaning against the wall next to me. Her panties were on the ground and she was fingering herself.

"Damn, how much longer you gonna last?" Basketball grunted.

"Shit, any time now."

"Together?"

"Together."

Basketball shoved in but didn't pull out. The hulk followed suit. Clara suddenly shot upright again and her eyes went wide. They drained their balls inside of her, giving her everything they got.

"Oh my lord, yes," Trixie sighed, doubled over at the waist in an apparent orgasm of her own.

Basketball pulled out first. His cock slid out of her with a wet sloshing sound, followed by a splash of semen splattered on the carpet. The hulk turned her around mid-air and gently set her down on the couch.

Clara laid there with her eyes closed and a happy, content smile on her face. Her legs were still spread. Cum seeped out of her. 

"That was fucking amazing," Basketball laughed and the two of them high fived.

Their cocks almost touched. The sight of those two black beauties right next to each other made my knees weak. Those were what made my wife happy. Perfect specimens of masculine perfection.

"Do me, do me next, please! I want to know what it's like," Trixie begged.

"Jesus, I'm fucking spent," Hulk groaned.

"Yeah, I'm sorry, girl. It's gonna take a while to recover," Basketball agreed.

The door swung open and Bruce returned in tow with Marc and another gentleman, another one of the group of college kids. "I got you some refills," Bruce announced.

"DIBS!" Trixie shouted and eagerly ran up to Marc and the newcomer. "Tell me, have you two ever tag teamed the tightest holes in Springfield? No? Do you want to?"

They did.

I almost felt bad for the girl but she had asked for no mercy and the two didn't show her any. She wanted to be screwed just like my wife had been and she got it, except for the fact that she couldn't wrap her legs around Marc's torso and they just stuck out the side, occasionally twitching.

And Clara wasn't satisfied yet, either. With her first two still out of commission and the room being dangerously full of people already, she asked Bruce to step up to the plate. He unbuckled his pants and dropped out a fat, black slug of a cock. Cut with a port wine stained tip. A thick vein ran along the upper side of his shaft.

"Mmm, you still are one of the best," Clara cooed when she saw it.

Bruce chuckled. "I'll fuck you if your husband asks me."

"Oh no. Frank?" Clara asked, looking at me. She gave me the old puppy eyes. "I need this, honey. Please tell him it's okay."

"Yeah, Frank. You wanna see me fuck your wife?"

"FUCKING DO IT, YOU CUCK!" Trixie shouted.

"No," I muttered.

"Damn it, Frank!" Clara roared.

Bruce stepped closer. He grabbed my wrist and placed my hand on his cock. It was much warmer than I expected. And bigger. I couldn't even fit my fingers around it. Bruce's hand covered mine and together we stroked until it grew and grew and just kept growing.

"Just imagine how good it's gonna feel for Clara when that baby enters her. She's gonna keep fucking guys no matter what you say, but it won't be this one. Don't you want to be the one to let her have this? Don't you want to be the one that grants her such pleasure?" Bruce spoke.

His cock wasn't the only one getting hard. Mine was, too. Like just a tiny fraction of his power rubbed off on me. I gulped. "Okay," I whispered.

"What's that? I didn't hear you."

"Yes, please. Please fuck my wife." He was right. If I couldn't satisfy her, at least I could be the one to pick who she gets to sleep with.

"There's a good boy," Bruce chuckled and let go of my hand. 

"Thank you so much, Frank," Clara sighed and spread her legs, welcoming Bruce.

Somehow, knowing that I had facilitated it, it felt a lot more intimate. Bruce grabbed her legs and pinned them down by the knees. He sank his engorged cock into her, displacing what looked like a gallon of cum.

That time, I didn't wait for her to climax. I couldn't. The moment Bruce thrust, I started jerking off. I came in record time, blowing my load on the floor. It was an incredible orgasm. 

Not nearly as incredible as Clara's however. Bruce slammed into her, putting the entire weight of his bulky body into each motion, pressing her deep into the leather cushions. I couldn't tell when one of her climaxes ended and the next one started.

The screams of the women bounced off the walls. The aroma of sweat, semen, and musk permeated the air. Basketball and Hulk rejoined the fray with renewed vigor.

They did absolutely everything. Clara and Trixie made sure every guy who wanted something got it. Every hole was utilized. Everyone was sweaty, grunting, and fucking.

Everyone except for me. It was exciting at first like I was a character part of someone's wildest fantasy. But then it dawned on me that there was no way our relationship could ever recover from that.

I cried for a while, though none of them noticed. I had lost my wife to black cock and that made sad because I still loved her. But it wasn't meant to be between the two of us.

Or was it? What kind of life would that be, knowing she'd be out there every day, fucking bulls that were hung like horses. The worst part was that it didn't seem that bad as long as I still got to cuddle and hold her.



6.
The evening air was warm. The sun only started to sink beneath the horizon. I waited between the Ford and the Equinox, unable to enjoy the fresh breeze. My mind was roiling with a mess of emotions.

The source of my confusion came out of the back door of the White Rabbit. Clara had showered and changed into a summer dress. Her hair was wet and she hadn't put on any makeup yet. Still, she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

The scent of nearby restaurants wafted into my nostrils and it reminded me of that time we vacationed in Greece. It had been a night just like this. We spent the afternoon on the beach, making love under the open skies. In the evening, we ate gyros from a hole in the wall, meandering around the streets of Athens.

I proposed to her at the end of that vacation. Everything just felt so right and we were in love. I've never regretted that decision.

Without saying anything, Clara walked up to me. She threaded her arms between mine and pressed her head against my chest. "I'm sorry I didn't tell you," she murmured.

How could I possibly stay mad at her? I embraced her soft body and it just felt so right. I couldn't imagine a life without being able to hug her. 

"I'm sorry that we fought. It wasn't exactly how I planned it. I think I could have handled this a lot better, but I was just so mad," she continued after I didn't say anything.

I kissed the top of her head. "I don't want to lose you."

She looked up at me. Her eyes sparkled in the neon light. Her smile warmed my soul. We kissed and it felt good. It felt right. Occasionally, I remembered that just minutes ago those same lips had been wrapped around Bruce's fat cock. How she had guzzled down load after load.

But I couldn't taste any of that, all I tasted was my wife. The woman I loved.

"I love you," I whispered.

"I love you, too," she replied, gently squeezing my waist. "But I also love working here. I love being up on stage and... the other stuff."

"I saw. I've never seen you that happy before. I don't want to take that away from you but..."

"But what, my sweet husband?"

"I don't know what our life is gonna look like. I can't just stay at home doing nothing while you bring home the bacon. I don't even know what I'd do all day. And what do I tell my friends? My mom?"

"I don't expect that at all. You're going to find your confidence again and then you'll go back to work."

"I doubt it. Nobody wants to hire me."

"I believe in you, Frank. I know you can do it."

"What's the point? Even if I find one, you make way more money than I ever did."

"Yeah but it's not like I can do this job forever. I'm gonna have to quit when..." she trailed off.

"When what?"

"I only found out last week."

"Found out what?"

"Well... you know what I do here. All the girls do it."

"Yes. I was there, remember?"

"They're all using birth control," she said and looked up at me again but that time the sparkle had faded. Tears welled up in her eyes. 

It was such a nonsensical, unexpected statement that I didn't connect the dots right away. She just kept looking at me, expecting me to react. Slowly, it dawned on me. "And... you?" I asked hesitantly.

"No. I was using condoms at first but then I had a client with my first really big cock and... I just had to feel it. I needed to feel his bare skin and it was incredible. I couldn't go back after that and the guys paid extra. I kept telling myself I'd do the smart thing and get on the pill but I had to find the time to drive all the way to the other side to see Dr. Karen and I was worried you'd see the pills in the bathroom or something. By the time I actually got them I already missed my period."

I listened to her words and understood them on a rational level. But the meaning eluded me. Waves of intense pressure rolled over my body. I took a step back, bumping into the Equinox.

Clara was pregnant. 

"Is it mine?" I asked. My mouth was dry and my voice cracked.

"No," she said quietly. "There's no way."

"Whose?"

"I don't know. I've been racking my brain trying to figure it out but I just don't know. I know that he's black and has a big dick but that's most of the guys at the White Rabbit."

"Oh God," I muttered.

"But do you see now, Frank? You have to find another job again. Once my stomach starts showing, I won't be able to dance anymore. You'll have to take care of us again."

She said it matter-of-factly like it was a settled matter, but she was asking me to raise another man's child. Someone had knocked up my wife. We've always wanted to have kids, that's why we bought the Equinox in the first place.

But I always thought they'd be mine. There'd be no way to explain this to anyone. If people saw us together with a brown child, everyone would know that it wasn't mine. 

"It takes a very strong man to have the strength to raise a child like ours," Clara said, reading my thoughts. "I know how strong you are."

"I don't know if I am..."

"Yes, you are, Frank. You're a wonderful, strong man. You're powerful," she said and the words rose goosebumps on my skin.

"Okay, I'll do it," I blurted out. My heart started hammering in my chest. Butterflies roared in my stomach.

I had no idea what I just agreed to but I knew that the alternative was a life without Clara and that was not a life I wanted. 

"That's wonderful. You're wonderful," she cooed and we kissed again. "I want to make love to you again."

"I would like that. I'm hard as a rock right now. Let's go home," I said eagerly.

"No, later. I'm up on the stage soon."

"You're going back in there? After all that?"

"Of course, honey. I'm totally pumped about us, the baby, and everything else. I feel like I have unlimited energy and I want to do this while I still can. So go ahead and relax at home. Take a long, warm bath. We can have a romantic night. Candles, movie, whatever you want."

"I'd like that."

"Good," she said and planted a quick kiss on my cheek. "I will see you later."

She turned around and walked off, heading back inside the club. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves.

Life felt... uncertain. Malleable. It wasn't too late to change my mind. I got into my Ford and turned the key in the ignition. The motor rumbled, completely unaware of what its owner was going through.

I was almost on the highway when I pulled into a parking lot, reverse, and drove back to the White Rabbit.

I didn't want to be by myself at home. I wanted to watch my wife dance on the stage, being who she loved to be. I wanted to buy a lap dance from her, just to see what it was like. I wanted to see that look of perfect happiness on her face while a huge black cock was deep inside of her.

Let the other guys laugh if they want. Let the haters hate. As long as Clara and I were together, I was happy.
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