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Cuckquean in Japan

 Tokyo’s
temptations 

One of the first things that bonded my wife
and I was a love for Japan. I remember giving Nicole my phone and
asking her to pick a song from the internet, and when I heard a
Japanese pop band I knew we were going to be the perfect match. Her
eyes lit up when I told her during that date that I planned to move
to Japan to teach English. I could tell that the thought of doing
such a thing never really occurred to her. It’s not something that
you can just do.

I don’t know what I was thinking by bringing
a woman from home with me to a foreign land with beautiful and
exotic women appearing every five seconds. We got married, and
neither of us admitted it, but it was purely so that she could get
a visa. Since I had a job, I was only allowed to bring her if she
was my wife or if she was teaching as well. Nicole promised to
figure out a way to get a job once we settled in, so I agreed to
marry her and bring her with me to Japan. I had feelings for her,
but I always hated the idea of only going with one woman.

It was a huge mistake. The first couple of
months were fine. Everything was new, and it was like the two of us
were on an adventure. We had to learn little things about the
culture, and day to day things that made even the most mundane task
feel like we were settlers in the New World. Once our minds became
adjusted to using the yen instead of the dollar, and our taste buds
experienced nearly every type of Japanese cuisine, things suddenly
became stagnant.

It was around that point that I really
started to regret bringing Nicole with me. I would be walking to
work and it felt like every other woman was more beautiful and sexy
than my wife. The thing is, these were just average women by
Japanese standards. Within their own dating pool, they would
probably be considered a five or six out of ten, yet they were
absolute stunners to me. Nicole noticed them as well, and I started
to pick up on the jealousy.

“Look at her Aaron,” she said as we shopped
for groceries, “she’s so beautiful!” 

“Yeah,” I said as if I was disinterested. I
had already noticed from the moment we walked in the store, but I
did my best to pretend as if I didn’t see anything.

Those types of interactions became
increasingly more normal, and I was starting to feel uncomfortable
with it all. I even tried to flip the script and point out some of
the men walking around, and Nicole just didn’t seem interested in
the Japanese men. She said they just didn’t do anything for her,
but she kept talking about the women. I figured she was just
feeling insecure.

In Japan there’s a huge culture of having
after work drinking sessions with your company. Nicole was aware of
these before we even set foot in Japan, and thankfully I didn’t
have to deal with an annoying wife every time it happened. I had to
go to these after work functions, or risk losing status within the
company. By the third one, I started to get ideas.
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