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  Chapter one
The Suggestion


The bedroom smelled like the lavender candle Ingrid had burned earlier, trying and failing to set a romantic mood that neither of them believed in anymore. Joe Don sat on the edge of the mattress in his faded gray boxers, elbows on his knees, staring at the pregnancy test lying on the nightstand. The single line in the result window stared back at him like an accusation. Negative. Again. 
Three years. Thirty-six cycles of tracking temperatures, charting cervical mucus, timing intercourse like it was a military operation. The doctors had run every test. Low sperm count, they said. Borderline. Not impossible, but not easy. Ingrid’s body was perfect for it, they assured him, her wide hips and regular ovulation a fertility clinic’s dream. Yet nothing. The clinical sex had killed whatever spark remained between them. Quick, functional, joyless. He would finish inside her, then they would lie there in silence, both pretending not to count the minutes until she could get up and pee.
The resentment had grown so slowly he almost hadn’t noticed. Little things. The way she sighed when he came home from the accounting firm. The way his touch now made her shoulders tighten instead of soften. He still loved her. He thought she still loved him. But love had started to feel like a habit neither of them knew how to break.
The door clicked open. Ingrid stepped inside wearing the oversized sleep shirt that used to be his. Her long dark hair hung loose and wavy over one shoulder. Even after crying, her cheeks flushed and eyes glassy, she looked beautiful. Those heavy breasts shifted under the thin cotton. Those fertile hips swayed with each step. She had never stopped being the most desirable woman he had ever seen. That only made the failure worse.
She closed the door behind her and leaned against it for a moment, as if gathering courage. Then she walked over and sat beside him on the bed. The mattress dipped. Her bare thigh pressed against his. For a long time neither of them spoke.
“Another negative,” she whispered. Her voice cracked on the last word.
Joe Don nodded. He didn’t trust himself to speak yet. His throat felt tight.
Ingrid reached out and placed her hand on his knee. Her fingers trembled. “I can’t keep doing this, Joe Don. The tests. The waiting. The way we look at each other afterward like we both failed. I’m losing my mind.”
He swallowed hard. “We can try again next month. Maybe switch up the protocol. I found a new supplement online that—”
“No.” The word came out sharper than he expected. She turned to face him fully, her green eyes searching his. Tears spilled over her lower lashes. “There’s something I have to tell you. And I need you to listen. Really listen. Before I lose my nerve.”
His stomach dropped. Affair. The word flashed through his mind before she even said it. He waited, heart hammering against his ribs.
“I’ve been seeing someone.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “For months now. His name is Derek.”
The room tilted. Joe Don felt the blood drain from his face. Shock hit him first, cold and metallic. Then something else twisted underneath it, something darker and warmer that made his cock twitch against his thigh. He hated that it twitched.
“What?” The word came out hoarse.
Ingrid’s hand slid from his knee to his thigh. Her fingers traced small circles on the fabric of his boxers. “I didn’t plan it. It started at the gym. He… he noticed me. Really noticed me. The way you used to before everything became about making a baby.” Her fingers moved higher. “He’s different, Joe Don. Strong. Confident. When he looks at me I feel like a woman again instead of a malfunctioning uterus.”
She wrapped her fingers around his cock through the thin material. He was already half-hard. The shame of that made his face burn. Ingrid noticed. Of course she noticed. A small, surprised sound escaped her throat, almost like relief.
“You’re getting hard,” she murmured. Her grip tightened, stroking him slowly from base to tip. “God. I was so scared you’d hate me. But part of you likes this, doesn’t it?”
Joe Don’s breath hitched. “Ingrid… don’t.” But he didn’t push her hand away. His cock stiffened fully in her palm, traitor that it was. His mind spun with images he couldn’t stop: his wife bent over in some hotel room, another man’s hands on those wide fertile hips. He tried to focus on the anger. The betrayal. Instead his balls tightened.
She leaned closer. Her breath warmed his ear as she continued stroking him with long, deliberate pulls. “He’s tall. Muscular. The kind of body that makes you want to submit without thinking. And his cock, Joe Don. It’s thick. Veined. So much bigger than yours. The first time he fucked me I came so hard I cried. He doesn’t schedule it around ovulation charts. He just takes what he wants. And what he wants is me.”
Each filthy detail landed like a punch. Joe Don’s hips jerked involuntarily into her fist. Shame flooded his chest, hot and choking, but the arousal was stronger. His wife had been cheating on him. His proud, beautiful Ingrid had been spreading her legs for another man while he sat at home refreshing fertility apps. And his cock was leaking precum into his boxers because of it.
“How long?” he managed to ask. His voice sounded wrecked.
“Six months.” She squeezed the head of his cock, twisting her wrist in that way she knew drove him crazy. “At first I felt guilty. I’d come home after he’d filled me and kiss you like nothing happened. But then the tests kept coming back negative and I started to realize something. Your sperm… it’s not enough. Derek’s is. I can feel it when he comes inside me. So potent. So much. He fucks me like he’s trying to claim me. Like he knows my body was made for him.”
Joe Don groaned. The sound embarrassed him but he couldn’t stop it. Ingrid’s hand moved faster now, slick sounds filling the quiet room. Her tears had stopped. Her cheeks were flushed with something closer to excitement than sorrow.
“I want him to breed me,” she whispered. The words sent a violent jolt through him. “I want to feel his superior cum flooding my womb. I want to carry his baby. Our marriage doesn’t have to end. But I need this, Joe Don. I need him.”
His mind reeled. The rational part of him screamed that he should throw her hand off, demand a divorce, reclaim some shred of dignity. But that part was small and getting smaller with every stroke of her soft palm. The other part, the part that had secretly jerked off to cuckold porn for years without ever admitting it, was roaring to life. His wife wanted to be bred by her bull. And some broken piece of him wanted to watch.
“Say something,” she pleaded. Her hand slowed but didn’t stop. “Tell me you hate me. Tell me to get out. Or…” Her voice dropped, turning husky. “Tell me the thought of Derek fucking me makes your pathetic little cock leak like this.”
He couldn’t lie. Not with her hand on him. Not with the evidence throbbing between them.
“I… I don’t know what to feel,” he stammered. “This is fucked up, Ingrid. You cheated on me. For months.” Even as he said it his hips rocked forward, seeking more friction. “But hearing you talk about him… Jesus. I should be furious. Instead I’m so hard it hurts.”
She smiled then. Not cruel exactly, but knowing. Like she had expected this reaction. Like she had hoped for it. “That’s because deep down you know the truth. You’re not enough to breed me. But he is. And if you love me, really love me, you’ll let this happen.”
Her strokes grew teasing again, feather-light. Edging him. Keeping him on the desperate edge of release without letting him tumble over.
“I need you to meet him,” she said. “Tonight. I already texted him while you were staring at that test. He’s waiting for my word. This isn’t negotiable, Joe Don. You let him come here. You listen to him. You watch what he does to me. Or I walk out that door and you never see me again.”
The threat should have terrified him. Instead it sent another pulse of shameful arousal through his cock. She had him. Completely.
“Just talk?” he asked weakly. His voice cracked like a teenager’s.
Ingrid leaned in and kissed his jaw, almost tenderly. “Just talk at first. But we both know where this is going. He’s going to breed me. And you’re going to help. You’re going to hold my legs open so he can pump every drop where it belongs.”
She released his cock. The sudden absence made him whimper. Ingrid stood and picked up her phone from the dresser. Her fingers flew across the screen. Sent.
“He’ll be here in ten minutes,” she said. “Take your boxers off and sit in the chair. I want you naked and hard when he walks in. Show him how much the idea excites you.”
Joe Don’s hands shook as he obeyed. He pushed his boxers down his legs and kicked them away. His average cock stood rigid against his stomach, the head shiny with precum. He moved to the armchair in the corner of the room, the one they used to read in together before their sex life became a science project. The fabric felt cold against his bare ass.
Ingrid watched him with something like affection mixed with pity. She pulled her sleep shirt over her head. Her full breasts bounced free, nipples already tight. The pale curves of her body glowed in the lamplight. She wore nothing underneath. Had she planned this all along?
A knock sounded at the front door. Heavy. Confident. Ingrid’s breath caught. She looked at Joe Don one last time.
“Remember. This is happening. The only question is whether you’re going to be part of it or not.”
She walked out of the bedroom. Joe Don sat there naked, cock throbbing, heart racing so hard he felt dizzy. He heard the front door open. Low voices. Deep masculine laughter that made his stomach clench. Footsteps approached.
Derek filled the doorway like he owned it. He was everything Ingrid had described and worse. Late thirties, easily six-three, with broad shoulders and thick arms that stretched the sleeves of his black button-down. Short dark hair. Piercing blue eyes that swept the room and landed on Joe Don’s exposed, leaking cock. A smirk curled his lips.
“Well, well,” Derek said, voice deep and mocking. “You must be the husband. Cute little dick you’ve got there. No wonder Ingrid came looking for real cock.”
Ingrid slipped in behind him. She looked smaller next to Derek. More delicate. Her nipples were diamond-hard.
Derek didn’t wait for permission. He turned to Ingrid and cupped her chin in one large hand, tilting her face up. “Strip. Now. Show your husband what belongs to me.”
Ingrid’s eyes fluttered half-closed at the command. Without hesitation she obeyed, sinking to her knees first in a smooth motion that spoke of practice. Her heavy breasts swayed as she moved. Joe Don watched, frozen, as she looked up at Derek with open hunger.
“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.
And Joe Don realized with a rush of crushing shame and unbearable arousal that he wasn’t going to stop any of it. Not tonight. Maybe not ever.
Derek glanced over at him again, eyes gleaming with cruel amusement. “You gonna sit there and watch like a good little cuck? Or do I need to tell you how this works?”
Joe Don’s mouth went dry. His cock gave a helpless twitch against his belly. “I’ll… I’ll watch,” he stammered. The words tasted like surrender. They also made his balls ache with need.
“Good boy.” Derek turned back to Ingrid. “Now lose the rest of those clothes, breeding pet. Let’s show your husband exactly what a superior cock can do to a desperate, fertile wife.”
Ingrid’s hands moved to obey, and Joe Don felt the last fragile pieces of his old life begin to crack apart. The negative test still sat on the nightstand, silent witness to everything that had led them here. But as Derek’s large hand tangled in his wife’s dark hair, Joe Don understood that the real test was only beginning.
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