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PART I

The Marriage

Ashley, a modest young lady, grew up in the conservative South with a loving childhood. Her parents instilled rigid moral values in her, and although some rules seemed strict, they had served her well. With a strong work ethic, she excelled in school, and her conformity to societal ideals kept bullies at bay, earning admiration from most of her friends.

Being naturally beautiful, her face didn't require much makeup as her skin was almost flawless. White milky skin, bright blue eyes, and natural long blond hair. If her parents were not so conservative, she would have surely done well in many beauty pageants.

Now, at the age of 20, Ashley had pursued nursing and was on the verge of graduating. She had only one previous relationship with Mark, who hailed from their hometown. Mark, while fairly handsome, was rather unremarkable in other aspects. At the tender age of 19, the couple tied the knot, fulfilling Ashley's dreams of a grand wedding, children, and a home.  

Ashley's dream of a grand wedding became a reality, courtesy of her parents, who organized a large, old-fashioned celebration with a significant number of guests. It was undoubtedly the happiest day of her life, and in her youthful naivety, she believed that she and Mark would live happily ever after. She felt like a princess, enveloped in her own Disney-like bubble of happiness.

The dream didn't endure, and the facade crumbled swiftly. The couple embarked on the journey of trying to have children, months passing by in their efforts. One dark winter evening, Ashley gazed at the pregnancy test, her eyes fixed on the stick as a faint red line began to emerge. Yet, once again, it turned out negative. She let out a heavy sigh, her face contorted into a frown as she buried her face in her hands, feeling a mix of frustration and anger. "How can this be?" she wondered aloud. "We're both so young!"

With slow, heavy steps, Ashley made her way to the bedroom to share the disappointing news with her husband. Mark enveloped her in a warm hug, understanding the significance of having a baby for her. He reassured her, promising they would find a solution. They decided to schedule a doctor's appointment for the weekend to address the issue. Ashley nodded in silence, appreciating Mark's support.

The couple made the solemn drive to the clinic, the tension palpable in the car. Ashley nervously nibbled on her nicely painted red nails, her mind racing with questions. "Is it his semen or my eggs? Or is it both of us?" She debated silently within herself as they neared their destination.

The clinic's sterile scent surrounded them as they were directed to separate examination rooms. In those clinical chambers, nurses and specialists conducted a battery of tests, scanning, administering needles, and posing numerous personal questions. Ashley remained unfazed by the tests, even the more invasive ones, driven by her strong desire for answers.

The doctor scheduled a day for a discussion about the results, and the couple found themselves seated in front of a substantial wooden table. On the other side, a white-jacketed, older man exuded years of experience, his face betraying no emotion as he perused the papers.

"So what is it? Which one of us has the problem?" Ashley pressed. 

The doctor finally lifted his face from the papers, fixing his stone-like expression on Ashley. Her discomfort grew as she wondered if he was capable of displaying any emotions at all.

"There is no easy way to say this. However, the tests indicate that Mark has low-quality sperm. There is almost 100 percent likelihood that he can't fertilize an egg," The doctor talked with a low, monotonous voice.

The couple sat quietly, in a state of shock.

"The good news is that you have no problems, Ashley. So we can start to work with that." The doctor consoled.

A million thoughts rushed through Ashley's mind as she grappled with the information. "It's the drinking he does!" she thought anxiously. "I've always told him to stop it! Now, it's ruined his sperm!"

Mark sighed and leaned forward against the table, "So I can't have children, but she can?"

"That is correct, sir. If you are interested, you can start looking for a donor. If you are serious about having a baby, this is the way," The doctor advised.

The couple felt dizzy. Their legs felt wobbly as they walked to their car. "Don't worry, honey. We will figure this out," Mark tried to comfort Ashley.

Despite their countless discussions about the issue, the problem persisted, and Mark couldn't seem to help Ashley get pregnant. As weeks turned into months without a resolution, Ashley began to sense resentment building up inside her. One day, as she gazed at herself in the mirror, she couldn't help but admire her own voluptuous body.  Perfect child-bearing hips. Just the right amount of fat was distributed evenly on her, giving her feminine curves without making her fat. Her breasts defied gravity despite their size. Jogging and squatting in the gym guaranteed a perky bubble butt. She looked like she could get pregnant even from smelling semen. Yet Mark was still not able to make this fertile “girl next door” pregnant.

With each passing day, Mark couldn't bear to see Ashley's suffering. When he returned from work, he observed her sulking and lacking energy, unable to find solace in life's usual pleasures. Eventually, Mark yielded to his deep concern. He couldn't watch his sweetheart endure this any longer. He settled down beside Ashley and gently squeezed her hand, silently offering his support.

"Ok. Let's do it. Let's get you a donor," He said calmly.

Ashley stared at Mark in disbelief, "Are you sure, babe? We don't have to if you don't want to."

"It's ok. You need this. I need this too," Mark insisted.

A faint smile graced one corner of Ashley's mouth as a glimmer of hope ignited within her. The couple embarked on an intense research journey, scouring web pages of all potential sperm banks within their budget and making countless calls. However, an unsettling reality began to dawn on them: Ashley and Mark wanted a baby that would look like Mark's. There was no guarantee to get a close enough match when using a conventional sperm bank.

Mark endured numerous sleepless nights, his mind consumed by the quest to find a solution to their predicament. One idea continued to torment him, an idea he knew might be the answer but also had the potential to break him. As much as he attempted to shake it off, he realized there was no escaping it. Eventually, he mustered the courage to bring it up.

"We could ask Jack," He mumbled.

"W-what do you mean honey?" Ashley asked, confused.

"Jack. From the work. He is not an exact match, but close enough. The same eyes, the same facial shape, the same hair. Yes, there are some differences, but I don't think people would be able to tell our babies apart if they didn't know," Mark said.

Before becoming aware of their fertility issues, Jack had carelessly discussed their baby plans around the office coffee table. Jack, a crude and muscular man, was the boisterous stud of the office, in stark contrast to the kind-hearted Mark. Jack, being a bit of an asshole, joked about giving a helping hand. He often teased Mark about his beautiful wife. Whenever Ashley would visit Mark's workplace, Jack would stare at her and make inappropriate remarks. Mark often felt uneasy near him. Yet, in some strange sense, Mark looked up to him. Jack had a certain kind of confidence and charisma that Mark envied.

After weeks of sleepless nights, it felt suddenly like a good idea.

"How about we invite him for dinner this weekend and tell him about the idea?" Mark suggested.

Ashley, initially baffled, felt the weight of their situation and softened her stance. She was willing to consider almost anything. "Alright, let's do it. But let's not get our hopes too high. You know how he can be a little ...weird," Ashley cautioned.

Mark started to write a message to Jack.

Hey bro. Wanna come for dinner next weekend at our place? She will cook a roast. I want to talk about something with you.

A small drop of sweat moved on Mark's forehead as a few minutes passed. Then his phone vibrated.

Haha, sure thing, man! Did your wife ask me to come and fix your plumbing?

Mark ground his teeth.

Haha, very funny. Just be here on Saturday at 7 pm.

Mark stared at his phone screen intensely until a message appeared. Sure thing, bro. I will bring beer. 


The Dinner

Ashley was on a cleaning and cooking frenzy, determined to ensure that Jack would have a pleasant time. Mark observed his wife's frantic movements, her shoes tapping the floor rapidly as she shuttled between the kitchen and living room. Soon, the house filled up with a warm, cozy smell of roasted beef.


"Mark! Could you look after the kitchen? I will go and get ready," Ashley shouted while she headed already upstairs.


"Sure thing, honey!" Mark replied and walked to the kitchen. He lifted the pot lid and opened it. A thick steam blasted his face as he whiffed the delicious smell of the roast. Mark gripped a wooden spoon and mixed the sauce and vegetables around. The comfort radiating from this homey food made him almost forget about the stressful conversation he was about to have later.


In the bathroom, Ashley changed her underwear. She pulled lacy white panties on her and hooked a matching white bra. The bra was barely big enough for her striking and heavy breasts. It seemed like they were about to burst out. Ashley frowned a bit, but she didn't have time to choose a better pair. On top of the sexy underwear, she pulled a tight knee-high pencil dress. For most occasions, it would have been too slutty. 

Ashley knew what kind of guy Jack was. She thought these kinds of small details might make a difference. Surely, he would rather give a child to an attractive woman than to an unattractive one.


Mark heard the doorbell ring, and he set the spoon down with a sigh. Nervously, he shook his head, trying to calm his trembling hands as he made his way to the door. With a creak, the wooden door swung open, revealing Jack standing there with a smile, holding a case of beer. His stylish black leather jacket covered his broad shoulders, creating a sharp contrast with the nerdy appearance of Mark. 


"What's up, bro!" Jack greeted as the men exchanged a handshake. 

Mark invited Jack inside and suggested he hang his jacket on the rack. As Jack began to remove his jacket, they both heard approaching footsteps. They turned their heads to see Ashley descending the stairs.

Jack licked his lips and watched this angel's descent. Ashley's hips swayed seductively as her heels hit the ground. Her cleavage was open and inviting. Her lips were artfully painted, and the color highlighted her natural lips.


The men stayed quiet as Ashley walked down to Jack and greeted him. Jack hugged Ashley with a pleased look on his face. Ashley felt Jack's rugged muscular chest against her big firm boobs. Ashley greeted Jack with a warm smile and invited him to the table. Jack cracked open a beer and extended one to Mark, who eagerly snatched the beer can and started to gulp it down a bit too hastily. Soon, Ashley catered the roast and potatoes to the men and returned to the kitchen.


"You are a lucky guy, Jack. Your wife cooks really well," Jack complimented.


"Why don't you knock her up, haha," he continued.


Mark squirmed on his chair and squeezed his beer can harder. "That is actually something I want to talk about later...but let's eat first," Mark mumbled as he stared at his plate.


Jack raised his eyebrow and continued drinking his beer. In the kitchen, Ashley overheard Jack's unspoken remark and felt a pang in her chest. She decided to open a bottle of wine and poured herself a generous glass. Ashley took a substantial sip, savoring the fragrant and rich wine as it filled her mouth. With each gulp, she felt a gradual sense of relaxation wash over her. After another substantial sip, she felt ready to rejoin the group. 


The trio maintained a lighthearted and humorous conversation as the table slowly filled with crushed beer cans, and the wine bottle seemed perilously close to being empty. Ashley was visibly tipsy but in good spirits. After his sixth beer, Mark finally managed to relax. 

Ashley picked up the wine bottle, waved it in the air, and giggled, "Haha, wow, we've certainly been productive, haven't we?"

"Honey, could you pop into the shop quickly and fetch us another one?" She continued.


Mark rose from the table and responded, "Sure thing, honey, let's enjoy ourselves tonight." He swayed slightly as he made his way to the hallway to retrieve his jacket. "I'll be back in just a minute!" he announced before pushing the door closed behind him. 


Ashley and Jack were left together at the table. An awkward silence filled the room as Mark was not there anymore. Jack, fairly unaffected by the alcohol, broke the ice, "Jack was a bit weird when I arrived, and I asked about babies. Do you know what that was all about?"


Ashley buried her face in her palm, feeling a sense of unease, and bit her lip. "I shouldn't discuss this without him... We agreed to talk to you together," she muttered. 


"Come on, it can't be that serious," Jack insisted.


"Well...I guess there is no reason to hold it...As you might know, we have been trying for a baby for a while now. There has been no success. It's Mark. His sperm can't make me pregnant." Ashley blushed and buried her face deeper into her hands.


"Well. To cut to the chase. We wanted to ask if you want to be our donor. You have many similar features to Mark, so the baby would feel more like our own," Ashley blurted the question out.


Jack leaned back on his chair and contemplated."Wow, that is quite a question. Also quite an honor, I must say...I have to think about this..." He said with seriousness in his voice as he took another sip from the beer.


"Please! It would mean so much to us!" Ashley leaned forward and begged. Her cleavage pushed forward as she placed her hand on Jack's thigh.


Jack's gaze briefly shifted to Ashley's hand as he held the cold beer can to his lips. Setting the can down on the table, he locked eyes with Ashley. "Like I said," he began, "it would truly be an honor to help a beautiful lady like you have a child, and to assist Mark at the same time." Jack said.


Ashley jumped from her chair and spread her hand in an attempt to hug Jack. "Oh yes! We would be eternally grateful!" She squealed. Being tipsy, she stumbled on her steps and practically fell on Jack. Her dress slid a few inches down, exposing her sexy red bra as her warm body pressed against Jack. Jack felt Ashley's excited breathing as warm alcohol-fueled air met his lower jaw. He felt the fast-paced rising and falling of her chest.


"Oh, I am so sorry, Jack! I got so excited, and I am so clumsy," A playful snicker escaped Ashley's lips as she struggled to gather herself. Her unsteady hands fumbled for something to hold onto, and in her quest for balance, she inadvertently gripped Jack's hand. With his support, she managed to steady herself, gradually pulling away from Jack's shoulder. In the process, Ashley ended up straddling Jack's leg, her face just inches away from his. The room was filled with a charged atmosphere. 


Ashley stared quietly into Jack's eyes. A burning sensation ignited inside her. For months she had been stressing about this issue. Finally, the savior had arrived and was prepared to help her. She felt as if she had been released from chains. A huge boulder had fallen from her shoulder.


"We shouldn't," Ashley whispered as she leaned forward and parted her moist red lips. Her lips had gotten even redder after the red wine and glistened beautifully in front of Jack's.


"I-I don't think we should," Jack replied, unable to move his eyes from hers.


All of a sudden, Jack's presence felt so fatherly to her. She felt his rigid big muscles under his shirt as her hands started to unintentionally caress his shoulders and chest. Ashley was could not resist anymore. She leaned, and her lips pressed against Jack's.


Jack did not pull back. He answered the kiss passionately. Gripping Ashley's voluptuous body with both arms, and pushed his tongue inside her mouth. Ashley's hips began to thrust against Jack's thigh while their tongues intertwined. The couple moaned like animals in heat. She was not able to remember when she had felt so wet.


Jack lifted Ashley to the air and stood up. Ashley wrapped her legs around his waist as Jack carried her to the living room couch and lowered her onto her back. He attacked Ashley's cleavage. Jack's powerful arms ripped the bra down, exposing the perfect pair of round breasts. Like a hungry dog, Jack sucked the breast in her mouth. His tongue played with her nipple, twirled around it, made her whimper, and teased it intensively perky. Ashley moaned and begged for more. In the back of her head, she felt bad about Mark, but she was so desperately horny that she couldn't help herself. She had never been taken like that, not by a brute like this. Mark seemed like a schoolboy next to Jack. Now, this savage was enjoying her. Her fertility would surely not go to waste with him.


The pleasure Jack gave to her sensitive nipples made Ashley gyrate her hips against Jack's crotch. Suddenly, Ashley jolted. She felt a steel-hard bulge press against her through his pants. Between the passionate panting, she whispered, "What is that? I have never felt anything like that."


Jack's mouth shifted to her neck. His tongue ran on her silky smooth skin, biting it gently. "I guess Mark's sperm wasn't the only problem in your relationship. You are going to experience something else now," he whispered back smugly.


Ashley's breathing deepened even more as she realized what kind of tool Jack was wielding. Her hands wandered all around his body, and she started to rip his shirt off. "Please...Jack...Please, give it to me." She begged like a bitch in heat.


Jack swiftly pulled his shirt over his head, revealing his well-trained, muscular body. Ashley was not able to wait. She began to rip the buttons open from Jack's jeans. Jack looked down and smiled. He witnessed how Ashley, in overwhelming heat, yeaned his cock to explode out. As the final button opened, Ashley shoved her hand inside Jack's boxers. Her warm and tiny hand quickly found Jack's hard member. She gasped as her fingers were barely able to go around his magnificent cock.


Jack dropped his boxers and pants down and left Ashley to stare at his massive dick in her hand. She looked hungry, wanting to have a taste. Instead of giving her a chance to fill her mouth, Jack pushed her on her back to the couch and rolled her dress up. Jack, being an experienced stud, wanted to toy with her. He pushed his hard rod against Ashley's panties and slid it up and down. The shaft rubbed against her sensitive clit, making Ashley moan vocally. Soon, her panties were soaked by her juices. Jack continued the tease. He pulled the panties to the side and kept sliding his cock in between Ashley's wet and puffy pussylips.


With every thrust, Ashley was hoping it would slide in. But Jack wanted to make her beg. Ashley whimpered, eyes closed on Jack's ear as she felt his manly weight on top of him. She ate and bit his neck. She wanted to feel and taste every part of him.


As Jack's cock slipped off her hole once again and hit her clitoris, her pussy sparkled from pleasure, and she opened her eyes. Ashley saw Mark. Mark was crouched up behind a window, staring at his wife under another man, legs spread, ready to take him in. Ashley's mind raced with horror as she locked eyes with Mark, her gaze wide with astonishment. To her shock, Mark remained motionless, making no attempt to throw this brute out of his house. From the dark window, she could almost make out his silent, unheard words: "Do it." 


Unknowing of his surroundings, Jack kept working on her. His cock was completely soaked and lubed by Ashley's juices. While hovering his head above and having his pulsating cock on her hole, he looked at her and asked, "Do you want it?".


Ashley, filled with mixed feelings, not fully able to comprehend where she had gotten herself into, decided to give in. "Y-yes, let's do it." She mumbled.


Jack thrust forward, causing pressure on the opening. Ashley's mouth opened in anticipation as she felt her pussy hole widen under the force. Suddenly Jack pulled back and slid it back and forth in between her pussylips. He looked at Ashley's cute, surprised face and demanded, "Not good enough. I want to hear it as if you mean it!"


Ashley felt like her heart was about to explode out of her chest. She shouted at Jack in high-pitched voice, "Give it to me! Fuck me! I want it!" Her voice was so loud that Mark was surely able to hear it even through the window.


It was enough for Jack. He grunted as his cock started to thrust forward with force. Ashley spread her legs as wide as she could, making it easier for a proper cock to penetrate her. Jack pushed and shoved his cock until her tight pussy gave in, and the veiny rod slid deep inside her, filling her up completely. Ashley howled. She had never felt anything like that. With her eyes half closed, she couldn't do anything but surrender to Jack's furious pumping.


Jack didn't give any mercy to her. His hips thrust powerfully back and forth. She whimpered rhythmically at the pace of his thrusting. There was no doubt about her fertility. It was obvious that she would get pregnant if Jack chose to release his sperm inside her. Ashley's tight pussy contracted around his big dick and practically milked him. Jack's balls were full and heavy. They slapped Ashley's ass, and she felt as if she was being spanked.


So far, Ashley didn't dare to look out the window. But as the pounding got harder and harder, she glanced from the corner of her eye. She wasn't able to believe it. Mark's hand was pumping rapidly up and down. His mediocre cock was rock hard as it was otherwise barely visible from the window. With one hand on the glass, Mark leaned closer, his face flushed crimson like a tomato. 

This was the first time Ashley realized her husband was a cuckold. While she still loved him, she lost respect for him. Ashley decided to concentrate on Jack. She turned her face to him and moaned, "Come on, pump a baby in me!"


Jack's thrusting escalated into an animalistic frenzy, and he pounded Ashley's fertile little pussy so hard that she started to sink into the couch. In the background, splatters of semen hit the window glass, and a defeated-looking man tried to catch his breath in the darkness.


Ashley's pussy kept cumming. She had never had orgasms in series. Now her pussy was cumming over and over again, harder than ever. Her eyes turned in her head as she whimpered like a shrilly teenager. "Please! Pump it all inside! I want all of your cum!"


Ashley's horny begging was too much for Jack. His body tensed up, and his cock plunged as deep as it could inside her. Jack's balls contracted, and he groaned violently as his cock spurted massive amounts of rich semen inside her welcoming cunt. Ashley wrapped her legs around Jack, and her pussy milked every last drop of the baby-making juice.


Jack breathed heavily, all sweaty, as he slumped on top of Ashley, "I don't think Mark will ever forgive me."


Ashley caressed Jack's face gently while. She felt the sperm moving inside her as she purred quietly, "Don't worry. I have a feeling he is going to forgive you. You gave me the best gift a man can give." 


PART II

-

Clubbing

Ashley was disappointed in Mark. They never talked about the incident. It seemed that the couple had a silent agreement not to talk about it. Ashley had gotten what she wanted, but watching Mark like that made her lose respect for him. She had never realized that he was a cuckold.

In the evening, the couple sought comfort in each other's arms, cuddled up in bed beneath a cozy blanket. However, Mark remained silent, unable to find the words to bridge the gap that had formed between them. The weight of their unspoken thoughts hung heavily in the air as they both grappled with the aftermath of their decisions. He caressed Ashley's long, silky hair with his fingers as if he was trying to convey a message.

Ashley did not know what to think. On one hand, Mark's new side opened all kinds of interesting possibilities. But could he live up to a beta male like that? As Mark fell asleep spooning her, Ashley stayed awake contemplating. Would he even stand up for her if the situation required it? Is her husband a man enough? She decided to put him on a test. She wanted to know what kind of man she really married.

As the morning light woke Mark up, he opened his eyes and yawned. He kept squinting from the sunlight, hitting his face directly. As his vision began to adjust to the brightness, he noticed Ashley rummaging through her wardrobe. Mark smiled and watched his beautiful wife in her sexy bright orange underwear working energetically on something.

"Good morning, darling. What's up?" Mark yawned and admired Ashley's feminine curves. For some reason, she looked sexier than ever. The tight skimpy orange underwear sank into her buttcrack, and every time she turned her ass to Mark, he was able to see a glimpse of the fabric shining in between her legs. The soft-looking fabric bulged slightly in between her legs, and Mark could only imagine how delicious her shaved pussy lips looked under.

"Good morning. I want to celebrate today," Ashley turned around, holding a silver-colored and shiny tight party dress. Mark's eyes were fixated on her chest, covered by a color-coordinated orange bra. The bra covered just right enough of her voluptuous breasts. It revealed enough skin from the top but left something to the imagination. Mark felt a proper hard-on in his boxers. He was too shy to say anything about it after the last night. He wondered that Ashley must be tired from the strange evening.

"How do you want to celebrate, babe?" Mark asked and frowned a bit.

"We will go to a club. It's been so long since I danced," Ashley replied unemotionally while she tried on the silver dress. She bent over and slid the dress on her while swinging her hips side to side, helping the dress hike higher. The dress highlighted just the right features of her body. Her breasts were barely contained inside the dress, and her ass flashed under the hem if she walked too fast. The sight would have been considered too slutty by most people, but Mark was not able to open his mouth. Not after what had happened recently. 

"Club? O-okhay," Mark said and stretched a bit. He wasn't particularly fond of dancing or loud music, and he would have preferred to stay home. Ashley examined herself in the mirror and looked pleased. If this dress didn't bring some wanted or unwanted attention to her in the bar, then nothing would.

"Which bar are we going to?" Mark inquired. 

"I don't think you know the place. It is near the center. They are playing afro beats tonight." Ashley glanced at Mark and smirked.

Mark gulped but did not say anything. He did not know much about clubbing, but he had a bad vibe about this club.

The morning passed with a palpable tension between the couple. After Ashley's fashion show, Mark went about his usual morning routine. However, there was an apparent disconnect in their interactions. Ashley appeared distant, lost in her thoughts, and hardly engaged in conversation with him. When Mark tried to engage her in conversation, she responded with brief one-word answers or short sentences. He couldn't quite understand what had gone wrong. In his mind, he had given everything to his beautiful wife, and the silence weighed heavily on him. He thought that he had made an ultimate sacrifice by letting her have sex with another man, even though he was emasculated in the process.

In the evening, Ashley dressed up as she planned. She watched Mark go through his closet, where he found a brown collar shirt that was slightly too loose on him and a pair of jeans. As they stood side by side, Ashley frowned at her husband's somewhat lackluster attempt to look presentable. The couple appeared like a mismatched pair, with Ashley's high heels making her even taller than Mark. This sudden height difference seemed to amplify Mark's existing insecurities, making him feel even more self-conscious in his wife's presence.

Ashley began her pre-party by making herself a margarita at home. Mark walked smiling to his mildly buzzed wife, asking for a sip.

"Oh no, not you. You will be driving us there today. You can't be drunk," Ashley dismissed Mark's approach.

Mark brushed his hair and frowned his forehead as he watched Ashley lean on the sofa, sipping her girly drink. He was not able to shake off the memories of his beautiful wife being taken by Jack in that very spot. Mark was thankful that Jack was gone, yet a weird feeling of excitement crept into his mind as the images of the act flashed inside his head. I wish it worked, and we don't need to invite him again. Mark thought and felt a burning sensation on his cheeks.

Ashley finished her drink slowly as Mark watched her obediently like a little puppy, sitting with his legs closed and his hands resting on his lap. Ashley nodded at him to signal that it was time to go. She stood up and strolled into the garage, Mark right behind her.

On the road, Ashley observed Mark's tense demeanor and raised her eyebrow. She added fuel to the flames by talking about hot black movie stars. She teased him by describing their muscular physique and confident attitude. Mark's posture slumped further as if he were melting into the driver's seat. He mumbled short answers to Ashley's fantasies and stared at the road intensely. His breathing got heavier, and he was unable to understand why he felt excited about his wife talking about big black men.

When the couple reached the parking lot of the club, Mark was red on his face. The armpits of his collar shirt were visibly sweaty. Ashley ruffled Mark's hair as if he was A child. "Come on, honey! We will have a great time!" She encouraged her husband and jumped out of the car. As Mark was locking the car, he watched her ass sway as she walked across the parking lot. Ashley's heels clacked along the pavement and invited a few men smoking outside the club to stare at this slutty looking lady. Mark had to hurry to catch her so people would see that they had arrived together.

Ashley did not take Mark's hand after he caught up to her, but she allowed him to walk next to her to the queue of the club. Mark felt dozens of eyes glued on to them as the couple qued to the entrance. His sweating got more intense. He was sure he heard some nonchalant whistling and catcalling from somewhere but did not dare to turn his head to find the source.

Inside, Ashley ordered Mark to bring her drinks. Mark stumbled to the bar and leaned on the counter. A massive dark bartender glared at him from above, waiting for Mark to cough up the order. Mark stuttered his wish to the black man and received a mojito and a virgin coke. The bartender stared at the skinny-looking white boy in contempt. His gaze revealed that Mark did not belong in the club.

The shaky, intimidated man with two drinks in his hands went to look for his wife. He wandered next to the dance floor and leaned on a railing. The room was full of people dancing to thick African music. The bass beat trembled the whole club, and Mark felt it inside his body. His eyes scouted the dancing crowd until he found what he was searching for.

Mark's eyes dilated. He saw Ashley in the middle of the floor, dancing with two huge black men. The other one was tall, at least 6'9, and muscular, wearing a durag on his bald head. The other one was a slightly shorter but bulky-looking man. He had a big belly that kept hitting Ashley's back from behind as the trio was dancing together. Both of the men were wearing shiny chains on their necks.

Mark was completely immobilized. He stared solemnly while Ashley seemed to be having the time of her life. The two black men seemed to take turns with her, passing her to each other after rubbing their bodies against her back. As Ashley was passed once more to the taller man, she noticed Mark standing behind the railing. She looked at him and smiled. It wasn't the warm, comforting smile he was accustomed to from her. Instead, it felt strangely cold, almost as if she had rendered a verdict of some sort, leaving Mark with a sense of unease and uncertainty.

Soon Ashley bent over and shook her ass to the tall one behind her. Her dress hiked up on her body, and there was no doubt that a person behind her would be able to see her orange underwear that shined neon under the lights of the club. The tall one imitated taking her in the doggy style and slapped her round ass hard. Ashley's firm butt jiggled from the impact, and Mark was sure he heard a high-pitched scream over the loud music. Instead of getting insulted, Ashley looked behind her and smiled coyly at her new partner.

Mark felt utterly defeated. It seemed that he didn't move a muscle during the whole song as he attentively followed the dirty dancing. When the song was over, the bulky one leaned over to Ashley's ear and said something. Ashley grinned and nodded eagerly. The trio cleared the way through the dance crowd and walked to the constantly diminishing Mark. Ashley stood in between the two men and declared coolly, "Tyrone and Trevon here invited us to the private backroom. I thought it might be fun!"

Ashley took the mojito from Mark's hand without waiting for his response, leaving him momentarily bewildered. He had no choice but to obediently follow his wife as the men guided them to a different part of the club. These men seemed to have some influence, as they led the way through a substantial door into a room furnished with a sofa, a table, and a few chairs. The trio settled onto the sofa, leaving Mark to occupy a chair positioned behind the table.

Ashley acted giggly and flirty in between the men. She was acting completely different from what Mark was used to. He was shocked to see how slutty his wife was. Soon, the hands of Tyrone and Trevon began to wander on Ashley's thighs. She started to pant and squirm as she made intense eye contact with Mark. Mark's jaw dropped a bit as he saw the men grope his wife blatantly in front of him. Ashley smirked mischievously at Mark.

"If you are not going to do anything, I will have some fun with the guys," She announced to her hubby. 

Mark did not know how to act. His body felt frozen. All the social norms demanded him to stand up and do something. But deep inside, he began to realize what he was. He noticed his own heart beat faster, and his breathing got deeper. Mark realized he was turned on.

Indifferent from Mark, the black men let their hands slide on Ashley's luscious inner thigh. As if they were coordinating their movements, the men yanked Ashley's legs open, making her yelp in excitement. Mark now had a direct view of her crotch. Her orange panties glimmered in between her legs, and Mark was sure he noticed some red glow around them. Tyrone's large dark hand slid along Ashley's milky white thigh higher until it reached the fabric. His big fingers caressed the delicate skin around her sensitive area while Trevon's hand grabbed her breast. Ashley moaned and reached for a kiss. Tyrone's tongue intertwined with hers as his fingers dug into her swollen pussy through her panties.

Trevon lacked patience, and he pulled the shiny dress down with the lacy orange bra. Ashley's plump tits dropped out from her clothes and jiggled against each other as Trevon began to work on them. Her nipples were pink and perky. They turned even more sensitive as Trevon twirled his tongue and fingers around them and pinched them. 

With his other hand, Tyrone unbuckled his belt. He reached under his jeans and pulled out a massive veiny cock that pointed to the roof. Ashley was able to notice this monster with her side eye, and she gasped in amazement in between the kisses. Tyrone was ready to use the mouth of this white curvy slut. He gripped Ashley from her and began to push her toward his crotch. In the mixture of panic and excitement, Ashley's mouth met the big fat cock. She gripped it with her hand but was not able to wrap her fingers around it. Ashley inspected it with her eyes and felt the musky scent in her nose. Tyrone commanded her, "Come on bitch, start working on it!"

Ashley opened her mouth and fitted the tip in between her red lipstick-colored lips. She could not believe the size of the tool. Tyrone lacked patience as well and he began to push Ashley deeper on his cock. Ashley struggled and placed her hands on Tyrone's thighs for support. She was determined to suck him good. With some force, she was able to take half of the cock in her mouth before she had to pull her mouth off and gasp air. Ashley's heavily breathing face hovered above Tyrone's rod, which was visibly wet halfway. She did not get much time to recover until Tyrone forced her face onto his cock. His eyes closed up, and he groaned deeply as he made Ashley slide her hot, wet mouth deeper.

On the other side of the couch, Trevon pulled Ashley's lower body to her and spread her legs. He practically attacked Ashley's bare pussy with his mouth. He ate her like a hungry dog, making Ashley mumble and whimper loud with a mouth full of cock. Mark's brain stayed frozen. All he knew was that his dick was about to rip a hole in his pants. Yet he sat on the chair with a straight posture and hands on the table like an elementary school pupil about to get scolded by his teacher.

Ashley kept squirming between the men. Mark couldn't believe the things she did and said. As she once again pulled her head up to breathe, she begged under her breath, "Please, take turns with me."

Tyrone grunted and began to manhandle this eager little slut. He flipped Ashley on her fours, ass up and facing him. Trevon had pulled his pants down and was placing his fat cock on her lips, his big belly almost hitting her forehead. Ashley kept trying to glance behind her as she knew what was about to happen. Tyrone's steel-hard cock rubbed against her puffy pussy lips and spread her juices around. He kept her tight in his control by holding her silky-blond hair in his fist.

Mark's whole body tensed up as he saw Tyrone going in. He noticed how Ashley's eyes and mouth opened wide. It looked like she wanted to scream, but instead, a faint mixture of moan and whimper escaped her mouth. Tyrone gave her no mercy. His hips thrust her at a fierce pace, making Ashley's shock even more prominent. Mark witnessed in his own eyes how a real man fucks a girl. Trevon took the opportunity and shoved his cock in Ashley's whimpering wet mouth. The two black men used her like a cheap whore as they tried to get their cocks deeper into her holes.

Ashley was overwhelmed by the big cocks and the sheer power of the men. She turned her almost fearful eyes at Mark and saw him tremble, all red and sweaty, on the table. Ashley fought Trevon's hand off and was able to get his cock out of her throat. She placed her palm on his cock and jerked it while she addressed Mark.

"You can do it. Watch us and relieve yourself."

Ashley's words woke Mark up from his trance. He scrambled up, trembling, and ripped his belt open with his shaking hands. He dropped the pants on his ankles, leaned on the table while staring attentively at his wife being ravaged on the couch, and gripped his cock. Mark started a fast-paced pumping of his sensitive dick. He panted hard and fast as if he was racing.

Tyrone was visibly enjoying Ashley's tight white pussy. He groaned and squinted his face in pleasure as he kept stretching her up. "Aarhg! Let's fill this bitch up!" Tyrone shouted. He pulled Ashley's hair harder, making her arch her back to the limits. His powerful hips slammed loud against Ashley's ass, and his cock claimed her to his property. Ashley's body swung at the pace of the slams, and her mouth sank deeper into Trevon's cock. Soon, she was so deep that her chin hit the balls. She had no control over the situation anymore. All she was able to do was wait for the men to climax. 

Tyrone used her like an animal. Even though Trevon had a chance to only use her mouth, he had the weaker stamina of the two. He had been relatively quiet, but suddenly, Ashley's tight throat proved to be too much for him. He pulled his fat cock out from her mouth, groaning, and began to jerk it off in haste right in front of her face. Tyrone growled and grunted behind her as he was about to nut. Ashley moaned like a slut as the men reached their peak almost simultaneously. She pushed her tongue out to show Trevon how ready she was for his load. Trevon's cock twitched in his palm and shot multiple ropes of cum on her tongue and all over her face, ruining her makeup for good. At the same time, Tyrone's massive swollen cock pulsated inside her. The cock pressed against her cervix, and Ashley felt how her pussy got filled up with his thick warm cum. Mark felt like fainting. His brain was completely scrambled as his cock erupted, and he spilled everything all over the table.

Ashley took a moment to recover and tried to gain her senses. She felt Tyrone's cock flop out from her pussy, and the cum began to flow out. She looked at tired-looking Trevon and smiled, "Aaw, you didn't get to use my pussy."

"Maybe next time!" She giggled and winked at him.


PART III

There was no turning back now. Ashley's cruel experiment had done its job. She stirred her coffee at the table as hot vapor rose from the mug. She stirred her coffee at the table, watching the hot vapor rise from the mug. On the opposite side sat Mark, his head down, legs tightly squeezed together, an aura of defeat surrounding him.

In many cases, a marriage might have ended in such circumstances. However, an unusual twist prevailed. Instead of anger, Mark was overwhelmed by a deep sense of shame and self-discovery. Strangely, he wasn't upset with Ashley. His primary source of embarrassment was the revelation of his inner feelings.  His wife saw now what he indeed was. A pathetic cuckold.

"Well. We have to move on," Ashley sighed.

"Don't worry. I still love you...I just don't see you the same way as before," She paused. "But to me, it seems you are fine with this arrangement," she stated calmly. 

Mark stared at the floor and shuffled his feet. He had a hard time finding the words. "Y-yes."

"I have been reading about this cuckolding," Ashley said. "I think we should embrace this. We can try how to make this work," She continued. 

"W-what do you mean?" Mark lifted his head and looked cautiously at Ashley. 

Ashley stood up and left the table. "Wait here," She ordered. Mark stayed obediently on his chair with a worried expression and waited for Ashley to march back. Mark followed her carefully as Ashley returned to the table and searched for something from inside her brown leather bag. Soon, her eyes brightened, and she pulled an object out. A shiny metal cage clanged on the solid wooden table. Mark stared at the thing silently in shock. His eyes were wide open, and his breathing sped up. 

"Take it. I think you should wear that. You will like it," Ashley said, almost giggling.

Mark picked up the cage in his hand. He inspected it with curiosity. His hands flipped the shiny cold cage around multiple times as he wanted to learn every detail of it.

"Go on. Put it on. Tomorrow, I will have a surprise for us," Ashley said and winked at Mark.

Mark put the cage in his pocket and hurried to the bathroom, confused but eager. He dropped his pants on his ankle and began to fit the cage on his cock. Mark wasn't big. Yet he still had to tuck his penis and bundle it with his balls to make the cage fit. Did Ashley get me a cage that is too small? Mark thought as he kept trying to squeeze everything inside. The cold metal pressed against his balls and dick. The restriction felt a little uncomfortable but exciting at the same time. Click! A sound echoed in the bathroom as Mark finally was able to lock the cage. 

He turned to the bathroom mirror and looked at himself. His red face glowed from embarrassment and excitement as he looked at how tiny and ridiculous his penis looked inside the cage. The cage made it look even smaller than usual. Mark had recently developed a belly, which didn't help the situation.

Ashley hummed on the table while drinking coffee when Mark arrived. Without saying anything, she lifted her arm and opened her palm. Mark didn't have to guess what she wanted. He placed a tiny metallic key in her palm. "Here you go, darling," Mark said as he handed the power over his penis to his wife. As the key hit Ashley's hand, Mark realized that he was one step further and that it would be really hard to ever turn back from this.

Still not looking, Ashley closed her palm and dropped the key in her pocket. She reached behind her and caressed the front of Mark's pants slowly. Her hand moved all around Mark's crotch, searching for the target. Finally, she grasped around the cock cage. Ashley smiled silently as her fingers wrapped around it.

Mark stood still in silent frustration. He felt her warm fingers so close to his penis, yet so far. The heat from the palm radiated to his cock, and excited him, but he could not feel her hand properly. Still, merely the warmth and the idea of the hand being so close turned him on, making his cock swell. The swelling came to a quick stop as his dick hit the cold metallic cage. Mark winced and took support from the chair. "I can't wait to see what kind of surprise you have for us tomorrow, honey," He said, panting hard.

During the day, Mark had a difficult time concentrating. He kept putting his hand in his pants and fondled the metal with his fingers. Mark was consumed by fantasies about tomorrow. Ashley did not tell what she had planned, but Mark had a pretty good idea. How many quests would be coming? What kind of ethnicities? Is she now only into black men? Mark kept obsessing and felt the restriction of his cage.

At night, he barely slept. If it wasn't for the restraint, he would have had a raging boner for the whole night. He twisted and turned and tried to get more comfortable. Even half asleep, his hands sought his crotch. He looked like a child when he finally caught a few minutes of sleep. He slept in a fetal position with his hands tucked between his legs, gripping the cage.

The next day, Mark watched Ashley get ready for the event. For foreplay, she made him stand naked but locked up a few meters away from her while she dressed up. For this occasion, Ashley had acquired soft grey Calvin Klein underwear that complimented her feminine curves perfectly. Mark drooled as he watched Ashley bend over and pull the panties on. He felt like having a heart attack while watching her soft, plump pussylips bunch up in between before they got covered up. Her breasts looked heavy in her bra. Mark could feel the weight of her tits by looking at them and seeing how they stretched the bra's fabric.

On top of the underwear, Ashley had bought a naughty schoolgirl outfit. A short grey skirt barely covered her ass and a white dotted collar shirt. She had a perfect mix of innocence and sexiness. She was an ideal object to be corrupted. Ashley put her long blond hair in pigtails and smiled at Mark, who looked like he was about to faint. "OK, you can dress up now. We don't want our guests to think you are weird," Ashley giggled.

The wait was torture to Mark. His cock cage had become excruciatingly uncomfortable for him. He desperately tried to distract himself from his fantasies by doing small cleaning tasks. Having embraced her new role as a hotwife, Ashley didn't make it easy. This hot little vixen made every effort to make Mark suffer. When Mark did the dishes, Ashley nonchalantly walked by him and brushed his crotch, making him shiver in anticipation. If she happened to walk in front of him, Ashley took the habit of dropping something and bending over. Mark's cage filled more as he stared at his wife's perfect ass.  As the ache intensified, Mark found himself unable to fathom how he had ended up marrying someone like Ashley.

After a full and sweaty day of struggle, the doorbell rang. Mark walked to the door hesitantly. His legs seemed weak, and he wobbled as he approached the door. Mark took a deep breath, filling his lungs with air, and reached out for the doorknob. The door creaked open, and he stood in the doorway, resembling a nervous little boy scout awaiting whatever awaited him on the other side.

As Mark opened the door, he was met with the intimidating presence of four different men, all of them considerably larger than him. The frontman, an Arab-looking big guy, wasted no time. Without waiting for an invitation, he barged inside and callously pushed Mark to the side as if he were a child.

He recognized the two men following the Arab. They were the men from the club – Tyrone and Trevon. The men nodded and smirked at Mark as they entered the house.

"Hope you kept your wife nice and ready for us, bro," Tyrone chuckled with his deep voice.

"Y-yes, sir," Mark stuttered, but the men were already too far to hear his response.

The last man was a big white guy. Mark felt a heavy tap on his shoulder as the man walked by and smiled cockily at him.

"Thanks for letting us use your wife...hehe," He laughed. 

Mark stood solemnly in the doorway, almost in shock, as the men entered the living room. It took probably twenty seconds before he snapped out of his trance. As the door thudded closed, Mark turned his head and heard the men laughing and joking in the living room. He shyly approached the room and met eyes with Ashley, who was coming down from upstairs. Ashley glanced at Mark empathetically and advised him calmly, "You can go stand in that corner." Without questioning his wife, Mark merely obeyed, not thinking how utterly humiliating the order was to a grown man.

Mark did not dare to walk in between all the men who had taken their seats on the various chairs and sofas in the room. Instead, he almost crept along the walls to the place in which he was appointed. Ashley strutted confidently to the middle of the room in her sexy schoolgirl outfit. All men inspected her from head to toe, and the black men excitedly bit their fists.

"You all know what you are here to do. You don't need to use protection. As you know, I might already be pregnant, and if I am not, knock me up."

Mark gasped in his corner and tensed his body.

"Damn right bitch, you're gonna get it good," Tyrone hollered at Ashley.

Ashley turned calmly at Tyrone and responded, "I don't know how many I can take at once. You might need to take turns."

"Ok, boys, let's have fun and start this evening," Ashley declared, smiling seductively at the Arab.

Trevon knew he would not miss out on the pussy this time and jumped up quickly. He rushed to Ashley and seized her in his arms. He immediately began to grope her voluptuous body and eat her neck like a hungry animal. The Arab did not want to wait either. He attacked Ashley behind and grabbed her ass firmly. He ground his hips against Ashley's ass while keeping her tightly in her control.

Mark had to cross his legs like a sissy as he watched his wife getting manhandled by these two brutes. He bit his lip as he saw the Arab pull Ashley's panties to the side and invade her pussy with his fat sausage fingers. Ashley was already panting like a slut, and the fingers penetrated her easily. She convulsed in between the men. The Arab gripped her hair from behind and pumped his fingers in and out while Trevon sucked Ashley's neck on the other side. The men's pants bulged as they were impatient to get their cocks pleasured. The two other men sat in their places and rubbed their cocks through their pants as they enjoyed the act.

Soon, Trevon placed his massive palm on Ashley's head and forced her down on her knees. The men urgently ripped their belts off and dropped their pants down, eager to shove their cocks in between her soft lips. Trevon, almost unable to control himself, made his big fat erect cock spring out of his pants and slam against Ashley's cheek. 

Ashley, wholly lost in the moment, didn't hesitate to find his cock in her mouth. She gobbled the fat cock in her mouth the best she could and started to bob her head while stroking the Arab's dick with her hand. To Mark, the act seemed incredibly kinky. His formerly innocent wife pleased two big cocks on her knees while dressed like a naughty schoolgirl. Trevon's cock got lubed up by Ashley's saliva that ran along the shaft to the balls. 

"Ok bitch, get your ass up for me," Trevon commanded under his breath. 

Ashley dropped to the ground like an obedient soldier and crawled to the edge of the couch so that her upper body was on the sofa and her ass was seductively up and ready. She wiggled her butt and begged with a desperate, girly tone," Please, Daddy. Put your dick in me. I need it."

Provoked by Ashley's words, Trevon growled in heat and mounted her from behind. His wet cock sank with one aggressive thrust inside Ashley's tight pink pussy. Ashley tensed her body and clenched her fists as the massive cock stretched her. Mark saw her grit her teeth, and for a second, he was unsure whether to be worried or happy for her. Soon Mark's worry was brushed off as he heard Ashley whimper, "Daddy, destroy this pussy!"

Mark had to take support from the walls as he watched Trevon escalate his thrusting. He had to be happy that they had no neighbors behind the walls. The scream and wailing of Ashley would surely have been heard as Trevon growled and rammed his cock inside her. The Arab didn't want to miss all the fun, and he sat right in front of Ashley's face and offered his balls in her mouth. Ashley began eagerly sucking on the hairy nuts of the Arab, even though Trevons rough pounding made it hard for her. Mark was not able not to think how much those swollen balls would generate cum and how he would splash it all over Mark's beautiful wife. 

The two men watching decided to join the fun. Mark watched them drop their pants and reveal their big erect cocks, clearly ready to use his wife. The men walked with cocks in their hands on the sides of Ashley and offered them to her. Ashley rocked uncontrollably in Trevon's treatment and did her best to give attention to all the cocks. Her moaning intensified even more as she whimpered, "F-fuck... I-I'm...Going to cum!" She could barely finish her sentence as her body convulsed and pussy started to spray clear liquid. Trevon pulled his cock out, and the men watched Ashley cum like a cheap whore. 

"I-I'm...sorry...I am so horny...Give me more, please," Ashley begged and whimpered.

The men revolved in their places, and the white guy shoved his trembling cock inside Ashley. Instead of slow, rough pumping, he wanted to fuck her fast and hard. He pumped Ashley like a rabbit. Mark fell lower against the wall until his ass hit the ground. He saw how the white guy's cock penetrated his wife. It pumped her like the needle of the sewing machine.

Once in a while, it seemed the situation was getting out of control as the men treated Mark's wife like a whore. They slapped her face with their palms and their fat slimy cocks. The Arab fucked her throat so deep that she gagged, and tears ran down her cheeks. She looked cheaper and cheaper after every minute that passed on. Yet she was insatiable and begged for more. There was no doubt she was going to get it.

Mark sat in the corner and felt desperately horny. He tried to have some sort of contact on his cock. He fondled and slapped the metal cage in a desperate attempt to feel something through it. The metal that was usually cold had heated and felt warm and sweaty. Mark felt almost like crying as the torment felt so overwhelming. The Arab allowed Ashley to breathe and pulled his dripping wet cock out from her throat. Ashley turned her head and checked how her husband was doing. She saw a weak, trembling creature sitting in the corner, trying to please himself through the metal. The contrast between the four powerful men and Mark was like night and day. Her husband could never stand up for her if the situation required. 

The men kept taking turns on Ashley's sweet pussy. Man after man sank their cock deep inside her and violated her. Mark realized that he would never get to try her pussy anymore. She was beyond the turning point. She had become a dirty hotwife that didn't accept even average cocks. Ashley's makeup was utterly ruined and ran all over her cheeks. The otherwise beautiful young lady with almost model-like features looked now almost grotesque with cheeks that were dirty and slapped glowing red.

"Please! Give me your cum! Fill me up! Shoot it wherever you want!" Ashley screamed and begged, completely cock drunk after half an hour of domination.

The sweaty four men were happy to oblige. One after another, three men took turns on Ashley's cunt and emptied their loads in her while Mark shivered, mouth open and gasping for air. The Arab fulfilled Mark's secret wish and wanted to empty his heavy balls on her face. He gripped her hair and pulled her thoroughly fucked head up. To face his throbbing cock, The Arab jerked off his cock and kept slapping her defeated face. Finally, after he had toyed enough with his whore, he began to shout something in a language that no one else in the house understood. Mark watched and listened as the Arab grunted and released the enormous load that Mark had ever seen all over Ashley's used-up face. Ashley did her best to please the Arab by pushing her tongue out and rolling her eyes in her head. The roper of sperm kept cumming until Ashley was covered entirely in the goo. The Arab gasped, relieved, and uncaringly let go of Ashley's hair, letting her head slump on the couch.

The sweaty and smelly men high-fived each other and wiped themselves with the collage shirt that Mark had left on the sofa back. Some of them shook their heads in disbelief while glaring at him. As Ashley regained consciousness, she stood up and walked wobbly to Mark. She flicked her hair confidently back and looked at the pathetic mess of a man sitting on the corner, shiny red and drooling on himself like a proper gooner. 

"Ok honey, you can clean me up now."
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