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“On here,” Jennifer said, circling her fingers around her nipples.

Brandon held her breasts and took the weight.  It felt like his hands were the cups of her bra as he mapped out her breasts.

“Just the cum, Brandon,” Ted said.

Jennifer looked back with a scalding expression.  “Let him enjoy it.”

Jennifer’s defensiveness took Ted by surprise.  He looked at Brandon and felt deep envy, but he knew he needed him.

“Oh, Mrs. Marigold,” hushed Brandon.  “That’s it.”

“Let me get that cum out of you,” said Jennifer.

Ted rocked in the chair, wishing that he could close his ears.  He kept glancing at Brandon, hoping that he’d pop again and get all of this over with.

Jennifer noticed Brandon looking up at her with an apprehensive expression suddenly.

“Everything okay?” she asked as she stopped grinding.

“Can I try your mouth?” asked Brandon.

“Oh, come on!” Ted said.  “This isn’t what this is for!”

“It’s his first time, honey,” said Jennifer.

“He wasted his first time on his stomach.”

“Of course you can,” Jennifer said, ignoring her husband.

Brandon watched his cock slide out of Jennifer’s mature pussy.  It slapped back wetly against his stomach as Jennifer shuffled down the bed.

Her bare ass was close to Ted now.  He reached out and rubbed it, as if to comfort himself.

“You just want to know how it feels, don’t you?” said Jennier, talking to Brandon’s cock.

She stroked it and then opened her mouth over the tip, sinking the thickness into herself.

“Wow,” Brandon said.  “Oh, wow.”

Ted couldn’t help but sigh.  “Good, isn’t it?”

Brandon could barely answer.  He could barely think.  All his thoughts were overtaken by the sensation of Jennifer’s tongue slithering around the head of his cock and tickling the sensitive underside of it while her lips massaged him.

“Feels good, huh?” Jennifer said, breaking off him briefly.

She closed her eyes and drove down over him again, feeling Ted’s fingers go under her.  He started to stroke at her pussy and Jennifer became even more excited.  For some reason, this felt naughtier than anything they’d done so far.

“Good, honey,” Jennifer said, talking to Ted.

Brandon started to move his hips, pushing his cock through Jennifer’s lips when she drove him through them.

“Oh, Mrs. Marigold,” he hushed.

“That’s good,” Jennifer said, closing her eyes as she felt her husband fingers probe her.

Jennifer started to moan, transferring the pleasure straight to Brandon who was getting carried away with himself again.

“Mrs. Marigold!” he whimpered.

Ted stared at his wife’s sex and pushed his fingers inside her, twisting them and watching the slick cream that he worked from her cover him.

“That’s it,” hushed Jennifer, gripping Brandon harder.

She jerked his cock fiercely, forgetting herself.  Her lips drove over him and she felt a flash of salty bitterness burst against the roof of her mouth.

“Oh, Mrs. Marigold!” whined Brandon, pumping his hips.

“Brandon!” cried Jennifer, rushing up his body.

“He’s done it again?!” cried Ted in disbelief.
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Jennifer Marigold and her husband Ted sat across from their fertility specialist in bewilderment.

“Not viable,” said Jennifer.  “What does that mean?”

The doctor was clearly careful with her words.  She spoke slowly, looking between them both as she elaborated.

“The sperm aren’t viable,” she said.

“Because of me?” asked Jennifer.  “Because I’m too old?”

“Forty-five is on the older side, I’ll be honest, but your eggs are fine.”

“So, it’s my fault?” asked Ted.

“It’s no-one’s fault,” the doctor said calmly.  “It’s just something we encounter.  It’s not unusual in the slightest.  In fact, we have alternative routes to pregnancy that you might want to consider.”

“How does that explain our first?” asked Ted.  “If my soldiers can’t swim right, how did we manage that?”

The doctor shrugged.  “It could be any number of factors really.  They’re twenty, right?  That’s a long time for circumstances to change.  It could be your environment, or stress-levels, or it could simply be that he is the miracle, and you guys got very lucky back then.”

Ted mused on that statement.  “We could get lucky again, couldn’t we?”

“It would be like winning the lottery twice,” the doctor said.  “The odds just aren’t in your favor.  I’m sorry to have to be honest with you like this, but if you two truly want another child, you’re going to have to consider alternatives.”

“Like what?” asked Jennifer.

“Adoption?” posed the doctor.

“No.  It has to be at least half of one of us,” Ted said, folding his arms.  “That’s just how I feel.”

“What else is there?” asked Jennifer.

“Have you considered a donor?”

“A donor?” said Ted.

The doctor nodded.  “A sperm donor.  We pair your wife’s eggs with another man’s—”

“Another man?” Ted interjected.

“Honey, I think we’re going to have to face the facts here.  We’re going to need some sperm that isn’t yours if we’re to have any hope of conceiving.”

Ted fought his emotions.  They swirled inside him.  Jennifer reached over and rubbed his thigh.

“How does that work?” she asked.  “With a donor?”

“As a matter of fact, we have a whole new treatment plan available,” said the doctor.  She reached into her desk drawer and slid a pamphlet across the table.

“It’s a new exchange program,” she continued.  “We pair young, virgin males with women looking to conceive.”

“Virgin males?” asked Ted.

“It helps to limit sexually transmitted diseases.  It’s being encouraged too because of men’s changing attitudes to women.  We want to nip these negative associations that they make in the bud early and get them started on a path of respecting women.”

Ted’s brow furrowed.  “You’re taking sperm from incels?”

“Not incels,” the doctor said.  “Disaffected young men.  The results are already encouraging, and young men have great sperm.”

“That sounds like more of a lottery than us trying to conceive naturally.  It could be anyone,” cried Ted.

“It does sound a little suspect,” agreed Jennifer.

“It’s really not,” said the doctor.  She opened the pamphlet and showed the couple a sample of the procedure.  “You pick from a long anonymous list of donors, giving you the best possible chance of getting the child you’re looking for.”

“Won’t people just pick the best one?” asked Jennifer.

“We don’t think of things in terms of best.  We select donors off the back of a strict interview process.  No criminal convictions or offenses, and they must have had good grades.  We don’t want slackers and perverts signing up.  And we only allow each volunteer one shot, so to speak, so no vanity donors.”

“So, it’s just horny guys?” joked Ted.

“It’s worth considering,” the doctor said.  “It has a near one-hundred-percent success rate, and the exit interviews from both sides have been nothing but positive.  It’s really opened people’s eyes.”

Ted shook his head and sat back in the seat as Jennifer put the pamphlet in her handbag.

“It’s worth looking over all of your available options,” said the doctor.  “You’re in the fortunate position of not being rushed to decide.  Take your time.”

“Thank you,” said Jennifer.

Ted grunted a thank-you too, and the couple left the room.  The car journey home was high-tension, with Ted seeking to blame himself and Jennifer keen to allay his fears.

When they got home Jennifer tossed her bag on the kitchen countertop and continued the discussion with her husband.

“I don’t see what the problem is,” said Jennifer.  “We just don’t go down that route if it bothers you so much.”

“They fuck you,” Ted cried.

“Hey!” Jennifer said, making a calming signal with her hands.  “Sean’s upstairs.”

Ted lowered his voice to a whisper.  “I have to sit there and watch while some guy fucks my wife.”

“Isn’t that better than me being alone with them?” asked Jennifer.

“Marginally,” grunted Ted.

“So, we adopt,” Jennifer said.

“No.  No way!”

“Then we don’t have another kid.”

“We want this, Jennifer.”

“Then you’ll have to—”

Just then the door of the kitchen opened, and Sean walked in with a cautious look.  His friend Brandon followed.

“Hey, honey,” Jennifer said.  “Hey, Brandon.”

Brandon raised his hand and nodded.  “Hey Mrs. Marigold.  Mr. Marigol.”

“Everything okay?” asked Sean.

“We just had a trying day,” Jennifer said, and she kissed her son’s cheek.

“Kid stuff?” Sean guessed.

Jennifer nodded.  “Your dad’s sperm aren’t what they were.”

Brandon stifled a laugh, and that didn’t help matters.  Ted scowled at him, and Jennifer stepped between them.

“Let’s all just relax,” said Jennifer.  “I expected better from you, Brandon.”

Brandon bowed his head.  “Sorry, Mrs. Marigold.  Sorry Mr. Marigold.”

Jennifer gave Brandon’s hair a playful waft.  He was her favorite when it came to Sean’s friends, and her husband knew it.  Ted turned abruptly and fled the room.

“He’s going through a hard time at the moment,” said Jennifer.  “He’ll be okay.”

She left to comfort Ted, and as Sean fixed himself a drink, Brandon peered into Jennifer’s bag on the countertop and picked out the pamphlet from inside.

“The donor program ...” he read, and Sean flashed a look back at him.

“Put it back!” he said, but it was already too late.

***
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It had been several months since the Marigolds had visited their fertility specialist.  Since then, they’d mulled and argued, reconciled and deliberated, and finally, booked their appointment in the donor program.

It had taken weeks for it to come round, but Ted and Jennifer were ready.  They’d already visited counsellors to prepare themselves, and Ted had developed a budding interest in cuckold porn off the back of the prospect of watching his wife with another man.

“Just remember,” Jennifer said as they made their way to their appointment.  “No emotional attachment.  Just business.  I lay there, you hold my hand, and we get it over with, okay?”

Ted nodded and gripped his wife’s hands tightly as they pulled it up at the clinic.

“Ready?” she asked.

Ted took a breath and smiled excitedly.  “Ready.”

Inside they signed all the forms and waivers, then they met with their doctor one last time.

“Can you tell us anything about them?” asked Ted.

“Only what you’ve seen on the form,” said the doctor.  “I’m afraid they’re as anonymous to me as they are to you.  We try to eliminate any bias.”
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