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It’s hard to watch someone that you think is a scumbag living the life you wish you could have. I tried my hardest to not let things get to me. It pissed me off to see Jeff with his wife, Kara. Everyone knew he was only with her because of her parent’s influence.

She deserved better than him. The only problem with that, she didn’t seem to be the type of woman that would just drop her marriage. I shouldn’t have let it get under my skin.

As petty as it was, I stood in my kitchen baking a batch of cookies. Not because I wanted them, but so I could have an excuse to visit her while her husband was at work. My jealousy wasn’t something I was proud of.

Kara had always been sweet to me, even though she knew that I was interested in her. A large part of me hoped that she secretly held the same desires I did. I went into the bathroom and touched up my makeup, ensuring that I didn’t look too dolled up. This was supposed to at least look casual.

When I came back to the kitchen, my cookies had finished and I hurried to get them onto a plate. Once ready, I slid on my sandals and walked over to Kara’s house. Jeff’s car was gone. That wasn’t a shock, it was Tuesday and he had work to do.

I knocked on the door and not too long after, Kara opened it and smiled warmly at me. Her thin white t-shirt didn’t do much to hide her black bra. Kara’s ample breasts held my attention for a few moments before my eyes finally drifted lower. Those black booty shorts she had on didn’t do much to hide her long legs either. Damn, she made casual look so sexy…

“What’s up?” she asked.

“Brought some cookies over, I was getting a little lonely at my house. Am I interrupting something?”

“God, Emma, you know that nothing happens over here. I could use the company but you’re not changing the channel,” she said as she waved me inside.

I chuckled, “I wouldn’t dream of it. What are you watching?”

“Science channel, they’re talking about space travel and the likelihood of it happening within our lifespans,” she said as she shut the door.

“Maybe yours, you’re still in your twenties. An old woman like myself though…”

We walked into the living room and she plopped down on the couch. Kara pulled her feet onto the couch and I couldn’t help but steal a glance at her tight ass. Those damn shorts slid up just enough to expose the swell of her cheeks.

“You’re seven years older than me. You trying to say I’m going to be old in seven years?” she teased.

I sat on the other end of the couch and crossed my legs, “I think you’ll age much more gracefully than I have.”

She shrugged a shoulder and turned the TV down, “I’d be happy if I looked as nice as you do in seven years. Maybe Jeff will start buying me some aging cream or something along those lines if I ask.”

“It’s a little too early for you to worry about that, Kara. Besides, if he bitches about how you look, he just doesn’t know how lucky he is to have you.”

She sighed and got quiet for a few moments. The program on TV was talking about cryogenics and the possibility of that as a means to expand the distance humans could travel in space. Bullshit in my opinion, but Kara seemed to be interested in it.

The silence continued for a moment and I wondered if I accidentally pushed a sensitive button. When the commercials came on, she leaned forward and took a cookie from the plate. I caught a flash of black lace panties before she sat back on the couch.

“I’m not sure if he even loves me,” she said and then took a nibble out of the cookie.

Even though I didn’t think Jeff did love her, I hated hearing how sad she sounded about it. The realization couldn’t have been easy on her. “I’m sure he does,” I said half-heartedly.

“No, I’m pretty sure he doesn’t.”

“And what makes you say that?” I asked.

She sighed, “Promise not to tell anyone?”

“I would never.”

“He’s been talking to one of his coworkers. Like, intimately. And what makes me feel worse is that the coworker is a guy,” she mumbled. Her eyes widened and she looked over at me and immediately followed up with, “Not that I have a problem with the LGBT community, I just… He’s supposed to love me.”

I knew there was a reason I didn’t like Jeff. He just gave off the wrong vibe. “No, I get what you mean. You feel lied to and that’s understandable. But if he’s talking to someone else, why don’t you leave him?”

She scooted closer to me and put her head on my shoulder. I enjoyed the proximity, but I couldn’t avoid feeling like I was somehow using her. Kara’s happiness did matter to me and I wanted to be here for her. That didn’t mean I could just ignore all of my senses that begged for me to keep her close and take care of her.

Kara smelled faintly of cherries. Maybe it was her shampoo. Either way, she smelled delicious. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and started rubbing it softly.

“I can’t leave him. I know my family would be disappointed in me. My parents have been wanting children for a while. Jeff has tried a few times, but I think he’s firing blanks. That or he just doesn’t try enough. It’s just a lot of pressure to put on my shoulders,” she said quietly.

I gave the crown of her head a kiss. “I understand, Kara. Have you thought about getting a donor?” I asked.

“I thought about it, but it’s costly and I’m sure that Jeff wouldn’t approve of it. Those kinds of things get talked about and he’s pretty ashamed as it stands. He wouldn’t want to damage his reputation.”

“What about from someone that was willing to donate to you directly,” I said softly.

She didn’t pull away from me, but she did look at me with confusion in those bright blue eyes. “I’m pretty sure Jeff would kill me if someone else got me pregnant!”

“Mm, so then there are only a couple of options if you’re wanting to make things simpler on you.”

“What do you mean?”

I smiled and started running my hand through her hair, “Well, if you want Jeff to stop playing around with other people, you need a reason to lock him down. If your parents want a child and that’s the important part for you, then you need to get pregnant. That’s pretty simple. But if you’re struggling to get pregnant, then you’ve got a problem.”

She crossed her arms and ducked her head, “I guess I’ll just hope that Jeff eventually does the job."

"That's not going to get you too far. If you two have been trying all this time, you might have to accept that he's just firing blanks. So what's a girl to do?" I asked.

"If I knew, I would have tried it already."

I smiled and let my hand slide to the back of her neck and gently started massaging. "You know, I'm pretty sure that if your husband thought he got you pregnant, he wouldn't throw a fit about it."

She tilted her head further to give me better access to her nape, "What do you mean?"

"When was the last time you two did something together?"

"Two nights ago," she mumbled.

I let my hand drift slowly down her back, "And what if you were to come up pregnant in a few weeks?"

"I guess that would be a good thing. I doubt it would happen though. We've been at this for almost six months now, Emma. I'm pretty sure he's got nothing in the tank," she said. Her breathing had become slightly more rapid as my hand worked down her lower back. Still, Kara made no move to make me stop.

As my hand teased the hem of her shorts, I whispered, "And if you got a donation from another source without him knowing? Without anyone needing to know?"

She finally sat upright, preventing my hand from moving further down. Yet, even after doing that, she didn't try to snatch my hand away from her.

"Are you asking me to cheat on Jeff?" she bluntly asked.

"I'm asking you to let me help you with a problem that needs a solution. I want you to be a happy wife, Kara, but if that can't happen without getting pregnant and Jeff can't provide that for you, it's only natural, isn't it?" I asked.

She hesitated for a few moments before leaning slowly forward again. My hand disappeared into those shorts and her tight ass was mine to explore. Kara mumbled, "But what if I don't get pregnant from this either?"

"Then we try until it finally happens, baby," I purred.

I felt her tense up. "Please, don't use pet names. This is already uncomfortable for me, but I need to have a child. I need to, Emma."

The intensity of her request didn't put me off. I could understand that this was hard on her. Two itches would be scratched today and there were certainly benefits to both. Hopefully, by the time Kara finally did get pregnant, she would have changed her mind about the pet names. And possibly Jeff.

"I'll keep them to myself. Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked.

"I don't want to cheat on him. I'm not that kind of woman... But I know that my husband needs me to get pregnant if he wants my parents to be happy. If my parents aren't happy, that means he's going to get more stressed out and if that happens, my life gets more complicated. I don't want those kinds of complications," her eyes locked onto mine. "I don't want this complication either. We only do this until I get pregnant and that's it. If you need me to pay you, I can find a way."

I reeled back from her speech. Hearing her talk so boldly was out of character for her, but it just went to show how serious she was about this. My hand pulled from her ass and I hugged her close for a moment, "I'm doing this as a friend, Kara. Just a favor and nothing more. If things get out of hand, I'll take the fall for it."

"So how much is it going to cost me?" she asked.

"Nothing," I said. "You're sharing something that's more valuable than any amount of money already. Just don't feel too guilty about what we're going to do."

Kara nodded and stood up. Her hands were shaking as she started pushing down her shorts. My eyes couldn't tear away from her body. Those shapely hips, beautiful thighs, and that deliciously round ass made my cock harden in my panties. As she bent over to take them off, she did give her ass a little shake.

So much for this not being something she wanted to do. Then again, maybe she was just teasing to try and make sure I was aroused.

I wasted no time in taking off my jeans while I sat on the couch. By the time she turned around to face me, I pulled my panties over my ankles. She let out a loud gasp as her eyes absorbed the sight of my womanly cock. "F-Fuck that's a little intimidating."

"Just a little?" I cooed. My size had certainly earned a reputation back in my college days, but those were long past. Finding women willing to take something like what I was packing had become a little more difficult. There was no doubt in my mind that Kara had a bit of an interest in size though.

Her thighs clenched together and her cheeks reddened as she tugged her own panties down her thighs. I didn't mind her leaving the shirt and bra on at all. Nothing wrong with overly casual sex to make a very tense situation a little more bearable.

"H-How did you want to do this?" she asked.

"That's kind of up to you. What would be the most comfortable for you?"

"Doggy," she mumbled and got down on all fours.

I could guess she didn't want to see me, at least if she did that, she could pretend I was Jeff. It stung my pride a little, but I wasn't about to turn back now. The thing I'd been craving for months was finally in front of me. To make everything slightly more poetic, Jeff would probably never know that the baby he would raise wouldn't even be his. That's what he deserved.

I got on my knees behind Kara and let my fingers slowly tease her labia. Soft moans poured from her as I continued to run my fingertips across her wet pussy. "W-Why not just get it over with?"

"Because you're tight," I lied. In truth, I wanted to pleasure her, to show her what she could have if she were my woman. Married or not, that didn't mean I couldn't treat her to the time of her life before we had to eventually give each other up.

I eased my finger into her pussy and let out a blissful sigh. Having those warm, wet folds wrap around my finger was so inviting. If I wasn't trying to make a point, I would have just taken her right then. A little patience would go a long way.

Even as I started fingering her, she couldn't keep her hips still. While she might have been trying to make things feel somewhat formal, she wasn't hiding her desire well at all. She arched her back and pushed against my finger as it slid inside her. My second finger soon parted her depths and she let out a quiet moan.

Her wetness trickled down her thighs. So much for only wanting this to be about getting pregnant, Kara. I pushed a third finger into her and put my free hand on her lower back to keep her in place. Long, low moans poured from her freely and she made no effort to hide the ecstasy that I was imparting to her.

I felt her pussy tighten around my digits and she whined quietly as she made the futile attempt of fighting her building orgasm. I gave her a gentle slap on the ass and called out softly, "It's okay to enjoy yourself, Kara."

Her face reddened as she looked back at me and then let her head hang again. A loud gasp echoed throughout the den as her thighs tightened up. Kara's pussy unleashed a torrent of her hot juices onto the carpet beneath her. All the while, my fingers continued to pound into her. There wouldn't be a single moment that wasn't focused on getting her to enjoy herself today. If she felt any guilt for what we were doing, that was out of my control. However, she would know bliss.

When her breathing finally returned to normal, I pulled my fingers out of her depths and brought them to my lips. One by one, I sucked them into my mouth to fully enjoy her flavor. If she wouldn't question me, I would have drunk straight from the source. I knew she wouldn't want that. She wanted this to be about getting her pregnant, not her pleasure.

I positioned my cock's head at her entrance and spoke softly, "Are you ready?"

She nodded her head.

"I want to hear you say it, Kara."

Her face was a deep shade of crimson as she turned to look at me, "Emma, I want you to cum in me."

"Not more than I do," I purred as I slipped the thick crown into her entrance. That smooth, gripping texture took my breath away for a moment. Even after having stretched her to get her ready for my girth, she still had my cock in a vice.

As I pushed further into her, she let out a few groans as I stretched her inner depths to fit my size. I would have loved to be able to make her my perfect fit, but that wasn't what we needed to worry about right now. She wanted to have a child and I would be the mother of that child.

Her warm thighs heated my hips as I pushed in until my base rubbed against her soaked cunt. There wasn't a single woman in my life that had compared to how blissful Kara felt. Maybe it was knowing that I was doing something her husband could never accomplish. Maybe it was just the fact that her husband was at work, slaving away at a desk to provide for his wife. Little did he know, his wife might end up working very hard to keep another woman happy.

His flirting with another man made it much easier on my conscience. I just hoped that Kara wasn't too worried about Jeff while I was ball's deep in her pussy.

My hands moved to her ass and I started weakly thrusting into her, only giving her a few inches at a time. As badly as I wanted to slam into her until I emptied my hot seed into her, I needed to give her time to adjust. As tight as she was, I knew that her pussy would ache for a few days after this. No need to make it worse on her when I was getting the better end of the deal.

She turned to look at me with an agape mouth and stammered, "F-Fuck it's huge. I l-love it."

"Shame that you only want this to happen until you're pregnant, Kara," I groaned as I worked myself into a faster pace.

I could tell that she was trying to talk, but each time my thick cock pushed into her, she lost focus. That repeating cycle soon had her flustered, but she didn't sound angry in the slightest. It was a few moments before she finally blurted out, "Don't tell Jeff and I won't!"

That was all I needed to hear. My poor, innocent cheating wife had made her choice. The husband wouldn't be out of the picture, surely, but that didn't mean Kara couldn't have her side piece!

I gripped her hips firmly and started hammering into her. After having loosened her enough with my earlier efforts, those tight lips were drenched and made it much easier to thrust into her.

Loud cries ruptured from Kara as I continued to pound into her. Her hand reached back to weakly hold onto mine as I pounded into her and I could feel her pussy clenching my cock. It didn't seem like she even needed additional stimulation to cum multiple times for me.

The soft pattering of her squirt onto the carpet made for beautiful music and I could feel my balls drawing up. I was close and there wouldn't be any stopping it if I kept pounding away in her depths. The only regret I had was that I couldn't last longer.

Her ass had turned a light shade of pink from my repeated slams into it. Her face never lost that adorable shade of red from the mixture of embarrassment and ecstasy. Kara was an angel, even if she was slowly falling to the darkness that I introduced to her life. I didn't mind her being naughty at all. She was only doing this for the child, right?

My child.

I let out a deep grunt as I surged forward a few final times. The hot rush of my cum jolting from my cock was accompanied by a cathartic release. I needed this. I needed her. We wouldn't know if I'd gotten her pregnant until much later, but that was fine with me. A few more times of meeting up while her husband was at worked for safe measure wouldn't hurt anything.

I pulled her tight against my hips as I unloaded rope after thick, creamy rope of cum into her. Her arms quaked and her breathing didn't sound like it could get any heavier.

As I slowly pulled out of her pussy, I whispered, "That was amazing, baby."

She rolled onto her side and took a few moments to catch her breath before mumbling, "I like when you call me pet names... Maybe a little too much."

I laid beside her and shuffled forward. My lips pressed against hers for a moment before I pulled away, "Then you'll have to let me bake you more goodies and come over more often."

"The door is always open for you, Emma."
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