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“So do you want the jacket or not, ma’am. I’m not trying to put you on the spot, but you’re holding up the line,” the man behind the counter said.

Of course, I wanted it, but I couldn’t exactly justify spending almost two-hundred dollars on a jacket that I didn’t exactly need. Just as I was about to tell him that I couldn’t afford it, a piece of black plastic pushed into the card reader, “She’ll take it.”

The voice was pleasant on the ears, but I had no clue who the woman was that just paid for two outfits and a jacket that I wanted. The total came up to a little over four hundred dollars and I couldn’t help but feel a little guilty as the cashier bagged my items and handed me the bag.

Turning to look at the woman that paid for my items, I felt my heart skip a beat. While I’d been interested in women all my life, the ring on my finger was given to me by a man. A man that I loved dearly. A man that was overseas, fighting for our country.

Still, I couldn’t pretend that my eyes didn’t wander this tall red-headed woman’s body. She smiled warmly and gave me a gentle pat on the back, “Wait for me outside the store, if you would.”

She spoke with such confidence. It wasn’t a question, and I didn’t need to tell her that I would be there. Somehow, I got the feeling that she knew I wouldn’t tell her no, even if I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about the demand.

I stepped outside of the store and sat my bag down on the smooth tile floor. The mall was one of my favorite places to be, it had pretty much anything a lonely woman could want. All the people I could stand to watch, good food, and my favorite thing, clothing stores!

As I slid my arms through the jacket sleeves and zipped it halfway up, I heard the woman’s heels click against the tile as she stepped out of the carpeted store.

“Pleasure to meet you, sorry about jumping in there. I don’t mean to assume too much, but if you could have afforded the jacket, you’d have bought it,” she said. The jab towards my financial situation stung, but she wasn’t wrong. “Paige, by the way. Now, if it’s all the same to you, I’d appreciate it if you’d take me out for lunch? I can’t imagine that costing more than your jacket.”

“F-Faith,” I mumbled as I tried to process what she was asking of me. She was clear enough with what she asked for, but what kind of stranger would spend that kind of money on someone they didn’t know at all?

She chuckled and ran her hand down my jacket sleeve, her warm fingers danced across the back of my hand and she purred, “How do you feel about the Chinese food in the food court?”

“I feel like you’re expecting something from me and I don’t know what that is,” I said.

Paige nodded and started walking towards the food court, “Of course I’m expecting something from you. Lunch and possibly a thank you.”

What she said could have been interpreted in quite a few ways, but I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t at least curious. I didn’t owe her anything, no one held a gun to her head and forced her to buy the jacket for me, but I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t slightly compelled. Should she ask me about something I wasn’t comfortable with, I’d let her know I was married and move along.

I followed behind her after I grabbed my bag with my clothes and mumbled, “Who are you, anyway?”

“I already told you, Faith, my name is Paige,” she said.

“Yeah, but what kind of person spends that much money on a stranger?” I asked.

She chuckled and put her arm around my waist, casual as could be, “The kind of stranger who thinks your lover would appreciate you coming home in that jacket.”

“I-If that’s the case, why are you putting your arm around me?”

“Because your lover isn’t here with you. Honestly, Faith, I’m not expecting anything out of you but a nice date. If I wanted to hook up with someone, I would have used an app for that. I just want to have a nice night with a woman who knows they don’t have to put out at the end of it. So, if you think that’s a little too much to ask, then please move my hand,” she said.

Once again, it was that damn confidence that I couldn’t refuse. Even my husband couldn’t talk to me the way she was. The warmth spreading through my thighs was something I tried to reserve for my husband, but damn, she was the kind of bold that bordered on sheer cockiness.

Paige’s arm remained around my waist and my cheeks warmed as I let her hand drift down to my hip, dangerously close to the tight ass my husband loved so much, “Thanks for the answer, pumpkin.”

“Y-Yeah, whatever. It’s just lunch,” I mumbled.

At the food court, she picked out what she wanted and I did the same, and as I pulled out my card to pay for the meal, she chuckled and slid her card into the slot, “You’ve really got to be faster on the draw, Faith. That money isn’t yours, is it?”

“What are you trying to say?” I asked, slightly offended.

“The hesitation you’ve shown twice already with that piece of plastic. The money in that account isn’t money you’ve worked for,” she said before taking the receipt and handing it to me.

My jaw dropped as I read the name that was printed out on the receipt. Paige A. Reagan.

Looking back up at her, I immediately tried to apologize to her, “M-Miss—”

She put a finger to my lips, “Don’t even bother. Let’s go sit down and we can continue that conversation. I’d hate for people to recognize me out in public.”

How could I have been so damn ignorant? Mrs. Reagan was the founder of the tech company that supplied most of the hospitals of the nearby four states. Then again, I couldn’t exactly blame myself. You hear all these stories about rich people that you never imagine you’d ever meet. But… It explained that confidence. By the age of thirty-one, she was a multi-millionaire that owned half of our city. She was no slouch, to say the least.

We took a seat at a table in the back corner of the food court, away from the general populace that might want to listen in. She smiled at me and opened the box with her food in it, “I hope that this doesn’t change things.”

“O-Of course it changes things. How could it not? You’re one of the most influential women of our time, you’re an inspiration—”

“I didn’t come here to get my dick sucked, Faith. Literally or figuratively,” she cut me off.

I couldn’t help but chuckle, “Sorry, I know you’re being serious but that’s a good joke.”

She smiled wide and took a bite of her food. The lack of a real response made me pause. That didn’t seem like the same sort of reaction she would give if that was a joke… The only option I had left was to ask, “Wait, what?”

Paige swallowed her food and took a sip of her bottle of water before answering, “Is it really that much of a surprise to you? There’s a reason not many people know about my life prior to me turning twenty. My life as a male was unproductive and unsatisfying. That being said, I didn’t dislike everything about it. If anything, I’m quite comfortable with my cock.”

Having this conversation with nearly anyone else would have probably sent me running for the hills, but knowing this intimate detail of Paige’s life was curious. I didn’t know if I should have been proud that she shared it with me or curious as to if she did have intentions with me that were beyond what she initially led me to believe. Hell, at this point, would it even be worth turning her down if she did?

Paige could have anyone or anything she wanted, as far as I was concerned, so her showing any interest in me was flattering.

“Oh, well, uh,” I stammered.

“Something wrong?”

“No?”

“Then why aren’t you eating?”

I squeezed my thighs together and did my best to try to contain myself. Thoughts of my husband flooded my mind, but I couldn’t help myself. I had to at least try. She told me something about her that I could only guess that not many people knew. It wasn’t public knowledge, anyway.

“I just don’t know if you’re messing with me or not,” I answered.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, “How about you eat your food and if you’re that curious, I’ll prove it to you?”

The offer was one that I accepted before I even thought about the consequences, “Sure, what’s the catch?”

“No catch. Can’t a woman be proud of what she’s got? Besides,” she leaned over the table to whisper, “you think that it isn’t a turn on to know that a married woman is this interested?”

That warmth that I tried to keep reserved for my husband once again ignited. My damp panties clung to my wanting pussy and I knew that if things got out of hand, I wouldn’t stop them. Sure, I loved my husband with most of my heart, but this woman… She could have anything. If there was something my husband could never offer me, it was the chance to be with someone like Paige. He’d never have to know, and she knew I couldn’t tell.

My life would be much worse off without my husband, but then again, he knew that I was easily worked up. He encouraged me to not even touch myself while he was gone and while the sentiment was nice, that he wanted me all for himself… A woman had needs. Needs that a millionaire powerhouse like Paige could take care of if she wanted to.

I didn’t speak another word as I did my best to eat all of my food. Halfway through, the nervousness building within me got the upper hand and I couldn’t eat another bite. Across the table, Paige continued to eat her food, enjoying slow bites as she watched me writhe in my seat.

That torture continued for what felt like an eternity before she finally put the plastic fork in her empty box and stood up, “Where would you like me to show you?”

“My house is only ten minutes from here,” I said quickly.

“Your husband’s house?”

“Our house,” I corrected. She wasn’t wrong, I’d never made a single payment on it, but still, the comment made me question her meaning.

She nodded, “I see. Are you happy with him?”

“Of course, but I can’t be expected to wait another three months, can I? It’s already been six and I haven’t even seen a penis. Let alone touch myself,” I mumbled.

Paige took the bag beside her chair and I took mine, “It sounds like you’re interested in more than just seeing what I have to offer.”

Her teasing was getting the better of me. Instead of letting her make assumptions, I decided to take what little control I could over this situation, “Yes, Paige. I want to touch it, stroke it, and make it happy. You’re the kind of woman that people would fight over and yet, you spent money on me. You chose me to be the person you spent your time with. I’d be lying if I said this was about love, if anything, I feel like it’s a bit of an achievement. So take it or leave it.”

She smirked and put her arm around my lower back, though her fingers slid into my rear pocket and teased my ass, “Consider this your one and only chance. I’d love to have sex with you, but I’m not going to lie about this. A fantasy of mine for a long time has been getting a married woman pregnant. I’d be lying if I said I wanted to stick around, but I could comfortably say that I could provide you a large check to make sure the child is taken care of should you get pregnant.”

“B-But my husband would know,” I whispered.

“He would, but that’s the risk. You might not get pregnant, Faith. But I’ve told you what I want. If you want to be the woman to scratch that itch for me, you could. Otherwise, I could just show you in the bathroom if you’re that curious about my cock.”

I continued walking with her towards the exit, but my steps were excruciatingly slow as I thought about which option to take. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity, but the vows I spoke to my husband still meant something to me.

Each stop led me closer to the exit. Those fingers pressed against my ass and I knew the woman that had me in this position could do this with anyone. I wanted to be special. No one else had scratched this itch for her as of yet and I could be the first. I could also ruin my marriage. But…

“If things didn’t work out between me and my husband if I did get pregnant. Would you take care of me?” I asked.

She shrugged, “If you’d agree to a DNA test to make sure the child was mine. I don’t know if I could promise you more than a place to live and a job at my company that would allow you to work from home so that you can take care of our child.”

A safety net. That was all I needed her to offer me and that was good enough. If I was honest with myself, my husband wasn’t the greatest man and he certainly couldn’t offer me more than the occasional few months of company before he left again. Things could go to hell in a handbasket if I got pregnant but at least I knew I wouldn’t get left high and dry, especially not when I’d have biological proof of Paige’s actions.

The press would have a field day and that was something I doubted she’d want to deal with. So with my husband to lose and the thrill of a lifetime to gain, I lengthened my strides and walked out of the mall with her. I knew what I was doing was wrong and I could live with myself if I followed through with it.

“I take it you’ve made up your mind?” she asked.

I let out a quiet sigh and looked up at her, “If you flake, I’ll tell the press, I’ll order the DNA test myself, and I’ll do everything in my power to drag you through the mud, Paige.”

“Have a little faith, Faith. I took a taxi here and I’ll take a taxi from your home, but I would like to ride with you back to your place,” she said.

I nodded and led her to my modest car. Nothing like what I imagined she would drive, but it got us to my home safely. We left our bags in the backseat of the car. They weren’t as important as getting this taboo act started. As I unlocked the front door to my house, she asked softly, “Anything against doing this in your bed?”

“I guess not?”

“Good, I know it’s wrong to ask, but this has been a fantasy for far too long. I’d be lying if I told you that I didn’t want you to know exactly what you were doing while we did it,” she said and stepped inside with me. Paige shut the door and smiled at me, “I want you to know that your husband couldn’t provide you the same life that I can.”

Before I could even defend my husband, she unbuttoned her pants and pulled them and her panties down to her mid-thigh. The monstrous cock that sprung free made my jaw drop and she spoke in a lustful tone, “Because that’s what gets me off, Faith.”

The slight defense I had prepared for my husband’s capabilities melted away. Her cock was the largest I’d ever seen, more than I could imagine my petite body taking… That wouldn’t stop me from trying. After almost half a year of not even being able to touch myself, I needed this satisfaction.

If my husband wanted to hate me for the rest of his life, he should have been here for me to enjoy. He shouldn’t have requested to go overseas!

Leaving me behind when I was in the prime of my youth, desperate to enjoy the intimacy of a lover… My infidelity was his fault and if Paige ended up getting me pregnant, then so be it. I’d happily raise the child as a single mother if she didn’t decide to involve herself in our lives. That didn’t seem like it would be very much like her, and I couldn’t pretend that I wouldn’t enjoy at least having the woman’s cock occasionally. Even if that was all the involvement she had in my life.

I knelt down and looked up at her, “It’s beautiful.” My mouth opened and I let myself take her thick purple crown inside without a moment of hesitation. The slightly salty taste of her precum drizzled onto my tongue as I swirled my tongue around her sensitive head.

Just as I was about to start taking her further into my mouth, her hand slid through my hair and she gently pulled me off, “I want to breed you, not make love to you, Faith. Don’t get me wrong, another time, we could take things slow. But you invited me back to your home to do something I’ve been waiting for years to do.”

“R-Right,” I said, my cheeks burning from embarrassment. She should have had to work harder to get me to willingly do more than she asked. What was I thinking? Showing her that I was willing to do anything with her was just stupid!

I stood up and she pulled her clothes back up while still leaving her cock exposed. “Your bedroom?” she asked.

Without another word, I led her through the house. We went down the hall that led to the master bedroom, right past the pictures of my husband holding me in various photos that encapsulated the past few years of my life with him. Yet, I couldn’t bring myself to feel guilty anymore. If he wanted these needs to be satisfied, he should have been here to take care of them for me. If I mattered nearly as much to him as valor did, then I’d have him in my bed right now instead of Paige Reagan!

I opened the door to my bedroom and hurried over to the bed. My eyes stayed on Paige as I worked my way out of the jeans I was wearing, revealing a naughty detail to her. I wasn’t wearing any panties. Removing my jacket and shirt didn’t take long either and soon, I was naked before her, almost hoping for praise.

Instead, she looked at me as if I were a snack. That thick cock between her thighs bounced with each beat of her heart and she took her time to slowly pull her shirt off, then she unclasped the bra containing her round breasts. Her perky nipples were the first I’d seen of another woman without being in a changing room.

I’d never thought I was bisexual, but there was no denying it. Paige was genuinely a woman, even if her cock was larger than any man I’d slept with. While her having a pussy would have made things a little harder for me, I couldn’t deny that she probably could have still got in my pants.

After she was topless, the jeans and panties didn’t last long and soon, she crawled onto my bed as naked as I was. Paige’s beautiful red hair fell down to the sides of her face as she made her way on top of me. There were no words exchanged. Her sparkling green eyes were locked with mine as I felt that thick crown press against my entrance. She didn’t kiss me. She didn’t whisper that she loved me.

Paige pushed into my wet pussy and let out a quiet groan. Her girth stretched me further than I imagined I could go, but it was only the beginning. Pressure built within my tightness and I couldn’t see straight as she continued filling me with more of that impossibly large cock.

“F-Fuck you’re huge,” I moaned as my fingers dug into the cover.

She leaned down, her lips just barely away from my ear, “I know.”

Her hips drove downward, slamming into me. My pussy felt like it was being torn apart and I let out a pained scream. Paige’s thumb reached for my cheek and she gently stroked across it, “I’ll give you a minute, baby. But if we didn’t get it out of the way, it would take so much longer for me to be able to fuck you like I need to.”

While the pain radiating from my hips wasn’t pleasant, it wasn’t the end of the world either. Her lips surrounded my earlobe and she gently nibbled on it while lightly grinding into me. The slight intimacy was more than I expected from her. With that being shared with me, I moved my hands to her waist and gently stroked back and forth along her sides.

Paige slowly made her way down my neck leaving little kisses until she got to my collar bone. Her teeth gently sunk into either side of it before she bit down hard enough to make me gasp, then as quick as it started, she moved away from it. Back up my neck went the kisses, and when she looked down at me this time, her eyes closed as she descended.

I closed my eyes and her lips pressed against mine. My hips lifted gently against her as if that would help deepen the kiss she was imparting to me. As loveless as she made things out to seem earlier, there was passion behind her kiss that told another story. Her tongue pressed against my lips and I gave her the entrance she wanted.

Instead of breaking the kiss to tell her that I was ready, I wrapped my legs around her lower back and pulled her tight against me before letting my legs relax again. She seemed to take the hint. Her tongue danced with mine as her cock slowly withdrew from my needy depths. The excitement bubbled up within me as I felt her stop pulling away. Paige slammed herself into me again.

This time, there wasn’t the same fierce pain. Instead, there was a dull ache in my stomach from the sheer size of her cock, yet it wasn’t exactly painful. It was new, that much was certain, but I didn’t have long enough to linger on it to equate it to any other experience. Paige pumped into me again and slowly started building a rhythm that was growing ever more intense.

She finally pulled away from my lips and let out a soft moan. Her thick shaft continued to disappear inside me and all I could do was try not to scream loud enough for the neighbors to hear me. I’d always been vocal, but now that I had a real cock inside me, I could barely contain myself.

Her hand quickly clamped over my mouth and she whispered, “Fuck, you make the best noises, but not so loud! I don’t need this getting out to the press without even falling through on my end of the bargain!”

She pulled her hand away and I quickly replaced it with my own. Paige smiled down at me and whispered, “That’s a good girl, but I’m not done making you a Mommy yet.”

The words sent a pleasant shiver up my spine. While getting pregnant had never been high on my list of things to do, something about the desire Paige had for it made it sexy to me.

My hips bucked against her thrusts, each stroke of her cock making my body shake from the impact. I didn’t mind being a little abused in the bedroom, not that my husband would know. He never took control like Paige did.

The time between her moans grew shorter and shorter. Before long, sweat trickled down her firm body and I could feel the cover underneath me damp with sweat. But something else was damp, more than just damp… My pussy was absolutely drenched and I could feel my juices leaking down my body and soaking into the cover as well.

What I didn’t expect to feel was something that my husband had never managed. My stomach tightened and a bolt of shock ran through me as a familiar warmth built within me. I’d read about penetrative orgasms, but I’d never had one unless I used my own fingers to achieve it. As surprising as the experience was, I wasn’t about to ask her to slow down or let me experience it at my pace.

That cock kept slammed into me, her balls slapped against my ass, and those succulent moans continued to pour out of her. The combination of sensations overwhelmed me and I did what felt natural. I pulled my hand off my mouth and both of them dug into the cover, balling it up tightly as a high-pitched whine ruptured forth.

My stomach tightened again and I could feel the walls of my pussy clenching around her cock in spasms. This time, instead of using her hand to silence me, Paige leaned down and kissed me again, this time much more aggressively. Her tongue forced itself inside my mouth and she hammered into me, every few strokes rewarding me with a moan from her. The primal, desperate need for release that came from her didn’t need explaining. She had one intention when she brought me into this room and that was to fill my womb with her child.

She slammed into me more viciously as my pussy squeezed her tightly, my juices squirting forth in a powerful gush. Paige didn’t relent, she didn’t take even a single moment to bask in my orgasm. It didn’t even seem to register as an achievement for her, but how could she have known that she was the first person to make me cum from sex?

Each ridge of her cock sent fires of bliss burning through my body and prolonged my already intense orgasm to the point that I thought I would pass out. Never had I been so fully taken care of and without her visiting me again, I knew this would be the peak of my sex life. Paige Reagan, the most influential woman I’d ever met was doing to me what I only wished my husband could.

If there was any doubt in my mind about if I’d made the right choice or not, it was gone. This woman was a goddess in the sheets and I would have been a fool to not let her enjoy me!

Just as my own euphoric orgasm started to ebb, Paige broke our kiss and let out a deep groan before slamming herself into me. Each of her final strokes felt like they were delivered with the intention to break my bed. My body inched toward the headboard with each furious stroke into my abused pussy. With each surge of her hips, she was forced to quickly slide her knees forward on the bed until she finally pinned me down by holding my hips tightly, forcing me to accept the full impact of each stroke.

I didn’t mind, not when she looked down at me with hungry eyes. There were no words to be spoken. All that she did was force herself as deep inside me as she could before tilting her head back. A long, long moan escaped her as that massive cock throbbed within my once-tight pussy. On top of the dull ache in my stomach, another pressure started building, this one within my womanly depths.

Her hot, thick cum pumped into me and she bucked herself against me, barely moving an inch at a time as she pushed her cum further into my fertile depths.

And then… It was over. Paige slowly pulled out of me and leaned down to give me another gentle kiss before she whispered, “I’ll give you my number in the car, I expect to see a pregnancy test as soon as possible. Don’t worry, if you’re that interested in getting rid of your husband, I’ll make sure to visit you again. And again.”

Eight months later, I was sitting at the desk in my home office, typing yet another email on behalf of Paige Reagan. I’d grown pretty good at wording things nicely for the big wigs she dealt with. She seemed to like my work, at least.

The toilet in the room over flushed and a few moments later, the sink's faucet ran, then the door opened and Paige stepped out, “You still feeling sick?”

“Not at all, thankfully I’ve been able to keep food down since earlier,” I said sweetly.

“That’s good news. Anyway, you should be on the couch already, you’re going to end up working too hard. My daughter doesn’t need to be exposed to that kind of stress,” she purred, stepping over to put a hand on my swollen stomach.

I giggled and held her hand against me, enjoying the glint of the light in the room reflecting off the ring on her finger, “Chelsea, your momma thinks that I need a break. What do you think?”

“Shh, you can’t ask her to fight this fight for you, and if you get her to kick me, I’m going to bring you caramel ice cream next time,” she threatened.

“Only if it’s caramel with sea salt,” I huffed.

She giggled and leaned down to kiss me on the cheek, “I know what my wife likes by now. So come on, let’s go watch that movie you’ve been desperate to see.”

My husband was barely more than a memory at this point. As it turns out, I wasn’t the only one cheating. I just never expected him to be the type of man that would let other soldiers use him for stress relief. How could I be angry at him? I cheated just the same…

Message from the Author

Thank you for reading this story. If you’re comfortable leaving a review or rating, it would be greatly appreciated. Until next time, please feel free to check out my Amazon page.

If you’re looking for story similar to this one, check out:

Fertile for the Futa: Bella's Best Friend has a Confession

When my best friend wanted me to take her to see her favorite band, Drain the Node, I was practically already packed and in the car. Six hours away from our hometown, my best friend had something to tell me. On top of Drain the Node not even being on tour, she had a confession to make. A confession that would end up with our lives being forever entwined...

Being lied to wasn't the nicest feeling, but she more than made up for it with her warmth…
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