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Every second Tuesday and third Thursday of the month were tests of my patience and loyalty to my wife. We’ve been together for six years and in those six years, I’ve loved her so very much. But that didn’t mean my lust was satiated. As much as I appreciated what she’d done for me, I couldn’t deny that my cravings were far more overwhelming than hers.

Having a millionaire wife was a great benefit for me. She encouraged me to stay at home and keep the house clean if that’s what I wanted. Hell, she encouraged me to do anything I damn well pleased. She had what she liked to call “Fuck you” money. The kind of money that she could throw around instead of having to answer to someone.

While that was nice, she also gave me a pretty sizable allowance. Sure, at the age of twenty-eight, I didn’t really need to have an allowance. I knew how lucky I was to have her in my life, but I wasn’t going to deny that when our pool cleaner came twice a week that I wasn’t tempted.

She was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever met in my life. If it wasn’t for the fact that I’d probably lose everything by playing around with her, I’d have done it by now. That didn’t make it any easier when she got out of her car and walked up to the front entrance. I buzzed her in and she headed straight to the outdoor pool. That one was harder to clean than our indoor pool, but she never complained.

Up until today, I’d never had a reason to really interact with her all that much. I knew that it would be better if I just stayed away from the temptation.

My willpower wasn’t the strongest…

I called my wife but she didn’t answer. That was normal, so I left her a voicemail, “Hey, baby, the pool cleaner made it here on time again. You know, she’s actually pretty good about that. Anyway, I wanted to tell you that I love you and I miss you. I hope you can make it home before Friday.”

Playing phone tag with my wife sucked, but she didn’t make it to the top of her corporation by being a slacker. When it came to her work, she was one of the most devoted women I knew.

Devotion… That was something that made me feel a little shameful. Even as I was telling my wife that I loved her, my eyes were on the pool girl. She was shimmying out of her pants after having already taken her shirt off. The bright red bikini she had on didn’t leave much to the imagination and I could already feel my cock rising as she started her duties.

Morgan usually took about an hour to clean the outside pool and a little longer to clean the indoor pool room. While it wasn’t as large as our outdoor pool, my wife was far more strict about what Morgan was supposed to do there. It was to be spotless, from the pool itself to the floor, even the walls.

My wife didn’t play around when it came to paying for a good service, but if it wasn’t done right, there was hell to pay. So far, our employee hadn’t disappointed us once. I just got a far different sense of satisfaction than my wife did. Morgan was just turning twenty and struggling her way through college, so when I recommended we find someone to help take some of the cleaning off my shoulders, my wife turned up with Morgan.

Apparently, Morgan was the daughter of one of my wife’s employees. That didn’t mean much of anything to me. All I could really think about when it came to Morgan was her tight round ass and those pleasantly perky breasts. I’d never really had much of a conversation with her and I was scared to get too close. The little bitch was a tease!

When she saw that I was watching her, she would intentionally bend over far more often than she needed to. Any time she could lick her lips while making eye contact with me was a chance for her to see just how hard she could make me. I didn’t want to end up cheating on my wife. But sometimes, things happen that are out of our control. Sometimes, you’ve just got to follow your heart, or your cock, whichever one is screaming the loudest at the time.

I was watching Morgan from our second-floor balcony. So far, I didn’t think she knew I was there, but I could be wrong. The woman was pretty quick to get started with her work even if no one was there to make sure she was doing anything. As she was about to get into the pool, I heard a scream and watched in horror as her right foot slipped on the wet tile around the edge of the pool.

Morgan crashed onto the ground with her left leg dropping into the pool and her right staying out. The result was her crotch slamming against the unforgiving smooth, rounded tile. She tumbled into the pool after her fall and started screaming bloody murder.

I couldn’t blame her at all! I rushed downstairs and outside with nothing but my underwear on, something I knew I would end up regretting. Even as I knelt down at the pool’s edge, offering her my hand, Morgan looked at me curiously and used my help to get out of the pool.

She laid on her back with her legs spread wide and snaked a hand down to her crotch to start massaging the pain away. What she was doing was only natural and I would have done the same, but my eyes were seeing a far different picture than the one in my mind. Morgan was pushing her wet panties into her pussy and there was no denying her puffy lips were visible.

While I was genuinely concerned about her, I couldn’t stop my body from reacting to the sight. “Morgan, are you alright? Do you want me to call an ambulance?” I asked with concern in my voice.

“N-No, I’ll be fine in a little bit, it just really fucking hurts,” she whined.

I smiled weakly at her, “Do you think you could make it inside? I can grab a towel to put down on the couch and you can rest for a little while.”

“Could you help me inside please, Mrs. Tracy?” she asked.

My cheeks paled. As I stood up and offered her my hand, I could feel my the warm, summer breeze wafting over my exposed cock. Morgan paused for a second and took my hand. After I got her up, I put my arm around her waist and started guiding her in. From the bright red color in her cheeks, I could tell that she caught an eyeful.

We both awkwardly wandered our way into the living room and I hurried into the bathroom to get her a large, fluffy towel to lay on. When I came back and laid it on the couch, she laid down on it and once again spread her legs to start trying to ease her pain. This time, she wasn’t just looking to see if she’d bruised her poor muff. Her eyes were glued to my cock. As desperate as I was to make this less painful for the both of us, I couldn’t deny that she’d only made the situation worse.

My wife didn’t decide to marry me just because I was a sweet-natured person. Admittedly, she wanted a bit of a trophy wife. One that had a little more in her panties than most women. I didn’t mind that she initially had me as an escort for her. Then again, I never expected to truly fall in love with her either. But that was years ago. Surely, it was only natural to start lusting after others?

Morgan smiled weakly and mumbled, “Sorry about this.”

“Trust me, I am too. I won’t pretend that I’m not turned on right now and I know that’s a little wrong of me, but I hope you understand,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry, it’s okay. I won’t tell Mrs. Abby,” she said.

I shrugged, “That would depend on what you told her. Phrasing about how this situation happened would really be important, don’t you think?”

She chuckled and slid her hand into her bikini. The action seemed harmless enough, but it didn’t take long for me to see that she was just masturbating at this point. Her eyes never left my cock and I had to pretend that I didn’t notice as she started talking again.

“I could see how she would be upset if I told her that you got hard after I got in the pool. Then again, she doesn’t have to know about my little accident at all,” she said.

Her hips ground into the couch as she continued rubbing herself and I sighed heavily, “She wouldn’t know much of anything, but you’d have to stay around and finish up your job if you wanted it to seem like you didn’t hurt yourself.”

“The pain isn’t going to stick around for too long. I don’t have any cuts or anything, the rounded tile hurt, but it can’t be worse than taking that thing you’ve got there,” she said as she nodded towards my cock.

I sighed heavily and reached down to grasp my shaft. There was no denying that this was horribly wrong. Morgan was a horny college woman and I was a desperate-for-attention housewife. I didn’t blame Abby for working so much and I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t love being with her when she was here. But she wasn’t here. Almost ever.

The friends I did have weren’t really mine. They were hers. When I agreed to marry her and truly be her wife, I had to break away from a lot of the people I used to know. Not because Abby made me, but because all they would want from that point on would be handouts from my wife. The circle of friends I used to have was usually the same as myself… Street workers.

But I managed to get broken out of that situation before I got too mired in the murk. I let it change me, then again, it was hard not to. Going from struggling to put food on the table to living in a huge house with a massive yard and things that I could only have dreamed of was a huge culture shock.

Could Abby really expect me to give up the physical pleasures I used to love, though?

With Morgan acting as flirtatious as she was, I couldn’t help but want to show her just wrong she was about my cock hurting her. If she was patient, all she would feel was ecstasy.

“Shame you wouldn’t be able to find out. My wife would fire you in a heartbeat if she found out that you were talking about my cock,” I said.

“Are you going to tell her,” Morgan asked with fear in her voice.

I chuckled and shook my head, “Only if you don’t lie about what you’re doing right now.”

Morgan’s cheeks flushed and she used her other hand to pull her bikini down enough to show me that her fingers were running through her soaked lips. I could guess that the pool wasn’t the reason her pussy was soaked. At least, not the only reason.

“S-Sorry, I’ve just been a little deprived of the things I enjoy lately,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side, “How is that not hurting?”

As bad as the fall looked, I couldn’t imagine that she could really touch herself without causing herself a lot of pain.

She pushed the bikini panties further down her thighs and mumbled, “It wasn’t a real fall.”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“I saw you watching me from the balcony and I couldn’t help but wonder why you were staring at me. S-So I faked it. I wanted to know what your problem was,” she mumbled.

I glared at her, “So you faked an injury to try and bitch at me for staring at you?”

She nodded.

A heat surged through me and I reached between her thighs and pushed her hand away from her pussy. My hand tightly pressed against her slit and she let out a hissing gasp, “So you mean to tell me that you dressing up in a bikini and prancing around my house is just supposed to be ignored? I’ve never made a move on you. Ever. But here you are, acting upset that I was looking at you when you practically just asked me to fuck you?”

“S-Sorry! I just didn’t like the idea of a stranger eye-fucking me!” she cried.

My fingers pinched her clit and she whimpered loudly but stayed still. “I’ll do what I damn well please in my own house, Morgan. It’s a shame that you couldn’t have been a little sweeter.”

I relaxed my hand and slid two fingertips into her entrance, “Hell, if you’d have kept up the act, I might have just fucked you like you wanted me to.”

Her eyes met with mine and I could see the desperation flickering in those hazel eyes, “W-Wait, you would fuck me?”

“Maybe. I’ve been a little pent up, but after hearing that, I don’t know if I could trust you to keep your mouth shut. Would you just lie to my face and tell my wife?”

She shook her head, “G-God no, I’d lose my job and get you in trouble. That sounds so stupid, even for me. Y-You and I could have a little fun twice a month… If your wife was too busy at work.”

I couldn’t deny that she made that sound like a damn good option. Admittedly, I’d been toying with the idea of cheating on my wife already. I knew it was wrong and that I was risking my stability. On the other hand, I’d been saving a lot of the money she gave me and even if she did decide to divorce me, I’d still have enough money to last a few years comfortably.

Maybe the risk was worth the reward. From what I heard online, cumming in someone that you knew you shouldn’t always felt so much better than doing it with the partner you had available. I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t interested to see if the internet wasn’t all lies.

“So what would I have to do if I fucked you? You plan on blackmailing me and using it against me?” I asked as I slid my fingers deeper into her.

She moaned quietly and shook her head, “No, ma’am! I j-just want something to do when I come over here. It’s such a nice house and I’d like to say I’ve lived the fancy life…”

“I don’t know if getting fucked on my couch would make you fancy, Morgan. Then again, I don’t know if I should even let you enjoy the thought of being fucked,” I pulled my fingers from her pussy.

Morgan looked at my cock and whimpered, “How can you say that when you’re turned on? Wouldn’t it just make sense to fuck me and take care of yourself? It’s not even about me!”

I bit my tongue to keep from smiling. She was playing right into the positioned I wanted her to be in. If this was to work out, I needed her to be completely desperate for my cock. Without stroking my ego too much, there was a reason that I was making decent money as an escort. While I didn’t like selling my body, I knew how to make my clients tip very well.

“I think it’s still about you. Even if I was fucking you, you’d be getting what you want. So how do I know I’ll get what I want?” I asked.

“I’ll do anything. Even anal, I don’t care how big you are!”

I chuckled and started working her panties down her legs while I spoke quietly, “And if I wanted to cum inside your tight little pussy?”

She hesitated for a moment, “Then I’d let you. I want to try this so bad, Tracy. I’ve had a few guys at college, but they’re tiny compared to you. I don’t know if I’d ever get this chance again.”

There was no denying that she was saying what I wanted to hear. As fucked up as it was, I’d always dreamed of getting a random person pregnant. The risk might have been why I found it so appealing, but most of the time, fantasies didn’t really need a reason to exist. They just did.

I spread her legs and enjoyed the sight of her glistening folds. Her hips gyrated slowly as she waited expectantly for me to slide between her legs and start pounding her. I desperately wanted to fuck her, but I knew that this was about making her feel like she’d somehow gotten what she wanted.

Instead of diving right in, I slid my panties down and took them off before unclasping my bra. My heavy breasts fell free and I ran my hands up my stomach and then cupped them. “I don’t know, Morgan. I’m starting to wonder if you even deserve to feel my cock. Liars aren’t my favorite people to reward.”

“I promise, I’ll never lie to you again. J-Just your wife,” she stammered.

“Oh, so now it’s okay to lie to my wife?” I teased.

“N-Not about anything but what we do when she’s not here!”

I smiled down at her and reached down to stroke my long, thick cock, “I don’t know if I should trust you. How about this, Morgan. You show up half an hour earlier to get your work done from now on. On top of that, you let me take a few pictures of you sitting around doing nothing.”

“W-Why?”

“So that I have a little leverage. If you start trying to fuck me over, I can just tell my wife that you’re lying to her and show her them. Who would she believe? The pool girl who probably just wants paid to do minimal work or her hard-working wife who has to do your job for you?” I asked.

She pouted for a moment before she mumbled, “Fine…”

“Good girl,” I cooed.

Morgan looked down at my cock and then to her pussy and mumbled, “C-Can I have it now?”

I nodded my head and put one knee on the couch. With as large as I was, it always took a little repositioning after I got the first few inches of my cock inside my partner. As soon as my thick crown pressed against her tight entrance, I knew that she was going to end up being a screamer.

The good news was that my wife shouldn’t be home before Friday. If she managed to show up three days earlier, I was just going to have to accept that the cosmos wanted to fuck me.

I pushed into her pussy and let out a quiet groan that was covered out by Morgan’s hissing moan. There was no denying that she was either nearly never fucked or the guys that did just had really average cocks. Her tightness was definitely my reward for dealing with her flirtatious teasing all these months.

After what she’d put me through, I really wouldn’t be lying to my wife if I told her that our pool girl was a bit of a problem. I would just prefer to deal with this problem in my way instead of firing her. Making this little slut into my personal cocksleeve would work out well for me. Even if it was just twice a month, I would still finally have an outlet that wasn’t my wife for my desires.

Besides, as much as I loved my wife, I couldn’t deny that Morgan’s pussy was far nicer. Her walls gripped my cock and she lifted her hips to make it easier for me to slide deeper into her. Once I was almost halfway inside her, I had to lift Morgan’s left leg up to my shoulder and I held onto it with my right arm. Her leg lifting away made her hips tilt and her pussy’s grip around my cock got even more snug.

I let out a low moan as I slid further into her. When I felt resistance inside her, I knew that I’d hit her cervix, but I didn’t want to stop. She hissed quietly but made no attempt to get me off her. So I did what felt right to me and pushed my hips harder into her. My crown pierced her innermost depths and she grunted from the initial pain.

“It’s going to get easier, Morgan,” I purred.

She nodded her head a few times but said nothing. Instead, she lifted her torso slightly from the couch and reached behind her back to untie her bra. Morgan tossed it to the side and I smiled as she used her hands to start playing with her nipples.

I didn’t bother trying to make this into a passionate session. She wanted to be fucked and I wanted to cheat on my wife. That’s all there was to this. I wasn’t going to pretend to love her, so she could accept what I was going to do to her or quit her job. Either result was fine by me!

I pumped into her with long, deep strokes to get her used to my size. With each motion, she let out a whimpering cry and continued playing with her nipples. The sounds coming from her had me questioning just how experienced she was. As slutty as she pretended to be, I’d barely started and she already sounded like she was about to cum!

My wife rarely made any sounds beyond a few gasps when she came and I filled her pussy with my seed. Morgan was a welcome relief. After learning how to make my partners scream in delight, going to someone like Abby made me question if I was ever that good.

Morgan’s whimpering moans and occasional pleasured screams left no doubt in my mind. Even though it was so wrong, I couldn’t pretend that it didn’t feel right. My wife should understand that I get lonely, right?

Even though I went into this with no intention of making this a consistent thing, I started to think more seriously about Morgan’s offer to do this more. Sure, it was risky, but damn, I couldn’t deny that this adrenaline rush coupled with her tight pussy didn’t make me feel so much more alive!

My hips slammed into hers. Each time I bottomed out in her depths, my heavy balls slapped against her and she moaned my name. I shouldn’t have let myself get so attached to this feeling. Morgan might have tried to manipulate me in the beginning, but I knew that she was mine now.

Her core tightened and she screamed my name as she bucked her hips desperately into my thrusts. Morgan’s walls spasmed around my cock and I felt a burst of her wet juices spray onto my lower abdomen as I continued to hammer into her.

Each time my cock pierced her cervix, I felt myself growing closer to my own orgasm. The measured strokes I was taking became nothing more than lust-driven thrusts into her. All I could feel was her tight walls massaging my cock with each pump into her. The moans that poured from her were something I’d been deprived of for years and my inevitable end came too soon.

I would have loved to stretch this out over the course of an hour, but I couldn’t hold out that long. Morgan had done what my wife couldn’t. She made me weak.

I slammed into her depths one final time and in my pleasured state of mind, I did the one thing that I knew I shouldn’t. My lips pressed against Morgan’s as my cock throbbed within her. With each heavy shot of cum into her womb, I deepened our kiss. By the time the last of my potent seed filled her depths, I’d fully invested to making out with our pool girl. I should have known better than share something that wasn’t just physical.

As much as I hated to admit it. I was starting to look forward to seeing Morgan. Sadly for my wife, I could see myself wanting more than just Morgan’s tight pussy.

After a few moments, I broke the kiss and pulled my softening cock out of her. “You know, if you get pregnant, I’m sure I could find a way to tell my wife a sob story for you.” I leaned back in and kissed her forehead, “A live-in maid to keep me company while my wife was gone would do wonders to make me feel less alone.”

“Y-You’d do that for me?” she asked.

“For you, and for our child,” I purred.
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Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

3 Futa on Female Erotic Shorts

3 Futa on Female Erotic Shorts Vol. 2

3 Futa on Female Erotic Shorts Vol.3

10 Futa on Top Erotic Stories

3 Futa on Male Erotic Shorts

3 Futa on Male Erotic Shorts Vol. 2

4 Complete Series of Futas On Top!

3 Futa of the House Erotic Shorts

Fertile for the Futa Stories 1-5

Hot for the Futa MILF Stories 1-5

Emo Futas and their Angst Stories 1-5

For my other stories, follow the first link below! If you’re absolutely in love with my work and want to contact me, feel free to follow the link to my Patreon where you can find a link to my Discord or shoot me an email at TheAliceLayne@gmail.com

Alice Layne's Erotica

Alice Layne's Patreon

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





