They were hard times. My husband Bob had fallen off the roof of our cottage up at the lake and had been in and out of hospital for six months. Our mortgage was behind and the business we had owned together was sold to pay off debt. The only money we had coming in was from a job I had secured as a receptionist for a large publishing company in the city. I was traveling three hours each day by train and was exhausted by the time each day was done. 

Garry was a writer, and the two of us became good friends. He knew about the problems we were having and was always one to listen to the latest problem that I had. He had started to drive me home at nights, saving me a half an hour which was great, and then one day when things were really bad and Bob was back in hospital he had put his arm around me to console me, then we kissed. 

The next night when he drove me home we kissed once more, but on this occasion his tongue had gone into my mouth and mine had gone in his. We ‘tongue fucked’ the way it used to be when I was still in Junior High, and his hand had gone into my bra and felt my breasts and nipples. It was exciting! I was twenty-six and hadn’t fucked since Bob had had the accident. Though it wasn’t sex, it was something I had needed, something which brought life into a tired soul, exhausted from over-working and the lack of compassion that I needed at that time. 

The following night I had phoned back home to tell the babysitter I’d be working late, although I wasn’t; and that night as Garry drove me home he asked if there was somewhere we could park, where ‘we could talk’, and I told him that I’d phoned the babysitter and told her I’d be late. 

It was a quiet place beside the lake, a place where people rarely went except for in the summer. We had kissed and he had felt my breasts. His hand had felt beneath my dress, had felt the wetness of my sex, his finger giving pleasure as my mouth caressed his tongue! I had helped him take my nylons off, my panties and my bra. He had kissed my breasts and nipples as I removed his shaft. 

I wanted him to fuck me! I was starting to go wild. His penis was much longer than the one I shared with Bob, and as it touched me in my wetness I murmured silly things and gasped as then it entered, as it touched those parts inside. 

No man could know the pleasure of a woman in her heat, of the pleasure of a penis the first time it goes in! I closed my eyes and fucked him, pretending he was Bob, but knowing well it wasn’t as my g-spot squeezed his knob! My body was reacting! I thought I might go mad! He was moaning! He was gasping! He was filling me with passion as he squirted bursts of cum! 

I screamed! I felt my climax! He was filling me with seed! He didn’t wear a condom and I wasn’t on the pill! 

I realized what had happened! I realized what I’d done! I likely could be pregnant; I was hornier than hell! 

I told Bob, not about the sex of course; but about the fact that ‘I wanted him to make me pregnant’. He argued that we needed for me to work, that being pregnant was not something we should be considering right at that point. I argued back, telling him about my stress, insisting it was something that I needed – not later; but right now! 

He couldn’t get it stiff enough. The medication was too much, so I sucked him as he fingered me and then as he was cumming I took it from my mouth and had it squirt into a glass. Sounding stupid? Well it was! The story that I tell is true, exactly as it happened and I put his cum inside me where Garry’s cock had squirted! 

It happened! I got pregnant! Was it Garry’s cock or Bob’s? The answer is a simple one. I do not want to know! 

I never did tell Garry. He never knew that I was pregnant, though over the course of the next two months I fucked him several times and enjoyed what I considered to be the ‘therapy’ that he offered. Sincerely I do not think I might have been able to maintain my sanity had it not been for what occurred between us, as it awful as it all might sound! 

Just two months into my pregnancy we sold our house and moved away to Texas. I lost contact with Garry after that, which was the best thing I could have ever done! 

It took another six months and several operations. My husband Bob recovered well. His cock recovered too, and now we have more children. I’m the only one who’ll ever know about the possibility, the fact that our second child is of questionable lineage and might indeed be Garry’s!
