HAVING HER CAKE AND EATING IT
When Angela started working, in the same firm as I we clicked and soon became firm friends. We spent every lunch hour together and began to swap intimate confessions. I was married but she wasn't and, though I spoke about my rather sparse sex life, she never mentioned any boyfriend. Then suddenly she began to find excuses why she couldn't have lunch with me. I liked her a lot so decided to confront her and try to find out what I'd done to alienate her. I waited until she went into the ladies and followed her locking the door behind me so that we wouldn't be disturbed. I could see that she was very uncomfortable, about us being together, and was even blushing as her eyes refused to meet mine. I told her we needed to talk and I saw that it took a huge effort for her to agree to come round to my place, after work. My husband was away so we would be alone

She hardly spoke on the way home. Once inside bluntly I asked her why she'd been avoiding me and added that if I had offended her in any way I would like to make amends because I really liked and respected. Angela looked up at me, like a little girl lost, and started to cry and the whole story came out. In between sobs she explained that she was physically attracted to me and was consumed by desire to make love to me and it made her feel wicked and dirty. She added that she thought that by avoiding me it would go away but instead she confessed that it had grown even stronger and she could hardly control her urge to take me into her arms and kiss me.
At first I was surprised and shell-shocked then, pulling myself together, I told her that I was glad that she'd told me as I liked her very much and was sure that somehow we could work it out without it affecting our friendship. To be honest I had no idea what to do but wanted to ease her obvious mental torments. Without thinking about how it could possibly be misconstrued I slipped my right arm around her shoulders and pulled her body against me. It was purely meant as a gesture of sympathy and affection but I was shocked by the bolt of sexual desire which shot through my body as I felt her large but firm breasts pressing against mine. It was summer and we weren't wearing much so that I could feel the heat of her flesh suffusing mine

Angela raised her lovely face up and I saw that it was glistening with tears and never looked lovelier or more vulnerable. Again acting on instinct I leant down and kissed her gently on the lips to show her that I sympathised with her torment but was shocked when the tender, loving kiss immediately turned into a passionate one as her mouth opened and she slipped her hot tongue deep between my lips and wriggled it about as she explored the contour of my mouth. Instinctively I sucked on it and heard her moan as our kiss deepened, our lustful tongues twirling round each other's.

I was surprised by my reaction and how different her kiss was to a man's. There was more tenderness a greater awareness of the sensuality of the exchange. Fire consumed my limbs and made me feel so dizzy that I did nothing to stop her undressing me completely, leaving me stark naked, before she undressed herself revealing a slim body with large breasts with hard looking brown nipples Her skin was flushed and I realised that she was highly aroused. The warm moistness between my legs, which had grown as we kissed, caused me to squirm in my seat as I felt some leaking out and coating the inside of my thighs before it slipped into the cleft of my bum.

She sat next to me and pushed me down and I felt so weak and shocked that I couldn't resist. Angela stretched her naked form against mine on the settee so that we were plastered against each other as we resumed kissing. I no longer could concentrate on whether what we were doing was right or wrong as my brain had shut down and my body was dictating my actions. Our open lips mashed while our tongues entwined.

The room was still except for the sound of our heavy breathing, and the sound of wet kisses, as our tongues rolled, twirled and twined in lascivious surrender. I felt one of her hands slip between my thighs and the fingers probed against my bush causing me to whimper with passion. Unashamedly I spread my legs wider to give her free access to my sex. Angela gently parted my swollen nether lips, her darting fingers moved inward into my moist cavern, while her greedy mouth sucked lustfully on my thrusting tongue. It made it feel as if her fingers had skewered my body and come out in my mouth allowing her to suck on it. Her two fingers, wedged deep inside my juicy honey-pot were working in and out, while the pad of her thumb caressed my love button. Her touch was sure and, maybe because she was a woman, she knew just how to stroke the sensitive flesh to wring out the most exquisite pleasure from my sex. Of course I'd never been sexually intimate with another woman before but, as an overwhelming desire to return to her the same pleasure she was giving me swept through me, I rashly pushed a hand between her legs and cupping her sex imitated her carnal actions. She gyrated her hips, against my hand, as two of my fingers penetrated the well of her honey-pot and started to wriggle about. She broke the kiss so that she could move her mouth down and take one of my stiff nipples into her mouth.

I could hardly get enough breath into my lungs, as passion grew and grew inside my womb, and I was very near to orgasming but she took her hand away at the crucial moment just before I tipped over into the maelstrom of orgasm. I whimpered loudly with disappointment but it was soon replaced with moans of pleasure as she kissed and licked her way down my twitching body to my wide open pussy. Instinctively I opened my legs wide apart to allow her face to come right up to my pussy. My clawing fingers intertwined in her hair as her greedy mouth closed over my hot, quivering pussy. She was very talented and experienced. Her long, thrusting tongue penetrated deep into my juicy slot, then probed my rigid love button out of its hood so that she could alternate between my vagina and clitoris. She kept me hovering on the brink for ages until I begged her to bring me off. Her lips closed round my aching clit and she sucked it into her mouth and she brought me to orgasm time after time.

Afterwards she raised her head, smiled at me, and kissed me on the lips and I tasted my juices on her full mouth. She whispered that it was only the beginning of the erotic pleasures she could give me and went on proving it during the rest of the evening and night.

That was the start of a fantastic relationship and, because my husband travels so much, we have spent many nights together, our sweaty bodies locked in carnal embrace with our steamy mouths tasting our flowing juices, and our darting tongues probing our pussies to release. The taste of her thick pussy cream is incomparable and highly addictive. I felt more fulfilled than I had for a long time yet there was still a yearning, in my body, for a man's cock inside my pussy. My husband failed to satisfy my urge which made me turn more and more to Angela.

I didn't know what to do about it until the hot Saturday afternoon I was sunbathing in the garden wearing a string bikini, which was so brief that it barely covered my nipples and my sex and left my bum completely naked. I was burning with sexual frustration and kept stroking my pussy to try to ease the growing itch. Once again my husband was away and Angela had gone to visit her mother.

John, the young man living next door, was mowing the lawn. The fence is shoulder high so that he could easily look into our garden. Seeing me lying on the grass he shut the mower off and came to the fence to talk to me. He's only nineteen, blond and gorgeous, and was wearing only a pair of very short shorts which left his muscular legs bare and hugged his tight bottom. His muscles rippled and his sweaty, tanned skin emphasised his muscularity. His body promised unlimited power. His blue eyes were scanning my almost naked body and I saw a large bulge growing in the front of his shorts causing it to tent way out.
My heart seemed to miss a beat and my breath caught in my throat as I felt sweat break out all over my body as I plainly saw the outline of his erect cock against the front of his straining short. It was simply enormous and, acting on an impulse, I invited him in for a cool drink. My legs felt like jelly as I walked back to the house and I could feel that the gusset of my tiny bikini was soaked with the juices which were leaking from my throbbing pussy as I opened the door. Once the door was closed behind him he didn’t waste any time and he clutched the cheeks of my bum, kneading them like a baker kneads dough separating them before letting go so that they smacked together with a loud noise and caused the flesh to ripple as he kissed me passionately. It felt rude and dirty especially as I knew that he could see the rosebud in the hall mirror but I loved it.
Reciprocating I undid the buttons and pulled the zip down of his shorts and took hold of his prick and stroked up and down the hard shaft marvelling at the size and thickness of it. He pulled me down to the floor so that I was straddling him. My pussy was pressed against the bulb of his cock as he took hold of the root and rubbed it against the juice-slicked lips of my pussy and, each time it brushed against my love bud, I shuddered wildly and whimpered with bliss. His other hand pulled me down so that the head of his cock cleaved through the lips to become lodged inside my pussy. I was so wet that, even though the prick was very much thicker than my husband's, it slipped effortlessly inside till my bottom settled on his muscular thighs and I could feel his testicles rolling against my rosebud. 

It seemed incredibly naughty to be straddling a man I only knew slightly, in the front hall of my house, and I realised that I was on the verge of orgasming as the head pressed urgently against my cervix as if demanding admittance. I hung on to his shoulders as my hips shimmied back and forth with my sex lips clamped tightly around the base of his thick pole as the young man took a firm grip on my jiggling boobs. I rode him like a horse and could tell by the look on his face that he was struggling to control his excitement. His fingers twiddled my nipples like knobs as I raised my body up until only the head of his cock was inside. Anticipating the instant I would drive down he heaved his tight bottom up from the floor to meet it and the steady slapping of my bum cheeks on his thighs was the rhythmic beat to our coupling.
I felt all the signs of a climax approaching and it felt as if it was going to be huge His prick bucked and jerked within the confine of my pussy making me realise that he was filling my sex with sperm and I shrieked with delight and allowed myself to climax. He continued to drive his cock up into my spasming pussy as my orgasm raged and it was absolutely fabulous to climax simultaneously. 

It wasn't over as his prick didn't lose much of its hardness and he clutched my buttocks in a firm grip. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he stood up and I clung on to him as he walked up to my bedroom with me spitted on his rampant cock. John climbed the stairs and each time he lifted up his foot it drove his prick even deeper inside my pussy till I felt the neck of my womb expand to allow the flared head of his cock to slip inside. By the time we reached the landing I was lost in the volcanic explosion of another huge orgasm.

I don't remember being laid out on the bed but recovered when he lay on top of me and, supporting his weight on his extended arms, he started to screw me again. His tight bottom drove his hard cock into me again and again and I think I started coming on the third or fourth stroke and just kept on coming as the long, deep thrusts became short, quick jabs. He fucked me like that until we were both gasping and grunting in the throes of another huge simultaneous climax.
It went on like that for most of the day and he fucked the living daylight out of me and it was glorious and memorable. Later he took my last virginity and, though at first it was painful, it became so fabulous that I had one orgasm after another as he pounded his prick all the way inside my bottom until he deposited the last of his sperm inside me.
He left me late Saturday evening but came back early Sunday morning and spent the day fucking me until I could hardly walk. When my husband came home that night he found me in bed and I told him I wasn’t feeling well but if he’d pulled the covers away from my body he would have seen the evidence of the sex marathon I’d indulged in.

It’s funny how stupid one can be when in the grip of lust. Because I couldn’t get pregnant with my husband, we’d been trying for years, I did not use any form of contraception and of course did not need any with Angela but should have been aware of the dangers with John. That’s right…he impregnated me which wasn’t surprising after the amount of sperm he pumped into me that weekend.
Don’t ask me how but I managed to convince my husband that it was his and he’s over the moon and Angela is also delighted and will be a great help as I grow bigger and bigger. John knows that it’s his and I can see his chest swell with pride any time he sees me and he sees me a lot as he comes over frequently to make sure that all my needs are catered for.

