The story is true. It happened such a long time ago, and is something that I have never admitted to a soul. I have always carried a certain amount of guilt, knowing well it never should have happened. Perhaps, though silly as it may seem, the opportunity to write about it, to express my feelings and what happened allows for me to put it all in the past. 

It happened in the late 70’s. I had been married for about a year, a teenage bride with a baby three months old. I had been in Montreal for a month, having traveled there from Winnipeg to show the baby to my folks. 

It was just the baby and I. We were traveling by train, the cheapest form of transportation that there was at the time. It was an overnight journey departing Montreal around 10.00am and arriving in Winnipeg around 8 o’clock the next morning. 

He was sitting beside me on the big leather bench seat, a sergeant in the Canadian Military who was somewhat older than I was, perhaps the same age as my father. 

He had helped me with the baby. I thought he was the nicest man that I had met. My husband could have learned a lot from how this man took care of us, warming up the bottle, going to the dining car and bringing food and drink and walking up and down the aisle with the baby when she cried. 

It was the middle of the night. The baby was asleep. I was trying to get comfortable and heard as he suggested that I put my feet up on the seat, and lean against him if I wanted. I woke a while later, his arm was curled around me, and his hand was there upon my knee just underneath my dress. 

I wondered if he realized? I thought he was asleep. I was wearing just a cotton dress and had taken off my nylons and my panties so as to be comfortable during the night, not considering the possibility of course that I would wake to find a man’s hand upon my knee! 

I don’t know if I can adequately describe my feelings at that moment; you see I had been dreaming, thinking of a boy I knew, a kid who lived next door to us when I was growing up. It was he who’d been the first to pluck the cherry from the tree, and though like my husband he had never brought me to the peak of climax he was the first to make me realize the pleasure of a man’s sex when it was inside. 

The dream had made me wet. I was hot, thinking perhaps that I should get up and use the washroom and splash some cold water upon my face! It seemed like he was fast asleep. I didn’t want to wake him. He was older than I was, but really very cute, and I wondered what it might be like to feel his sex inside of me. I had never had an orgasm while making love? A man as old, and ‘experienced’ as I knew that he must be would probably have the ability to make me cum, not once, but several times! 

I moved myself sufficient that his hand came off my knee and touched my thigh. The wetness by now was more than I thought I had ever experienced before, and I found myself now snuggling, not resting up against him as before. 

It was then he moved, as if to turn toward me. I thought he might be dreaming, perhaps about his wife? Suddenly he moved again. His hand moved half-way up, and I knew that another few more inches and he’d feel the little tickles of the bush of pubic hair! 

I moved my thigh toward him, as if still fast asleep, and felt his hand slip further up and slightly touch my bush! I realized he was not asleep, and felt him as he fondled me and teased my horny clit. I murmered as he fingered me and started to react and felt his hand beneath me as he lifted up my thigh! I knew I should not fuck him but I knew I could not stop and I felt his horny penis as touched agains my snatch. 

I told him I was married. He said that he was too, and his penis started playing with my anxious little clit. I said I liked the feeling. He said that he did too, that he'd never felt a beaver as wet as did now! 

The beavers mouth was open. It was anxious for the cock, and then it was he heard me gasp. The cock had gone inside of it and felt the beaver suck! 

I looked upon the baby who was still quite fast asleep and felt myself responding as my muscles squeezed the cock! His hands now found my naked breasts; again he kissed my neck, and the rhythm of the moving train, the clicking of the rails was playing like a symphony, a background to our fuck! 

In ecstacy I wondered if he’d shoot before I’d cum, or if he’d have the stamina to wait until I’d done? A pang of guilt then touched my heart! I thought about my husband who’d be waiting for the train who’d never had the stamina to bring to my peak! 

My body was reacting! His cock was going wild and I muttered words of pleasure and begged that he not stop! The world was going crazy, his shaft a rod of steel, and when he asked if I was ready I told him that I was! 

I had never been so horny, so anxious to be fucked and thought I’d go to heaven as my g-spot felt his knob! My body now in ecstacy was begging for more cock, and then he heard me squealing as my body reached the peak and shuddered as I shot! His seed was squirting in me! He was grunting like a pig, and I felt myself responding as I milked the shaft of seed! 

I laid there now exhausted, his flesh was still in mine, and I whispered that I liked it; the sex we had was good! He kissed me and he fondled me and asked about my husband? I said he really loved me. He’d be waiting at the station, and felt my horny nipples being fondled by his hands. He said that I was cuter than any girl he’d met, and when he asked if we could meet again I told him that we couldn’t. 

He never saw me naked and I never saw his dick, and it never seemed to matter that the fuck was all there was! I had felt the rise of pleasure, a climax with a cock, and though I felt real guilty I was thankful for the pleasure and the stamina of cock! 

I saw my husband standing there, now waving when he saw us, and I kissed him and I hugged him as soon as we got off. I knew he really loved me and I knew that I loved him, and the fact that I had cheated was something that I struggled with and something I then decided to think of as a dream! 

My husband shared his seed with me the moment we got home, and a child came soon after, whose seed I do not know. It could have been my husbands, but it likely was the 'dream'.
