POLES APART
My husband’s family originally came from Poland and his cousin, Stefan, visited us from the home country, his English was rudimentary but he was a handsome devil, well over six feet, broad shoulders with a tight butt and flat stomach and there was something huge lurking at the apex of his muscular thighs. He was always very nice and polite but underneath his cool exterior I detected a streak of meanness, probably the wrong word but he seemed as if he was used to getting his own way and he would not let anything get in his way. 

My husband and his cousin played some obscure game of cards and Stefan won over twenty pounds from my husband who stormed off saying he was going to bed. It’s not the first time that my husband has acted like a spoiled child and I’d learned that it’s best to leave alone especially when he’d been drinking heavily as he had that evening. I tried talking to Stefan but it was hard work so I told him that I was also tired and I made sure the kitchen was tidy and all the doors and windows secure then went upstairs. I went into my work-room and made up the day bed. I knew that Andrei would be sprawled across our bed, snoring his head off, and that I wouldn’t get any sleep. I took my clothes off and slipped into bed naked and I shed a few tears before going to sleep.
Sometime during the night I half-woke up and discovered that I felt very sexy and believed that I'd been playing with myself, in my sleep as a erotic heat coursed through my nude body and I could feel traces of dampness on the inside of my thighs, but I was much too sleepy to wake up properly and I slipped back into sleep. The next time I woke up was totally different. My arched body was writhing from side to side as an orgasm blasted through my body yet I couldn't remember having a dream which could have caused this to happen. As the orgasm blasted through my body it seemed to set alight every nerve ending and I could feel wetness being forced out of my sex. Almost at the same time I sensed a movement and twisted my head to the side expecting to see Andrei instead I found myself staring directly into Stefan's eyes. There was enough light so that I could see that he was smiling and that he seemed to be naked. It was only then that I realised that he had at least three fingers immersed all the way into my sex and that his thumb was stroking my swollen clitoris while his free hand was kneading my left breast and his fingers were twirling the hardened nipple and tugging it away from its base. It was no wonder that I was climaxing.
It took me a few moments to get my act together and, as I opened my mouth to protest, the words were choked by his lips clamping down on mine and his tongue invading my mouth. Strangely the orgasm, which had begun to abate, flared up again and I climaxed a second time while his fingers pistoned in and out of my churning pussy and his thumb continued stroking my clit.
Although lost in the ecstatic pleasure of climaxing I nevertheless felt the sheet being lifted followed by the warmth of Stefan’s naked body against. I tried to protest as I felt hardness of his penis slipping along the length of my thigh leaving a trail of drying wetness on my hot skin and nearing my sex. I tried to wrench my mouth away from his and tell him that he had to get out of my bed but he lay on top of me, pinning me down, and I could feel his hard penis throbbing hotly between my spread thighs as the head butted against my still-spasming sex.

His hands clamped my bare breasts and his fingers found my nipples again rolling and pinching them hard causing me to whimper into his mouth with a mixture of pain and pleasure. He was moving his hips so that his penis was sliding up and down my slit, all the way from my clitoris to my vagina and the head brushed against my swollen love button causing me to shudder and gasp as if I'd been touched by a live electric wire and, to my shame, I discovered that I was moving my hips to line up his penis to enter my gaping. 

He chuckled as his hips bucked and his maleness slid easily into my vagina, greased by my sex juices and deeper and deeper it penetrated until it filled my vagina to capacity, the head butting against the neck of my womb, while our pubic hair meshed. Once his penis was fully buried he did not move but allowed my filled pussy to become accustomed to be so wonderfully filled. I felt my vaginal muscles spasms as they clamped round the huge, cylindrical hardness and suddenly I was orgasming again. It was the very first time that I’d ever experienced multiple orgasms it was blasting every nerve end in my body causing my spasming sex to contract, the muscles locking in spasmodic clenching around the huge prick, as my body arched off the bed and had his mouth not been clamped over mine I would have screamed with ecstasy and probably woken my husband up. 

Stefan stayed on top of me, not moving, while my orgasm blasted through me in response to his giant penis jerking inside my pussy. As the orgasm started fading his hips started moving as he pumped his penis slowly in and out of my slack vagina. His prick felt as hard as an iron bar and seemed to reach further inside my vagina than my husband's penis ever had. I was aware that, at the end of each inward stroke, the head of his prick butted against the neck of my womb. It pulsed, throbbed and jerked and suddenly I realised that I was starting to climax again as the base of his hard pole rubbed against the tip of my clitoris. I'd already had three and was now embarking on a fourth orgasm as my Polish lover settled into even and regular strokes. His penis was coming almost all the way out before being strongly rammed back inside until his pelvis crashed against mine and the head demanded entrance into my womb. I could feel his testicles swinging and banging against my bum cheeks at the end of each thrust while my clitoris was being stroked at the same time. The combination of all those sensations was driving me wild and I had to tear my mouth away from his because I was having difficulties breathing.
I moaned and sighed as I felt myself coming again, stronger and more cataclysmic than before and I clung on to him while my climax blasted through my entire body and I felt my pussy clamp hard around his hard prick so hard that he could no longer move it in and out. I'd never before felt that way, so uninhibited so avid, so greedy, so willing.

While my climax faded he continued to pump his hard prick into my very wet vagina until the glans banged against the neck of my womb and I felt his body go rigid, heard his breathing become a hoarse rasp, and his prick began to jerk inside my sex and I knew that his sperm was at last flooding my thirsty vagina and it caused me to climax again. I clung on to him for dear life as my pussy milked every single drop of sperm from his prick and I had to bite his shoulder to stop myself screaming the place down as ecstasy, as I'd never experienced before, swept through my writhing body. I was lost in space and time and only slowly regained awareness of my surroundings. His body was still on top of mine but his weight was becoming uncomfortable so I shifted and, as if sensing my discomfort, he rolled off me and his lip penis left my vagina and immediately I felt wetness begin to leak from it as a sense of emptiness made me want to beg him to put it back inside where it belonged.

I lay on my back, still shivering and dizzy from the intensity of the series of climaxes I'd experienced. I felt wonderful and not at all guilty even when I realised I had not used any protection and that I was probably at the most unsafe time of the month. 

Stefan took me in his arms and we kissed as my hands explored his muscular back then, of their own accord, started caressing his wet penis, touching it softly, petting it like a beloved pet while his mouth traced wet trails on my neck before his lips closed around my earlobe. In his broken English he made me aware that he wanted me to take his penis into my mouth and suck it back into hardness. Without thinking, reacting as if his every wish was my pleasure, I slid down his body, my nipples brushing his sweaty skin. He smelt of sweat and sex, an erotic masculine odour which seemed to act as an aphrodisiac and I felt desire once again course through my sated body. 

Although his penis was covered with a mixture of his sex juices and mine I kissed it tenderly on the very tip of the domed head then gathered up the bead of his thick juice clinging there before smothering the length of his shaft with slow, wet and lingering kisses. His penis started flexing and I felt hardness begin to return to it as I swallowed the heady cocktail of sex juices before sliding my lips all the way to the top. I opened my mouth wide and closed my lips around the domed head, licking it with my tongue, as I began to suck hard. Beads of silver fluid popped out of the small slit and I swallowed them eagerly as I felt his penis lengthen and become rock hard again and it brought home just how big it really was and I was surprised that I’d managed to accommodate it so easily inside my pussy.

I moved my lips further down his shaft sliding my tongue against the underside vein before slowly taking more and more of the hard tool into my mouth until I had all of it inside deep into the back of my throat with my lips buried in the tangle of his pubic hair. I was astounded that I'd managed to do this as I'd never taken my husband’s penis so deep inside my mouth even though it wasn't as thick or as long as his cousin’s. I realised that I was breathing through my nose and that my throat muscles were completely relaxed allowing his prick to slide down into my gullet without causing me to gag or retch.
His hips had started moving up and down as I guided his prick in and out of my mouth the same way it had slid in and out of my pussy earlier. I could hear him gasping for breath as my lips slid effortlessly up and down his shaft and he brushed my hair away from my face and I knew he'd done this so that he could watch his penis disappear into my mouth. It thrilled me to be watched and I sucked and licked, flicking my tongue over his glans at the end of every withdrawal. He was bucking, thrusting his hard penis into my mouth as hard as he'd done in my pussy, and the glans slid deep into my throat at the end of each thrust and I could feel it throbbing and twitching and I realised that he was on the verge of coming again and I was surprised that he was ready to come again so soon after having flooded my pussy with his sperm.

I really wanted his penis back into my pussy, wanted his sperm to fill me once again, so tried to pull my mouth off his penis however the hand at the back of my neck held me fast as he thrust his hard pulsing penis rhythmically in and out of my mouth. It seemed to grow thicker and harder inside my mouth and I relaxed so that I wouldn't choke as his glans slid that bit deeper into my throat. Then he pulled his penis back, so that the glans rested on top of my tongue, and his body went rigid and then my mouth was flooded with spurt after spurt of creamy sperm. I added to his pleasure by sucking gently and rolling my tongue round and round the glans as he emptied out his testicles. I drank the thick, creamy sperm as if it was ambrosia and kept on sucking until I was sure that not a single drop remained. 

His penis wilted and I licked it clean before allowing it to pop out of my mouth and I heard him sigh with pleasure as his breathing slowed down. I crawled back up the bed, my naked body sliding against his until I was sheltering in his arms and we kissed and I shuddered as I realised that surely he must be tasting his sperm on my tongue but didn’t seem to mind.

A while later he broke the kiss and slid down my body and I felt his fingers open up the lips of my pussy and he started to lick my labia up and down before he licked the inner ones causing me to shudder with ecstasy. He pushed his face closer to my pussy and his tongue dug into my wetness causing me to groan with delight. My thighs closed around his head as he clamped his lips around the swollen bud of my clitoris. My senses were immediately overcome by a tidal wave of orgasm and my mouth was open but no sound came out of it he sucked my clitoris into his mouth while his tongue slipped as far as it would go inside my vagina.

The orgasm was so powerful that it took all my strength from me and, for a long time, I seemed to be weightless and floated on a peak of ecstasy so incredible that nothing else existed. I was vaguely aware that strange sounds were coming from my open mouth as I tumbled down from the peak and slowly began to regain awareness. When I emerged from my dream state he was alongside me and was nuzzling my neck with his lips as his hands gently stroked my breasts as if gentling a wild animal. I turned my head and stared into his blue eyes and kissed him tenderly on the lips and licked my own sex fluid from his mouth. It felt as if we were sealing a pact.
Before leaving my bed, the next morning, he injected another dose of sperm deep inside me. 

As if conspiring with Stefan my husband had to go away for three days for his company and his cousin took full advantage of his absence and we made love four of five times a day and each time he left his calling card in my pussy so it’s no wonder that a week after he returned to Poland the pregnancy test announced that I was indeed with child,
