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  Foreword



The Cerulean Archives




While finishing off the Cuckold Collection and No Angels Stories, I delved into my back catalogue of stories written by me before I started publishing. They were a mix of notes, scraps, ideas and stories - and as I read through them, I realised some of them were good enough to publish.




So, with a bit of spit and polish and more than a hint of rewriting, here is the first in the ‘Cerulean Archives’ - Keeping It In The Family.




If you’re not already aware of my other books, feel free to check out my other series; ‘The Cuckold Collection’ (five novels), ‘No Angels’ (six novels and five novelettes), ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ and ‘Sexy Season Stories’, all available from your favourite digital eBook retailers.




Thanks for reading!
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  Chapter 1

  
  




I had been with Katey for eight years, a relationship long and strong enough for me to be able to honestly call her the love of my life. I don’t know why we had never married, it was just one of those things. We had talked about babies and settling down, but the concept of marriage just didn’t appeal to either of us, so the topic never came up in conversation.

However, having a family did come up more and more as we grew older. As I hit my early thirties I felt the time was right to become a father, and Katey felt the same. I guess because she was in her late twenties, she felt the same and referred to her biological clock ticking away. We were financially secure, we owned a home and I had a great job that paid well, so we decided to start trying.

We were patient, we knew that these things didn’t happen straight away, but six months went by and then a year. We were having plenty of sex, and by the time we hit eighteen months, Katey started to worry. We kept trying, and by now we were reading all kinds of fertility books as well as taking advice from friends on the best positions and most effective times of the month to have sex, but the two-year mark came around and Katey still hadn’t fallen pregnant. It was time to see a doctor, who in turn referred us to a specialist.

The news that came back after the tests wasn’t what we wanted. Katey was fine, in fact, we had her eggs tested for possible IVF treatment and they came back as excellent - grade A. The problem was with me. My sperm was very weak. I wasn’t quite infertile, but my little swimmers didn’t live long enough to reach the egg, and so the chances of us ever getting pregnant were slim. The specialist put it at one in a hundred thousand. I was so depressed.

So, IVF seemed to be the only possibility of it ever happening. Then, the unthinkable happened. I lost my job. I had never been out of work before and had a reasonably good CV so I found some more work straight away, but it didn’t pay half as well as my old job. I looked around for something better, but we soon realised that we were going to have to get used to living on a bit less money. This didn’t set us back as far as trying for a baby, except that there was no way we would be able to afford the IVF treatment we needed now.

Things looked bleak. We thought about adopting, but neither of us really wanted to do that unless it was the absolute last option. We decided to just keep trying, and pray for a miracle. In the meantime, we started saving the best we could. I took on some bar work during the evenings, and Katey hunted around for another little job to earn extra money alongside the part-time hours she already worked in our local shop. Things were tough, and our relationship started to suffer slightly as a result, but we worked as hard as we could to keep together. It was a vicious circle - we didn’t have enough money for the IVF and working the extra hours meant we didn’t see enough of each other, and we were also too tired, to have much sex.

After several months, we were almost at the point of giving up. We had saved for so long, but we weren’t even halfway to having the money we needed. With having a mortgage and car payments we couldn’t get any more credit for a loan, so the only other thing I could think of doing was asking if I could borrow some money from someone I knew. We had told a couple of close friends early on that we were having trouble getting pregnant, but I was too embarrassed to tell anyone the exact reason we were having problems.

The only person I felt I could tell and who might be able to lend us some money, was my father. My mother had died when I was quite young, and me and Dad had a good strong relationship. I didn’t see as much of him as I would have liked. We only visited him once a month or so, and I felt guilty about that, especially as he was getting older. I knew I should be spending more time with him now that he was retired, so we made the decision to visit him for the weekend, both to see him and to approach him with our problems and see if there was anything he could do for us financially.

The minute we walked through the door, we got the same wonderful welcome we always did. 

“Ricky!” Dad grabbed me and gave me a manly hug, holding me at arm’s length afterwards and saying how well I looked. Then, seeing Katey behind me, he pushed me out of the way and gave her a huge cuddle.

“Katey, my girl!” he said over her shoulder as he squeezed her in a big bear hug. “How the hell are you?”

“I’m fine, thanks Fred,” she said, looking at me over her shoulder. She was bright red in the face, and I knew why. I couldn’t see because he was facing away from me, but I could tell by the angle of his arms that his hands were on Kate’s bottom. My dad had always been a little bit over-familiar with her, indeed he had with all my girlfriends in the past, but none of them had lasted as long as Kate so he had never got to the bottom-grabbing stage. With them, I had only ever seen him look at their bottoms and breasts when they bent over, or he had always given them quite enthusiastic goodbye kisses and such, but with Katey he had managed to push his welcomes and farewells over the years as far as bottom pats or even squeezes. An embarrassed Kate had complained a little the first time Dad ever patted her lovely, curvy arse but I defended him by telling her that he was getting old and it had been a long, long time since Mum died. Dad had never been with another woman since then. Apparently back before they met and got married, Dad was a bit of a ladies’ man, working his way through every hot woman in town but ever since Mum died he had lived a single life. Just like Katey was to me, Mum had been Dad’s one true love.

I should describe Katey at this point, I guess. She’s quite a tall girl, at 5’ 8”, and has a curvy figure that turns heads wherever she goes. She’s not thin, but she’s far from being fat. Her waist is quite slim, but she has what people call child-bearing hips and a generous bottom. Her long legs are lovely and toned but her tits are the real eye-catchers - 36DD, and in great shape for a woman of almost thirty. Kate always wore lowish-cut tops, or tight t-shirts to emphasize them and quite rightly she was rather proud of her bust. Don’t get me wrong - she never dressed slutty, she just dressed nice - smart and yet sexy is how she liked to describe it. Her shoulder-length, straight hair was naturally a mousey brown, but ever since I had known her she had kept it dyed a light blonde, which set off her pale skin and blue eyes to a tee. I was a lucky man, because all in all, my Katey was a looker. And the best thing about it all was that she was modest and down-to-earth with it and not one of those girls who think that they’re God’s Gift to the male species.

So once Dad had let a relieved Katey out of his clutches we went through the usual catch-up stuff, until eventually while we were sitting in the front room having some tea and biscuits, I decided to tell Dad about our problems. He sat there and listened patiently as we told him everything we had gone through over the past couple of years, nodding understandingly as I explained.

“You’re not the only one in the family to have problems, lad,” Dad said when I and Katey finally went quiet. We hadn’t asked for any money yet or even brought up the IVF treatment.

“No?” I didn’t know of anybody else who had ever struggled to have kids, “Who else?”

“Your Uncle Ray had poor spunk,” Dad said rather tactlessly, but I chose to ignore the bluntness of his comments, putting it down to his old age. Dad was in his early seventies. “That’s my brother,” he told Katey.

“But Uncle Ray’s got two daughters,” I said, puzzled.

“Ah, yes. Your cousins,” he turned to Kate once more, “Marie and Sophie, they’re called. Nice girls.” Then he addressed me again, his voice taking on a note of confidentiality. “But they’re not really your cousins. They’re not Ray’s.”

“Oh, I see,” I never saw that coming, “So whose are they?”

“Keep this to yourself,” Dad said, leaning forward and whispering even though there wasn’t anyone else in the house except for us three. “They’re Old Jim’s girls.”
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“Old Jim?” I nearly choked on my biscuit. Old Jim was dad’s best friend, they had known each other since they were boys, going to school and serving in the army together, and were even each other’s Best Men at their weddings. Dad called him Old Jim, even though his friend was only a year older than him. They had lost touch for a few years after the weddings but had become close friends again after Jim’s wife died, several years ago.

“Does Uncle Ray know?” Katey said. She looked as surprised as me, even though she didn’t know Ray or my cousins all that well. “In fact, do the girls know?”

Dad sat back in his chair again. “Ray knows all about it. Of course he does, he set the whole thing up with Old Jim. But the girls don’t know. They think they’re Ray’s and that’s the best thing for them. Old Jim’s not really a family man, you know.”

That was true. Jim had three kids but he didn’t get on with any of them. In truth, even though he was Dad’s best friend, I didn’t like the man much. When he was younger he had been cocky and arrogant, but now as an old man, he was just grumpy and rude. He had alienated his children soon after their mother died, and they had all moved away since then. I had no idea if he even saw them anymore. That was why it was good that he was friends with Dad. Dad needed the company, and so did Jim these days.

“So Ray arranged it? Wow, that’s some secret to keep,” I said, struggling to take in all this new information. “How did they do it? I guess they used a turkey baster or something?”

“No,” said Dad, looking at me as though I was stupid, “None of that business. Ray used to pay Jim to take Joan out once a week, get her rip-roaring drunk and then she would spend the night with him. They did that for a few weeks each time, until she fell pregnant. Then life went back to normal. Well, as normal as it gets once you’re a parent.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to change the subject when I saw Katey’s horrified face. What must she think of my family now? “So I guess that poor fertility runs in the family. That makes me feel slightly better, I think. Anyway…” I had to try and get him onto the subject of the IVF treatment, and find out if Dad could lend us some money to finance it. Luckily Katey saved me the job, jumping in before I could say anything and explaining to Dad that we had thought about adoption, but it didn’t appeal to us when there were still other options available to us.

“No,” Dad agreed firmly, “You don’t want to be adopting if you can help it. You want to bring up your own flesh and blood.” I agreed, then Kate began to explain about the IVF procedure, finally moving on to the costs. Dad’s eyebrows raised almost to the top of his wrinkled, bald head when she said the figures. 

“That’s a lot of money,” he commented.

“More than we can afford,” I said ruefully, and Dad looked at me for a moment, weighing me up.

“So, I’m guessing you’re looking to borrow the money from someone?” he asked. Dad was old, but he wasn’t a fool. I nodded, looking to Katey for support. She nodded too and Dad sighed, “It’s more than I can afford, but I could help you with some of it.”

“Well, that will help for sure,” said Katey, “We’d be ever so grateful.”

“Hold on,” Dad slowed my happy girlfriend down, “You’d have to earn it.”

“We’ll pay it back,” I pointed out, but Dad waved me away.

“Whatever,” he said dismissively. “Listen, are you staying for the weekend?” I nodded. “Good, well this place needs decorating. It’s too much for me, so I was going to pay someone to do it, but if you’d stay for the weekend and we all do it together, then I’ll see what money I can get my hands on for you.”

“We’d love to!” squealed an excited Katey, and jumping up from the settee, she launched herself at Dad, sitting on his knee and giving him a warm and grateful hug. “Thank you!”

Dad just laughed and put his arms around her. As Katey gave him a kiss on the cheek, Dad’s hands moved down her back to her bottom and gave it a good, two-handed squeeze. “It’s a pleasure,” he said.

We were going to stay in a local hotel, but I cancelled the reservation because Dad offered us his spare room. Normally I wouldn’t have imposed myself on him like that, and Katey would have felt uncomfortable staying but because we couldn’t borrow the whole sum that we needed, we decided to put the money we were saving from the hotel costs towards our ‘Make a Baby’ fund. The guest room, much like the entire house, was in desperate need of a makeover, which we would be taking care of over the weekend, but for now, it would do us just fine. Because we weren’t planning on stopping at Dad’s, Kate hadn’t brought very appropriate bed wear - in fact she had packed some really sexy lingerie to encourage me to keep up our energetic baby-making sex sessions. So that night, after we had eaten, watched television, done the usual family things and retired to bed, Kate felt a little awkward about wearing them.

“What if Fred comes in or something, and sees me wearing them?” she asked, standing in front of me in the bedroom in just a white, lacy, and slightly see-through vest top, and matching sexy panties. 

“He wouldn’t just come in,” I assured her. “He’ll knock at least.”

“Haha,” she laughed sarcastically, “Very funny. It wouldn’t surprise me though, you know he’s a bit naughty. He shocked me earlier though because when I sat on his knee I could feel his willy, and he had a hard on.”

“Oops,” I chuckled, “I thought he would be too old to still be getting boners. Just humour him, you know he’s harmless.”

“I know,” Katey laughed back, “And I guess I’m the nearest he gets to having any fun, so I let him get away with it. If it was anyone else though…” Katey was a great girl. Compassionate, understanding, caring and a hotty to boot. I was a lucky man, even if I was infertile.

We went to bed that night and made love as planned although it wasn’t as noisy or as passionate as our normal sessions because we didn’t want Dad to hear us. I just did it to her in the missionary position until I came inside her, and then we went to sleep, ready for the big decorating job that awaited us tomorrow.

In the morning, Dad cooked breakfast early for us, before we even had a shower. To go downstairs, Katey wore a pair of my shorts over the top of her sexy knickers, but she didn’t wear anything over the saucy vest top as she thought it just about hid everything from view. However, as we got into the brighter light of the dining room, I realised that I could see the dark circles of her nipples through the thin, white material, and every time she moved, the large armholes gaped open to reveal the sides of her breasts. The low cut front revealed most of her cleavage too, but I didn’t say anything for fear of embarrassing her. I just hoped Dad didn’t stare too obviously. Of course, he did. Every time Katey reached out over the table to grab the orange juice or whatever, Dad’s eyes would be out as if on stalks, but my wonderful girlfriend didn’t pay attention to him. She knew he was staring goggled-eyed at her half-exposed buxom because I saw her roll her eyes at me a couple of times, but she never said a thing.

After breakfast, we all went out and bought some paint and wallpaper that Dad liked, and then after a spot of lunch, we got straight on with the task at hand. A slight problem was that Dad only had one set of overalls, so I wore those to do the painting, leaving the wallpapering to Katey and him. Kate’s clothes were terribly inadequate for decorating, and because she was shorter and obviously curvier than Dad or I, we couldn’t lend her any suitable clothing, so she had to manage in the black blouse and short denim skirt that she was wearing. She took her heels off because she had to be the one at the top of the stepladders. I watched amused as Dad held the ladders while she climbed up to paste the wallpaper. I quite clearly saw Dad look up her skirt every time she ascended, and even though she was only wearing a pair of plain, white cotton panties today, he seemed to be enjoying the view. During a tea break, I pulled Katey to one side and pointed it out to her, but she simply shrugged.

“Let him look if it makes him happy,” she chuckled, “It might help our chances, get him more on our side, you know?”

“He’s already on our side,” I reminded her, “I’m his son - you’re his daughter-in-law.”

“It can’t hurt,” she said, “And like you said, poor old Fred’s probably not seen any boobs or bum for years, so let him look - he’s harmless, and it’ll get him in a nice mood.” I couldn’t disagree, so after a cup of tea and some biscuits, we got back on with the decorating.

My painting took me off into another room, and when I came back to see how they were getting on, I was surprised to see that Katey had her blouse unbuttoned halfway down to her stomach. The black top was gaping open to reveal a healthy amount of cleavage showing above her plain, white bra. She saw me staring at her, and smiled.

“This is such hard work, and it’s so hot in here!” she gasped, and popped open another button, “Can you get me a drink, darling?”

I saw Dad watching her breasts, which bounced nicely as she descended the ladder. “Okay,” I mumbled and went to get us all a drink of juice. When I returned, she was sitting on the bottom step, with her legs parted slightly and because her skirt was quite short, the crotch of her white knickers was in clear view of both me and Dad, who had sat down on a chair directly opposite from her, and was obviously enjoying the view.

“You’ve got a lovely bust,” Dad sighed suddenly, then he went bright red as if he had spoken aloud without meaning to.

“Fred!” giggled Katey, looking down at her gaping blouse, but not doing anything to cover herself, “You shouldn’t be looking.”

Dad smiled from ear to ear, then turned to me for a moment. “Doris - sorry - your mum had a wonderful body. Smashing big breasts, just like Katey’s.”

Now it was my turn to object. “Dad! I really don’t want to talk about mum’s breasts!”

Both Dad and Katey laughed at my embarrassment, then Dad turned back towards my girlfriend, “They’ll get even bigger when you get pregnant. Doris went up two cup sizes. Joan’s did too if I remember right. My brother Ray couldn’t get enough of them after Old Jim had knocked her up. In fact, I think that was the main reason he wanted another baby, after the first one.”

Katey was giggling away at Dad’s naughtiness, obviously quite surprised at his lewd talk, but I wasn’t. I knew he could be quite rude and cheeky when he wanted to, but only usually around me or Old Jim, so I was a bit shocked he was being so risque with Katey.

“Well, I hope I get pregnant, so I can find out,” Katey was saying. “I’m sure Ricky will love it if they get bigger, won’t you?”

“They’re big enough already,” I said, joining in the fruity tone of the conversation, “I like them as they are, but I guess if they do get bigger, then that will be a bonus.”

“They are quite big,” Katey said, looking down. Then she grabbed both breasts and shoved them together so that her cleavage was bunched right up, making them look even larger. For a moment I thought they were going to pop right out of the white bra. “They’ll be up there like that, won’t they, if I ever do get pregnant?” She directed the question at Dad, and even I had to stifle a laugh when I saw his face. His mouth was wide open as he stared, and he shut it with a click before stuttering out an answer.

“Probably,” he stammered. I knew Katey was just teasing him, and flirting a little to get Dad more open to the loan we needed, but I started to feel a bit sorry for him as she was leading him on quite mercilessly. I didn’t have to say anything to her however because her little plan backfired abruptly when the back door opened and the man I had always known as Old Jim walked straight in.
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Dad and I weren’t short people, we both stood at over six feet tall, but Old Jim towered above even us. He was a brute of a man physically, and his deep voice and sheer presence made him an imposing figure even now in his early seventies.

“Hello… Oh, what do we have here?” his voice boomed into the room, as he closed the door behind him.

“Hi Jimmy,” said Dad, but my attention went straight back to Katey. I expected her to be covering herself rapidly, but she was that surprised or shocked that she was just sitting there with half her buxom on display, and her white panties still visible between her slightly open legs.

“Hello Ricky lad,” Jim said to me, but his eyes were on Katey also. He’d never met Kate as far as I could remember. “Who’s this busty beauty?”

“I’m Katey,” she said, finally pulling her blouse together and shutting her legs, “I’m Rick’s girlfriend.”

Jim took her hand and kissed it in a most charming way, which brought a small smile to Kate’s lips. “You’re a lucky man, Ricky lad. I hope you’re treating her like the princess she is.”

Dad joined in the conversation then, “We’re doing a spot of decorating at the moment, and she’s been helping me with the wallpapering. Not exactly princess work, but she’s doing a grand job.”

Jim looked around. “So I see,” then he looked back at Katey, sat on the bottom step of the ladders, “Not really decorating clothing - not that I’m complaining, mind. I bet you look even better at the top of those ladders.”

Katey blushed slightly. “Cheeky!” she reprimanded the old fellow, who just laughed.

“So what’s it all in aid of then?” Jim inquired, picking up a roll of paper and looking at the pattern.

“It’s a long story,” Dad said, “I’ll explain as we go along.” He pasted another length of paper and passed it to Katey, who duly took it and mounted the steps once more. I saw both Dad’s and Jim’s eyes go straight to her bottom as she climbed up. When she got to the top, she had to lean forward and to the side to stick the paper on, which gave us all a wonderfully clear view of her knickers.

Nobody said anything as she let the rest of the pasted paper fall down for Dad to catch and stick onto the lower part of the wall. All our eyes were transfixed on her bottom until she turned and stepped back down.

“Ahem,” Dad cleared his throat, “So, yes, what was I saying. Oh, that’s right. They’re helping me do the decorating as a favour.”

“A favour?” asked Jim, glancing at me before turning his attention back to Katey, whose blouse was gaping open and partly exposing her breasts in their white bra, as she began to paste another length of the paper.

“Ricky here has the same problem as our Ray,” Dad explained rather bluntly, “So they’re trying to save up to have… What was it called again?”

“IVF,” answered Katey, as she finished pasting the strip, “It’s a type of fertility treatment…”

“I know what it is,” interrupted Jim, “I’ve heard about it. Sounds like a lot of messing about, and it’s expensive too. So what are we doing here then? Trying to earn some extra money to pay for it?”

“They want to borrow some money,” Dad confirmed, “But I’m making them earn it.”

“Well, Katey’s definitely earning it,” Jim said, leaning forward and slyly looking under Katey’s skirt as she reached the top of the steps again. “That is a gorgeous bum you’ve got there, girl.”

I saw Katey look over her shoulder at Jim, who just continued to leer up at her panty clad bottom. “Hey!” she said, but there wasn’t really annoyance in her tone. Instead, she just smiled at Jim, who grinned back at her.

“This is a naughty girl, Ricky lad,” he said to me without taking his eyes off Katey’s ass as she turned back to the wall to finish sticking up the paper, “I can think of lots of jobs she could do for me to earn some extra cash.”

Knowing Jim’s reputation with the ladies, I could imagine what those jobs might involve, and I couldn’t help but chuckle at his front. If Jim had been a lot younger, I might have taken offence but he was as old as Dad.

“Jim! You’re as naughty as Fred here,” Katey giggled at him. “Really, at your age…”

“Hey, I’m not too old,” Jim quipped, “Did Fred tell you how Ray overcame his problem and got two girls?”

“Yes, he did,” Katey replied as she returned to the paste table. I realised I was standing there doing nothing while my girlfriend did all the work, and instantly felt guilty. I looked around for my paint cans and brushes, while Katey continued flirting with Old Jim. “You used to be a bit of a ladies’ man I take it, back in your day?”

“I still am. As I said, I’m not too old,” he repeated, “If you want to follow the same route, and save yourself some money, you’ve only got to ask Old Jimmy. I’d be pleased to help out - especially with a busty princess like you.”

“I bet you would,” Katey chuckled, “But I think we’ll take the IVF route, thanks all the same.”

Dad was laughing along at their banter, but no one was paying any attention to me. In fact, it was as though I wasn’t even there, so I took up my paints and brushes and went back to the stairwell where I had been working.

After finishing the wall, which took me perhaps a half hour, I returned back to the front room to find Old Jim still there with Dad and Katey. They had done a great job with the wallpapering and I was about to tell them so but I froze in the doorway. Katey’s top was off. She was sitting on the bottom step again, drinking a beer, in just her skirt and white bra. She saw me then, stopping whatever she was saying to Dad.

“Hey! Ah… right,” she said, noticing my shock, “It got really hot in here, and the old guys here dared me to take my top off, so…”

“Plus your Dad told me she had a great pair of titties,” Old Jim said, “And I wanted to see for myself.” What game was Katey playing here? All I could say was a mumbled ‘Okay,’ before Old Jim hit me with another shock. 

“I forgot how good a young pair of breasts feel,” he said, reaching out and grabbing the tit nearest to him. Katey didn’t flinch or even move a muscle as he cupped it and squeezed it through the material of the bra. “Have you felt them, Fred?” he said but Dad shook his head and looked at me with a bit of an uncomfortable look on his face. Old Jim followed Dad’s look to me and then shrugged. “You don’t mind do you, lad? You get to play with these every day, whereas your Dad and I, we’re lucky if we get to see a girl in a tight top.” He chuckled, “Come on Fred, have a feel. Don’t be a pussy.”

I saw Dad look at me, hesitating and for some reason I found myself nodding at him, as though it was okay. Dad moved slowly, as though through water, reaching out a slightly trembling hand to cup Katey’s other breast. He moulded it and squeezed it, much like Jim was doing with the other tit. Katey sat there quite calmly, not doing or saying anything to stop the two old men from feeling her up.

After a few seconds of groping her breast alongside Dad, Old Jim moved his hand to her bra strap, easing it down off her shoulder, but Katey stopped him just as he was about to pull her bra down.

“Whoa there, naughty!” Katey said, pulling her bra strap back up, “Steady on a bit.”

“Well, give us a look at those panties then,” said Old Jim, moving his hand to the hem of her skirt. Dad was still squeezing her breast when Katey sighed and let her legs fall open slightly as Old Jim lifted her skirt right up to expose the front of her white cotton knickers. “Wow! Look at that Fred.” I wasn’t sure but I thought I could see a bit of a damp spot on her gusset as Old Jim pulled her knees apart a little further. Again, Katey didn’t try to resist his actions, neither did she say anything as both he and Dad looked at her panties. Jim still had one hand on her knee, and he slid it slowly up the inside of her thigh until he reached her crotch. Dad was watching avidly, her breasts forgotten about as Old Jim rubbed the front of her panties, moving his thumb down across her where her slit was hidden. Katey twitched slightly as he did so, probably from her clit being touched, and she pushed his hand away, closing her legs and pulling her skirt back down.

“I think that’s enough,” she said in an odd voice. It sounded as though she was horny, but surely she couldn’t be turned on by the attention of these two oldies, could she?

“Darn it,” growled Old Jim in his deep gruff voice, “I bet that fanny is as tight as a blacksmith’s vice, isn’t it lad?” He addressed me with the question and all I could do was nod in reply.

“Thought so,” he mused, “And with you trying for a baby I bet you get to nail it every night, you lucky bastard.”

“I am here you know?” Katey said with a smile as we discussed her, “Come on, we should really get on with finishing this wallpapering.”

And quite bizarrely, that’s what they did. As if nothing had happened, everything went back to normal. It was all quite surreal. Old Jim went home not too long afterwards, asking Dad if there was anything he needed to fetch when he went shopping the following morning, and then it was back to just the three of us again. We finished the papering, talking as though nothing had happened. Katey put her blouse back on, washed up and went to cook us our evening meal.

I was just getting to grips with what had happened this afternoon and I was preparing in my head the questions I had for Katey when things went weird again. We had finished our meal and I was doing the washing-up when Kate decided she needed a shower before bed as she was a bit sweaty and dirty from the decorating. Ten minutes or so later, Dad went upstairs to get changed for bed, which was all fine. No reason for me to think anything was amiss, and at that point, it wasn’t, but shortly after that, just as I had finished the pots I heard Katey call out for a towel as she had forgotten to bring one into the bathroom. I dried my hands and headed upstairs but I only got halfway there. Dad was walking across the landing with a towel in his hands, and as I watched, he knocked on the slightly ajar bathroom door. He called out her name and waited outside.

“Fred?” I heard Katey say, “Can you bring it to me?” Dad hesitated so Katey called out again, “It’s okay - I’m sure you’ve seen it all before at your age. I’m not shy.”

Dad pushed the door open and walked into the steamy bathroom. As he disappeared from sight, I bounded up the stairs, taking them two at a time until I was outside the open door. I looked through to see a totally naked Katey turn off the shower, and then take the towel off Dad while stepping out into the bathroom beside him. Her wet body looked fantastic, trickles of water dripping from her firm, 36DD tits and running down her belly to her pussy. Katey kept her dark brown, almost black pubes trimmed into a neat triangle, but they were soaked through and water dripped from her bush as she put the towel behind her and dried her back. That made her breasts thrust forward towards Dad who just stood there taking in the sight before him.

“Thanks, Fred,” said Katey in a dismissive way, but Dad just stood there. Neither of them had noticed me yet.

“Can I feel your breasts again?” he asked quietly.

“If you really want to,” Katey answered, and Dad immediately grabbed both tits before she could change her mind, making Katey giggle.

“Be gentle,” she said softly to him as he pushed them together and squeezed them firmly.

“Sorry, I haven’t held a pair of titties for a long time. It’s a shame you don’t want to get pregnant the same way Joan did,” Dad said slowly, “It would be a lot easier and cheaper than that IVF thing.”

“Are you volunteering Fred?” asked Katey, pushing his hands gently away so that she could get dry.

Dad took a reluctant step backwards. “I was thinking of Old Jim actually.”

“I bet you’d like to try though, wouldn’t you Fred?” Katey sat on the edge of the bath, opening her legs as she dried her thighs. “You’re a very naughty boy, especially for your age.”

I could see Dad staring at her exposed hairy pussy and I decided to stop it now by walking into the bathroom. Dad nearly jumped out of his skin, but Katey didn’t look surprised to see me there. “What are you two up to?” I asked the pair of them.
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“Fred just brought me a towel,” she explained, “I was shouting for you but you didn’t come.”

Dad shuffled out of the room without a word, and I felt a bit sorry for him.

“What the hell are you playing at?” I asked my girlfriend when I heard him go downstairs. “Stop teasing him - are you trying to give him a heart attack?” 

“I’m just softening him up for us,” said Katey. She looked so hot, her naked body dry now except for her bleach blonde hair, which was still sexily wet and tousled.

“I think soft is the last thing he is right now,” I chuckled.

“Am I having the same effect on you?” she purred, feeling the front of my trousers. “Ooooh,” she said when she felt my hard-on. “Did seeing Daddy touch my boobies turn you on?”

It had, although I didn’t know why. Without answering, I turned around and closed the bathroom door. As I undid my trousers, Katey bent over the sink and spread her legs so I could shove my hard cock straight into her from behind. Neither of us said anything as I fucked her hard and fast from behind until finally, I came deep into her wet cunt with one final deep thrust. Then we got dressed, ready for bed, went downstairs and watched some television with Dad for a little while before we all went to bed. It was only then that Katey and I talked.

I had indeed got turned on watching Dad grope her, and seeing Old Jim fondle her through her bra and touch her through her panties had affected me the same way. Katey asked me why, but I couldn’t explain it. It just did. After just a few minutes of talking about it I was rock-hard again, and ready for another baby-making attempt, but Katey slowed me down.

“Hey, we need to talk more first,” she whispered, pushing me away so that we were just laid next to each other in bed.

I might not have gotten to fuck her yet, but I had managed to slip a finger inside her and I noticed that she was really wet. “Did it turn you on too? With Dad and Old Jim I mean?”

Katey took a minute to answer, but when she did she answered honestly. “Yes, I suppose it did. Maybe because it’s so wrong to flirt with them when they’re so much older than me, or maybe it’s just that they were so upfront about it, I don’t know.”

We both lay there quietly, thinking the same thing although it was Katey who brought it up.

“IVF is really expensive,” she whispered. “If we took another option, think of what we could do with the money.”

“We could completely refit the baby’s room,” I mused.

“We could do more than that,” Katey insisted. “It would be a real help.”

“But…” I interjected, “I really want our baby to be mine - my flesh and blood, and with Old Jim…”

“Well,” Katey started, then paused for a moment, “If I let your Dad, it would still be your flesh and blood…”

“Dad?” I repeated after her, “That would make the baby my little brother, or sister.”

“I suppose,” said Katey softly, “But who would know apart from us? At least it would be related to you - which is the next best thing?”

“I need to think about it,” I said, running a hand between Kate’s legs. Her hairy pussy was soaking wet, but why? Was this getting her horny?

“There’s no time to think about it,” Katey pressed me, “This is the perfect opportunity - we go home tomorrow and-”

“You want to do it, now?” I said, incredulous.

“Why not?” Katey said, “You don’t need to do anything. I know it would be embarrassing for you to ask. No, I’ll just go in there now and ask him. I’m sure he’ll agree and from the hard-on that he’s been sporting most of the day we know he’s still capable.”

“If you’re sure,” I said, and that was it. Katey only had her sexy vest-type top on. She was naked from the waist down as I had tugged her panties down, but she jumped out of bed and left the room without putting them back on. I lay there for a little while, stunned at how fast events had moved over the past day, and then after a short time, I began to wonder what was going on. Were they having sex? It seemed so unnatural, but for some reason, it made a weird sort of sense, what we were doing. It was a rather warped logic, but we weren’t doing anything legally wrong. Plus, the thought of her sleeping with a man who was over forty years her senior turned me on for some inexplicable reason, even though it was Dad. I couldn’t lay there any longer. I threw back the covers and I was just about to sneak out of the room to see if I could hear or see anything when I heard Dad’s voice calling me.

“Son? Would you come in here?” he asked, so I duly walked to his room and pushed open the door, with some trepidation at what I might find. It was a sight I had never expected to see - my curvy girlfriend, fully naked, laid out at the side of my also-nude father. His erect cock was larger than I thought - I had never seen it during my life as far as I could remember, so I didn’t know what to expect, but it was maybe an inch or so longer than my average-sized penis, and it was surrounded by a thin, wiry bush of grey, coarse pubic hair.

“Hi,” came out of my mouth, somehow.

“Are you really all right with this?” Dad asked me, and I nodded. “Good, because I wouldn’t ever want to do anything to upset you, son.”

“Great,” said Katey impatiently, “Can we get on with this now?” She reached out and took hold of Dad’s slightly wrinkly-looking cock, and then she slid downwards along the bed until her head was in line with his stiff shaft. I knew I should go back to bed and leave them to it but I felt glued to the spot. I watched as Katey began to suck him eagerly, stopping after a couple of minutes to say, “Okay, that should be hard enough.”

Dad was panting already and I could tell he wouldn’t take long to cum for her. “Do you want me on top?” he asked awkwardly.

“If you like,” Katey said, moving back up the bed and then spreading her legs for him. Dad shuffled into position between them before clumsily trying to point the head of his dick at her wet pussy lips. “Come here,” said Katey, taking charge of the situation and reaching down, she guided his bulbous, purple head into her folds.

“It’s been such a long time,” apologized Dad as he sank his weight down onto her, plunging his dick deep into her hairy cunt.

“Ooooh,” sighed Katey, “That’s it - you’re a big boy, Fred!” Then she gasped a little, as Dad’s saggy bottom started to move up and down on top of her. “Ooooh, yes. Come on, fuck me, Freddie. Fill me up with your spunk.”

Her dirty talk had the desired effect. Dad’s arse began to pump up and down faster and faster, and after just a couple of minutes, I saw him thrust right into her and his whole body visibly tense up as he came.

“Aw… F-f-fuck!” Dad managed to splutter as he shot his load deep inside Katey’s pussy. 

“That’s it, that’s it!” Katey encouraged him, until he finally relaxed on top of her, his cock spent. Dad rolled off her, sucking in great gulps of air as he recovered from his exertions. His grey, wrinkled dick was shrinking as I watched, but my attention was diverted to Kate’s hairy pussy as Dad’s creamy sperm began to dribble from her puffy, pink pussy lips.

“Are you okay, Dad?” I had to ask him, because he looked absolutely worn out.

“I’m fine son,” he gasped, “As I said, it’s been a long time, but worth it. Thanks Katey.”

“No, thank you,” she giggled and then turned to me, “Are you just going to stand there gawking or are you going to come here and add yours in there too?”

“That’s a good idea,” Dad agreed as he climbed off the bed and pulled his navy blue Y-fronts on, “That way, if Katey does get pregnant, we won’t know exactly whose it is. It might be a bit easier for you to handle.”

I could see the logic but I was hesitant to screw Katey in front of my Dad, however, my girlfriend must have read my mind. “Oh, come on,” she complained, “You’re not shy, are you? You’ve just seen your Dad’s dick and after everything I’ve done today, I don’t know how you could even begin to be shy. What’s up? Are you chicken?”

Dad laughed at her mocking me, so I had to do it. I stripped off and was surprised once again to find myself absolutely rock-hard. Katey spread her legs wide again, this time to accommodate me, and for a moment I felt a bit squeamish at shoving my cock into her pussy which was full of Dad’s spunk, but only for a moment. Dad hadn’t shown much finesse, so I wasn’t too worried about putting on a grand show for him - I just thrust myself into her freshly fucked, loose-feeling pussy and began to bang her as hard and fast as I could.

“Go on, son!” Dad egged me on, “Give her the good seeing-to that she deserves.”

“Yes, come on Ricky,” Katey whispered sexily into my ear, “Fuck me properly.”

That spurred me on even further, and I began to kiss her while I screwed her with every ounce of energy I had until finally, we both came. Her orgasm happened first - I knew she was close because she started to make the familiar little whimpering noises in my ear that she always does prior to cumming, and then she wrapped her legs around me and screamed out loud as it hit her. Her body trembled with the ecstasy of it, and I felt her pussy muscles clench around my cock, making me cum in turn. My seed shot out of my pulsing dick as I buried it right inside her, my spunk mixing with Dad’s in the very deepest part of her.

As I came down from the natural high that follows great sex, I realised that Dad was still standing there in just his Y-fronts. “Well done, son,” he said, patting me on the back.

I felt a rush of embarrassment. “Right, I think I’ll get off to bed. Are you coming?” I asked Katey.

“Of course,” she sighed, and picking up our clothes went back to our bedroom. Neither of us said anything, we just climbed into bed, cuddled and fell asleep.

When I awoke the next morning, I was alone. At first, I assumed Katey was downstairs or in the shower, so I rose and put a dressing gown on, then headed out to go downstairs but as I crossed the landing, I heard a familiar female moaning sound coming from Dad’s bedroom. I pushed the door open wide enough to look through and saw Katey, totally naked again, on top of Dad and riding him vigorously. Dad had his hands on her generous tits, kneading them as she bounced up and down on his cock. I left them to it and headed downstairs for a coffee. I was sitting reading the newspaper when Katey finally came downstairs.

“We did it again,” Katey said matter-of-factly as she grabbed a cup and sat down next to me.

“I know,” I commented casually, “I saw you.”

“Gave her another load of the family seed,” said Dad as he joined us. This really was incredibly surreal. “Old Jim guessed right, she has got a lovely tight fanny.”

“I know,” I said again. Was I really talking about my girlfriend’s pussy with my father?

“Fabulous breasts too,” Dad gave Katey’s tits a squeeze through her thin, vest top as he passed her to sit next to me at the breakfast table, “In fact a lovely body all round. You’re a lucky man, son.”

“Thanks,” I muttered, not really knowing what else to say. I stuck a piece of toast in my mouth so I didn’t have to say anything.

“Hopefully, it’s done the trick,” Katey said across the table, “If not we’ll just keep trying until it does.”

I almost choked on the toast. Try again? Was she thinking about making this a regular thing?

“Well, if not,” said Dad, “This is for you.” He produced a cheque book from one of the kitchen drawers, wrote out a cheque and passed it to Katey. I saw her eyes widen slightly as she read it, and then she showed it to me. 

“Dad!”, I spluttered out the toast when I saw the figure on the cheque, “You can’t give us that, it’s too much!”

“Take it,” he said, tucking into the breakfast that I had made for him, “Really, it’s yours. It’ll all be yours anyway, when I’m gone, so take it. If you get pregnant the normal way, then use it to have a holiday or decorate the baby’s room or something.”

I was so grateful that I got up and gave him a hug, and Katey followed suit. He was happy, but I think he enjoyed Katey’s hug more than mine, giving her a really tight squeeze. When we left him to go home later that day, Dad told us how happy he was with the decorating job, and how much he had enjoyed our visit. He only had eyes for Katey as he said it though, obviously because of what they’d done for each other. Dad had given Katey two loads of the precious family sperm, and she had given him his first full sex since my mother died.

A few weeks later, Katey took a pregnancy test but we were disappointed to find that she wasn’t pregnant yet. I was quite deflated by the negative results, but Katey told me that very few people get pregnant at the first time of trying, meaning her and Dad, so we paid another visit to Dad’s house that following weekend, staying over but for just one night this time. Dad expressed his sympathy at our disappointment but offered immediately to give Katey some more sperm if she wanted to keep trying. And that’s when things got really wild…
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Katey insisted on calling him Fred. It was okay with me – if it made things possible to try again.

Fred was only too pleased to help out when we failed to get Katey pregnant the first time. He was sympathetic with our disappointment, but obviously quite eager to assist Katey once again. We were only staying one night this time, but it was plenty of time because we were there for the sole purpose of trying to make a baby - both Katey and Fred knew exactly what was going to happen - and we didn’t have to do any decorating or anything like that to earn his favour.

Shortly after arriving, I left Katey and Fred downstairs talking in the front room while I took our bags upstairs to the guest room. I quickly unpacked and headed back downstairs to find them in the front room, drinking tea and already discussing the reason for our visit and sorting out the plan for what we were going to do.

“This is slightly awkward,” Katey was saying, “Talking like this - it feels a bit mechanical and… well, seedy isn’t quite the right word, but…”

“Don’t be embarrassed,” Fred replied as I joined them, “It’s me you’re talking to - not some random stranger - and it’s not like we haven’t done it already.”

“It does feel a bit weird though,” I said. I had to agree with Katey.

“We just have to remember that we’re doing this for a reason,” my girlfriend talked as though she was giving us a motivational speech, “It’s not about the sex, it’s all for an amazing cause - we’re trying to make a baby.”

“Exactly,” agreed Fred, “So there shouldn’t be anything to be ashamed or embarrassed about.”

It was easy for him to say - he was the one getting all the fun. A man in his seventies getting to screw a gorgeous woman over forty years his junior, and with none of the usual strings attached - let’s be honest, he was on to a good thing here.

“So how do we do this?” Katey said, surprisingly eagerly.

“It’s up to you,” Fred shrugged.

“Well, how many times do you think you can do it?” Katey asked him, “I’m not being disrespectful or anything, but you’re no spring chicken. I don’t want to wear you out, but we’re only here for one night and we need to do it as much as possible if I’m to have any chance of getting pregnant.”

We need to do it as much as possible. It was one of those things that every guy would love to hear, so I could only imagine Fred’s delight at her words.

“Just say the word and we’ll get started,” Fred said. He was being very professional and serious about the whole thing, but I would have bet my house and car that inside he was doing back-flips with joy at his good fortune.

“Do you think you could do it this afternoon?” Katey asked. It was just after midday right now. “And then maybe tonight as well? Will you recover in time, if you take my meaning? I don’t want to harp on about your age but…”

“Don’t worry,” Fred interrupted her with a chuckle, “I won’t let you down, lassie. It does take me a while to get it up again though. We’ll just have to see how I do, but I’m sure I’ll be fine after a couple of hours rest.”

“Okay,” said Katey. I had hardly said a word throughout the whole exchange. I had just sat there in mute astonishment at how open Katey was being about the whole thing. She was desperate for children though, so I could understand it in a way. “If it’s alright with you, we’ll finish settling in and I need to speak with Rick too. Then I’ll let you know when we should get down to it.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Fred, “I could use a cup of tea and some dinner first anyway.”

They were being so casual about the whole thing that it was getting infectious. “Remember, I’m going to be fucking you in-between, so I hope you don’t get too sore.”

“Ricky!” exclaimed Fred and Katey together. My girlfriend actually looked quite disgusted with me.

“What?” It was fine for them to talk about it, but not me obviously, or maybe it was just me using the F-word that had crossed the line.

Katey didn’t reply, she just shook her head at me and turned back to Fred. “Well, if you think you can manage it, we could do it in a bit, tonight at bedtime and maybe sometime in between, early evening or something?”

“I’ll see how we get on,” said Fred, with another casual shrug of his shoulders.

“And in the morning before we leave?” Katey asked as an afterthought.

“Whatever you like,” said Fred, clearing away the empty cups.

“Excellent,” beamed Katey. “Right, we’ll go and unpack then. Ricky, can I talk to you upstairs?”

“I’ve already unpacked but yes, if you want to,” I said.

Leaving Fred downstairs, we headed into the guest room. Katey shut the door behind her and pushed me onto the bed.

“Your turn first,” she grinned, and pulled her shirt off over her head. I hadn’t seen her getting dressed this morning so I was surprised to see her in a sexy, black lace bra. It didn’t take me long to get her skirt off and find a matching set of panties.

“Are these for me or Fred?” I had to ask, chuckling as I unclipped her bra and took it off, bringing her 36DD breasts into view.

“For both of you,” she whispered and pulled me down to kiss her. Her hands were at my belt, and I helped her, then took off my clothes as she slipped her panties down. Katey’s pussy was a dark bushy tangle, darker even than her natural brown head hair colour, which she kept dyed blonde. I pushed her legs apart roughly as she drew me down on top of her, and my cock sank into her with little resistance.

“You’re so wet,” I murmured into her neck as I began to pump in and out of her hot cunt.

“You’re so hard,” she mumbled back, “Now shut up and fuck me.”

So I did, and a short while later, we collapsed in a heap on the guest bed, both covered in a light sheen of sweat from our exertions. I came a lot, deeply into her pussy and she sighed in contentment and stretched. “That was nice,” she purred.

I was too out of breath to speak for a moment. I just looked at my gorgeous, sexy girlfriend laid out naked next to me, my white spunk trickling from her pink gash and matting in the hairs around it. I was a lucky man to have such a wonderful woman, and I felt so guilty that I couldn’t give her the baby she wanted so badly. “You should get on with things, if you’re going to sleep with Fred three times today,” I pointed out.

“I know,” she said, stretching again, making her large breasts rise as she did so, then she shouted, “Fred?”

I didn’t even have time to cover up before Fred appeared at the bedroom door, “Yes?” he said, his eyes widening slightly at the sight of Katey laid exposed on the bed in front of him.

Katey rolled over onto her knees, so that she faced me and her arse was presented to Fred. She looked over her shoulder at him, “Are you ready?” she asked.

Fred tugged down his trousers, which came down easily with an elasticated waistband, and then stepping out of them, he took down and kicked off his Y-fronts, to reveal a grey-haired hard-on, an inch or so longer than mine. I saw him glance at me, but he didn’t wait for any go-ahead, he just stepped forward and guided his dick carefully into the waiting Katey.

“Oooh,” she said when his groin met her backside and he was fully inside her, “Fill me up, Freddie.”

Fred didn’t reply, he just started to bang into her from behind, making his balls slap against her pussy as he pumped away. Katey smiled at me as he got into it, all the time making encouraging noises for Fred.

“That’s good,” she murmured sexily, “Come on, fuck me harder.”

Fred was going red in the face, he was screwing her that hard and fast, and I started to notice Katey’s smile fade and her expression change to one that I could only describe as arousal. Her cheeks reddened, and then her breathing shallowed as Fred took charge. Her eyes closed as Fred went to work on her, and her encouraging, teasing comments stopped, being replaced by genuine moans of pleasure. I thought she might actually orgasm, but Fred came before she could quite get to the peak of her excitement. He gave her one savage thrust, making her almost yelp in pain and then kept himself buried inside her and grunted as he spilled his seed into my girlfriend.

“Oh my god,” whispered Katey when he finally released his grip on her hips, and she sagged onto the bed next to me, “Fred! I didn’t know you had it in you.”

“Neither did I,” gasped Fred, as he sat unsteadily on the edge of the bed. “I hope I haven’t put my back out or anything.”

“You better not have,” smiled Katey, “I’ve got three or more sessions booked in with you, remember?”

Fred got dressed and headed back downstairs, while Katey and I had a little nap. Later, after we had both showered we went back downstairs for something to eat. Our exertions had worked up somewhat of an appetite. As we walked downstairs together, we heard a familiar voice coming upstairs through the kitchen door.

“Really? Was she a good ride again?” boomed Old Jim in his gravelly, deep tones. Fred was just about to answer as Katey and I walked in, but he bit back whatever he was going to say and went bright red in the face when he saw her.

“Well, was I?” chuckled Katey, grinning at Fred’s obvious discomfort. Fred had been putting some shopping away, which Old Jim must have brought for him, and paused in doing so for a moment, obviously deciding what to say, especially with me being there as well.

“Answer the girl, Freddie,” said Old Jim, who was standing opposite with a mug of coffee in hand, “Don’t be rude.”

“Well…yes, she was very good,” Fred eventually mumbled, looking rather embarrassed.

“Very good?” teased Katey, “What are you talking about? I’m absolutely fantastic in bed, at least that’s what Rick says.”

“Is she?” Old Jim asked, and I nodded at him enthusiastically.

“The best I ever had,” I confirmed, “That’s why I’m with her. I can’t believe you told Old Jim though, Fred. Who else have you told?”

Katey went to stand by Fred, and started helping him put the remainder of the shopping away into the cupboards and fridge. Fred let her take over for a moment to answer me. “Me and Old Jim tell each other everything. I’m sorry son, I was just bursting to tell someone.”

Katey didn’t seem too upset as she actually had a slight smile on her face when she looked over her shoulder at Old Jim. “So what else did he say about me?”

The huge man glanced at Fred for a second before answering, but didn’t hold back. “How long have you got? He’s been talking about nothing else for the past few weeks. How nice your big titties are, that you’ve got a good, tight fanny… I could go on forever.”

Fred was as red as a tomato, and so he started stocking the cupboards to avoid our gazes.

“Fred!” I tutted at him, but I couldn’t begrudge him his bragging too much. If it was me in his position, I would probably have done the exact same, telling all my mates how lucky I was.

“And now he reckons he’s just given you one upstairs?” Old Jim said over the rim of his cup, “Says he gave you a right good seeing to.”

“He did,” Katey confirmed matter-of-factly as though it wasn’t anything out of the ordinary for her father-in-law to fuck her. “And we’re going to be doing it again tonight and in the morning too, aren’t we Freddie?” She was obviously trying to ease Fred’s embarrassment, and he looked quite grateful for it.

“I did tell him it’s all to try and make a baby,” Fred explained, “It’s not like we’re having an affair or anything.”

“Of course not,” said Old Jim, finishing off his coffee with one last swig, “And Ricky knows all about it and is fine with it, so where’s the harm?”

“Exactly,” I said, glad that Jim seemed to understand the reasons behind our rather bizarre set-up. He should understand, bearing in mind that he fulfilled Fred’s role when impregnating my Auntie years ago, in a similar situation.

“I just wish I could help out too, but I know your reasons,” said Jim with a cheeky laugh, “However if old Freddie’s not doing the job then you know who to ask.” He patted Katey’s behind as he walked past her and out of the door. “I’ll see you later Fred.”
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Katey and I both commented on how cheeky and bold Old Jim was but Fred explained that his friend has always been that way. “That’s why Jimmy always got the girl,” he said with a rueful smile. “I was always shy and never got anywhere with the girls, but Jim was always upfront and the ladies like that sometimes.”

“I bet he was handsome when he was young,” Katey speculated and Fred nodded again.

“Aye,” he shrugged, “I suppose he was, and that helped with pulling the birds too.”

Fred suggested we go out to a pub for some lunch, as we had just finished putting the shopping away that Old Jim had brought, and as none of us could be bothered to cook, we agreed. I figured it wouldn’t hurt for Fred and Katey to have a few drinks as it might ease the awkwardness of them having to fuck later, and I could use the relaxing effect of the alcohol too.

We had a nice pub lunch, and then after a couple of pints of lager, who should walk into the pub but Old Jim. Of course, the cheeky pensioner joined us immediately, seating himself in my seat while I went to the toilet, right next to Katey so that when I returned, I had to sit next to Fred, directly opposite my girlfriend instead.

“You should have married this girl by now,” Old Jim said to me, pushing another pint of beer across the table that he must have bought for me while I was in the gents. “You don’t want to lose a girl this pretty, they don’t come along that often.”

It was only then that I noticed that his hand was on Katey’s thigh, and he rubbed it gently.

“We’ll get married eventually, won’t we darling?” said Katey, who I noticed was a little red faced, either from the proximity to Old Jim and from how he was leaning over her, or possibly from the effects of the alcohol.

“One day,” I said, taking a long swig of the beer as I saw Old Jim’s hand slide right up Katey’s thigh. Katey stopped his hand before he got it up under her short, denim skirt, but she didn’t move it away, curiously enough. She kept her hand on his, as he continued to rub up and down her leg suggestively.

“I’d have wed you long ago,” Old Jim carried on, “You’ve got the face of an angel, and the body of a whore. The perfect woman in my book,” he laughed and Katey joined in.

“You’re naughty,” she scolded him playfully.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet lassie,” he replied, then when she stopped his roving hand again, “Why don’t you let me have a little look then, if you won’t let me have a feel. Show me them panties.”

“We’re in the pub,” Katey hissed. I looked at Fred as they flirted and he just shrugged at me. It was as though we weren’t there.

“No one can see us,” Old Jim pointed out. He was right, we were in a corner of the bar, alone from anyone else and Katey’s back faced the only other patrons who were seated at the far end of the room, where the bar was also situated. “Come on,” he pestered, “Spare a thought for a lonely old man.”

“Oh, all right,” she relented and moved her hand from his. Immediately Jim’s hand moved up her thigh, and pushed the hem of her skirt up so that we could see the gusset of her panties. Katey’s legs were spread slightly and Old Jim pushed them a little wider so we all had a good view. Because she had sex earlier, she had changed into simple white cotton knickers, but they looked a little damp, possibly from mine and Fred’s cum that could be still leaking from her. “Happy now?”

“Looks lovely,” Old Jim said quietly, then he lifted the skirt a touch higher and left it there. “Can I feel?” he asked but he didn’t give Katey time to reply, running a thick finger down the panty front and under her crotch. Katey gave out a squeak but quickly shut up when heads at the far end of the pub turned towards us. She couldn’t really fend him off with people looking at us, so she just sat there as Old Jim rubbed her up.

“Just help yourself,” she said sarcastically.

“Thank you, I will,” said Jim, ignorant of her sarcasm. His free hand shoved some money towards me. “Ricky boy, go get us all another pint.” I needed one so I got us all a pint of lager, including Katey even though she had drunk her usual limit already. When I sat back down, Old Jim was still teasing Katey through the thin cloth of her panties, but was asking Fred questions as he did so.

“Did you lick her?” he asked but Fred didn’t answer as he moved to let me sit back down. He just shook his head, and so Old Jim turned his attention to Katey.

“So it’s hairy?” he asked her, “How come you don’t shave it? I heard all the young girls shave them these days. Shame that, I always liked a nice hairy fanny. These young lads today don’t know what they’re missing out on.”

“I just prefer it natural,” explained Katey quietly, “It’s itchy when it grows back. I do trim it though, I keep it tidy. It’s not like it’s a big jungle or anything.” She squirmed slightly as she spoke, as Old Jim was rubbing her quite firmly through her knickers.

“Can I see?” he asked, and without asking for an answer, he hooked a finger into her panties and pulled them to one side, exposing her hairy slit and labia for a moment, before Katey locked her legs shut.

“Don’t be a spoilsport,” chastened Jim in a mock-stern tone, “And I thought you were a game girl.”

“Jim,” interjected Fred, “Don’t go over the top. Leave the poor girl alone. Look, you’re embarrassing her.”

Katey was bright red and seemed flustered but I wasn’t surprised.

“Yeah, says you who’s getting to screw her,” said a flabbergasted Jim. “She doesn’t get embarrassed then, does she?”

Fred stood up and for a moment, his face dark and angry, copied by the huge Jim. For a moment I thought they were about to fight but Katey came to the rescue just as I thought I was going to have to jump in between them.

“Hey,” she said sternly, “There’s no need for any falling out. Sit down, the pair of you.” Fred and Old Jim gave each other a menacing look, but they both did sit down, and then shook hands as Katey instructed them to.

“I’m sorry,” apologized Jim. “I don’t expect to screw you or anything, okay? I know what this is all about, but I just love looking at such a beautiful woman. A look and a feel is more than enough for me, so I just thought that…” Old Jim shut up talking as Katey abruptly got up out of her chair and headed to the ladies toilets. “Was it something I said?” he asked. Just as I wondered if I should go and seek Kate out, she returned, putting something into her bag as she sat back down.

“Are you okay?” I asked but she only winked at me in answer.

“Here you go,” she whispered, and opened her legs. We all stared in amazement when we realised that she had taken off her knickers, so that her pussy was on full view to us three men. Fred and I were silent, open mouthed in surprise but Old Jim chortled to himself.

“What a woman!” he breathed, and beamed at Katey who smiled in return.

“Happy now?” she inquired.

“Can I feel?” said Jim, but Katey was ready for his hand this time and caught it before he could touch her pussy.

“We’ll finish this drink and then head home,” she spoke to me now, checking that it was all right, “Fred and I should get on with things soon, if he’s going to be okay to do it again at bedtime.” I checked my watch and was surprised to see it was early evening already. “Old Jim can watch, if it makes him happy and it’s okay with you.”

I wasn’t sure but before I got time to reply, Old Jim whooped in delight, again making heads turn in the bar. “Sorry,” he whispered as quietly as his deep voice would allow. “That would be great, thank you. You’ll make an old man very happy.”

“No joining in though,” Katey warned him, “This baby has to be from the family, you understand?”

“I promise,” reassured Old Jim.

And that was it. We finished up our drinks and headed home. Old Jim and Fred were both super-excited at the prospect of what they were about to do, but I quickly realised that I couldn’t do anything to Katey in front of Old Jim. I didn’t know why - it just felt wrong. Even more wrong than doing it in front of Fred, and I told her so as we walked in the front door.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Katey, “I understand. We can do it later, after Old Jim’s gone home. I’d like you to be there though, just to make sure Old Jim doesn’t overstep the mark. I’m not sure Fred would stop him.”

I was okay with that and within just a few minutes of getting inside the house, Old Jim started asking how all this worked. “What’s the plan?” he asked gruffly.

“I’ll go upstairs and make myself comfortable,” informed Katey, “Give me five minutes or so and then come upstairs whenever you’re ready. Ricky, are you coming?”

I followed her upstairs, leaving the two men behind me. I heard Fred mumbling something appreciative about Katey’s arse as she walked away and the sound of Old Jim rubbing his hands together followed me upwards but was silenced when I closed the door behind me.

“Are you sure about this?” I had to ask, but she answered me by stripping off her top and dropping her skirt.

“It’s the only way I can get Old Jim to back off,” Katey said as she unclasped her bra and tossed it to the floor with her other clothes, “And we do need to get on with things, if Fred’s going to get me pregnant.” Completely naked, she got into bed and pulled the sheets demurely up over her sizable breasts. “Are you sure you don’t want me first?”

“Honestly, I just couldn’t,” I told her and then I called downstairs to let the old guys know she was ready for them.

“Okay, okay,” puffed Old Jim as he reached the landing ahead of Fred, “We’re coming already. Give us a minute - we’re not as young as we used to be, you know?”

“Yes, I’ll be too tired to do anything at this rate,” chuckled Fred as he passed me, following Old Jim into the bedroom where Katey was waiting for him in bed.

“Well now,” boomed Old Jim at the top of his voice when he saw Katey sitting there, covered to her neck by the sheets, “That will never do, having you all covered up like that. How’s Old Jim supposed to see anything and enjoy himself if you and Fred do it under the covers?” He took a hold of the sheets and pulled them down to her waist. Katey immediately covered her breasts with her hands, the best she could anyway. Her breasts were pretty big, 36DD and still quite pert and shapely, at least for a woman of thirty. “Come on,” Old Jim prompted her to move her hands, “You’ve never exactly been shy before.”

Katey just giggled, turning her attention to Fred instead who was standing behind Old Jim, probably waiting for the go ahead from my girlfriend. “Well, Fred? Are you getting undressed or what?”
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“Of course,” Fred mumbled in his odd little way, and started to take his clothes off. Old Jim barely spared him a glance, his gaze was totally fixed on Katey. Finally when Fred was down to his baggy boxer shorts, he went to join Katey in bed, but Old Jim stopped him.

“Get your pants off,” he laughed at his best friend, “Don’t say you’re getting all shy as well.”

Fred sighed, and slid his undies down and off. Once again, he was already erect, his long cock bouncing around as he struggled to kick them off one ankle. “Move up,” he told Katey, and she complied, sliding across the bed so that he could lay down next to her. Fred slid his feet under the covers and started to pull them up by Old Jim stopped him.

“No covers,” he said in his very deepest, sternest tone.

Katey just shrugged, and finally uncovered her breasts as she leaned over Fred to suck his cock, bringing a whoop of delight from Old Jim. I was standing in the doorway still, a couple of yards from Old Jim but watching to make sure he didn’t try anything funny.

“Oh, it’s been a long time since I had a blowjob,” the big man complained as he watched Katey begin to lick and kiss Fred’s cock. He pulled the covers right off the bed and then sat at the foot of the bed where he would have a good view. “Look at those tits,” he sighed, “They remind me of Joan’s, with those nice dark nipples.”

Katey did have quite large, dark pink nipples, something I liked about her. They weren’t overly big, perfectly in proportion to her large, round breasts. Katey was sucking Fred properly now, and Fred was sitting back with his eyes closed in appreciation.

“Are they as firm as they look?” Old Jim asked, making Fred open his eyes and look at him. Then he put a hand around and under Katey where she was leaning over to suck his dick, and gave the nearest tit a good squeeze.

“Lovely and firm,” Fred answered, “She does this really well too,” nodding at what Katey was doing in his lap, her head bobbing up and down on his fully hard cock.

“If you do that much longer, I think Fred’s spunk is going to end up in your mouth rather than where it’s supposed to go,” Old Jim commented, and Katey lifted her head and looked at him with a smile.

“I have to get him ready,” she explained, then looked at the angry erection pointing straight at her face. “Okay, I think that will do.” Katey rolled off him, and onto her back, spreading her legs for Fred, and giving Old Jim his first clear unobstructed view of her naked body.

“Bloody hell!” the big old man exclaimed, “What I’d give to be related to you, Katey lass. Those tits, that fanny… You’re some woman.” Fred was sitting there letting Old Jim admire her, but his friend leaned forward and punched him in the leg. “Get on with it then man,” he shouted at Fred, “Fuck the girl.”

Fred got on with it straight away, pushing himself up and then laying down in between Katey’s spread thighs. As he slipped himself inside her, he turned to me. “Are you not having a go, Ricky?”

“Not tonight, Fred,” I shook my head and Fred shrugged, then started to slowly screw Katey, who curled her legs around his in response. Old Jim and I watched them have sex for a short while, before Old Jim ushered me over to where he was sat on the end of the bed. I noticed that he had a clear view of their backsides from where he was sitting and Fred’s cock sliding in and out of her hairy wet hole, as he started to pump her increasingly faster.

“Good this, ain’t it?” he hooted. “A free sex show! And with the hottest girl in town.” Then he turned to Fred and Katey for a moment, “Go on Freddie boy! Fuck her good.” Fred had started to bang her harder now, and the sound of his balls slapping against her arse got louder. Katey almost drowned the noise out though, as she started to moan and groan in response to him. “Hey!” said Old Jim, “She’s getting into this, isn’t she? I thought she wasn’t supposed to be enjoying it, I thought it was just business-like sex?”

I had thought at first that Katey had pretended to enjoy it so much for Fred’s benefit, to get him to cum quickly so it was over and done with, but since I saw her orgasm earlier that afternoon I knew that she did get some pleasure from this, even if it was wrong to do so.

“Go on Fred,” cheered along Old Jim, when I didn’t answer. “Make the girl cum.”

“Yes… yes…” moaned Katey and I could tell from her face that she wasn’t far from orgasming, but she was disappointed just then as Fred gave one huge final pump and with a wail he plunged himself deep into her and shot his spunk into her womb.

“Wow,” sighed Fred as he rolled off her, a string of cum temporarily stretching from the wet tip of his wilting dick to her gaping cunt.

“No!” said Katey, in an almost-sob, “I need to cum. I’m so fucking horny.” She looked directly at me, “Please fuck me Ricky.”

My dick was semi-hard in my pants, but I couldn’t do it for some reason, especially with the way that Old Jim was staring intently at me. “I can’t,” I said and waved a hand vaguely at my groin as though I couldn’t get it up.

“Oh no,” said Katey, but Old Jim quickly came to the rescue.

“I’ll do it,” he said quietly, “I won’t fuck you - I’ll just make you cum with my fingers. I’d be only too happy to do that.”

Of course, I could have done that, but I didn’t get a chance. Katey wriggled down the bed on her back, so that her open legs were just to either side of where Old Jim was sitting. Fred’s cum was dripping from her puffy pussy lips but that didn’t put Jim off for a second. He leaned forward and pushed one thick meaty finger inside her. Katey groaned out loud as his intrusion and immediately grabbed his hand and started to hump her hairy cunt onto it. I was shocked to see her behaving so lewdly, but I couldn’t bring myself to say anything.

“Whoa there,” said Old Jim, “You are a horny one, ain’t you? Come here.” He pulled his hand away and then moved up the bed so that he was kneeling at her side. Then he slipped one hand down between her legs again, and began to rub her clit. The other hand went to her breasts, moving from one to the other, squeezing and kneading.

“That feels good,” breathed Katey, bucking her hips slightly in time with his finger on her clit. Occasionally he dipped his hand down and stuck a finger or two inside her to keep his fingertips wet, then he returned to her clit and kept working the little pink bud around in tiny circles. I could see Katey getting more and more excited, and so did Jim because he began to work her pussy harder and faster. His hands squeezed her tits harder, occasionally tweaking and pulling on her nipples surprisingly hard but Katey took it all her stride. She even reached out a hand and started to rub Old Jim’s obvious hard-on through the front of his grey trousers.

“Here you go,” said Old Jim, unzipping himself and pulling out a cock that I thought would be bigger. It was maybe a little shorter than mine, but it was shockingly angry and erect for a man of his age. I wondered what he was going to do, and if I should stop him, but Katey put her hand straight on it and began to wank him as he returned to playing with her pussy.

“God, I’m coming,” Katey announced after a few minutes of them playing with each other, and then her body went rigid as her orgasm surged through her. Jim stuck his fingers inside her as she thrust her hips forward, pumping them in and out of her roughly as she wailed in ecstasy, until finally she slumped back down.

“Are you going to let me cum on those big titties?” Jim said, and Katey answered by obligingly pushing her breasts together with her hands. Old Jim took over on his cock and pumped his fist on it furiously until finally, streams of sticky white spunk jetted out of his stiff little dick, spraying all over Katey’s round, lifted buxom.

“Well that was nice,” Old Jim said casually as he fastened himself back up.

Katey was laid on the bed, getting her breath back and didn’t say anything. She just smiled at him, and then asked me if I could go and get her a tissue to clean herself up with.

When I returned, Old Jim was saying how sorry he was that he wouldn’t be able to watch Katey and Fred do it tonight at bedtime, but he liked to go to bed early these days. Katey said he was welcome to come over in the morning, as they were planning one last attempt at getting pregnant before we set off home tomorrow. Old Jim said he would probably see us then, and thanked me for letting him have such a good time with my girlfriend.

The tissue wasn’t enough for Katey to clean off all the drying cum, so she went for a shower, asking if I wanted to join her. Of course that was the invite I had been waiting for. I couldn’t screw Katey while Old Jim was there but I had her all to myself in the bathroom. I moved her against the wall, pushing her face right against it as I roughly shoved my dick into her from behind.

“Oh god, yes, fuck me,” pleaded Katey and so I obliged, hammering into her for all I was worth until just a minute later, I was filling her with my spunk too. Then we washed each other, quite romantically, while we got our breath back and hand-in-hand we went downstairs. Making love had brought us closer together, and had temporarily washed out the thoughts of her being so slutty and dirty with my dad and his equally aged friend.

We had a nice meal and watched some television, and I surprised myself at my calm acceptance about what we were doing and the fact that Katey was going to be fucking my dad again tonight at bedtime, and then again in the morning before we went home. The scenario was so bizarre, almost surreal and yet it had become almost the norm in such a small space of time.

“So do you think you can manage another try?” Katey asked Fred as we switched off the television at the end of the night.

Fred nodded enthusiastically and I could only wonder at his stamina, quite amazing for a man of his age. I hoped that it was genetic and that I would still be able to get it up easily when I was as old. I wasn’t even horny enough to want to watch them, so as they went upstairs I said I would have a light supper before following them up. Katey asked if I was sure, and then followed my eager father upstairs.

I had a last cup of tea and some biscuits, giving them a bit of time to get the deed done, all the while trying to ignore the bumps and bangs coming from the bedroom above. Only when they ceased, did I venture up to bed.

“Darling?” whispered Katey as I walked into the darkened room, “Do you want to sleep in Fred’s bed tonight, because he’s fast asleep?” My eyes adjusted to the darkness, and I could see that she was right. He was on his back, on top of the covers, with his mouth open and snoring gently.

“You’ve worn him out,” I chuckled and Katey giggled too.

“He’s got so much energy for a man of his age,” she whispered. She was totally naked, laid on top of the covers next to him, “Would you get me a blanket to put over us?”

I went and fetched her some covers, only realising what she had just said when I returned. “Are you sleeping in here with him?” I asked and she nodded.

“Yes, this bed is really comfy, and I need some sleep too,” Katey admitted as she covered herself and Fred and laid her head down. “Good night, darling.”

I left them and climbed into Fred’s bed. She was right, it was much harder and less comfortable than the guest bed. I knew that she had been through a tiring day with all the sex, so maybe it was better that she slept in the best bed and get a good restful night.
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I was woken at 6.00am by the sounds of the bed springs creaking next door. I couldn’t believe it - they were fucking again! After a minute or two I heard Fred grunt and Katey moan as he probably filled her with some of the family spunk again. Surely, she would get pregnant this time from all the cum that had been shot up her?

I woke up in the morning as hungry as I had ever felt in my life, even though I had had some supper the night before, so went straight downstairs to make myself some breakfast. I didn’t check on Katey or Fred on the way down so I was surprised to find Katey sitting on her own in the kitchen eating some cereal.

“You’re up early,” I commented as I made myself a coffee and sat next to her. Katey was just wearing a long strappy vest, which exposed most of her plentiful cleavage, and although it was a long vest it only came down to the tops of her thighs, barely covering her pussy. I was enjoying the view and started to feel my cock start to come back to life finally, while we chatted about the previous day and night’s events.

“Fred woke me up at half past five and then again at half seven to try again,” Katey told me, and I admitted that I had heard them at it the first time, but I must have slept right through this morning’s session.

“He’s a real tiger,” she continued, “For a man of his age anyway. I hope I’m pregnant, because if we have to do this all the time he’ll wear me out, never mind me wearing him out!”

I laughed along with her, then decided to ask what she had been thinking when she messed around with Old Jim. I told Katey that I had never seen her be that naughty and uninhibited before and she smiled at me.

“Old Jim’s such a lovely man,” she said with a shrug, “And I was so horny that I suppose it got a bit out of hand. I decided to treat him a bit. He deserves a bit of fun for being such a good friend to Fred over the years.”

“When he got his cock out I was a bit shocked,” I confessed, “I didn’t think you would wank him off though.”

Katey looked at me and gave me a wicked grin, “I was that randy that if he’d a condom and you hadn’t been there, I might have let him fuck me.” She winked at the end of the sentence as though she was teasing me and exaggerating but I wasn’t so sure. She had been extraordinarily turned on, and something had blossomed in her that I had never seen before. A raw desire for sex. Before last night, Katey had made out that this wasn’t about sex and that she wasn’t enjoying it, insisting that it was purely about making a baby for us. Last night she had changed into a sexually hungry woman like I had never seen before.

“For a moment I did think you were going to let him shag you,” I said after a moment, “And to be honest, I wouldn’t have stopped you, if he did have a condom.”

Katey eyed me cautiously, “You’re teasing me now, right?”

“No,” I said slowly, “Seeing you so horny and being so hungry for sex, well - it’s been a real turn on.” I was slightly ashamed at admitting it, but I had said it now. There was no going back.

My girlfriend took a moment to answer, but a slow smile spread over her face when she did, “So if Old Jim comes over this morning like he said he might, to watch me and Fred do it again, then you want me to screw him?”

“If he’s got a condom,” I said softly, “then yeah.”

“They sell them in the corner shop next door,” boomed Old Jim from behind us. I almost jumped out of my skin and spun around to see him standing there in the doorway. Katey looked shocked too. Neither of us had heard him enter.

“She was just kidding,” I said hastily, but Katey stopped me with another wink as she spoke.

“Hi, Jimbo,” she purred as though nothing was wrong, “We were just talking about you.”

“So I heard,” he said in his gravelly, deep voice. He passed Katey a shopping bag full of cleaning goods which he must have brought for Fred. “Would you do me a favour and put these away under the sink? My knees aren’t so good.”

“Of course,” said Katey. I knew why he wanted her to help as she bent over to put the stuff away. Her short vest-type top raised right up, revealing her bare bottom, and as she turned to put some things in the side cupboard, we got a clear look right down her hanging cleavage.

“You’re more than any one man deserves,” commented Old Jim, making Katey blush slightly when she realised where Jim had been looking.

“You dirty old man,” she grinned at him as she straightened, then she teased him by stretching right in front of him, which drew her top tight across her large breasts and lifted the hem of the vest again so that we got a glimpse of her hairy bush. Of course, Old Jim had already seen it all last night, but he leered at her lecherously as though he hadn’t seen a pussy for years.

“So when are you going to screw old Freddie again?” Jim asked as he took a seat at the kitchen table across from me, “You said I could watch again?”

“We did it again already, twice in fact,” Katey said and I saw Jim’s face visibly drop.

“Oh. I missed out,” he said sadly, “I knew I should have come around earlier. I was a bit late getting up and then I had promised Fred that I would get him some bits and bobs for the kitchen on my way.”

I genuinely felt sorry for him, and Katey must have too. “Oh, bless,” she cooed, “Were you really looking forward to it?” She had genuine concern in her voice, and when Old Jim nodded, looking all disappointed, she asked, “What exactly do you want to see? Me and Ricky could do it for you instead?”

Old Jim’s face visibly brightened at the prospect, “Really?” he said and when Katey nodded, he told her to get into the front room then. I hadn’t had a chance to get a word in edgeways, but I was feeling a bit randy this morning so I thought I might be able to perform for him this time. It still felt weird, but I just went along with it.

Katey went into the front room, shouting upstairs for Fred to wake up as we passed the foot of the stairs. “Fred? You might want to come downstairs. Old Jim’s here.” Then she laid out on the sofa, “So what do you want us to do?”

Old Jim grunted, “Fuck,” he said simply, “Come on, get naked, Katey lass. Get them big titties and that lovely fanny out for Old Jim.”

Katey lifted the vest up slowly, revealing her pussy to him. She opened her legs, “What, this lovely pussy?” she asked, then when Old Jim nodded dumbly she lifted her top higher until her tits were in view, “And these big titties?”

“Fuck, yeah,” groaned Old Jim, then he turned to me as Katey took the vest off altogether, so she was sat there naked, “Well what are you waiting for? Fuck the girl!”

I took off my pyjama bottoms and took my erection to Katey but as soon as I got next to her, it started to droop. Katey looked up at me for a moment, “Come here,” she said and pulled me towards her. Then she took my rapidly shrinking cock into her mouth and began to suck it. The feeling was exquisite but all that was in mind was the fear of failure. She sucked and sucked on it, but I couldn’t get hard. In desperation, I began to first play with her tits while she carried on alternating between sucking and wanking me, trying to get me hard, then I fingered her surprisingly wet pussy, but still no response from my penis.

After several minutes, Katey was beginning to pant with arousal from my fingering and groping but I wasn’t going to be able to fuck her. I pulled away and apologised to both her and Old Jim.

“For fuck’s sake,” stormed Old Jim, just as Fred appeared in the doorway.

“What’s going on?” asked Fred.

“Laddo here can’t get it up,” complained Old Jim angrily.

“Well, don’t ask me,” said Fred, “I’m exhausted. I don’t think I could get it up yet. Maybe by dinner time…?”

“We need to be gone by then,” said Katey softly. “Oh, I’m so horny. I really need some cock now.” She had reverted to the naughty Katey of last night, and I cursed my stupid cock for letting me not be able to enjoy her while she was in this sort of mood.

“Laddo?” spoke up Old Jim.

“Sorry,” was all I could say.

“Ricky?” said Katey softly, “Would you go next door and buy some condoms?”

I couldn’t believe my ears, and I just stared at her, wondering what to say, but before I got a chance to say anything, Fred and Old Jim both spoke.

“Go on then, laddo,” commanded Old Jim, “Do as the lass says.”

“Good idea,” said Fred. I glared at him for a moment. What was he doing, supporting his best friend over his own son? Then the thought of seeing Katey get fucked by someone as big and strong as Old Jim, came into my head and like a robot, I walked upstairs, put on my jeans, t-shirt and donning some of Fred’s slippers. I headed around to the little corner shop next door.

Mr Hassan, the old Asian gentleman that owned the shop, recognised me and said “Hello,” as I entered, but when I picked up a packet of condoms and passed them to him, his eyes opened wide.

“Why would you want to…?” he started to ask, then breathed in sharply, “Is Old Jim getting to screw her now?”

I was staggered. “How do you know?” I asked him in horror.

“Oh, I am so sorry,” stuttered Mr Hassan, “I beg your pardon. Your father told me all about him trying to help get your lovely Katey with child, and then Old Jim told me this morning about his bit of fun last night.”

“You are joking?” I exploded. I couldn’t believe Fred and Old Jim had told Mr Hassan. They did know him very well, but it made me wonder who else they had told.

“They haven’t told anyone else but me,” Mr Hassan must have read my mind, “They swore me to secrecy.”

I couldn’t get angry at the Asian shopkeeper, it wasn’t his fault, but I was fuming with Fred and Old Jim. I felt like such a fool. I paid Mr Hassan for the condoms and headed back round to Fred’s.

“Is Old Jim getting to screw her then?” Mr Hassan asked as I walked out.

“Yeah,” I muttered.

“Oh boy, he is one lucky fucker,” Mr Hassan said, “Your Katey is a very beautiful girl. I won’t tell anyone!” he called as I closed the shop door behind me.

When I got back in the house, Old Jim hadn’t wasted any time in getting things moving. He was naked apart from his socks and was laid out on the couch where Katey had been when I left. She was kneeling over him, sucking on his modestly-sized and wrinkly old cock. He had his hand on the back of her bleach-blonde hair, and was bobbing her head up and down his stiff shaft.

I was furious as I walked in, but the minute I saw what was going on, my anger turned to arousal. I tossed him the packet of condoms, which he caught and getting one out he passed it to Katey. “Put it on,” he told her.

Katey unwrapped it, and tossing her hair out of the way so Fred and I could see, she placed the condom over the tip of Jim’s swollen cock and rolled it down. “There you go,” she purred.

“Now sit on it,” the big old man growled in his deep voice. Katey climbed up over him, and positioned herself over his dick. Old Jim pushed his hips upwards as she moved downwards, and he slipped inside her with ease.

“Oh… Ah…” they both sighed together, then she leaned forward over him and they proceeded to fuck. From where I was standing at the foot of the bed, I had a perfect view of her generous arse and I could clearly see Old Jim’s cock sliding right into her until he was balls-deep. His big hands came around and grabbed her butt cheeks, pulling and spreading them apart as he began to thrust upwards into her, giving me and Fred an even better view.

“Go on, Jimmy boy,” encouraged Fred beside me after a few minutes, and Old Jim responded by flipping Katey over onto her back. Lifting her legs up over his shoulder, he shoved himself inside her again and resumed fucking her, this time really hard.

“Lovely, tight fanny,” Old Jim gave us a commentary as he screwed my girlfriend, “Look how her tits wobble.”

“Very nice,” said another voice from behind me, and I spun around to see Mr Hassan standing there with a big grin on his face. When had he slipped in?








  
  9

  
  
  Chapter 9

  
  







“Hello Sayid,” welcomed Fred, “She shags like a steam train, doesn’t she?”

Mr Hassan was possibly older than Fred or Jim, but he was just as forward. “Can I have a go?” he asked merrily.

“You might as well,” I said, “Fuck her. Everyone else has.”

I was being sarcastic, but he obviously didn’t pick up on it. He took down his trousers and pants and offered Katey his already hard, average length but extremely hairy dick.

“Suck it, please,” he asked and to my continued amazement, Katey did just that. “Just lovely, your girlfriend is a wonderful cock-sucker,” he congratulated me as Katey sucked him off enthusiastically while Old Jim fucked her deep and hard.

“It’s a long time since I fucked a slut like you,” Old Jim said to Katey, who grinned at him around Mr Hassan’s cock, “I’m going to pull out and spunk all over your face in a minute.” Katey just shrugged.

“Lovely big titties,” Mr Hassan praised her, giving them a squeeze with his dark brown hands. Then as Old Jim pulled out, Sayid picked up the packet of condoms from the floor, and slipped one on slowly. He obviously wasn’t used to doing it, and Katey had to help him. Once it was on, she laid back and opened her legs wide for him.

Old Jim tossed his condom on the floor and began to wank himself off quickly right in front of Katey’s face, while Mr Hassan got between her thighs.

“Open your mouth, you dirty little slut,” said Old Jim and Katey shut her eyes and did as she was told as he jacked off rapidly. Mr Hassan had his dick inside her and was screwing her already.

“Here it comes,” he growled and then he held his dick tight in his fist, so that his hot cum shot out in long arcs, landing all over Katey’s cheek, mouth and chin. Some of it went in her mouth, which she swallowed and then when he had finished spunking, she opened her eyes and looked at me, then licked her lips. She truly was a filthy little slut. Breaking eye contact with me after a while, she turned her attention to Mr Hassan who was fucking her for all he was worth. She put her hands on his backside and wrapped her legs around him so he could get deep inside her.

“Goodness,” said the old Asian, “I’m cumming.” He pulled out, stripped the condom off quickly and shot his load all over her belly. His white cum trickled down, into her dark, curly pubes, and I just stared at her as Mr Hassan got off and joined Old Jim in getting dressed. She looked a total slut with cum on her face, her belly and mingled in her bush. But I loved it, although I didn’t know why.

Old Jim and Mr Hassan were very polite, and thanked me, Fred and most of all Katey, before leaving us.

I didn’t know what to say to Katey for the rest of the morning. We had a proper breakfast now that Fred was downstairs, and then he wished us luck for getting pregnant, and we set off home.

I got increasingly annoyed and upset as we drove home, and a certain amount of tension built up when we got home. Finally, I decided we needed to talk about it, but Katey actually spoke first.

“About what happened this morning…” she said over dinner.

“Yeah, what the fuck happened?” I exploded, “We were supposed to be trying for a baby, that’s all. Since when did you turn into such a fucking slut to fuck two disgusting old men like that?”

I realised I was ranting when tears sprung up in Katey’s eyes, “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

I calmed down then, “I’m sorry too, I shouldn’t have shouted. I just felt so humiliated.”

“Well you didn’t do anything to stop it, Ricky,” she said, painfully truthful, “In fact, I knew it was turning you on, which just made me want to do it more and more.”

“But… did you get a kick out of fucking those old guys?” I asked, “I mean, they’re hardly handsome and sophisticated, are they; Fred and Old Jim? And Old Mr Hassan, he’s even older and…”

Katey interrupted me, “Yes, yes, yes…” she said shamefully, “I can’t help it. The first time I had sex with Fred, I got so excited and I couldn’t understand why.” She sighed and then carried on, the truth spilling out of her. “It was weird, but the more I thought about Fred, all old and grey, the more I got turned on. I actually wanted to do it again, and not just to get pregnant. I think it’s just the dirtiness of it, of fucking someone so much older. It’s so taboo…”

I was partly disgusted with her, but also partly turned on by her weird fetish that she had discovered, and as she tried to explain it more I just got more horny and more interested in what she was saying.

“Even now, just thinking about doing it with Old Jim and the way he was grunting in my ear and talking all dirty to me…” Katey shivered, “It’s giving me goosebumps, I’m that excited.”

I didn’t say anything, I just took Katey’s hand, dragged her upstairs and screwed her senseless. Afterwards, laid basking in the post-orgasmic afterglow, we chatted more and more about it and I came to terms that this was something that Katey really enjoyed. The question was if we should do it again, and if I could accept and live with it.

I thought for a few days about things, and reasoned that if Katey felt so strongly about her unusual kink that if I stopped her doing it, she might just cheat and go behind my back with someone who fitted the old man sort that she got such a kick out of fucking. I had to admit that since that day we had been having much more sex than usual, and that the sex itself had been incredible, Katey being constantly fuelled by the thoughts of what she’d done the weekend before. If I wanted the high volume and quality of sex to remain high, maybe I should let her screw Fred or Old Jim again? Maybe even Mr Hassan? That sealed it, and that night I told her she could screw them again, if she really wanted to - but no cumming inside her except for Fred. Katey was so happy.

As it happened, just the week after, her period failed to arrive and a subsequent pregnancy test gave us a positive result. As did two more tests! Our families, including my dad, were all absolutely over the moon at the news, as we were. Old Jim and even Mr Hassan sent us congratulations cards, even though they knew that the baby probably wasn’t mine.

So that put our unusual sex life on hold, even though Katey’s sex drive went through the roof during the first few months of pregnancy. She felt that screwing old men, even though she wanted to, wouldn’t be right while she was carrying our baby, but nine months later, after we had a beautiful baby boy, she started to tell me that dirty thoughts about Fred were entering her mind once more.

We visited Fred a few weeks later, as soon as Katey was healthy enough and the baby was old enough to leave with Kate’s parents as babysitters, and Katey was honest with Fred about how much she had enjoyed sleeping with him and his friends. Of course, Fred was as shocked as me at her honesty, but that night they slept together, with no fear of Katey getting pregnant as she was now on the contraceptive pill. Katey had a thoroughly good time, and so we organised another visit in a month’s time.

Of course, Fred had shot his mouth off to Old Jim and the next time around, I got to see Katey get screwed by both Fred and Old Jim together in a threesome.

And it all went from there. It is now five years since Katey first slept with Fred and discovered her unusual fetish, and in that time we have made yet another baby, a little girl, which again Fred is probably the father of, but no one else knows that, in fact, we aren’t entirely certain as I always fuck her and cum inside her straight after Fred every time, so there is no way of really knowing short of a DNA test. The best thing of all is that the kids both look like me, which is nice.

We’ve stopped trying for kids now, happy with our little family, and Katey is back on birth control, but she still fucked Fred, Old Jim and Mr Hassan regularly during those years while the kids stayed with Katey’s parents. Old Jim became impotent after a prostate operation, and Mr Hassan began to have problems with his hip, but Fred drafted in several other friends and now we have big get-togethers with up to five or six old guys banging Katey at a time some weekends. They even get Katey to dress up in costume for them, as a schoolgirl or nurse, and sometimes as a nun or a French maid. It’s all so kinky, but wonderfully so. Some of them spank her, some of them are so verbally abusive to her that it shocks me to hear such foul language coming from these old pensioners’ mouths, but Katey laps it up like the whore that she is.

It’s a strange lifestyle, but incredibly arousing and stimulating for all of us, including me as I always get to watch and occasionally join in, though usually, I get the benefit of an amazing fuck when we go to bed that night. Katey is never too tired to see me right.

Our relationship is stronger than ever, and although some would think it’s strange because my girlfriend is fucking the kids’ grandfather, it’s not really because he’s most likely their dad. We might even get married one day.

We did a search on the Internet for people who have a similar fetish to Katey and found a lot, so that made us both feel a lot better. She’s even been invited to a big oldies’ gang-bang, with her as one of the main attractions, which we might attend.

If we do, then that will be a story for another day.
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