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Chapter 1

Brady looked up whilst finishing his meal. “I need to call in at the office tonight baby. Got to pick up a few things to save Kyle and I going in till we get this research project done.”

This was a white lie. Brady did need a few things from the office but could easily have them run out to him by one of the interns. He had text hot young 19-year-old Fiona and told her to meet him.

With all the sex his wife was being treated to this weekend, and not all from him, he figured he was within his rights to partake of some taboo pussy himself.

He was planning to lick the girl out and get a blowjob tonight, maybe arrange to meet her again one night through the week.

“I need to go out too,” Heather answered, grimacing guiltily. “I’ve got to go see Mum about Dad’s party next weekend. We’re planning decorations.”

This was a white lie too. Heather was indeed going to call in on her mother whilst she was in the neighbourhood but she was going to see Mr Forsyth right afterwards. She needed to ask him in person to keep what had happened a secret.

She also wanted to let him know how much she enjoyed him touching her sexually. She was concerned he might think it was a mistake or his attention was untoward. She wanted to assure him it was very much welcome and that as long as no one at church saw, he could do that anytime he wanted. And she’d let him.

Heather would be wearing thin dresses and going without underwear to church and standing with Mr Forsyth all the time from now on. It had been thrilling to be discretely played with as the whole congregation stood around not noticing.

Of the crazy taboo adventures Heather was getting up to this weekend, that had been as exciting as anything. Having a nipple played with then Mr Forsyth’s pinkie finger wiggling against her clit through her church dress had been so intense, it was making her blush now just thinking about it.

“Alright, thanks baby, that was delicious,” Brady said and left his wife with a cheek kiss. It was only a fifteen-minute run into the city on a Sunday night. He arrived to find Fiona’s car parked at the door.

“Hi Brady!” she greeted him with a huge smile. She was in a slinky red dress that barely covered her crotch and had her boobs pushed up and out the top.

They kept apart until they were through security and in the elevator. Then Brady grabbed the girl and kissed her hard. She moaned and whimpered into his mouth. He groped her body and squeezed her tit.

The elevator opened to the office area and they stumbled in still kissing. Brady pulled the girl into his office and pushed her back on his couch. He pulled her dress open at the top and pulled down her lacy black bra.

She thrust her tits and he sucked hard on one and massaged the other.

“Uh huh, huh, have you spoken to Mr Hanson yet, about the paralegal position?” she panted.

“Yeah I’ve drafted an email. Don’t worry Fi, it’s my call, the job’s yours,” Brady assured and sucked her other little tit into his mouth.

The girl kept moaning and carrying on about wanting something in writing, some kind of assurance she had the job.

Brady kissed and sucked his way down over her belly and stretched aside the crotch of a pair of black lace panties.

He kissed her pussy then licked it. He sliced his pointed tongue through her slit and tasted her. He peeled open her folds and sucked on her clit, swirling his tongue around as she whimpered and humped with her pelvis.

Brady inserted a finger and slow fucked the girl whilst massaging her clit with his tongue. He had her arching up off the couch and brought her to orgasm, still sucking on her pussy whilst it clenched and throbbed around his finger.

He licked and kissed her little pussy closed then got up on a knee beside her and started undoing his pants. He got his cock out, it was erect. He fisted it and stroked the girl’s hair, pulling her towards it.

She was still recovering from her orgasm. She pressed against his hip and held her head back a little. “Wait. Can I see the email first? I want to read it.”

Brady took his phone from his pocket and pulled up the draft email to his boss. Fiona read it. Brady held his cock waiting. The girl’s lips curved in a smile. She bit her lip and peered up.

She took over holding Brady’s cock and looked from it up to him again. “Are you going to send that now?” she cooed and teasingly nibbled the head of his cock.

Brady gulped and nodded. He hit send and showed her. She looked from the phone screen to his eyes and took the head of his cock into her mouth. He held the back of her head and thrust with his hips, surging through her little hand and into her mouth as she dutifully sucked him off.

She stroked and sucked and stroked and sucked. He snarled down at the girl and eventually surged through her little hand and held still. She frowned up at him as he came in her mouth.

A rush of hot tingles swarmed through young Fiona’s body as she swallowed cum for a promotion. She’d been doing this for the office manager after letting him fuck her to get the job in the first place.

She had pulled Brady into her car and made him fuck her the other night and had now sucked him off to get this job. Next she’d be going after the owner of the firm, now that she would be working on this floor of the building.

The owner was a single man in his mid-forties and Fiona wanted more than a promotion to work for him. She had her sights on marrying the guy.

She swallowed again at the powerful taste of cum and smiled up at Brady. “Was that good boss?”


Chapter 2

Abe Forsyth had lived next door to the Blunts for thirty years. He was good friends with them and firm buddies with Hayden Blunt, young Heather’s father. Abe had literally bounced the girl on his knee as a child and watched her grow up and develop into an attractive young lady.

Now she was nearing thirty she was an extremely attractive woman.

Since Abe’s wife passed, Heather had been extra friendly with him, often sitting next to him in church and if they had a family get together next door she’d come over and invite him.

He’d noticed lately she’d stopped wearing a bra under her church dresses. This morning wasn’t the first time she’d pressed her breasts against him, cuddled up to his arm.

It was the first time he’d dared to move his fingers and touch her though. He’d felt her nipple pressed against the back of his fingers and moved his index finger a little and pressed the tip of her nipple.

That had sent a surge of tingles to his old balls, seldom used these days. They had warmed and filled nicely as he fondled Heather’s nipple, encouraged by her lack of protest and not trying to pull away.

When he felt her lower abdomen press against his other hand by his side there was warmth and softness of her pussy through thin cotton fabric. He couldn’t resist wiggling his pinkie finger into her slit.

Abe had felt the girl’s pussy as soon as he extended his pinkie backwards into her. Again she had failed to protest or move away and he was encouraged to feel into her more firmly.

That had all happened amongst a gathering of church folk then the situation ended abruptly, leaving Abe’s fingers tingling with the memory of the girl’s touch and his old balls half full of juice.

He saw her parked at her parents’ house. He was watching for her to finish her visit and come see him. His balls were still half full. He’d be masturbating for the first time in months tonight. That was already decided. He hoped he’d get another squeeze of the girl. He was already in his pyjamas and dressing gown, ready to go to bed and see to his newly awakened needs.

Heather gave her mother and father a hug and kiss goodbye and got in her car. She backed out of the driveway and drove forward to park in front of Abe’s house. He was watching from his loungeroom window. She could see him there and her excitement for what she had in mind filled her.

Heather pushed down her panties and took them off. She wore a dress that she’d taken the hem up on, so needed to wear panties when visiting her parents.

She unclipped her bra and pulled that off through the top of her dress. It was bandeau style with an elastic bodice, shorter than the one she’d worn to church earlier and with no shoulder strings.

Her nipples showed through it, thus the need for a bra visiting family, but she wanted Abe to see them.

“Hello sweetie,” he greeted her at his front door. “Come in.”

His eyes were all over her as he ushered her through to his kitchen where he was making a pot of tea. Heather sat at his dining table with her legs to the side and angled towards him chatting about family. He asked when she’d be bringing a grandchild home to her parents, since she was an only child and hadn’t provided them with one yet.

“It’s not like we haven’t been trying Mr F. It’s not so easy though, it seems there might be a problem with my husband’s um… well with his semen quality, the doctor thinks.”

“Oh that’s a shame. There’s modern medicine and techniques though, surely a solution?” Abe offered and placed a cup of tea for his guest. He took the seat across the edge of the table where he could sit and still see her legs.

He tilted to look at them. She sipped her tea and shifted a little with one leg moving before the other as she sat around straighter. Her thighs had parted briefly and Abe saw her bare pussy. He looked up but she kept her eyes averted and blushed.

“Could we sit on the couch?” she asked.

Abe smiled. “Absolutely. I’ll get the shortbread then, shall I?”

The girl giggled and nodded. She took their tea as Abe went to get his biscuit tin. When he turned from the kitchen he saw Heather bent over placing the teacups on his coffee table. Her dress was too short to cover her and he could see her pink pussy, looking open and juicy inside.

She had stopped with her hands on her knees looking at the jigsaw he was in the middle of doing. He approached with his head tilted looking at her cunt. She stood and he touched her hip. “That looks like fun,” she said about the jigsaw.

Abe looked down her body. “It is love, I have a whole cupboard full of them, haven’t done this one in years.”

“Can I?” she asked and pointed.

“Sure! Go for it,” Abe smiled.

She got on her knees and reached across the broad table for a piece. Abe sat on his couch and tilted for another look at her cunt. His old cock flexed and his balls tingled. The girl did a few of the pieces. He sat forward and squeezed her hip watching her.

“So about this morning sweetie. It was hard to resist touching you,” Abe confessed.

“I know, I didn’t mind,” Heather said. She sat up straighter on her knees and held Abe’s hand on her hip as she sipped her tea. He looked at her nipples poking at her dress and she looked with him. She put her teacup down and pushed back her hair, thrusting her chest.

“Brady and I have started trying things to spice up our marriage, and since you’re single and I’ve known you all my life, it feels safe with you Mr F.”

Abe gulped. “Oh yeah?”

The girl nodded, blushing and biting her lip. She looked down at her tits again and Abe looked with her. “I liked it when you touched me at church this morning. I don’t mind if you want to some more,” she uttered sweetly.

Abe put his teacup down. He held her hip and reached up with his other hand and squeezed her tit. He massaged it firmly. She whimpered and he felt around from her hip and under her dress and placed his hand on her flat belly.

Heather held his hand there and leant back against him whilst he continued massaging her tit and pinching and rolling her tight nipple through her dress.

“Uh huh, that feels nice Mr F, you’ve got such strong hands.”

Abe kissed the girl’s bare shoulder. He massaged from one tit to the other, pinching and plucking that nipple as well. She flared her pelvis and he rubbed down lower with his pinkie finger.

He felt her soft skin and searched lower still until he found the mound of her mons, sweaty and cool. He wiggled his pinkie finger into it and searched lower for the hood of skin with a solid nub beneath it.

He pressed the tip off his pinkie finger against the nub and the girl whimpered and wiggled back with her butt.

Abe kissed and sucked on her slender shoulder and continued massaging her tit with the nipple held between his fingers. He rubbed around in circles with the tip of his pinkie finger and could feel her pussy starting the squelch.

He rubbed down lower with his middle and ring fingers and found that her cunt was slick with juicy fluid.

“Uh love,” he groaned as he bit her shoulder and felt into her with his fingers.

Heather reached up and gripped the back of the older man’s head. She pulled the top of her dress from beneath his groping and pressed his hand to her bare tit. He was fingering into her and rubbing her clit at the same time.

She didn’t know what he was doing there but her G-spot was being massaged and something rough was rubbing her little button. Her pussy was stretched open and plunged into.

She could feel the man erect against her hip. She let go of his hand on her tit and felt for his cock. He groaned and bit her shoulder again. She squeezed the underside of the shaft and rubbed up and down. He abandoned her tit and fumbled urgently between them.

Heather waited and let him push his pants down. She gripped the coffee table, assuming the bent-over position. He wiped his cockhead up and down through her wet pussy and slid easily into her.

“Uh huh, huh,” she moaned and tensed with her hips flared for him to fuck her.

The older man gripped her shoulders and rolled his hips to bounce her on his surging cock. Heather held the table, scrunching jigsaw pieces under one of her hands. Her tits were thrusting back and forth.

The man’s balls were swinging and bumping against her mons as they continued to fill.

Abe felt them pulse and expand with every thrust into the girl’s hot little box. He needed this so fucking badly and couldn’t hold back when a final burst of tingles shot into his balls and made them erupt.

“Uh fuck yeah,” he snarled his evil pleasure and ground hard against young Heather’s butt whilst throbbing inside her and pumping his load in deep.

He was all the way inside her. Her delicate folds of flesh were suctioned around the thick base of his shaft, sealing their coupling whilst he inseminated her. Abe could feel the suction and Heather could feel every throb of his cock.

Her mind was clear. It was sharp and focused on the possibility of being flooded with live sperm at that moment.

She relaxed back on the cock inside her, the head of which was touching her cervix as it spurted. “Mmm, you’re so big in me Mr F!”

“Yeah sweetie, that’s it, take that load,” Abe groaned and thrust again. “Been saving that one for years, ever since you came of age.”

“Mmm really?” Heather cooed and reached beneath to feel his cock inside her.

She felt how tight she was stretched around the base and she reached further and cupped his balls. She took the weight of them and squeezed gently. “Do you think you’re still producing sperm Mr F?”

“Yes, I’m only in my fifties sweetie, I’m sure I would be,” Abe said and flexed inside the girl again, although his erection was losing strength now. “Why, are you worried about getting pregnant?” He asked and hugged her to him.

Heather had lifted to her knees but kept her pelvis flared and her pussy available for fucking. She was still holding Abe’s balls and stroking their gooey coupling with her thumb.

“Um no I’m not worried, more so hoping,” she smiled back at him. “Is that alright?”

Abe was squeezing her tits and pulled on her nipples but stopped in surprise momentarily. This was an interesting thought.

“It would be fine by me Heather. I’d be happy to donate if your husband’s having trouble.”

“Mmm Brady and I have talked about it and were thinking a stranger would be best, but I never thought of a grandaddy figure. That could work quite well.”

Abe smiled. “Well as you know, Mrs Forsyth and I never had children love, she couldn’t and we didn’t want to adopt. Which means I’ve got to pick an animal shelter to leave my house and savings to. So a secret grandchild would come in pretty handy.”

“Mmm that’s interesting,” Heather cooed, turning and taking Abe’s cock into her mouth. She sucked the head and swirled her tongue around it, making him flinch and snarl down at her. She lifted it and sucked their juices from the underside and kissed and smooched his balls. She cupped them tenderly and stroked with her thumb.

“Would you be able to shave these for me please?” she asked sweetly and sucked on one but it was too hairy.

“Does that mean you’ll be calling in for more of this love?”

Heather nodded. “I’m thinking of a plan. I need to work it out but I’ll come back tomorrow afternoon. You can have sex with me again if you like. Can I drop in at about 3.30, right after work?”

“Absolutely love, and yes I can shave down there. How much do you want gone? You feel amazing bald like that.”

“Um, a trim would be fine all over, and if these are bald I can enjoy sucking them more. I can’t resist when a man shaves his balls.”


Chapter 3

Heather

This was very exciting. Of course I’d noticed the way Mr Forsyth looked at me sometimes, especially since my final year of high school when I turned 18 and he gave me a secret jewellery box for my birthday.

The gorgeous, pearl inlay box was full of his wife’s jewellery. I’d been sneaking pieces from it gradually over the ten years since, making sure no one noticed I suddenly had all these expensive rings and pendants and bracelets.

I guess him giving me such an amazing gift made me feel connected to him somehow. And I felt concern for his wellbeing as a man all alone in later life. It’s why when he touched me through my church dress this morning I felt no inclination to pull away.

It was like he was finally admitting to me that he was lonely for the touch of a woman when I know he never confides in anyone. It felt really special to be trusted with his confidence and there was no way I’d be telling anyone, not even my husband.

He was stroking my hair looking lovingly down at me. I was still cleaning his cock of our juices. I had kissed and sucked up and down the length and all around, but it had gotten hard again in my hand.

“Oh love that’s nice,” he groaned as I peered up at him sucking the head of his cock. I was lashing with my tongue, hoping to fill his balls some more but at his age I wasn’t sure it’d work.

He was sitting on the edge of the lounge cushion with his legs open and his big old balls dangling and resting against the edge of the cushion. I collected them and took their weight, stroking with my thumb and biting my lip. “Do you need to cum again Mr F?”

He drew a breath and nodded. “It has been… I don’t know how long love, a second time tonight would be fantastic.”

I smiled and wiggled my brows. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

He smiled too and glanced at his hallway to the bedrooms. “I’d like to take you to bed properly. That would be a dream come true, I can tell you.”

I nodded and took a breath. “I’d like that too Mr F, it’s always nicer in a bed.”

He stood and helped me up. “So you have time Heather, you’re not in a hurry?”

“No, I have all the time in the world tonight. Tomorrow I’ll only be able to stop in on my way home from work but I’m supposed to be visiting my parents as far as Brady’s concerned. He’s out anyway. I can stay for another couple of hours. I need to be home by midnight to get enough sleep for work tomorrow.”

“Okay that’s good. I could use a short break to recover more and build up for another um… well… Anyway I was going to try dating a few months ago and my doctor gave me some pills to help with nerves I might have in the bedroom. I never went on a date but I tried one and they work wonders. Unfortunately it takes an hour to kick in.”

“Mmm I see, are they blue pills?” I asked excited and curious in equal measures.

Mr Forsyth got the box and showed me. There was no explanation other than to take only one per day, as required and prescribed by your doctor.

He swallowed one. I watched and bit down on my smile. He took an apple pie from his fridge and placed two bowls. He motioned to the pie with a knife, asking if I wanted the slice he had measured. I nodded smiling broadly.

He moved the knife to offer a larger slice and I giggled and nodded some more. “Yes please, is there going to be ice cream?”

“Haha of course, in the freezer there love. Could you get it? The spoons are in that top drawer.

The freezer was the lower part of the fridge. When I bent to get the ice cream Mr Forsyth tilted for another look at me from behind. I smiled back at him but his eyes were fixed and glazed.

I stood with the ice cream and tugged at the back of my dress, biting my smile. His eyes flashed back to life and I met them and blushed.

“Aw sweetie that’s beautiful. You’re so open and I can see my load dripping out.”

I felt between my legs and mashed the gooey drip of cum into my pussy then sucked my fingers, wiggling my brows teasingly. “Is this why you gave me the jewellery Mr F? So I’d want to have sex with you one day?”

“Ha, that was the fantasy sweetie. I never imagined it would come true, not in a million years.”

“Hmm well, it’s not only coz of your generosity and evil plan, but yes it has definitely come true. This isn’t only about what I need. If you get me pregnant I’ll still be dropping by and letting you have sex with me. Just so you know!”

The microwave dinged off. Mr Forsyth served our apple pie into bowls. I added the ice cream whilst he cuddled me from behind and felt my tits and kissed my shoulder. “I wonder how much bigger these are going to get,” he said low and deep.

I held my arms up out of the way whilst he massaged my tits and thumbed up and down over my nipples. I sucked in a breath and held it whilst thrusting for more as the electric shocks shot to my pussy.

I suddenly saw movement directly across at my parents’ house. My dad was at the kitchen sink. He wasn’t looking so mustn’t have seen us. I dropped down and hid. “Oh my god, Dad’s there!”

“Oh shit,” Mr Forsyth exclaimed and dropped down with me. “Oh fuck, that was close.”

I snuck another look. It was all clear, my dad was still there doing the dishes. He obviously hadn’t seen anything.

We laughed and took our apple pie and ice cream to the lounge room, agreeing we’d need to be more careful in future. I got to thinking as we chatted though.

I don’t keep things from my mother and it occurred to me she’d be supportive if I confided in her. She knew the issues Brady and I were having and she liked and respected Mr Forsyth.

I sucked my spoon and passed on my thoughts. “I don’t think they’d want the details, but I think Mum and possibly even Dad would be supportive of you helping me get preggers, Mr F. I mean, they wouldn’t need to know we did it naturally and that it was for your pleasure too, but it’d be better in the long run if they knew you were the baby’s biological father, or a genuine grandparent, as much as they will be.”

Mr Forsyth sucked his spoon and nodded slowly. “That would be your call Heather. I won’t mind who knows and who doesn’t. I’ll be nothing short of proud and protective, I know that much for sure.”

I smiled and pushed his thigh with my bare feet. I had my legs bent up and he continually looked at what was next on his sweets menu.

“I’ll enjoy your dad knowing I got you pregnant Heather. I might be tempted to let on that it was done through a natural process, after multiple services, each that will no doubt be as intense as that first one.”

I blushed and shook my head. I knew my dad wouldn’t go telling anyone else, so there’d be no danger of Brady finding out through him.

“Well if you did absolutely have to brag to my father, would you promise not to tell anyone else and risk it getting around for my husband to find out please? I’m not sure I want to tell him, and it’s too late now since you may have already gotten me preggers. I’m sure I’m right at my peak time right now,” I explained.

Mr Forsyth nodded. “Absolutely love. Let me know if and when you tell your parents and I might have some fun with your dad. But I won’t tell another soul. That’s a promise.”

We chatted more about the way things might be if I was to get pregnant and have a baby. How, as long as my parents knew, Mr Forsyth would be able to have a grandparent-type relationship with the child, without Brady becoming suspicious should I decide not to tell him.

I wasn’t sure what I was thinking to be honest. It was a gut feel that deep down things weren’t great between us and who knew if we were going to be one of the few married couples surviving long-term, when just about everyone else I knew were on second or third marriages.

I mean, Brady was happy to let other men play with me, so what did that mean for him when I wasn’t around. Or was this about him feeling guilty and wanting to make up for things he’d already done?

I didn’t know and I didn’t want to go down that path. I was excited to be shared with other men in front of him. And right now that’s all I wanted. That and to let my favourite family friend fuck me and get me pregnant if he could.

We had finished our apple pie treat and had coffees. His blue pill had taken effect so he took my hand and led me to his guest bedroom, the one with the window facing my parents’ bedroom. Their light was on and Mr Forsyth speculated my dad was right there sitting up in bed reading.

I giggled it off and clung to him. He had stripped my dress and was naked himself. All hairy and nude. He was in good shape though and his furry pecs rubbed on my nipples as he thrust between my legs fucking me.

He was pulling back and taking deep strokes in and out of me. His cock was hard as wood and when he was all the way in the head was nudging my cervix.

He measured his thrusts and felt for my reaction, stopping and holding firmly up me as my orgasm built and I started squirming over his hairy cock base.

“Uh sweetie, I’ve dreamt about this since I was in my forties, still near my prime. You’ve got no idea how many times I’ve jerked off imagining you there in your bedroom in one of those little nighties you used to wear round the house when I visited your old man.”

“Mmm, you mean the ones I used to wear deliberately to tease you Mr F, you dirty old man. Uh huh, huh, I could feel your eyes on me and I always liked it,” I whimpered and ground back against a particularly slow deep and firm thrust.

“Uh huh, huh, like that Mr F, this is what I used to imagine too in my bed, you know? I used to imagine you wanted me and would come in and take me when my parents were asleep.

“I know you weren’t that much older then. You weren’t grey yet, just rugged and handsome,” I moaned and panted and clawed at the man’s back.

“You could have had me back then Mr Forsyth. After you gave me the jewellery box on my eighteenth birthday, you could have had sex with me easily if you only knew!”

“Nya fuck!” the man growled and slammed into me as his cock throbbed and my poor little pussy was stretched around it sealed tight and sucking away.

“Uh huh, huh, you could have been fucking me all the time back then without my dad knowing Mr F. I would have let you for sure!”

** End of Part 4 **
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