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‘You want me to what?’ I asked my sister-in-law.

‘I want you to give me a baby. I thought that would be plain enough even for you Jack,’ she said looking up at my six feet six frame from her five feet three frame.

‘Why what is wrong with George, I know he is a scrawny looking man but I’m sure he can manage that chore on his own,’ I replied.

‘That’s just it, he can’t, he has a very low sperm count and also a lot of damaged sperm. Well that was what the doctor told us this morning. Oh we may strike it lucky, but he said don’t hold your breath. Well that was what he told me after George stormed out of the surgery,’ Sarah explained.

‘Surely, if I made you pregnant he would know?’ I replied.

‘You both have the same mother and father, so who would tell the difference?’ she countered.

I know my mother always said George and I had the same father. My father and George was almost a pair, both five seven and thin as a racing snake, slumped shoulders and dark hair, whereas, I was broad, blonde and six and a half feet tall. No-one ever took George and I for brothers, even though he was the eldest. I had even to fight his battles for him. I honestly think my mother had a bit on the side, because no-one on her side of the family were blonde or big.

Granted we had the same blood group but that didn’t mean that much, not in these days of DNA testing.

‘What if I too don’t knock you up, maybe I’m like George.’

‘I suppose Betty Talbert got her baby in a lucky bag?’ she asked smiling.

‘Maybe it was one in a million chances that the doctor talked about,’ I said, too smiling.

‘Well, will you or not, I’m offering you it on a plate, without any of the restrictions or responsibilities,’ she replied.

‘So when do you want me to start?’

‘My danger period starts on Friday, George is off to watch his team from Friday night and he won’t be back until Sunday. Can you come round on Friday after eight he will have gone by then,’ she said in a matter of fact voice.

‘I’ll be round on Friday evening then Sarah, when I’ll be seeing a good bit of you,’ I said with a laugh.

She turned and walked away into the rain towards my brother’s home. I walked the hundred yards to my parent’s home and got the usual yell as I entered, ‘Don’t bang the door!’ from my mother. Of course it was too late, the door was on its way and banged shut.

‘God Jack how many times have I to tell you,’ she said standing there in the passage way. I picked her up and gave her a kiss on the lips, but no mother son kiss, for I had been screwing my mother for about two years now.

‘She asked me to put her in the pudding club, mum. Did you have something to do with this?’ I asked patting her on the bottom.

‘Well she was so upset, I kind of suggested it when she told me about the results of George’s sperm count. I knew you would like to get between Sarah’s legs so this is your chance,’ she said smiling.

‘Not afraid she will take me away from you are you?’ I said sliding my hand up her dress and groping her wet moist pussy.

‘You know I’m off to my mothers for the next week and I couldn’t see you going without, all that length of time,’ she said opening her legs wider, so that I could insert two fingers into her wet moist pussy.

‘God your wet to-night mum, got the hots?’ I asked.

‘Too late to do anything about it now, your father will be in, in just a minute,’ she said squirming away from me.

‘You can wait,’ I said smiling, for I knew she would be creeping into my room tonight. Ever since I had stuck my great big cock into her she has hardly missed a night. I’ve never met another woman who loves being fucked as much as my mother. My father according to my mother couldn’t get a hard on even though she had tried many methods including Viagra.



Friday I said cheerio to my mother at the rail station and then drove round to see Sarah. I passed all the supporters busses on there way south with their scarves and banners flapping in the air. Better them than me, for the forecast was for more rain, but they seemed impervious to such trivialities as a bit of rain. Myself, I would rather be stuck up some woman’s pussy than standing in the cold watching a lot of stupid men chase after a ball.

I loved it when the supporters went to the away games, there were that many frustrated wives left that I usually picked one up easily and I scored in the way I loved best.

Sarah was dressed in a see-through nightie and it was obvious she had had a bath and doused herself in perfume, trying to make herself as sexy as possible. She needn’t have bothered for me; the sight of a naked pussy was enough for me. Here she was with the lights low and all dressed up; she really looked a good looking woman. Why the hell she chose George when she could have picked someone a lot better. He was a typical drunken football supporter, all mouth and only one thing on their mind – football.

I started undressing right away for I was definitely going to get into Sarah, and I think she had been thinking about this all day. Now she was even helping me off with my things and just throwing them on the sofa.

‘I hope I’m your not wanting me to fuck you here, I want to go to bed,’ I said as she took off her nightie, and stood in front of me naked.

‘Wherever you want Jack, I don’t care, just fuck me,’ she said, using my language, for I’d never heard her swear before.

I picked her small light body up and carried her into the bedroom and laid her on the bed, swung her legs to the side and she opened them allowing me between her lovely soft thighs. As I penetrated she let out a long sigh as I opened her up and slid my cock into her. It was like she was a virgin, but this time no blood just a lovely feeling of her gripping the whole length of my cock.

‘Jack, you are very big, so much bigger than George, I never thought it would feel so nice,’ she said thrusting her hips into me trying to get even more of my cock into her.

I started with her as I done with my mother long slow strokes which seemed to drive her crazy, for she was thrashing herself onto my phallus, as though this was to be the last thing in life for her. She was nothing like mum, mum fitted me like a glove and she was more receptive than Sarah. Who would ever have thought I would get to fuck the arse off Sarah, George should keep her serviced more, for if Sarah thinks this is just going to be a one off affair she was wrong.

Sarah was now in my clutches and I will be making use of her whenever I felt like it. Oh I’ll let her have her baby, but after that she’ll be serviced by me. Mum said when I fucked her the first time that there would be no more, but the next night she was in my bed having my ten inches shoved up her hot and steamy cunt. Sarah will be the same, wait and see.

I kept my mind clear as I kept up my pounding into her body, she had a few climaxes, one in particular was really severe and I bet I will ring the bell tonight. The remainder of the week-end will be for pure pleasure. I’ll make sure she will never be satisfied with George’s little cock anymore.

When I shot my bolt I was as deep as I could go and the only way my sperm could go was into her waiting cervix. Now she had me locked in with her lovely legs which I was stroking and looking down at her.

‘You like a big cock don’t you Sarah?’

‘Yes, it’s a pity it is only for these few days.’

‘Oh it won’t be, I’ll be seeing you a lot more times,’ I said as I withdrew from her moist heaven.

I got into bed and pulled her towards me, she came like a lamb.

‘No, it would be wrong for us to carry on like this, all I want is a baby and I’m sure you can give me one Jack,’ she said kissing me.

Half an hour later I was once again buried inside her body but this time she was riding the cock horse. Now she was pounding her hips driving me deeper into her small frame than I had previously. I just let her work herself up and I loved watching her breasts move like jellies as she ground her pelvis into mine, titillating her clitoris on my mound.

I lost count the number of times I flooded her body with my semen all the next day and night. On Sunday I was actually sore by the number of times I had poked my cock into her body, I have never felt so drained before. The one great thing I was leaving a very contented lady.

‘You’re right Jack, I do want to see you again, so anytime you want just come round, after all you are my brother-in-law,’ she said smiling.

I went back home filled a bath with warm water and soaked myself and gently wrapped a warm face towel around my red cock. As I lay there I realised this wasn’t the way I wanted to die, not sore like this.




Three month later I was walking up the road towards home, just dying to sink my cock into my mum’s hot pussy. She was that a good fuck I often day dreamed about her. Walking towards us was Sarah and her mother, if there was one person I didn’t want to meet was Sarah’s mother. Her name was Ester and as you can tell by her and her daughter’s names, she was one of those religious types always quoting the bible. I think she knew it word for word, the whole old and new testaments.

‘Jack, I’m pregnant, isn’t it wonderful. I’m three months pregnant and the doctor thinks it is twins,’ she said getting on her tip-toes and kissing me.

‘I’m really happy for you, I’ll have to come round and visit you some day,’ I said.

‘I think you have done enough damage Jack, but my daughter is over the moon. She has at long last got her wish, but I disagreed with the method,’ she said scowling at me.

‘You told her?’ I said to Sarah, but not loud enough for Ester to hear.

‘She knew, she came to visit me half an hour after you left that weekend, but she says at least it’s in the family. She’s really happy with her going to be a grandmother,’ Sarah said smiling.

‘Sarah, walk on a piece I want to say something to Jack,’ Ester said to her daughter.

When Sarah was well out of earshot Ester stood in front of me. ‘Sarah told me what you two had been up to, I didn’t approve at the time, but I have changed my mind seeing how happy she is. I want you to come and see me, say Saturday afternoon, I don’t want your affair with Sarah to continue,’ she said.

‘Ester that is Sarah’s choice not yours, but I’ll come and see you on Saturday,’ I said walking away and letting her catch up with Sarah. 

That night my father was off with his supporters club and mum and I had a really good time, I fucked her three times that night in my fathers own bed.

‘You’re taking me to see my mother in two weeks Jack; I want her to see you now and again. George goes up and sees her, so it’s about time you did also,’ my mother told me, as I was sunk into her lovely cunt. How could I refuse at a time like this?

I would rather have gone this week-end and then I wouldn’t have had to go and see Ester, but I will go with my mother to see Gran and maybe even my Great-grandmother.



Saturday afternoon there was a home game so there weren’t that many easy pickings so calling on Ester wasn’t all that bad.

I was really glad Ester wasn’t like some of the other religious freaks who dress all in black. Ester always wore bright silky floral dresses and always looked so neat and tidy, but her bible was never far away from her.

After coffee we were sitting in her kitchen at her kitchen table. ‘Jack, I don’t want you calling on Sarah. I know what you said the other day, but I ask you to let her be with George,’ she said so sincerely.

‘Ester, when you have a good sex partner, you don’t want to give her up. Sarah loves sex and we get on great together,’ I said, but I remembered how sore I was that Sunday morning when too much sex was bloody painful.

‘Surely there is other women who would be willing to share their bed with you, someone who isn’t married or is alone?’ she said.

‘It may be weeks before I could find one I liked, so why go hunting when I had one already?’

‘What can I do to change your mind?’ she asked.

‘Well you could take her place, I’m sure you would like a man to share your bed,’ I said jokingly as I watched her face.

She went red and sat back in her chair and looked at me. ‘I’m as old as your mother, surely you wouldn’t want to have sex with one my age?’ she asked.

‘Why not, are you built differently from Sarah, and I’m sure you would love a bit of attention?’

‘You’re right about that, but you would leave Sarah alone, if I took her place?’ she asked.

‘Didn’t I say that, well what will it be? If you agree, let’s see how you perform,’ I teased her.

‘Oh God, can I do this, I’ve never been in this situation before,’ she pleaded.

She was sitting on an American classical chaise longue with its scroll padded end. 

‘Ester, stand up and bend over the end of the longue, and then you won’t see me, but drop your knickers first,’ I said to her. Now I expected her to really object but she slipped her hands up the side of her dress whilst turned away from me and drew down her large knickers, they must have been the passion killer type for they were huge.

She leant over the end and all I saw was her large rear end. I think the Americans designed these pieces of furniture for just this purpose. There were a few other designs of longues but none so well designed for what I had in mind.

I got behind her and lifted up her dress and threw it over her back. Ester had the most perfect arse I’ve ever seen lovely and soft and round with her mount just proud at the bottom. I took my cock in my hand and parting her not so puffy lips slid my cock into her passage.

At first she was just slightly moist but it was as if she had turned a tap on when my knob was in her vagina her juices started flowing. I slowly penetrated her, but she was moaning and wriggling, saying it was sore as I spread her vagina to take my three inch wide cock. She may have been moaning but that didn’t stop me sliding in as far as bumping my balls against her clitoris, right into the hilt.

I had a hold of her hips and held her in tight and waited on her getting a good feel of my shaft buried into her pussy.

‘Well Ester, want to continue, for I think you fit me like a glove, you are some lady, I am going to enjoy this,’ I said.

‘Wow Jack, you must be huge for I feel pleasantly stretched. Yes I will willingly take Sarah’s place,’ she said in gasps as I was now stroking in and out of this delectable cunt.

God my mother and her were two great fucks, I just loved the feel of their cunts, the way they completely held me into their bodies. Whoever said a young woman is the best fuck hadn’t been sunk into these two ladies. Yes this was going to be a lovely change every now and again, from sinking in my mum.

The pace increased and I shot my load into her as she tried to reach behind herself to hold me. Her own vagina went into a spasm and it was as though she was trying to milk me dry.

I withdrew and she got up and turned, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me. ‘Oh Jack that was lovely, can you stay for a few hours longer, I would love to do that again but I want to see you, not doing it like an animal,’ She pleaded.

‘Sure I can, see you’re becoming addicted already.’

‘Anything to give Sarah a rest,’ she said.

If she thought I was going to stop sinking one in Sarah from time to time she had another thought coming. I don’t fancy fucking a pregnant woman, but once she’s back to normal she will be getting the full ten inches again.

Twice more I shafted Ester before I left that evening, I could have stayed the night but I had some mates to meet in our local at nine that evening. I left her well and truly fucked the last time I spent my load up her rectum. She screamed at first but once I was in she was more than happy to continue.



The following Saturday I drove my mother the twenty miles to see Gran and Great grandmother. This was going to be a surprise visit to my Great grandmother for her wedding anniversary.

‘Jack, drop me off at my grandmothers and you go round and bring my mother round. My grandmother will be thrilled to see us all together,’ mum explained.

Dropping mum off outside the front of Great Gran’s house I drove round to Gran’s house which was only about half a mile away. As I approached I saw George’s car parked in her driveway. What to hell was he doing here, he was meant to be at a soccer match that afternoon. Granted it was just after twelve and the football didn’t start until three, plenty of time for him to get there.

I pulled alongside and walked round to the back, for I knew the back door was usually open. I walked in and heard grunts and a squeaking, I’ve encountered that noise before, but surely it couldn’t be I thought. Anyway I tread lightly and approached where the sound was coming from.

Standing outside my Gran’s door I saw Georges bare bottom humping Gran who was lying face down across the bed and her arse up in the air. I walked slowly in and tapped George lightly on the shoulder. I will say this for him he was as cool as a cucumber, and kept up the stroke.

Seeing this I was as hard as a rock, I stepped out of my trousers and indicated to him to get off. He pulled back and dropped out and I drove my cock into the gaping cunt, this caused Gran to straighten her arms and look around, for the difference in our sizes was tremendous. I pushed her down and drove as deep as I could.

‘So you like cock do you Gran, well how do you like this one,’ I said driving in to the limit.

‘George get round to her head and let her give you a blow job,’ I said as I was pumping her. George done just that and now she had a cock at either end, pumping into her. George came first but I soon followed. And fell across her back.

‘How long has this being going on George?’ I asked.

‘About seven years, why do you think I liked coming up here. You wouldn’t come when I asked you. If you had you too could have fucked Gran and Great Gran too,’ he replied.

‘God and I thought you were one of those football mad fans and here you were fucking the arses of our Grans. Isn’t Great Gran a bit old to be still fucking,’ I replied.

‘Hey you two, don’t I get to have a say in all of this,’ Gran said with me still sunk into the hilt in her lovely warm cunt.

‘Of course you do, how do you like my cock inside of you,’ I asked.

‘If I’d known you were so big I should have dragged you up here.’

‘Seven years, you were only seventeen then, no wonder you weren’t that much interested in girls, you were getting your end away all that time,’ I said, still sunk in her pussy. I slowly pulled out and it just plopped out. I replaced my trousers as George done the same and Gran went to the bathroom.

‘Oh that was when I started fucking Gran, I had been fucking Aunt Wilma a few years before that, I was a fourteen year old virgin when she seduced me. Then Gran caught us together, and that was when I started fucking Gran, and Great Gran. It was meant to be a one off but she is a bit of a nympho and she can’t get enough,’ he explained.

‘Does mum know this?’ I asked.

‘Hell no, she would do her nut if she knew,’ he replied.

‘Aunt Wilma is older than mum, what is it with you, do you like the older women?’ I asked for I was curious, for I too preferred the mature female.

‘Yea, they are far better than the young ones, I really have trouble getting hard with Sarah, but I’m hard all the time with Gran,’ he admitted.

‘Where does Aunt Wilma live?’ I asked for I’d only met her a few times in my life and I would pass her on the street without recognising her.

‘Two doors down, come on I’ll take you down and introduce you to her. She is a bit like great Gran, fucks like a rabbit.’

So we walked down to her house and George just knocked and walked in. ‘Wilma it’s me George, I’ve brought someone to see you,’ he shouted.

‘I’m in the kitchen, come right in,’ she shouted back.

She looked as we entered. ‘It can only be Jack, there is very few as big as you are. How do you do Jack,’ she said holding out her small hand.

‘What are you doing here?’ she asked.

‘Remember what happened to us, well Jack done the same with me and Gran,’ he said smiling.

‘So George has told you about us then, well join the family,’ she said.

Just then I heard the door open and close and a man in his forties walked in. ‘Jack Uncle Peter,’ George said introducing us.

‘My you are a big man, how do you manage getting in and out of these doors,’ he said looking me up and down.

‘I have learned to duck, it doesn’t bother me none now,’ I replied.

So Wilma was having a bit on the side and by the way George was speaking quite a good bit as well. I wonder how often George comes up here; he seems to know all the family.

‘Look I have to take Gran to Great Gran’s mums there, its Great Gran’s wedding anniversary or something,’ I said excusing myself.

Wilma was a real good looking woman, with a pair of knockers that would put Dolly Parton to shame and I’m sure hers are real. The way she was eyeing me up and down, she would drop her panties if I asked.

We returned to Gran’s and she was waiting for us. She just looked at me and smiled then said, ‘I suppose I’ll be seeing you up here more often.’

‘Only if you want me to visit; do you?’

‘Don’t ask so stupid a question; of course I do. You’ll have to speak to George, there’s more to this than you think,’ she said getting in the car. Now what did she mean by that I thought.

George got in his car and headed South, I will be speaking with him later that’s for sure.

I drove Gran round to where mum was and when we arrived Gran went in to see Great Gran while I went to see mum in the kitchen.

‘Gran alright, you took your time,’ she said.

‘George was there when I arrived so I had to wait until he left for his football match,’ I replied.

‘George and both the Gran’s was always close,’ she said.

God if she only knew how close, not just close but connected at their pussies, I can’t speak, for I had just been rove up Gran myself. Mum was preparing something to eat, for Great Gran was in bed with a cold.

A few minutes later Gran came into the kitchen and said to me, ‘Gran wants to speak to you Jack, go and keep her company for half an hour while I help your mum.’

‘Well go on then, you heard what Gran said,’ my mum said.

In the bedroom the old lady was lying on her back with the clothes up to her chin. ‘Close the door Jack, there’s a draught coming in,’ she said smiling at me. So I closed the door little knowing that it couldn’t be opened from the outside.

‘Well how are you feeling,’ I asked her.

‘Cut the crap, I know what you and Mavis was up to and that George has told you about us, so you don’t need to pretend. Mavis said you are a really big built young man, I would like to feel just how big you are,’ she said in her soft voice.

‘Wow you don’t fuck about do you, straight to the point,’ I countered.

‘When you get to my age you can’t afford to beat about the bush. George was going to come and see me today so you will have to fill in for him, that mother of yours should have warned me she was coming.’ She raved on.

‘How do you mean fill in for him?’ I asked, knowing quite well just how but wanting her to tell me.

‘It’s the one thing I look forward too a good stiff cock, that’s what I want Jack,’ she said throwing back the covers revealing her naked body with the drooping breasts and the sparse pubic hairs. She opened her knees up after sliding her feet flat on the bed and there in front of me was her wrinkled pussy with no outer lips. She was as flat as one can get but her pink inner flesh was just showing and glistening with moisture.

I had never seen a cunt on a woman as old as she was before, but what the hell if George was screwing this then I could see no reason why I couldn’t also. I dropped my trousers and stepped out of them and folded them onto a chair.

‘Oh my, oh my; Mavis wasn’t kidding was she? How in hell did you get so big a cock Jack? Mavis took that and thought she was in heaven, come on get it into me too,’ she said as I knelt between her legs on the bed.

She used two hands and guided me to her pussy and I slid in as though we had been fucking for years. I was really surprised how warm and soft she felt as I thumped my pubis against hers, fully sunk in.

‘Oh yes Jack, you are a gift from heaven, don’t worry slam it into me I like to feel it really pumping into me,’ she said as I started moving in and out.

She wanted it rough so I gave it to her, really slapping my shaft into this delectable warm pussy. George was right she was bumping her body hard into mine as I penetrated her, and when at last I unleashed my sperm into her she gave a great sigh. I didn’t want to hang about; I withdrew and out poured a mixture of our combined juices, soaking the sheet.

‘Look Gran while mum is here, I don’t want to be caught,’ I said.

‘You done well Jack, I’m satisfied for a while now,’ she said smiling.

I left the room and returned to the kitchen, Gran had a smile on her face as she looked at me. The crafty bitch, knew what was going on.

After we got back home my mother wanted to know what Great Gran wanted to speak to me about. I just said that she asked where George was for he was going to do something for her. I left it at that, so she was none the wiser.

‘I saw your Aunt Wilma and Uncle Peter to-day; she is really stacked, isn’t she.’ I remarked.

‘She really lets the men know what assets she has, are you fancying her now?’ mum said.

‘Why should I when I have my own sex kitten right here,’ I lied to her.

I was dying to talk to George for the words Grandma said were going round and round in my head. ‘There is more to this than you think.’ What to hell does she mean by that.

Sunday morning I was knocking on George’s door before noon. When he saw me he put his finger across his lips to indicate to say nothing as he let me in.

‘I was just passing George and thought I’d call in I said in a loud enough voice so that Sarah could hear for I was sure that was who he was referring too but when I entered Ester was sitting on the edge of the sofa and she looked up at me with her doe eyes. Christ she was making it so obvious I thought. ‘Hello Jack, will you walk me home?’ she asked.

‘Yea sure, George and I are walking that way to the pub,’ I said.

I could see that this wasn’t the answer she wanted but accepted it. When we got to her house I waved her goodbye and off we went.

‘Now George, I want to find out what the hell is going on at Gran’s, she tells me there is more than meets the eye, so tell me.’ I asked.

‘Well it’s not just Gran and Aunt Wilma, some of their friends also call round and are willing to drop their knickers.’ He said.

‘When do you have time to fuck all these women?’ I asked.

‘I very seldom go to the football that is only an excuse; I go up there, sometimes for the whole weekend. I was nearly caught the other week when mum decided to come up for a few days. That weekend I had to stay with a friend of Gran’s and she is a real ugly cow, but her disabled daughter sure loves being fucked,’ he said smiling.

‘And here was me thinking you were one of those bloody football idiots.’ I said.

‘Coming to join me, we really could have a ball. There is more loose cunt around than you could ever handle, but two of us could really make a little dent.’

Now what happened after that is another story which I may tell later.



