Second home

MFf, incest, first time.

John and Sue visit their holiday home with young daughter Jane. When Sue’s father visits he gets unexpectedly close to his daughter and his grand daughter

The cottage was quite small, just two bedrooms, but it was fine for the family to use as a retreat in the country for long weekends and their summer break.  There were only three of them, John and Sue, married and in their early forties and their daughter Jane, just thirteen.  Most years Sue’s father Alan would come and join them for a few days.  Alan was just seventy, and had been a widower since just after his fiftieth birthday, when his wife had died in an accident.

Because there were only two bedrooms Alan had always shared a room with Jane.  Her room had two beds, a double and a small single, which had replaced her original cot. While she was little this had been a simple arrangement, Alan sleeping in the big bed, Jane in the small.  However, Alan had moved to New Zealand to live, and it had been a couple of years since he had visited. Jane had changed dramatically in that time.  She had grown fast, and was now a young teenager, not a little girl.  Although she was late starting her periods, her young breasts pushed at her tee shirts and she had become quite feminine, not the tomboy of yore.  When Alan suggested that he would visit, this gave Sue pause for thought – surely Jane would not to share her room with her grandfather any more?  Not that Sue was bothered about the proprieties, she just assumed that the young girl would want her privacy now that her body had started changing.

‘Jane, Granddad wants to come and stay in the cottage with us for a few days, but you won’t want him in your bedroom any more, will you?’

‘Why not?  We’ve always shared, what’s different?’

‘Well, you’ve grown up a bit since he last came, you aren’t just a little girl any more’

‘So what!  Just because my boobies are starting to show doesn’t mean I’ve suddenly gone all shy and silly.  It doesn’t bother me if he sees me a bit undressed, after all he used to change my nappy and bath me, there’s nothing he won’t have seen before, and from close up.’

Sue reflected on this surprising response, then wondered why she was surprised. Although the family weren’t naturists, they never bothered overmuch about keeping themselves covered.  In fact, John and Sue had quite deliberately ensured that Jane had often seen them both naked, and she had equally not been shy, swimming naked in the quiet river nearby, so it was natural that she should not be troubled about continuing to share a room with her grandfather.  After all, he was seventy, so he wouldn’t even think about Jane as anything other than the little girl he had always spoilt, so she phoned him and told him he would be welcome.

Alan arrived at the cottage a few days later, and it was as if he had never been away.  He dropped straight into the regime of living outside as much as possible, walking, swimming, having barbeques etcetera. As for sleeping with Jane, they both carried on as before. They neither tried to hide their bodies, nor to show them off.  Alan naturally noticed the change in Jane’s body, the small breasts, the long legs and the slightly more girly behaviour, but that was all.  For Jane, Alan was just the same, only a bit greyer and more wrinkly.  They still chatted and joked together as they always had.

But the storm changed things.

About three in the morning a violent thunderstorm began.  The room was lit up by the vivid lightning flashes, and the house shook at the crashes of thunder. Alan was lying awake enjoying the dramatic events, watching through the uncurtained window the nearby hills being lit up by sheet lightning, when, in between the thunderclaps, he noticed that Jane was crying quietly.

‘What’s the matter, love?  Are you scared’

‘Oh Al, I hate it.’

Jane had always called him Al since she had first begun to talk, though why no one had discovered.

‘Come here, silly.’

Jane leaped out of bed and rushed across and into bed with Alan.  She was shaking with fear, and he folded her into his comforting arms, her head buried into his shoulder.

‘Have you been awake long?’

‘Yes, ever since it started I suppose.’

He remembered that when she was little there had been a couple of occasions when there had been storms, and he had taken her into his bed to comfort her.

‘Why didn’t you come to me before?’

‘I thought I’m a bit big to do things like that.’

‘You’ll never be too big to come to me if you want to.’

The storm continued, but as he held her, she gradually calmed down. He had his cheek against hers, so that he could feel the wet of her tears, which he kissed gently.  His arms were round her, and he caressed her back and arms as he felt the fear leave her.  At last the storm died away, and he realised that she was nearly asleep, as was the arm that had been under her body holding her.  He gently eased her over and retrieved his arm. He put his other arm around her waist as she snuggled back against him, and her breathing slowed as she fell asleep.  He reflected that she was still his little grand daughter, and fell asleep happy to have been here to look after her.

He dreamed about the wife he had so loved, who had been taken from him, and then into his dreams came the memory of cuddling Sue when she was little, and then an image of holding her to him and caressing her young breast.  Only it wasn’t Sue, it was Jane, and it wasn’t a dream.  He woke to the realisation that he was cupping Jane’s breast, and he could feel the soft curve and the swell of her small nipple in his palm.  He was horrified at what he had done, and slowly moved his hand away, hoping that the girl had slept through this unconscious action of his.  However, she wasn’t asleep, far from it.

‘That was nice, Al, don’t stop.’

With that she took his hand and put it back on her breast.  He felt again the swell of her budding breast, and his fingers brushed lightly across the nubbin of her firm nipple.  The temptation to caress her was strong, but he reluctantly took his hand away.

‘Jane, darling, that feels very nice, but it’s wrong for me to be doing it to you.  You’re too young for an old goat like me to be groping around your body, so don’t tempt me again, please.’

‘Oh Al, I want you to, and you’re not all that old and you aren’t a goat and…oh, oh…now you’ll think I’m awful.’

He realised that she was crying, so he gently kissed the tear wet cheek and held her with his arm firmly round her waist, and nowhere near her breasts.

‘Come on, silly. I just think you are wonderful.  It’s just that your body is starting to change and you aren’t sure of yourself any more.  You’re getting all the hormone changes that children get at puberty, and you’re getting sex drives without really knowing what to do about it.  Talk to your Mum, and she’ll explain things better than I can.’

‘Is that sex because I like your hands on me?  I’ve always liked it when you’ve stroked me before, what’s different?’

‘You’re different, that’s what.  Now, snuggle down and go to sleep, and talk to Mum in the morning.’

Jane mumbled something, but soon fell asleep in his arms.  He stayed awake for a long time, reflecting on how the feel of her small breast had wakened feelings that he had kept suppressed for years.  He’d have to tell Sue what had happened and see what her reaction would be.

In the morning Alan found that John was going to take Jane to visit his aunt for a couple of days.  The aunt was quite ill and John wanted to see her while he still had the chance, and Jane also wanted to go since she was very fond of the old lady.  This was more than Sue was, as she had fallen out with her some years before. As a consequence, Sue would stay behind at the cottage with her father.  When John and Jane had left soon after lunch, Alan and Sue had a lazy afternoon, going for a gentle walk and doing little else.  Alan decided that he must speak to Sue about Jane, but every time he tried to do so, she interrupted him and changed the subject, so he never got round to raising the delicate subject.  In the evening, they had a barbeque, cooking steaks over the charcoal grille, and they shared a bottle of wine, plus a few other drinks, so by bedtime they were both in a relaxed state. Alan decided it was time for bed, so he rose and gave Sue a fatherly kiss and went to his room.  He had been in bed for a few minutes when there was a tap on the door, and Sue entered, wearing a short nightdress, and she sat on the edge of Alan’s bed.

‘You’ve been trying to talk to me about Jane most of the day, so now’s your chance.  She had a talk to me this morning, and I’d like to make sure I’ve got it right.’

‘I see.  I suggested she should talk to you, so you can explain…’

‘The facts of life?  She knows them already, at least, in theory, but I get the impression that you are concerned about her practical…what can I say, appreciation of the emotional involvement.  Anyway, explain to me what happened – nothing very serious, I think?’

‘All right, let’s stick to the facts for a bit.  Last night you probably noticed that there was a thunderstorm.’

‘Yes, I noticed a bit of flashing and banging and I realised it wasn’t John making the earth move for me.’

‘Yes, well, it woke me up, and after a bit I realised that Jane was crying.  I asked her what the trouble was, and she said she was scared, so I told her to come into bed with me, which she did.’

‘Oh, like this?’

Sue pulled back the bedclothes and climbed into bed with Alan.

‘Well, yes, rather like that.’

‘Then what?’

‘I put my arms round her and cuddled her, and she snuggled down against me.’

‘Show me.’

Alan was dubious about cuddling his daughter, but he put his arm round her and she slid against his body. This was a very different sensation from holding Jane, who had just been a little girl in his arms.  Where Jane’s body had felt quite hard against him, as she was so slim and with no cushion of flesh on her bones, Sue was soft and yielding, and his arm round her waist felt the curve at her hip.  Her full breasts were rested against his chest, and brought back memories of holding his wife.  Her head was tucked into his shoulder and her soft cheek against his.

‘So after the storm died away, she was falling asleep, so I turned her over with her back against me – like this’

He pushed her shoulder, and she rolled over, then slid back against him, her bottom pushing into his lap.

‘No, she didn’t do that!’

‘Oh, pity, well never mind, what happened next’

‘She went to sleep, and so did I’

‘And?’

‘I dreamed I was in bed with a young girl, and I had my arm round her holding her breast.’

‘Any one I know?’

Alan hesitated.

‘Yes, someone you know very well – it was you.’

She giggled.

‘You dirty old man.  You actually dreamed about groping your daughter. Then what?’

‘I woke up and found out that I really was holding a young girl’s breast, only it was Jane.’

‘Show me, please.’

‘You mean…?’

‘Yes, show me.’

He reluctantly moved his hand from her waist and cupped her breast, then moved away quickly.

‘That didn’t last long.’

‘No, well, when I woke and realised what I was doing, I stopped.  But then…’

‘Then what?’

‘She put it back again.’

‘Like this?’

Sue had taken his hand and put it on her breast.  This time he did not move it away, but felt the sensation of a full, heavy warm globe in his hand. He stayed still, just cupping the weight, his palm sensing an arousal of her nipple through the thin material.

‘Sue, we shouldn’t be doing this.’

‘Why not, don’t you like the feel of my breasts?  Perhaps you prefer little girls?’

‘I’ve a good mind to smack your bottom for that remark, but I’ve a feeling that you might enjoy it.  You know good and well why we shouldn’t be doing it, because you are my daughter and this is incest.’

‘Yes, incest, a game all the family can play! I want to, and I suspect you want to, so why not?’

With that she again took Alan’s hand and pushed it deep into the neckline of her nightdress.  His fingers slid over the soft swell to enclose its warmth, and he began to gently squeeze and caress her.  He let his fingertips brush across her nipple, and felt it swell and protrude under his touch, and he held it more firmly, pulling it till she made a little noise of combined pleasure and pain.  She put her hand round her back and pulled her nightdress up over her bottom.  Then she undid the button on the waistband of his pyjama trousers, and took his penis in her hand.  He was already aroused, and the touch of her fingers brought him to a firm erection.

‘No Sue, you must stop.’

For reply she released her hold, raised her leg and put her hand between her legs to take hold of him again.  She pushed her bottom back at him so that the warm softness of her arse cheeks were against his belly.  His penis was now between her legs and she pushed the tip into the hot crack of her vulva and pushed back again so it slid into the canal of her vagina.  For a moment Alan remained still, feeling his cock in the hot wetness of her pussy.  He was angry that his daughter should do this to him, but he also felt a wave of lust sweep over him, reminding him that it was a very long time since his cock had felt anything more sexual than his own hand.  These feelings came together and turned him into a raging sex machine.  He pulled out of her, then grasped her hips and yanked her up into a kneeling position, her legs parted.  He knelt behind her, his cock jutting out with the hardest erection he could ever remember having.  He didn’t bother to take careful aim, he just rammed hard at her and his cock ripped her pussy lips open and dived hard into her vagina.  She screamed as the rigid tool plunged up against her cervix.

‘Dad, what are you doing to me?’

‘Fucking you, that’s what you wanted, wasn’t it? Just shut up and get well fucked.’

Without pause he began pumping in and out of her.  His thighs beat against her buttocks and she could feel his balls slapping against her pussy lips as he plunged with all his strength, and the noise of flesh against flesh mingled with her moans.  He was holding her hips firmly at first, but then he leaned forward and grabbed her hanging breasts with both hands.  His fingers dug into her flesh and then he grasped her nipples and pulled and twisted till she screamed for him to stop.  Her pussy was gushing liquid and the muscles were starting to spasm, gripping his cock firmly as he plunged in and out.  It did not last long.  He was too aroused to continue in this frenzied manner, and he soon felt the pressure building up in his balls as his fluid was ready to rush out.  He released her breasts and again grasped her hips, his fingers digging deep into the soft flesh. As the inevitable climax approached, he pulled right out of her, then, with a great cry, he drove hard back in as his spunk started to rush up his cock.  He felt the first flood of liquid, and he held her hard as his cock jerked again and again, squirting the juice high up her pussy.  Over and over it spasmed, and he suddenly realised that her muscles were gripping him as she, too, came to an orgasm, screaming with pain and ecstasy.

At last the violence subsided, and he felt his cock lose some of its hardness, and he drew back out of her.  He looked down and saw the turgid pussy lips slowly closing and the mess of his thick white sperm oozing out of her, and the wetness running down her thighs where her own juices had poured out.  He let go of her, and she turned over onto her back.  Her eyes were red and her cheeks tear-streaked as she looked up at him.  He was trying to think of some way of apologising for his brutal assault, but she spoke first, words which amazed him.

‘I hope you aren’t going to attack Jane like that – I don’t think that she’s quite ready for it.’

‘Jane?  You’re suggesting that I should have sex with my little grand-daughter?’

‘If she wants to, and I’m sure she does.  I know she loves you, and she told me how she liked you touching her breasts.  It would be better for her to learn from you than from some spotty youth groping around not knowing what he’s doing.  And I know she’s only thirteen, but she’s ready for sex, even if it will be immoral and illegal.’

‘I can’t think what to say.  I was just going to apologise for being so rough with you, and now you come out with this.’

‘Well, you certainly needn’t apologise.  It was the most exciting fuck I’ve ever had, though I wouldn’t want it too often – I’ll be sore for a week.  I wasn’t even sure you could still manage sex at your age, sorry for doubting you. Anyway, I think you ought to kiss me better, Daddy.’

Alan leaned over and their lips met, soft and tender.  Their tongues went to work, sliding gently in and out and over each other, their wet warmth blending together.  After a while, they came up for air.

‘Actually, my mouth wasn’t the bit that you were so rough with.’

She rose up and moved up the bed beside him, then turned so that she was facing away from him and opened her legs to bestride him.  He looked up and saw a pouting vagina, glistening and with his white cum oozing out.  She lowered herself till her pussy lips were touching his mouth.  He tasted the gooey mess of their combined juices, and began to lick up and down her crack. His tongue delved deep into her love canal, and he felt her weight bear down on his face, opening her lips wide and allowing him to dive deeply into her with his long tongue.  He thrust in and out, then put his hands on her hips to raise her slightly so that he could move to her clitty.  His lips pushed the sheath back and he felt the tip of her sensitive love button against his tongue, and he sucked and licked her hard.  She was heaving up and down on him, and was moaning and groaning with the delight of her approaching orgasm.  As he thought she was nearly ready, he released the engorged organ.  He had been looking at her anus, the puckered aperture a pale brown against the creamy skin of her buttocks and the bright red inflamed pussy lips, and he drew his tongue down through her slit and then slowly flicked it to and fro till he arrived at the tiny aperture, where he licked all around before pushing firmly against his goal.  As the tip of his tongue entered, she screamed, then sat down on his face with all her weight.  His nose was rammed in the crack of her arse cheeks, and he could feel her juice squirting onto his neck and chest. His tongue was firmly embedded and his chin rammed into her pussy lips, and he had to push her away before she smothered him.  Her spasms began to slow, and at last she lifted herself off him, allowing him to breath freely again.

She turned round so that she was straddling his hips, and suddenly laughed.

‘You look a bit of a mess, I’m afraid I’ve leaked rather a lot.’

With that she bent down and kissed him, her lips soft and warm, and her tongue probing gently into his mouth.  Then she sat up again, and took his cock in her hand.  It was already proud, and she held it so that she could guide it into her pussy as she lowered herself onto him, and he felt the warm wetness of her as he penetrated deep into her juicy canal till her pussy lips were firmly pressed against the root of his member.  She sat still on him, with a soft smile on her lips.

‘I’ve waited thirty years for this, and it was well worth the wait’

‘What do you mean, thirty years?’

‘I’ve wanted my daddy’s cock inside me ever since I first found out what sex was about.’

‘You never showed any signs, which is just as well.’

‘Why?’

‘Because I wanted you from the day you started turning from a baby into a young woman, and if I had known you felt the same, I don’t think I could have resisted.’

‘We nearly did, though, didn’t we?’

‘Your wedding day.’

On the day Sue was to marry John, the house arrangements got very confused, and, as a result, Alan walked out of the bathroom into his bedroom nude, only to find that Sue was in it, standing in front of the mirror, also nude.  She was staring at the image of her lovely young body, and he briefly absorbed the view of long slim legs, topped by firm rounded buttocks, slim hips and her flawless back and shoulders.  She turned to face him, her hands covering her bosom, then she lowered them to reveal high, firm breasts over her flat stomach and the dark triangle of hair leading down over her pubic mound and pointing to the joys below.

‘Well, what do you think?’

‘I think you are beautiful, and just now I wish you weren’t my daughter.’

She stepped towards him and they moved into each others arms, pressing tightly against each other, their bodies fusing into one being as their lips met in a deep probing kiss.  With great reluctance he pushed her away, and turned and walked from the room.  It was the first time he had seen her naked since her adolescence, and he acknowledged the feelings that he had always pushed to the back of his mind, that he desperately wanted to have sex with his own daughter.  Two hours later he was travelling to the church with her to marry her to John, and again he suppressed all thoughts of making love with her.

‘If that had happened the day before, John would not have got a virgin bride.  But now my lovely Father has given me what I wanted for all those years, and it was worth the wait.  And now it’s Jane’s turn.’

‘You can’t be serious about this.  She needs a young man to learn how to make love with her, not an old man like me.  In any case she’s too young.’

‘If she’s ready, she’ll do it with someone, and it’s better she should be taught by someone who loves her and will be gentle with her, not some spotty youth who hasn’t got a clue how to go about it. As for her age, how old was Mummy when you first had sex with her.’

‘That’s my business, not yours.’

‘She told me she was only twelve, and you were only a year older, so don’t try and kid me. Look, all I’m saying to you is that if she comes on to you, you need not feel inhibited about giving her what she wants. And, by the way, John agrees with me. Now, can you manage it once more?’

Next day John and June returned, late in the afternoon. Alan and Sue had prepared a barbecue for them, and they sat outside finishing the meal as the sun went down.  

‘Time you were off to bed, young lady’ said Sue to Jane.

Jane mumbled about not being really tired, but soon kissed all three goodnight and wandered off to bed.  The three sat talking idly while they drank a few beers under the starlit sky. The conversation was getting nowhere when John suddenly made Alan take notice.

‘I’ve talked to Sue about June and you, and I just want you to know that we are both agreed that we have no problem if you…how shall I put it…respond to any advances that she might make.  No, that sounds pompous.  From what she has said to Sue we’re sure that she wants to lose her virginity, and that she would like it to be with you.  So, it’s up to you – we trust you completely to make our little girl happy.’

‘Thanks John…I think! I love that child, but I’m not convinced that I should be making love to her.’

‘If it’s not you, sooner or later there will be some boy who will be groping in the dark with her.  We’d rather she learnt with an experienced man who loves her – but it’s up to you, isn’t it.  Anyway, it’s bed time, and what happens now is up to the two of you.’

Alan was deeply disturbed by what had been said.  All his morals told him that for a seventy year old to introduce a young girl to the joys of sex was totally wrong, even forgetting the illegality of it, but her parents were in accord with the child, and she certainly had shown her need for him.  He went quietly into the bedroom and undressed in the dark before slipping into bed wearing just his underpants.  That was when he realised that June was already in the big bed, and that she was not asleep.

‘Hello Al.  You’ve been along time – I’ve had a job staying awake for you.’

‘What do you think you are doing in my bed, young lady?’

‘It’s more comfy than mine for one thing, and it’s got you in it for another.’

‘All right, but there’s to be no nonsense, no putting my hand where it doesn’t belong, understood.’

‘Yes Al. Just sharing the bed with you will be nice, and it’ll do for a start.’

‘And a finish.  Now, give me a kiss and turn over – and stay your side of the bed.’

He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, and, good as gold, she turned over and they were soon asleep. Later, in the early morning as it started to get light, Alan woke, as he often did about this time. As he gained consciousness he realised with a start that he was sharing his bed with another body that had moved across and was resting against him, so he could feel her warmth. He heard her gentle, soft breathing, and he looked at her peaceful young face. He must have moved slightly, because he heard her breath change and saw her eyes flutter open.  He stayed still, but she woke fully and smiled up at him.

‘Squeeze my boobies, please, Al’

‘What you are asking is something that can move onto very grown up activity.  If you want to be treated in a grown up way, you’d better talk that way.’

‘Sorry, try again.  Al, my lovely grandfather, please caress my breasts.  Please, please, I want your hands on me so badly.’

‘Before a man starts exploring a girl’s body, it’s usual to try a few kisses first. Would you like that?’

‘Yes please, but caress me at the same time.’

‘You’re greedy.’

He leaned over and softly brushed her lips with his own, feeling the soft cushions yielding under his touch. Her lips were closed, but as he applied a little pressure he felt them part, and he began to taste the sweetness of her small mouth. He was only touching her lightly, and he dropped his hand onto her waist, then moved slowly upwards till he felt the swell of her breast. As his fingers brushed the firm curve, she pushed her mouth up hard at his, and their kiss became firm as he moved his lips against hers. His fingers crept up the underside of her breast until he could sense the hardening nipple through the thin material of her nightdress, and as he did so he slid the tip of his tongue in between her lips.  Now her lips were widely parted and she put her hand on the back of his neck and held him hard against her, their lips crushed against their teeth, and her tongue responding to his in the most delightful way. Suddenly she pushed him away.

‘Take my nightie off, please Al.’

Any idea he may have had of resisting her charms were now long gone, and he knew that, unless she asked him to stop, he was going to deflower his beautiful young granddaughter. He pushed down the bedclothes and took the hem of her garment in both hands as she raised her bottom to allow him to pull it up to her waist, and as she sat up, he lifted it up over her head until it was right off. In the early morning light he feasted his eyes on the beauty of her body. Her legs were long and slim, and the narrow hips framed a flat belly. The swell of her pubis had a faint down of fair hair just above the top of the slender lips covering her sex. The lips were closed and just showed a firm slit, hiding all the treasures within.  Above all this were her little breasts, gently rounded and with the light pink aureoles surrounding the slightly darker nipples which were pushing up as her body became more aroused.

‘You are even more beautiful than I imagined.  Are you sure you want your lovely young body to be defiled by an old man like me.  Look at me, child.’

He took off his underpants and lay naked beside her.  He was in excellent shape for a man of his age, but the wrinkled skin was apparent where the firm tones of youth had relaxed.  However, his penis appeared in perfect condition and was in good working order, as her Mother had so recently proven. It was still flaccid, but had partly filled with blood and was ready to arise with the least excuse.  Jane looked at him, slowly, up and down from head to toe and back.

‘You won’t defile me, Al.  You’ll make love to me and make me a young woman instead of a little girl, and I want you to be my first lover.’

He didn’t reply, but leaned over and kissed her, and this time their lips locked together eagerly, their tongues diving in and out, exploring the wet warmth of each others’ mouths.  His hand went straight to her breast, his fingers brushing across the soft nipples, which soon swelled under his touch.  His hand moved from one breast to the other, pressing more firmly and, as he took a nipple between his fingers and squeezed and pulled at it he felt her body responding to him as she took a sudden intake of breath.  His lips moved away from her mouth, and he kissed her cheek and down onto her neck.  He felt the firm smooth flesh becoming softer as he moved onto the upper slope of her breast, and he began taking tiny bites as he circled her aureole.  His tongue was tasting the fresh tang of her flesh and he finally moved to her nipple.  She whimpered quietly as the tongue began to rake her budding flesh and, as she pushed up against him he took the engorged nipple into his mouth, first holding it with his lips, then his teeth as he nibbled at her and gently tugged at her, before opening his mouth as wide as he could, drawing the soft breast up as his tongue raked across her hard nipple.

He moved to her other breast and gave it the same loving attention and, as he did so his hand began to move down to her flat belly.  He caressed to and fro across the firm flesh, moving downwards till he felt the beginning of the swelling of her pubis with its sparse, silky hair. He lifted his head from her breasts and they both watched as his fingers approached the beginning of her love slit. He was touching her so lightly that she could barely feel him as he stroked from side to side till he just brushed across the topmost curves of her lips, then he moved across to the top of her thigh and felt the soft skin, like a silky coat covering the firm muscles of a young, fit girl. He moved across from one leg to the other, his fingers gradually sliding down toward the inner curve, and persuading her legs to part slightly, allowing him access to the amazing softness of that area just below her sex.  He felt the warmth emanating from her as he pushed, oh so slowly, upwards till his hand cupped her pubis and his fingers rested on her outer lips with the middle finger in the valley leading to the core of her sex. There was a trace of moisture seeping onto her lips allowing his finger to slide between them and onto her inner lips, and he moved up till he felt the little mound of her clitoris, and brushed gently to and fro across it.

‘Al, darling Al, you’re teasing me.  Please, this isn’t the time for playing with me, I want you to…to do it, take me, take my virginity and let me know what it is to have a man inside my body.’

‘I want to be sure that you are ready.  You know it may hurt a bit first time, and I’m trying to make sure your body is fully awake to accept me into it.’

‘Just do it.’

Alan’s fingers had been caressing her clitoris while they spoke, and as he moved down towards her vagina lips he felt the moisture increasing as her juices began to flow.  He moved down the bed and spread her legs wide.  The pink inner lips were glistening, and he leaned forward so that he could kiss her, tasting her sweet virginal fluid.  He briefly licked her clitoris, making her moan with pleasure, then parted her lips with his tongue and probed into her till he felt the barrier of her intact hymen.  He lifted his head and moved up the bed so that his penis was poised over her sex, and he brought it forward to nose her pussy.

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes.’

With that he eased forward, and, looking down, saw the swollen tip of his penis start to push open her lips and probe gently into her, till he felt the obstruction of her hymen.  She shuddered at the feel of her body being opened up to him, then she gave a little cry as she felt the pressure pushing more and more firmly. He withdrew slightly, then pushed forwards hard.  Her maidenhead tore and his penis moved further into her.  She cried out in pain, and he stopped moving while she whimpered gently.

‘That hurts, and feels good all at once, Al. Are you all the way in?

‘Not yet, there’s a bit more to go.’

‘Come on, let me feel it all.’

He slowly pushed forward again, his penis held firmly by the tight virginal pussy, and finally his pubis locked against hers. He was supporting his weight on his arms and, as he looked down to her face, he saw the slight grimace of pain.

‘Are you OK.’

‘Just stay there a bit while I get used to the feel of you.  I never realised it would feel so big in me, but it’s a good feeling, I can sort of feel you throbbing inside me.  Yes, that’s good.  Do you want to move a bit?’

Alan drew his penis back slowly till he could feel the tip of his knob end nearly coming out of her body, then he pushed back in again, and repeated the movements.  Each time it seemed as though her slippery canal was stretching just a little to ease his passage, and as he saw her face relaxing into an expression of enjoyment he began to move more quickly.  Suddenly her face changed, her body tensed and he felt the muscles in her pussy grip his cock firmly.  Her back arched to push up against him and she let out a little moan of joy, then collapsed back onto the bed.

‘Oh Al, that was heaven, I want to do it again.’

At that, he began to move more quickly and pushed harder into her.  They could hear the slippery noise of flesh against well juiced flesh, and his belly was slapping harder against hers.  He felt the pressure building up in his balls and at last his fluid began to rush up his shaft. He pushed deep into her and pinned her to the mattress as his cock jerked, filling her pussy with the hot liquid, which pushed down along his shaft and ran out of her pussy lips. He stayed still, deep inside her, until his penis began to subside.  

‘Oh, Al, I’m losing you.’

‘Sorry darling, that’s what happens to a man after he’s come.  He goes limp again. Just as well really, I wouldn’t want to walk around all day sticking out like a tent pole.’

Jane giggled. ‘No, that would look a bit odd, and wouldn’t be very comfy I suppose.  How soon does it get hard again?’

‘Do you want it hard straight away?’

‘Well, I’m a bit tender, perhaps a little rest might be a good idea.’

By now his cock had completely subsided, and he drew it out.  Looking down on her ravaged pussy he saw the mess of his juice mixed with her blood, and she saw the blood stain on his penis. He leant down and gave her a light kiss on her wet lips, tasting the blood and cum mixture.

‘Perhaps we should go and clean up a bit.’

‘No, I want to stay like this for a bit, all wet and sticky from your cum and my juice.  Just hold me for a bit, then perhaps we could…?’

She might have had ideas about a repeat performance, but in a few minutes her young body closed down and she was asleep in his arms.  He lay holding her, afraid to move, but as her breathing became ever deeper, he withdrew his arm and moved behind her as she curled up in her sleep, and he, too was soon asleep.

The next thing her knew he was being disturbed by a tap on the door as Sue entered, carrying two cups of tea.  She looked at the two naked bodies and the blood stained sheet, and grinned at Alan.

‘So you’ve done the dreadful deed, then!  My poor innocent daughter despoiled by an aging roué.  How could you do such a thing?’

‘With great pleasure, even if it was against all my moral instincts, but once I’d been seduced by my daughter, it seemed to come more easily.’

 As they were talking Jane stirred, stretched and yawned, and then sat up, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes.  She made no effort to cover her body, and she looked down at the dried blood and cum on her thighs and over her pubis.  She turned to Alan and spoke to him accusingly.

‘I thought we were going to do it again, and you let me go to sleep instead. You didn’t do it while I was asleep as well, did you?’

‘No, darling, I thought that you might like a bit longer to give your pussy a chance to get over losing your hymen, but I’ll see what I can do, if your mother doesn’t mind.’

‘Come and have breakfast first, then you can please yourselves.’  

They got out of bed and walked through into the kitchen. It didn’t occur to either of them to put any clothes on, nudity was normal in the house.  John was sitting at the table, and looked up to see his bloodstained daughter.

‘Well, we know what you two were doing last night, don’t we. Was it fun?’

She ran over to him and threw her arms round his neck and kissed him full on the mouth.

‘Oh Daddy, it was wonderful, but I think Al’s got a lot to teach me, so I’ll report back later. Now I feel much more grown up.’

‘Well, you’re not, and losing your virginity doesn’t stop you still being a little girl who’ll do as she’s told – and to start with, put a towel on that chair before you sit down, I hate to think what sort of a mess you’ll make if you don’t.’

She suddenly blushed as she did as she was told. Although she knew how liberal minded her parents were, she had still been afraid of confronting them after what had happened. Alan had also had his concerns, despite Sue’s assurances that John was in agreement, and he was relieved at his obvious lack of concern.

‘John, she’s still a little girl, but she’s going to be a wonderful young woman as well.’

‘Sure is, Al. I’m just glad that you’ve made her so happy and, when she starts with someone a bit younger, she’ll know what she’s doing.  The first time I did it I’d no idea what I was doing, neither had the girl, and it was a bit of a fiasco – we managed, but it took a bit of time before it was really good.’

‘Hey, I thought I was your first!’

‘Sorry Joan, you never asked so I never said.’

‘I suppose that you were a pretty good operator on our wedding night, I never thought that you had been practising with someone else.’

‘Hell, I was only fifteen, but I was a quick learner.’

John and Sue settled down to what was obviously going to be a long, and possibly heated, discussion, and as soon as Alan and Jane had finished eating, Jane took Alan’s hand and led him off upstairs and into the bathroom.  The shower cubicle was a big walk-in affair with plenty of room for two. Alan turned on the water and ran it till it was good and hot, then drew Jane in under the cascade.  He took her into his arms and kissed her deeply, his tongue probing deep into her mouth. Their bodies were locked together, and, as he felt the mounds of her little breasts pressing against his chest, his cock began to swell. He released her and turned her round so that her back was pressed against him.

‘Oh Al, that’s good, I love the feel of your cock against my bum.’ 

He took her breasts into his hands, stroking and squeezing them, then pulling gently at her aroused nipples. His head fell to her neck, where he was kissing in the soft curve of her shoulder. One of his hands began the descent across her flat belly, over the little bush of soft hair, hanging straight down under the cascade of water, then probed slowly into the crack and pressing flat against the hooded clitoris. She  mewed with pleasure as his finger moved against her clit, then moved down and slid into her newly opened vagina. He moved in and out of her, sliding in a second finger into her tight canal, while his thumb began to rub firmly on her clit. By now she was panting and moaning quietly as she approached her climax, and soon he felt his fingers being gripped by her pussy muscles and her hips pushing against his hand as she erupted into her orgasm.

As soon as she relaxed a little he said ‘My turn now’ and pushed her forward and down so that she was bent forward with her hands resting on the stool in the shower supporting her weight. Her lovely rounded buttocks were parted and the pink puckered anus was displayed above the parted lips of her vagina, still engorged with blood from her orgasm. He held his erect penis and pressed it gently against her rosebud, pushing just hard enough to slightly open it, but then he moved down and guided it to her pussy lips.  He probed gently, entering just a tiny way, then withdrew. He repeated the movements, watching his foreskin being pushed back as his crown slid a little further each time.  Suddenly, she pushed back hard against him, and his cock slid deep into her hot canal. He leaned forward and took one of her breasts in his hand, tweaking her hard nipple so that she squealed for him to go gently, while his other hand was squeezing the hood so that her clitoris swelled and emerged for him to caress. He was moving steadily in and out, his belly sliding over her arse cheeks, with the sound of the slapping of wet flesh against wet flesh.

As he came nearer his climax he took the crowns of her hips in his hands and began to thrust harder and harder.  She was moaning and jerking back against him, and, as the water cascaded over them, he finally exploded into her, his body in spasms as his fluid rushed into her pussy and she screamed with joy as she, too, erupted into the fiercest orgasm of her young life. They stayed locked together as they recovered from their efforts till he felt his limp penis slide out of her, and he stood up, drawing her upright till she was leaning back against him.

‘Sorry pet, I got carried away – I didn’t hurt you too much, did I?’

‘Pain like that I can stand, but it is a bit sore down there.’

He knelt down in front of her and lifted on leg so that he could plant a kiss on her pussy lips, and quickly ran his tongue up and down between them. He tasted the mixture of their juices, and he stood up and kissed her so that she could share the taste with him.

‘Oh Al, please don’t do that again, not for now. I want you to do it and I want to kiss your lovely cock, but I’d like a little rest first so my poor little pussy can recover for lots more fun. Now let’s get washed, and please don’t touch me again, just for now, so I’ll be ready for more lovely sex games tonight.’

They washed and put on shorts and went downstairs. John and Sue were sitting in the garden, Sue topless like her daughter. Alan and Jane sat with them with a drink.

‘Feel better now, darling?’ asked John.

‘Better and worse, but much more better than worse, if you see what I mean. I’ll give a full judgement after a few more times, but I think I’ll like it.’

‘At my age I’m not sure I can manage many more times without having a heart attack. I’m out of practice anyway.’

‘Well, in that case you’ll have to look after me, Daddy, won’t you!’

There followed a long silence………………..

