BROKEN BONES

mfF, teens, incest 

Sixteen year old Claire has both arms in plaster when her Mother goes away for the day, but has an accident and is in a coma for several days.  This leaves Chris, her thirteen year old brother to look after all her bodily needs – and she starts her period straight away.

CHAPTER ONE

‘I’ve got the curse – what can I do?’

Claire burst into the room, tears streaming down her cheeks.

‘Don’t worry’ I replied, ‘we’ll sort it.’

It had all started two weeks before.  Claire, who is nearly sixteen, had been riding her bike when a dog had run out in front of her.  She had described a graceful parabola, which ended with her hitting a tree with her outstretched arms.  As a result she had been taken to hospital and, when Mum and I arrived to see her, both arms were plastered from her fingertips to just below her elbows.  We were told that the damage was not too bad, but she would be in plaster for a month at least.  Mum was told that they could send her to a convalescent home while she was plastered, as she would need help with all her bodily functions.  Mum asked Claire whether she would sooner come home, as Mum works from home and could look after her, and she readily agreed.

Now you should understand that Claire and I had a love-hate relationship – we loved hating each other. I’m Chris and I’m thirteen, and my big sister and I lived in a state of continuous warfare.  We tried to be civil for Mum’s benefit, but with little success, and it only took the most minor of perceived slights to start a full scale battle.  However, when Claire came home I reluctantly decided that I would have to help Mum to look after her.  By the way, Mum was nearly forty at this time, and our Dad was away working on an oil field in Saudi Arabia, and showed little sign of coming back.  Anyway, I tried hard not to row with Claire, and helped a bit when she needed it, even taking turns in cutting her food up and feeding it to her, activities for which I received grudging thanks.

After about a week, Mum got news that her sister in law had died.  She was very fond of her brother and obviously would have wished to attend the funeral.

‘I really ought to go, but it’s a three hour drive so I’d be gone all day, and Claire will need looking after.’

‘Well, I certainly don’t want him taking my knickers off every time I want a pee,’ said Claire.

‘Wait a minute Mum’ I replied. ‘I can feed Claire, and if she wears a skirt and no knickers, she can pull that up all right and look after herself.  Just as long as she doesn’t want to do a dump.’

‘Not a problem – I always go first thing in the morning, regular as clockwork, and I can put up with him feeding me for a day, though I suppose I’ll have to tell him how to cook.’

With that problem solved, Mum decided she would go.  It was a three hour drive, so she would not be back till late evening.  In the morning she got up early, bathed Claire and set off after breakfast for the long drive.  About an hour later, disaster struck.  Claire burst into the room, tears pouring down her cheeks.

‘I’ve got the curse – what shall I do?’

‘Don’t worry,’ I replied, ‘we’ll sort it.’

When I said that, I had no idea what we could do, but a moment’s reflection made me realise what the options were..

‘How are we going to sort it?  What bright ideas have you got?  I’ve got blood running down my legs, and you don’t think I’m going to let you near me, do you.’

‘Well, there seem to be three choices.  You can sit there bleeding till Mum comes home in about fifteen hours.  You can go and ask old Mr Wilson to look after you  (Mr Wilson was our only near neighbour, and he was over seventy years old.)  Or I can look after you.’

‘I’m not letting you touch me down there. And, as for Mr Wilson…’

‘So, sit and bleed.  I’ll get you a towel to soak up the blood as it runs through your skirt.’

She stood still with a look of horror on her face, obviously appalled by the options she was considering.

‘Chris, it would be disgusting for you to do it.  You’d have to clean me up and put a tampon in, then take it out and do the same again in a few hours’ time.  The idea of my a brat like you doing that makes me feel quite ill.’

‘Well, if it’s any consolation, the idea doesn’t thrill me too much, but if it’s got to be done, I’ll do it.  You’d have to give me instructions, but that’s possible.  Just think, you’ve got to suffer some strange hands groping round your private parts, I don’t suppose mine would feel a lot different from anyone else’s.’

She suddenly grinned at me. ‘Come on then, let’s face the horror together.’

We went up to the bathroom and she told me to fill the bidet with warm water, and she then hitched up her skirt and went to straddle it, but the skirt was long and was going to get in the way.

‘Take it off, please. I’ll just forget any dignity I might have ever had.’

I undid the hooks and the zip and the skirt dropped to the floor, exposing her from below her tee shirt.  It was the first time I had seen a girl’s naked lower parts, and I looked briefly at her fair haired triangle before she turned to straddle the bidet, giving me a view of her round bum cheeks.  She told me to wet a flannel and soak it, then wash between her legs.  I did this as quickly as I could, then rinsed her, trying all the time to remind myself that this was just my sister in need of care.  She then rose and crouched as I passed a towel between her legs and dried her.

‘That was the easy bit.  Now you’ve got to put a tampon in my vagina.’

‘I hate saying this, but I’ve no idea of the geography down there, and I don’t suppose you’ll want me to poke around till I find a hole, will you?  Perhaps you had better explain, to give me a hint or two.’

‘Oh hell, now I’ve really got to get totally undignified. Come on, let’s go into the bedroom.’

We went into her room, and she told me where to find her tampons.  I opened the box and took one out.

‘The principle is simple.  You push the furry end into my vagina, leaving the string hanging out. Now for the tricky part.  You’ve really no idea what I’ve got down there?’

‘I know you’ve got a bum hole, a pee hole and hole for babies to come out of and that’s about it.  No idea how they’re all arranged – well, I’ve got a general idea, but that’s all.’

She looked at me pityingly, then lay down on the bed, raised her knees and spread her legs wide.  I was amazed at what I saw.  Her anus was about where and what I had expected, the darker skin surrounding the puckered entrance, but the rest was a total surprise. I had expected there to be two more visible entrances looking like her anus, but instead I looked at the spread outer lips with their faint covering of fair hair, and inside the rosy pink folds of skin hiding who knew what delights.  Although I didn’t understand it, I thought how pretty it looked, but guessed that this was not the time to mention it.

‘Sorry Claire, I’m lost. I recognise your bum hole, but as for the rest, please explain.’

‘This gets worse.  Put one finger each side of the pussy lips – that’s the pinker bit in the middle – and part them. And for goodness sake be gentle, I’m pretty damn sensitive round that area.’

I gingerly touched my two forefingers against the soft flesh, feeling its warmth and softness.  As I did so I heard her snatch her breath and felt her draw away from me as she flinched, and I drew back.

‘Sorry Claire, I’m hurting you, but I can’t do it much softer.’

‘No, it’s OK, it’s just that I’m not used to being touched there.  I guess I’ll have to get used to it – and, before you say it, I’m not talking about boy friends, just that you’ll have to do this again, and then Mum will be doing it.  Washing it is different because it’s a flannel, not a hand, if you see what I mean.’

‘Well at least Mum will know her way round better than I do.  Now, let’s get on with it, I’ll try again.’

I put my fingers back beside her pussy lips and this time I managed to part them slightly and I could see the folds parting enough to realise where her vaginal entrance was situated.

‘OK, now you can see the hole.  You need to hold the tampon in one hand and spread the lips with your finger and thumb while you push the tampon in, and the passage sort of slopes back down at a bit of an angle.  And, by the way, make sure you put it in the right way round so that the string is left sticking out so I can pull it out later.’

‘Sorry Claire, but it will have to be me doing it unless you can hold on till Mum gets back – how long will it be before it needs changing?’

‘I wish you hadn’t mentioned that.  About 5 or 6 hours usually, and Mum won’t be back by then, so it’s going to have to be you.  This is getting worse.’

I didn’t reply, but did as she had instructed, spreading her lips with one hand and pushing the thing in with the other.

‘Sorry Chris, I don’t think that’s far enough in, you need to push it in a bit more.’

I did as I was told, and as I pushed it in my finger entered her pussy and I felt the heat of her, and suddenly she twitched and I felt my finger being gripped just for a moment before I withdrew.

‘How’s that?’

She stood up, and leaned forward and kissed me quickly on the mouth.  It was just a touch, but it made me feel a bit odd, from surprise and…what was it?

‘What was that for?  You usually hit me!’

‘Just a thank you for being a big brave boy, looking after his poorly sister.  I would never have believed it possible.’

‘No problem, Sis.  Besides, think how I’ll be able to shoot my mouth off at school.’

‘Oh no!  You wouldn’t dare, would you?’

‘Yes, just imagine it – I got it up a girl over the holidays.  Only thing was, ‘it’ was a tampon and the girl was my crappy big sister.  No, I don’t think I’ll bother.  Now, pretty as you look just now, I’ll put your skirt back on and you can come and show me how to cook lunch.’

‘I’d forgotten that I was half naked – how circumstances can change your outlook on life.’

I put her skirt back, and we went down to the kitchen.  I’d never done any cooking before, but she loved it and was very good at it, so, with her instructing me at every step – or every stir, perhaps I should say, I managed to make a very tasty sauce to go with a big bowl of pasta. As we were eating, I suddenly remembered something that I had noticed – or, rather, hadn’t noticed when I was attending to Claire’s needs.

‘Claire, where’s your peehole?’

I had just put a large forkful of pasta into her mouth, and she spluttered and lost part of it down her chin.  I quickly mopped her face, and she swallowed the rest and answered me, between bursts of laughter.

‘Don’t say things like that when I’ve got a mouthful, I’ll choke.’

‘I’m sorry, I should have asked at the time, but I was concentrating on what I was doing.’

‘Typical male, can’t manage more than one thing at a time.  It’s inside my pussy lips in front of my vagina, but it’s very small and you wouldn’t see it unless you really went looking for it.  So when you get round to having sex with some poor, unsuspecting female, you needn’t worry about putting it in there by mistake.  Any other questions, while we’re in between my legs?’

I didn’t realise at the time, though she told me much later, that she thought I would ask about her clitoris, but as I didn’t know such a thing existed, that wasn’t very likely.

After lunch I suggested we go for a walk.

‘We have never, ever, gone for a walk together, why should we start now?  Besides, I haven’t got any knickers on.’

‘So there’s a first time for everything, and you need some exercise, seeing that you aren’t riding your bike just now.  And who’s going to know you haven’t got any knickers on, except me?’

Our house was situated quite a long way out of town, and we could walk through some pleasant parkland and woods without meeting anyone.  At one point we had to pass through a narrow gap between some trees, and a bramble snagged Claire’s skirt and, as I hadn’t fixed the waist band securely, it opened and the skirt, which was a wrap around type, promptly unwrapped and fell round her ankles.  The Claire I knew before the accident would have screamed and grabbed at it to cover herself – not that she would have been there with me in the first place.  This Claire just spun around with her plastered arms in the air doing a little dance, displaying her pretty bum and her blonde bush with no apparent shame.

‘What’s happened to you, Claire?  This isn’t the girl I’ve loved to detest all these years.  And don’t you think you’re showing off rather a lot of yourself – I’m only an innocent young boy, you aren’t trying to corrupt me, are you?’

‘As you’ve seen me on my back with my legs wide open, I fancy your young sensibilities won’t be too shocked.  Having to be touched all over by nurses and Mum and now you, it just seems that this is my body and I don’t mind who sees it any more.  What’s more, it’s nice to feel the sun on my legs and the air round my pussy, I think I’ll stop wearing knickers, full stop.’

‘First of all, I haven’t touched you all over, actually only a very small part of you – though I’ll admit it’s the part I would have least expected to ever see, let alone touch.  And what would you have done if you had been on your own and couldn’t have freed your skirt?’

‘The same as I’m doing now, walked on without it.’

‘Claire, I’m not sure if I can cope with this new girl.  Can’t we have a good row?’

‘Sorry Chris, when I’m back to normal I might feel different, but just now I sort of like you, quite a lot.’

She was walking slightly ahead of me, carrying the skirt that I had freed, and the lovely round cheeks of her bum were wiggling as she walked.  The temptation was too much, and I leaned forward and gave her a quick gentle slap.

‘Now behave yourself, young woman, or I’ll give you a good whacking.’

‘Oh Chris, you’re so masterful, how do you know what turns me on.  Sorry, I shouldn’t say things like that.  Goodness knows how we’ll both behave when this is all over, but just now I couldn’t ask for a kinder, more considerate brother.  The way you coped with putting my tampon in took a lot of courage for you, especially to do it in such a matter of fact way, no sniggering or silly remarks, you just did it, and I’ll never forget that.’

We walked back to the house, idly chattering away, and it wasn’t until we were indoors that I really noticed that she was still carrying her skirt and was displaying herself in a totally shameless way.  Fortunately, we hadn’t met anyone on the way.

‘Now we’re back indoors and there’s no chance of any one except me seeing you, perhaps you’d like to put your skirt back on.

‘Might as well leave it off for a bit.  The bad news is that my tampon needs changing.’

I’d been avoiding thinking about this, hoping that it would last until Mum got back, but now that hope was dashed.

‘All right, Chris the vampire is ready for the blood.’

‘Good God, you don’t have to drink it.  Come on, and I’ll show you the gory details.’

We went up to the bathroom.  Claire sat on the toilet and spread her legs wide, pushing herself as far back on the seat as possible.

‘Just pull the string steadily and let the tampon drop down the pan.’

‘I thought you weren’t supposed to flush them down the toilet.  Doesn’t it bugger up the septic tank?’

(Being situated well out of town, we had a septic tank instead of mains drainage, and I had always been told not to put anything down that would not break down biologically.  As my Dad had said ‘If you haven’t passed it or wiped your bum with it, don’t put it down the bog.’)

‘Well, I know that, but I was trying to make it a bit less embarrassing for you.’

‘Come on, I’ve got this far, I might as well get the full treatment.’

‘You are a big brave boy.  Let’s change tactics, then.’

She moved across to the bidet and squatted over it.  I put my hand between her legs and took hold of the string and gently pulled it, and felt it come, till it plopped out with a squelching noise and dropped onto the bidet pan. I took some toilet tissue, put it over the blood soaked tampon, picked it up and dropped it into the pedal bin that was kept in the bathroom for the purpose.

‘Now put the sprayer on – warm, please, I don’t want a frozen pussy – and that will clean me up a bit. Then if you wouldn’t mind just doing a quick mop up with the flannel, and pop a plug in.’

She moved away from the sprayer and I got it going at a warm temperature and she squatted again so that the jet was washing her pussy.  Then I ran some water into the bowl, soaped a flannel and gave her a quick wash, then a rinse.

‘Do you think you can get the tampon in while I squat here.’

‘I’ll try, but I’ll be groping in the dark a bit.  Why don’t you sit on the edge of the toilet and lean back, then I’ll be able to see where I’m going.’

She did as I asked and, with her leaning back with her legs spread, and me kneeling in front of her I could see the pink wrinkles of her pussy lips.  I put my finger and thumb either side of her lips and, as I touched her, I heard her quick intake of breath.  I was concentrating hard on what I was doing, and I never thought of what the effect of a hand on her pussy might be for her.  I slid the tampon in with no problem, stood up and washed my hands.  We then went into her bedroom, where I put her skirt back on.  She gave me a quick kiss.

‘Thank you, little brother.  That should be the last time you’ll need to grope me.’

Little did she know!  Then there was the phone call.

CHAPTER TWO.

We went downstairs and I got a couple of colas, and gave one to Claire, with a straw so that she could drink from it on the table.  We were sitting in the lounge with our drinks when the phone rang. It was our uncle, and he said he had some bad news for us.  I pressed the button so that the phone was on the loudspeaker and we could both hear.  He told us that Mum had not arrived till just as the funeral procession arrived at the crematorium, due to a traffic accident causing her to be stuck on the Motorway for a couple of hours.  After the ceremony, as she was leaving the building, she tripped and fell, hitting her head on a stone pillar.  As a result she had been taken off to hospital, where it was found that she was badly concussed.  Although it seemed most probable that there would be no lasting damage, the doctor wished to keep her heavily sedated for a few days while she recovered.

‘You two will be able to manage on your own for a bit, won’t you?’

Claire looked at me with a questioning expression on her face.  There was no option, really, it would cause chaos if we said no.  I nodded.

‘No problem, Uncle.  We’ll manage.’

He talked for a little longer, checking that we were OK for money, but he obviously had no idea that Claire was in plaster, and finally rang off after promising to phone every day with news of Mum.

Claire and I looked at each other in silence for a long time, both thinking about the giving and receiving of very personal care.  The housekeeping was only a minor issue.

‘Claire, what have we done?’

‘The only thing we could do.  Uncle’s got enough problems sorting things out after Auntie’s death, he doesn’t need us to add to his worries. I’m sorry to have lumbered you, but I guess that after what you’ve already done, we’ll manage – sorry, you’ll manage, there’s not a lot I can do except enjoy your ministrations.’

‘I guess you are right.  If anyone asked me what would be the worse thing I could be asked to do for you, dealing with your period would come top of the list, so it should be a breeze from now on.  Come on, show me how to cook dinner, and, by the way, I’m going to open a bottle of wine to get my strength up.’

‘Good idea, we can’t be expected to face each other stone cold sober.’

With Claire standing behind me and giving expert instructions, I managed to cook a very presentable meal.  We had a glass of wine each, and after I had tidied up the kitchen and loaded the dishwasher, we sat together with a second glass, watching TV, and feeling very comfortable with each other – except that I was now contemplating having to undress her and get her to bed, a bit of a scary prospect. When the film we were watching ended, Claire grinned at me and said:

‘Come on, it’s time for the great unveiling.’

We went upstairs and I cleaned her teeth for her, and changed her tampon again, which this time seemed a very simple process. Just as we went to leave the bathroom, she told me to get some pills out of the cabinet.

‘I’ve just realised why I started the curse when I didn’t expect to.  I forgot to get mum to give me the pill.’

‘You mean you are on the contraceptive pill?’

‘Yes. Actually the doctor suggested it because I’d been having erratic periods. Mum agreed, and said that it might come in handy if I misbehaved – very thoughtful of her.’

Then…into her bedroom.  I was very nervous about what was to happen next, but she did her best to make things easier for me.

‘Look Chris, I know this isn’t easy for you.  I guess you’ve had visions about the first time you’ll take a girl’s clothes off, and I didn’t figure very highly in those visions.  Just treat it as being the mechanical process, so when you do it for real you won’t have problems with the buttons and hooks and so on.  Come on, this must be the easy part after what you’ve done.’

But, strangely, it wasn’t.  Fixing her tampon had been a slightly disgusting process, and I guessed that wiping her backside after she had done a dump would be similar.  But this was different.  Sure, I’d not only seen her sexual bits, I’d poked around in them, but now I was to see a girl completely naked, and the fact that it was my sister made it a bit more…exciting?  I’d seen her in her underwear at different times, but never totally nude.  I stepped toward her and took the hem of her tee shirt and lifted it up and over her head.  I had to help her get the plaster casts through the armholes, but it was soon off, leaving her with just a bra. It was just a plain white affair, and the swell of her breasts, gently tanned against the white, pushed above it.  I was unsure what to do next, but she just turned her back to me.

‘It’s two hooks and eyes, Chris.  Just unhook me and push it off my shoulders.’

I did as she said, and she turned round.  Her arms were crossed over her bra, the plaster casts incongruous against her golden skin.  Then she dropped her arms, and the bra slipped off.

I just stood and stared at her.  I had seen all of her before except her breasts, but I had never seen the totality, and the sum of the parts was wonderfully better than the individual bits.  Her legs, long and shapely, the regular runs and training that she did meant that they were firm without being over muscled.  Her hips, quite narrow and framing a smooth, flat belly over the gentle bulge of her pubis, capped with the fair bush of curly hair and with the top of her slit showing through.  Her lovely face, capped with ash blonde hair, somewhat messed from my removal of her tee shirt.  And, for the first time, her breasts, full and firm, not really needing a bra as they stood proudly, with the pale pink aureoles crowned by the darker pink of her nipples, quiescent at that moment. Her whole body seemed to glow, the golden tan of her skin contrasting with the milky white bands across her breasts and her lower belly.

She looked at me with a slightly worried smile on her face, then turned round slowly, so that I could admire the back view, where the roundness of her buttocks seemed to accentuate the slimness of her waist.

‘Well?’

‘Very, thanks.  Pity about the plasters, though.’

‘Oh thanks a lot, most flattering I must say.’

‘Claire, I’ve seen pictures of naked women in magazines and so on, but this is the first time I’ve seen a naked girl in the flesh.  All I can say from my zero experience is that if I never see a prettier sight I’ll still die a happy man.’

The smile lit up her face, and she stepped forward and gave me another of those quick soft kisses on the lips.

‘Now you’ve been kissed by a naked girl, my, my, you are having an exciting day!’

‘I think I’d better dress you quickly before I get wicked thoughts.  What do you wear in bed?’

‘Two plaster casts.’

‘Marylin Monroe wore Chanel number five, so I suppose you’ve got on more than she had.’

‘It’s warm enough, and it’s a struggle to get the casts through the sleeves on my nighties, and if I wear pyjamas I don’t wear the bottoms in case I want to pee in the night, so I’m not very covered anyway.’

‘Please yourself, now get into bed and I’ll cover you up.’

‘Thanks – you’re a bit special, little brother.’

I left her and went to bed myself.  As I lay there, I found I had an enormous hard.  It was odd that putting in the tampons for Claire had been totally sexless for me, I was too busy concentrating on what I was doing, but looking at her lovely naked body had really wound me up, and I hardly touched myself before I had shot a load into my underpants.  Was I getting sexed up by my big sister?  And what was I going to do about it.  I resolved to masturbate before I was going to touch her intimately, so I wouldn’t be in a permanently erect state, so next morning I got up and went straight into the shower and had a wank.  Then I put on some clothes and went into Claire’s room.  She was still sleeping, so I bent over and kissed her cheek.  She woke with an instant smile.

‘Trying to take advantage of a helpless girl while she’s still asleep?  Have you no morals, Chris Carter.’

‘You should be so lucky.  Right, do I do my nurse’s duties now, or do you want breakfast first?’

‘Breakfast, please.’

She pushed back the bedclothes and I caught my breath at the side of her lovely nudity.  She got up, saying:

‘I’ll have a pee and be down in a minute.’

I went downstairs and started getting breakfast when she walked in, still naked.

‘Please, Claire, I need to get used to seeing you like that a bit at a time.  Go and get a robe for goodness sake.’

‘Sorry Chris, I wasn’t thinking.’

She went and came back with a short robe which I had to put on for her.  It tied at the waist, and I could still see enough of her breasts to be disturbed, but I said no more.  After breakfast, we went upstairs together.

‘Now the ultimate – I’ve got to have a dump.  If you don’t mind I’d sooner perform on my own, and hope you can bear to clean me up when I shout.’

I waited, visualising what it would be like to wipe someone else’s backside, and not liking the vision very much.  Soon she called me and I went in.  She was sitting on the toilet, and suddenly it all seemed very simple.  I took some tissue, she leaned forward and I bent over and did the business. I realised that the fact that the arse I had wiped was not my own didn’t really matter – the process and the end products were just the same.  I then changed her tampon, and this seemed quite a normal event after my initial trauma yesterday.  Now for the bit that was a bit more concerning – I had to wash her, all over.

She stood, and I slipped off her robe.

‘You are beautiful, Claire, and my hand might be a bit shaky as I see to you.’

‘I’m flattered.  What Mum does is to give me a wash all over with a soapy flannel, then I stand in the shower while she hoses me down.  That way she doesn’t get too wet.’

I did as she said.  First I washed her face and her neck and rinsed them off with a wet flannel.  Then with her back to me I soaped her shoulders and back down to those firm rounded buttocks, where I slid the flannel down the crack till I arrived at her anus.  I went on down the backs of her legs to her feet.  She turned round and I lifted each leg in turn to wash her feet, conscious out of the corner of my eye that this action opened her thighs and her pussy lips were visible.  Not a problem, I’d been looking at them closely a few minutes ago as I changed her tampon – except it was a problem, it seemed totally different and I felt my penis start to twitch. Get on with it, I told myself, and briskly washed her legs up to her thighs, my hand holding the flannel sliding up the inside.  She put one foot up on the edge of the bath so that I could wash her pussy.  I was trying hard to be businesslike, and was obviously far too rough.

‘Hey, steady there!  You’re not wiping the mud off your shoes, and that’s a bit bloody sensitive there, have a care, or I’ll have to get Mr Wilson round to do it.’

‘Christ, the poor man would have a heart attack, though he’d probably die with a smile on his face.  Sorry, Sis, I’ll be more careful, I was just trying to get it over with quickly.’

Claire didn’t reply – I think she had noticed my erection and realised why I wished to get it done as soon as possible with as little arousal as possible.  It didn’t get better when I washed her belly, then up to her breasts, which, even through a folded flannel, still felt firm and luscious.  Finally it was done and she went into the shower where I rinsed her off with the rose on the flexible pipe.  Drying her was another trial, but she kept up a commentary on how I wasn’t making much of a job of it, and the tension eased.  

We then went into the bedroom to dress her.  I picked up her bra and, following instructions I stood behind her in front of the mirror and held it out so that I could slide the straps up her arms.  She leaned forward so that I could ease the cups over the breasts, then I did up the hooks. 

‘Do you notice anything?’

I looked in the mirror, and I could see the problem.

‘It’s a bit wrinkled, how do I fix that?’

‘Well, the only way I know is to put a hand in the cup and sort of fish the boob up inside.  Unless you’ve any better ideas?’

I didn’t speak, but slid my arm round and pushed my hand down into the cup.  I felt as though I had had an electric shock, the feel of her with a flannel in my hand had given me no warning of the delight of the feel of that warm, live globe in my palm.  I desperately wanted to caress her and rub my fingers over that smooth skin, and I had an instant erection.  I lingered just for a second, then withdrew and did the same for the other breast.  This time, as my hand slid in, I felt a bump that had not been there on the first breast, and, when I withdrew my hand I could see in the mirror that her nipples were pushing the soft fabric into two small mounds.

I had been so busy with my own feelings that I hadn’t noticed Claire’s reaction. She was flushed, and her breath was gasping quietly.  We stood there, silent for what seemed an age. At last she spoke:

‘I don’t think I’ll wear a bra for the next few days, it hardly seems worth the bother.’

After I had finished dressing her, she went downstairs while I went to the bathroom and relieved the pressure on my penis, which had hardened the moment when I touched her breasts.  This was a complication I had not even considered.  I had only thought of the mechanics of looking after Claire, and this sudden shock as I felt her flesh was a surprise, and I had also got the feeling that she had not been unaffected.  However, life had to go on, I couldn’t back out now.  

As she had thoughtfully had her accident just before the end of term, I was free to look after her, not the way I would have planned my holiday, but I had nothing else specific in mind, so it wasn’t a problem.  We passed the next couple of days quietly, with me doing the cooking and general housework under instructions from the invalid, also coping with her personal needs as necessary.  Although I still got a frisson of excitement when I stripped her clothes off and when I washed her, as it wasn’t a surprise I managed to control my erection better, though I still made sure that I had wanked before I needed to get too personal.  Oddly, considering where I was touching her, seeing to her tampons did not affect me at all, perhaps because it was a totally non-sexual act.  In any case, at the end of the third day the tampon I took out had no blood on it, and Claire said that that was her normal period pattern, and I needn’t replace it.

‘That’s the last time you’ll need to do that for me.  Mum will be back for my next period, and with luck I’ll be able to do it myself anyway.’

‘Oh, that’s a shame, I’ve really been enjoying it – not!’

I noticed that she did not smile at that, and realised that she had been getting quieter and less cheerful as the days passed.  The next day she spoke very little, and I wondered what was wrong, but did not like to ask.  

We went for a walk that day, and, as the weather was a bit colder, she asked me to put jeans on her, although it would mean I would have to help when she needed a pee.  That night when we went up to bed, I pulled down her jeans, then her knickers, and noticed that the crotch area was soaking wet.

‘What’s happened, you’ve wet yourself?’

‘Just clean me up, please.’

This was said in a very peremptory way, and she clearly didn’t want to talk about it.  As I took the knickers to drop them in the bin, I caught the scent of a musky odour from them, and I wondered what was happening to her.  I washed between her legs, dried her, and cleaned her teeth before going into her room.  She was wearing a tee shirt as usual, and I could see her nipples pushing at the material, and, when I took the shirt off, she looked down, saw that the nipples were erect, and crossed her arms over herself.  She looked a picture of misery, so I said:

‘Come on Claire, tell me what’s wrong.  You’ve been getting more and more unhappy over the last couple of days, can’t I help you?’

‘Oh Chris, you are so sweet to me.  I’m not sure I’ve got the nerve to tell you.’

‘Well, try, perhaps I can help.’

‘You’ve done nothing but help these last few days, I can’t ask for more.’

‘Don’t be daft.  I’ll get my own back when you’re better.’

‘But this is about you and me, and it’s too shameful to say it.’

I sat her down on the bed and sat beside her with an arm round her shoulders.  Her head was down, and I could see the tears on her cheeks.

‘If it’s partly about me, I think I’ve a right to know.  Come on, it’ll only get worse if you bottle it up.’

She looked up at me, then turned her head away and started to talk.

‘Chris, when I realised that I would have to let you see to my tampons, I felt sick at the idea, and when I had to open my legs and let you see me and touch me it got worse.  That first touch was as though I had been hit, and you noticed because I flinched.  Then you had to push your finger into my vagina, and it was a sort of rape.  After the first couple of times, it wasn’t so bad, because you were so practical about it, no sniggering, no silly remarks, you just got on with it with the minimum of contact and I stopped thinking I was being interfered with by my grotty little brother – it could have been a nurse or even Mum.  Then when you stripped me off for bed, you were so sweet, you looked at me without leering and you said such nice things, I didn’t feel at all embarrassed.  The ultimate horror, even worse than the tampon, was going to be having you wipe my bum – but it wasn’t.  Again, just a business-like going about things, no daft remarks.’

‘But then you washed me.  You were being brisk and efficient, but when your hand passed over my breasts, even with the flannel in your hand I felt a little rush of excitement, which disturbed me.  And then you tried to fit my bra on properly, and when your hand touched my nipples, they practically exploded.  I wanted to grab your hand and hold it there.  After that, every time you touched me was like a little electric shock.  I started looking forward to you changing my tampon just to feel your fingers on my pussy lips.  Chris, it’s crazy – my little just teen brother is sending me wild and…and…’

She stopped, then looked round at me and said:

‘How often do you masturbate?’

That’s a question that only a few days before would have brought forth a mouthful of invective, if she had been mad enough to ask it. Now it seemed perfectly normal and rational.

‘Mostly every day when I shower...only a lot more often the last few days. Why do you ask?’

‘Did you know that girls masturbate as well?’

‘I know they do something, but I don’t know what.  Obviously it isn’t the same as boys, as you’ve got no willy to play with.’

‘There are a lot of places on a girl’s body that respond to being touched.  The problem I have just now is that…oh never mind.’

‘That you can’t touch yourself with those plasters on?’

She just nodded.

‘And you would like me to do it for you?’

‘Chris, I can’t ask that.’

‘Are you kidding?  Don’t you realise that I’ve been dying to touch you ever since I but my hand in your bra?  Up to then, I’d been too busy to think of any possible enjoyment out of what we’ve been doing, but holding your breast had the same effect on me as it did on you.  Every time I’ve done anything intimate for you since then I’ve had to rush off afterwards and wank myself silly.’

I put my arm round her and drew her towards me, and I could feel her trembling against me.

‘Chris, I’m all sort of scared and excited together.  I’ve never let any boy touch me under my clothes, because I was afraid they wouldn’t stop when I wanted them to, but I know I can trust you.’

‘Yes, you can, I suddenly have a lot of respect for you and I think I sort of love you, in a brotherly way.  Come on lie down and let’s see if I’m any good at sexual therapy.  Doctor Carter, the renowned sexologist is ready to treat you.’

‘Sometimes you’re an idiot, but rather a lovable one.’

She lay on the bed, and I stretched out beside her.  I thought I would guess how to do this wonderful task, and just stroke her body to see how it reacted.  I started by running my fingers over her lips, which parted at my touch, and her tongue came out to brush my fingertip as she smiled up at me.  Then I started on a tour of her face, her cheeks, her forehead, and her ears, then onto her neck.  Slowly, very gently, I caressed her neck and her shoulders, and the look on her face told me that she was enjoying it.  I moved slowly down, till I was touching the swell of her breast, and I stroked across the tops from one to the other.  I guessed that her nipples would be sensitive, so I avoided touching them as I began to caress around the lovely globes, round underneath, cupping the lower swell and watching all the time as her smile changed from a friendly sister to a girl who was starting to get aroused.  Her nipples were quite flat, but as I started to touch her aureoles I saw them swell slightly.  At last, I brushed my fingers across each nipple in turn, and they immediately swelled again.  I heard her catch her breath suddenly, and I took one of the nipples between my finger and thumb and gently squeezed it, and felt it harden in my grip.

‘Yes Chris, please, that’s great, do it more, and a little bit harder would be nice.’

I sat up a little so that I could use both hands, and I was soon squeezing both nipples together, pulling and twisting them.  They were fully tumescent and the colour seemed to darken, a deep pink against the pale pink aureoles and the white surrounding skin.  Claire was breathing quite heavily now, and making tiny mews of pleasure, and I decided it was time to explore a little more.  While I continued to play with her nipples with one hand, with the other I began to move a little lower.  I felt the her rib cage, firm with the bones softly defined under the skin, then on to the sudden softness of her belly, and I poked a finger gently into her navel.  

‘Just a minute, Chris, leave me be while I tell you something.  Oh, my breast wants you back, but I can’t talk coherently with you doing that to me.’

‘What’s wrong, I thought I was doing pretty well.’

‘You can’t believe how well, but I must talk.  You know when you took my knickers off they were wet, and I very rudely told you to just get on and clean me up?  Well, I hadn’t wet myself, far from it.  When a girl gets sexually aroused, there is some fluid released into her pussy, and it’s very slippery.  It’s there to make it easy for a penis to slide into her, and the body thinks, ‘she’s sexed up so there’s going to be a penis along any time now’, and down comes the lubricant.  The trouble is, the longer the arousal, the more the fluid comes, and some girls will pass quite a lot – and I’m one of them.  It’s all well and good when I do have sex eventually, but in the meantime it can mean some pretty damp knickers.  Now, you see why I didn’t explain at the time, and the reason I’m telling you now is that, when you put your hand where I hope you’re going to put it very soon, you’re going to find it’s quite damp down there.  I wouldn’t want you to think you were diving your hand into a load of wee!  Now, carry on where you were – please!

‘Thanks for the warning.  You are full of surprises.’

I went back to caressing her breast with one hand, while the other was on her belly and brushing the hairy mound.  I slid slowly down one thigh, then across to the other and mounted again towards the junction.  I repeated this, and as I moved I let my hand slide inside her thighs, and gently pushed them apart.  I could feel the heat of her as I mounted, then let my hand move deeper into the soft hairs of her bush, and at last, when her legs were parted enough, I slid slowly down between them so that I was holding her sex.  As she had warned me, the whole area was moist with her juices, and, as I pressed my fingers up in between her outer lips, I felt the hot wetness of her.  I knew from looking after her tampons what her pussy lip were like, but they had not been streaming moisture before.  I parted the lips with my finger and thumb, then slid fingers inside the lips.

‘Oh yes, Chris, that’s right, rub me there.’

I slid my fingers gently to and fro, not quite sure what to do, then I tentatively pushed my middle finger into her vagina opening..

‘More, go right in as deep as you can!’

I pushed in further, moving in easily for a bit, then feeling a sudden constriction that was much tighter than before.  I heard her breath catch, and suddenly her plastered hand was on the back of mine, pushing my finger hard into her and the heel of my hand hard against her pubic mound.  I had no idea what to do, when I felt my finger being gripped and her hips pushing up against my hand.  She was making little noises in her throat, and suddenly she cried out and I felt her body bucking up against me several times, then she just seemed to collapse and she took her hand away from mine.  Her face, which had been screwed up with tension, relaxed into a lovely broad smile.

‘You’re wonderful, do you know that?  It’s as though all the tension’s gone out of me, I’ve never cum like that before.’

‘Is that how you cum?’

‘It’s an orgasm, to be technical, and it’s the best I’ve had up to now – and you didn’t even get to my best bit.’

‘What’s that, then.’

‘I’ll show you next time.  In the meantime, what about you.’

I had been concentrating so much on what I could do for her that I had not even got an erection.

‘I’m all right, thanks.’

‘Perhaps, but please do something else for me.  Take your clothes off.’

‘Anything to oblige a lady.’

I wondered what she had in mind, but pulled off my tee shirt and slid down my shorts and underpants.  I laid back so that she could look at me, and she took her time over it.  My cock was only slightly aroused, to my surprise, so it didn’t look too impressive.

‘That’s what it looks like.  It’s quite a soft little thing, really, not at all what I was expecting.’

I didn’t answer, but just turned towards her and put my arm round her, pulling her close so that my cock was rubbing against her thighs.  I moved gently against her, and felt the pressure of her firm breasts against my chest, and the warmth of her soft flesh against my cock, which very quickly became erect, and I moved so that it was up against her belly and pushing into her.  When it felt fully hard, I backed off a little so that she could see it, ready for action.

‘Not so soft, not so little.’

Her eyes were wide with surprise.

‘Good lord, that’s a bit of a change.  Is that…is that, sort of normal, or is that bigger than most.  It looks an awful lot to go…you know where.’

‘No, it’s pretty normal and I guess it will get a bit bigger when I’m older.  There’s a lot of bragging goes on about cock size, but I looked on the internet and, when I measured myself, I’m about average.  In any case, no matter how big they get, they’re not going to be as big as a baby’s head, so that should be some consolation to you.’

‘Look, it’s gone a bit soggy while you were talking.  Please, will you masturbate for me.  I’d love to see what you do, then, if you like I’ll do it for you when my hands are back in action’

This was getting a bit surreal, but the idea of wanking in front of my sister was rather exciting, so I took hold of myself and started moving back and forth.  I was soon near to cumming, so I grabbed my pants to catch the cum.

‘No, I want to see you cum, don’t cover it!’

I took the pants away, and almost at once I felt the pressure building.  I thought about turning away, but it was too late, and I shot the load over her belly and thighs.

‘I didn’t realise how much there was – it’s awesome.’

‘I’ll get a cloth and clean you up.’

‘No, don’t.  Come and hold me, and rub it over me.  I want to feel your cum all over my belly.’

I drew her against me, and rubbed our bellies together feeling the hot sticky goo sliding between us.  As I did it, I realised that my erection had not gone away, and the friction between us was lighting me up.  I held her close and put my hand round her back and slid down between her buttocks and into her vagina, while my thumb knuckle was pressed hard into her anus.  We didn’t speak, but as I moved up and down against her soft flesh I moved my finger in and out of her pussy, and she was gasping with pleasure.  Very quickly, I shot my load against her, and she let out a squeal of joy.  I held onto her until I felt my erection start to subside, then drew away a little.  Neither of us spoke, the quick intensity too much for sensible conversation.  I drew back and gave her a little push so that she turned over away from me.  I pulled the bedding over us, then settled in close behind her, her bum nestled into my lap, and put an arm round her waist.  Almost at one, her breathing slowed and she was asleep.  I lay enjoying the warm softness of her and wondering about the magic of what we had done, and quickly I, too, was asleep.

CHAPTER THREE

When I woke next morning, I found that Claire was leaning on one elbow and watching me, with a broad smile on her face.

‘Wake up, dope.  It’s time to do your duties for the day.’

‘What had you in mind – not sexual services already?’

‘That’s for later.  Breakfast was what I had in mind, then I think a clean up – I’ve got your dried up goo all over my front, and I should think my pussy must smell a bit second hand.’

‘I’m not going to check just now, thanks for the warning.’

We got up and I went to put on my shorts.

‘You don’t need any clothes – let’s both be naked for a bit.’

‘I’ll get a permanent hard if I have to keep looking at your boobs.’

‘That’s a problem?  There must be a way of dealing with it.’

‘Don’t go there just now – I’m hungry for food.’

We went down and I made the breakfast.  She had suddenly decided that she fancied some porridge, so I made it with her instructions.  While I was cooking, she said, very quietly:

‘I haven’t really thanked you for what you did for me last night Chris.  I had been feeling so wound up and frustrated, now I just feel wonderful.  Did you enjoy what we did?’

‘Sometimes, Claire, you ask some really dumb questions.  Of course not, I just did it to keep you happy.  Mind you, I think I could get to like it if we do it now and again – like now, and then again, and again!

‘I was afraid you might be disgusted at what we did, it’s not something brothers and sisters are supposed to do.’

‘Maybe, but I don’t feel at all ashamed.  If we both enjoy it, who’s getting hurt? Now, open your mouth, here comes breakfast.’

  I put one spoonful in my mouth, then one in hers, a process which was a bit tedious.

‘You know, when you get babies, all this experience of feeding me will come in useful.’

‘Well, at least you don’t spill half the food down your front like I’ve seen babies do.’

I spoke too soon.  The feeding routine went wrong, and I managed to miss her mouth, and a blob of porridge dropped onto her breast, right on a nipple.

‘Clean that off, please.  You might as well use your tongue, that would be the nicest way.’

I leaned over and licked the blob off her breast, sucking her nipple as I did so.  It burst into life, swelling up under my ministrations.  She pushed my head away.

‘That’s too good for the breakfast table, but please do it for me later.  I can still feel where you did it, and I’ve started to glow between my legs.  I can see that being near you is going to keep me permanently wet to go with your hard on.’

After breakfast we went to the bathroom.  The hospital had supplied some plastic sleeves to put over her plasters to keep them dry.  I turned on the shower, and drew her in beside me.  I took the flannel to soap it prior to washing her, but she stopped me.

‘No flannel, just soapy hands will feel much nicer.’

I turned the shower jet away from her, and soaped my hands well.  I started with her face, but used a flannel to rinse her to avoid getting her hair too wet.  After that, I used just my hands, starting with her shoulders and moving down her back, rubbing the soap into the lovely smooth skin.  We had a big back brush, so I took this and gave her back a good brushing till her skin glowed, then I turned it round the wrong way and gave her a quick smack on her rounded buttocks.

‘You swine, now you can kiss me better.’

I bent down, and gave her a series of kisses and little bites.  I soaped my hand again, and pushed my fingers down the crack between her cheeks, gradually moving a little deeper till I reached her anus.  I made sure she was well soaped and pressed my finger against her, and felt it start to ease into the tight opening, when she suddenly drew away.

‘No, Chris, not that.  I don’t think I’m ready for it, and it just doesn’t seem the right thing to do.’

‘Sorry Claire, I’ll behave myself.’

‘I didn’t say that, just not my bum, for now anyway.  I might change my mind later.’

I went back to washing her legs and feet, then turned her round and began washing the fronts of her legs, up her thighs, letting my hands run up the inside so that I brushed against her sex.  Across her belly, and around her hips and waist, and at last I came to her breasts.  I smothered them in soap, washing them very gently, and sliding my fingers round her nipples, which grew under my pressure.  Then I turned her so her back was towards me, and I slid my soapy hand down over her mons and let my fingers move to and fro across her pussy lips, till I felt them ease open at my touch and allow me to start caressing her in her crack.  I felt her body press back against me, and could feel her excitement mounting, and I pushed a finger into her vagina.  Again, I felt that easy entrance, then, as I went deeper, I came up against the tight opening that I could just push my finger through, and wondered why it should be like that.  Her cheek was against mine and she whispered to me to push in and out.  I did as she asked, at the same time rubbing her breasts, squeezing each nipple in turn.  My cock was erect and pushing up between her buttocks, and I held her firm against me, feeling heat of her arse against me.  She was thrusting her pussy hard against my hand, and very quickly she erupted, moaning gently as her vagina pulsed its hold on my finger, then she went limp against me.

‘Oh Chris, that was so good.  Please can I watch you finish yourself off now?’

I felt ready to burst any second, and as she turned to watch I grabbed my cock and started wanking it up and down, getting ever quicker till I felt the rush of fluid from my balls and it spurted out onto her thighs and belly.

‘That’s lovely to watch, I’d no idea so much came out.’

‘I’m glad you enjoyed the show.  Now I’d better wash it off you.’

I rinsed her and then finished washing myself before I dried us both, and we went in her room so I could dress her.  We decided to go for a walk in the woods, and were enjoying the summer sunshine.  We talked about everything except what I had been doing for her, till she suddenly said:

‘Do you want to go all the way?’

‘What, to the end of the woods?’

‘No, my sexy little brother, you know darn well that’s not what I mean.  To make it clear I mean you and I in bed.  If I may be very coarse, do you want to fuck me?’

‘Do I want to – of course I do.  That’s an easy animal answer.  The question is should we?  It would be illegal, but that doesn’t matter, but where would it all end.  It’s not as though we can spend our lives together, what happens when you meet a boy you want to get close to?  You can’t say, sorry, I must go home, my brother wants to fuck me.  And what happens when Mum finds out?  It’s all a bit scary and when I think about it – which is most of the time – I suddenly remember that I’m only thirteen, and I’d never even thought seriously about girls, only having a wank is just a nice game and it stops me getting wet dreams.  What do you think?’

‘The same, I suppose, but I don’t half want to do it with you.  I’m older enough that I shouldn’t be asking you, but you’ve woken me up sexually.  Before, being kissed and groped was just a bit of fun, and masturbation was the same for me as for you, but your hands on me are so much better than my own.  Oh well, I guess we had better behave ourselves.’

‘You mean you don’t want me to touch you any more?’

‘Of course I do, just we’ve got to make sure we stop before the last step.  By the way, I’ve thought about how I might be able to make it a bit more fun for you – I’ll show you later.  Now let’s talk about something else.’

And with that, we changed the subject, leaving me wondering what she had in mind for me.  The rest of the day passed quietly.  I rode my bike to the local supermarket to top up our food supplies, I cooked meals to her instructions and even did some cleaning up round the house, which had been getting a bit scruffy.  It was a really hot day, so we had our meals outside, with a barbecue in the evening.  As it was till very warm Claire suggested we strip off, which was fine as our garden was very private.  We had a big air bed that we used for sun bathing, and after we had eaten we lounged on it relaxing in the feel of the warm air on our naked bodies.  We had a bottle of beer each, and Claire could just manage to hold hers between her two plastered hands.  However, as she tipped it up, some spilt down her chin and onto her breasts.

‘Would you mop that up for me please – the same way as you did my porridge at breakfast would be nice.’

I needed no encouragement and I licked the dribble of beer from her chin, then slowly followed the little stream till I came to her breast. I pushed her onto her back and leaning over her, began to flick the point of my tongue round the edge of her aureole, then onto the tip of her nipple.  As my tongue moved I could feel the bud growing under it and I put more and more pressure and moved ever more quickly.  I felt her responding to my touch and at last I took the nipple between my lips and sucked it firmly into my mouth, where I bit it gently and raked it hard with my tongue.  Her plastered hand touched the back of mine and she pushed it onto the other breast, where I held the lovely firm globe in my palm, then moved my fingers all over her, sometimes stroking, sometimes squeezing, and at last I took the nipple between finger and thumb and pulled and rubbed it.  All the while I continued to suck and lick the other nipple and I could hear her moaning and panting.  Suddenly she gave a long sigh, and relaxed.  I withdrew my mouth and just left my hand gently holding her.

‘Chris, that was a lovely gentle orgasm you gave me.  I didn’t know that just touching my breasts could do that.  Some lucky girl’s going to get a wonderful lover one of these days.’

‘I’ll settle for what I’ve got for a bit.  This is fun, much more fun than having rows with you all the time.  By the way, you promised some extra fun for me.’

‘Well, I don’t know how you’ll take this.  If I had the use of my hands, I’d love to hold you and masturbate you – forgetting that, if I hadn’t loss the use of them I wouldn’t have let you near me. As it is, I’ve had an idea.  Lie down and close your eyes for a minute. Don’t dare open them till I tell you.’

I did as she said, and felt her moving around on the bed.  Suddenly I felt a soft, warm draught of air on my penis, followed by a very light touch on my foreskin.  I had been only semi erect, but as I felt the touch moving along the length John Thomas started to grow rapidly.  I tried to guess what she was doing.  I thought that she must be letting her nipple touch me, but that didn’t explain the warm air.  Suddenly I felt the tip of my cock being engulfed in a warm moistness – it couldn’t be…could it?  Despite her orders, I opened my eyes and saw her bent over me holding me with her lips.  As I watched, she slid my cock further into her mouth and I felt my foreskin being pushed right back.  I could hardly believe what she was doing, her soft lips wide open to engulf me.  She looked up and saw me watching her, and withdrew from me.

‘I thought I told you to keep your eyes closed.  Now I feel all embarrassed.’

‘Sorry, I couldn’t imagine what you were doing, it felt that good.  Please don’t stop, you can’t begin to guess how good that feels.’

‘I was afraid you’d be disgusted if you knew what I intended.  I wasn’t sure if I wouldn’t be disgusted, but it tastes nice, so I’ll have some more.  Lord, I’ve just noticed what I’ve done to you.  That looks pretty, all purple and shiny.’

My foreskin was still pushed back, and she leaned over and licked over and round the knob.  The feeling was amazing. My cock was absolutely rigid, and a bead of precum appeared at the slit of the urethra.  She saw it and looked at my face and grinned, then bent over and delicately licked it off.  Her tongue began to flicker gently over the engorged helmet, gradually becoming firmer and lapping all over the exposed sensitive skin.  Then she opened her lips and slid her mouth slowly down the length of the shaft till she could hold the foreskin with her lips and drew it back to cover the glans.  She licked the length of my cock till she came to my balls, which she kissed and licked quickly.  I knew that I could not last long, as I had got very aroused while I was making love to her breasts.  She had moved back to the tip, and again began to engulf me in the wet heat of her mouth, and when she had taken in as much as she could – which was quite a lot – she started to move back and forth, moving the foreskin over the glans.

‘Claire, I’m going to cum any moment.’

She turned her eyes up to me and smiled as much as a girl with a mouthful of cock can smile.  She just kept going until I felt I was going to burst.

‘I’m cumming!’

I thought she would withdraw, but she kept me in her mouth, moving quicker as I erupted into her.  As the hot juice shot into her mouth, I saw her swallowing, and she kept me there till I finished, and then till my erection subsided. At last she let my limp member slide out, giving it a quick licking as it flopped down onto my stomach.  I was in a state of disbelief, so much that I was finding it hard to realise what had actually happened.  My big sister had not just given me my first blow job, she had swallowed my cum.  Incredible!

‘That tasted nice, Chris.  I really enjoyed that, did you?

I couldn’t answer for a bit, I was shell-shocked.  I don’t know which had got to me most, the actual, wonderful sensation of her mouth and my ejaculation, or that she had swallowed my cum, or just the fact that she had done it at all.  At last I managed to speak.

‘I can’t believe how good that was.  Have you done it often?’

‘Chris, darling, believe it or not, not only has no boy ever touched me the way you have, but my hands have never touched a penis – well, they still haven’t, come to think of it, but what I meant is that none of me has ever touched a penis. I guess I must just be talented, or perhaps you’ve got no standards to judge me against.’

‘No, you’re right, I’ve never been touched before, not since mum was bathing me and she hasn’t done that for a good few years.  Now that you’ve been so kind, perhaps I should return the compliment.’

‘You’ve already done me proud, what else can I expect.  You don’t intend to...to go all the way?  I’m not ready for that.’

‘No, just roll over and relax.’

She rolled over onto her back and I leaned over and kissed her lips very gently, then moved my lips to her neck and kissed up and down and under her chin.  I progressed to her breasts, and as soon as my tongue brushed her nipple she began to murmur gently – ‘That’s great, more please’.  I duly obliged, licking and sucking her deep into my mouth and both nipples were soon standing up hard, as I squeezed and twisted the other nipple with my fingers.  As she became more and more aroused I moved my mouth onto her abdomen, kissing and thrusting my tongue hard into her navel, which brought forth a little giggle from her.

‘That tickles!’

I moved to kiss her lower, and soon my lips were brushing the fine hairs on her mons.  I kissed across to her hips, then moved down one thigh.  Her legs were closed, so I slid a hand down between them and gently parted them.  As they opened I saw the puffy outer lips with their thin covering of fair hair, still hiding the lovely parts inside.  I began to kiss inside her thigh when she stopped me.

‘You’re not going to kiss me in there, are you?’

‘That’s just what I had in mind.’

‘No, that’s a bit disgusting.’

‘Like you sucking my cock? And swallowing my cum?’

‘Oh, Chris, I’m thinking of you.  You don’t have to do this because I did you’

‘Look, the first time I saw your pussy when you had the curse I thought how pretty it is and I wanted to kiss it. I’m doing it because I want to, and I hope we’re both going to enjoy it.’

‘Well, I’m not going to stop you, but I should warn you that I’m soaking wet from what we’ve already done.’

‘Goody, my turn to drink you.’

Actually I hadn’t thought about the likelihood of her being wet, but I’d heard older boys talking about pussy kissing, saying that Patsy in the sixth form loved having it, so I was quite ready to see if I liked it. I went back to the inside of her thigh and slowly moved up towards her sex.  She was parting her legs wider as I moved, and I saw her lips part to show her pink pussy lips, and I was breathing in the smell of her arousal.  Her pussy was glistening wet and some of her juice had run out and was tracking back towards her puckered arsehole.  I kissed higher and ran my tongue in the joint of her thighs and outer labia, feeling the slight roughness of the hair on the lips, then leaned in to kiss her pussy lips.  They were smooth and slippery, and I passed the tip of my tongue across them and had my first taste of a girl’s juice. (I can’t describe what it tasted like, there’s no taste like pussy juice, and it was sort of sweet and sour at the same time - sounds like a Chinese meal, but it’s the best I can manage.  Later when I got to know other girls I found that the smell and taste varied a bit, but it is always good.)  I kissed and licked up and down her lips, and then realised that she had spread her legs wider and the lips were parted slightly, so I eased the tip of my tongue in between them.  As I did so I felt her hips lift slightly, pushing me deeper into her hot softness, and I felt how smooth and slippery it was.  I really didn’t know quite what to do, so I moved my tongue along the length of her crack till I could feel a small bulge.  As I touched it, she suddenly squealed ‘Yes, yes, there’.  I remembered something she had said the first time I had caressed her sex.

‘Is that your best bit?’

‘Oh God, is it ever? That’s my clitty, suck it, lick it, stroke it, just keep touching it.  Yeeees, like that!’

I had licked it more firmly, and, as she was squealing with delight I felt it growing under my tongue.  I drew my head back so that I could see the little bulge starting to push out from the hooding of her pussy lips, where it had been hidden while I was attending to her period problems.  I gently rubbed around it with my finger, then squeezed it and kneaded it between finger and thumb.  As I looked at her, I saw that her juices were running from her vagina and I leaned forward and licked some up into my mouth, savouring the sweet taste.  I brought my mouth back to her ‘clitty’ – I suddenly realised that this was the clitoris, a word I had heard but had no idea of its meaning – and drew the little lump up between my lips and raked the tip with my tongue.  She started to moan again, and her hips were rolling and pushing against me, then I felt the weight of her plaster pushing me hard against her.  She was thrusting rhythmically against me, and suddenly her legs clamped hard around my head and I felt her clitty withdraw from me as she came to her orgasm.  She began to relax, her legs parted and she lay back, panting and moaning gently.

‘That was awesome, Sis.  Did I press the right buttons for you?’

She couldn’t speak for a few moments.  I moved up alongside her and watched as her face slowly spread into a beatific smile.

‘I think you found the whole keyboard, and made beautiful music.  Everything you do to me is better than the last.  What did I do to deserve such a talented brother?’

‘I dunno, but I never guessed sex could be such fun.  I shouldn’t even think this, but I’m hoping Mum doesn’t come back too soon.

CHAPTER FOUR

For the next few days, we carried on the same way.  We found more and more inventive ways to caress each other and spent a lot of time either in bed or on the airbed in the garden.  We had had regular phone calls from our Uncle telling us that Mum was being kept sedated, but at last he phone to say that the sedation was being stopped and that she could probably talk to us the next day.  While we were delighted that she was recovering, we both knew that it would end our intimacy, so we were rather subdued when we went on the daily walk I had made her take to keep active.

Then we had a phone call that was quite shocking to us.  The phone rang and Claire pressed the receive button with her fingertip and said ‘Hello’ The phone was set so that we did not need to use the receiver and we could both hear what was said.

‘Is that Ms Carter?’

‘Speaking.’

‘This is Mr Weston’s secretary from Weston & Weston Soliciters.  Mr Weston has asked me to tell you that your husband has started divorce proceedings as you expected.’

‘What!  I’m not even married.’

‘Oh Lord, I thought you said you were Mrs Carter.’

‘No, I’m Miss Carter, her daughter, and I’d no idea Mum and Dad were splitting up.’

‘Oh dear, I’ll be in awful trouble now. Will you put your Mother on for me, please.’

Claire explained what had happened and told her that she would let Mum know when she recovered.

‘Don’t worry, she won’t get you into trouble.’

We talked about it, and finally decided to tell Uncle Paul so that he could tell Mum when she was in a fit state to receive the news.  It wasn’t really a surprise to us, as it had been obvious for a long time that Dad couldn’t wait to go abroad, and there was no show of affection between the two of them.

In the afternoon we were lying on the airbed in the garden, and I started to caress her gorgeous breasts.  Suddenly she said words which made my heart leap.

‘Kiss me, Chris.’

Now although we had been so close and had kissed each other’s bodies in every intimate place, our lips had only brushed each other in the gentlest and really sexless way.  It was odd that two people who had been so much at each other’s throats for years could yet have a perfect understanding in so many ways.  No word had been spoken, but we both knew that a passionate kiss would lead on directly to what we both wanted, but had held back from doing.

‘Are you sure, Claire darling?’

‘Absolutely, no discussion.’

‘OK, let’s go upstairs, I feel a bit exposed here.’

We went up to her room, and as soon as she was in the room she turned to me with her arms held out wide.  I held her briefly, then we moved onto the bed.

I brushed her lips with mine, then pressed a little harder against her.  Her lips were full and luscious, soft cushions over the firm muscle below.  As we kissed, I felt them part slightly and I followed suit.  I had never kissed a girl before, and let her lead me, feeling the lovely warmth of her opened mouth.  Soon we were pressed hard against each other, and I felt her tongue sliding over my lips and deep into my mouth.  I’ll never forget that first time that my mouth bonded with a girl’s, and none of the many subsequent kisses with quite a lot of different girls have had quite that impact.  I got an odd feeling deep in the pit of my stomach, and I was over the moon with happiness.  We kissed for what seemed forever, our tongues deep into each other’s mouths, our lips sliding and pressing, our teeth nibbling at each other. 

At last Claire pushed me away and moved round behind my head, her head over mine but upside down to me.  She gave me some quick kisses, which were a bit odd as we were placed, then she crawled forwards with her arms either side of me till her breasts were over my face.  I needed no invitation but leaned my head up to take one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking on it as it grew longer under my lips, while I raked the tip with my tongue.  My hands were stroking and squeezing the lovely globes hanging over me.  After a short time she withdrew and moved further down so that her head was over my cock, and she lowered herself so that she could start licking the length of my member, which quickly stood to attention.  As she could not hold me in her hands, she pushed her lips so that I was spring against her and she began a series of sucks and bites on the underside, going right down till she came to my balls, which she kissed and licked, and took each in turn up into her mouth.  Back again up the length of my cock till she reached the end, when she opened her luscious lips wide and slid them over the knob, pushing my foreskin right back so that she could lick the sensitive glans.

While she was giving me this loving attention her pussy was invitingly placed above my mouth.  I laid there looking up at her lovely lips, the puffy outers spread wide showing off her the inner pair guarding the entrance to her love channel.  As I watched my hands were caressing the firm mounds of her arse, sliding my fingers up and down the crack till I reached her puckered anus.  I had never attempted to enter here, and did not think that this was the right moment.  However, there were some drops of juice starting to leak from her pussy, so I moistened my finger and gently probed the opening till the tip entered, but I felt her draw away, so I stopped.  I raised my head so that my lips were able to kiss her pussy lips, and I pushed my tongue in to part them, and, as I did so, I felt a flow of juice run down onto my lips, which I lapped up, enjoying the savour of her love honey.  I flicked my tongue in and out as I moved slowly along the length of her lips, up to her clitty, which I only brushed briefly, then back till I got to her anus.  I pushed the tip of my tongue firmly against the puckered hole and felt the tip enter her.  This time she did not resist, so I tongued her for some moments, then I moved back to her vaginal entrance and pushed deeply into her. 

She had by now taken my cock deeply into her mouth, and had started to move rhythmically up and down.  Her tongue was swirling over the glans, and she sucked hard as she reached the tip.  I was getting near to my climax, so I started to lick Claire’s clitty.  I felt it grow under my touch, and her hips were moving against me, and I pushed my finger deep into her pussy, feeling the tight restriction as I moved inside.  She was moving ever quicker on my cock and I felt the build up of pressure as my balls prepared to push their fluid up the length of me, and I spurted into her soft mouth, jerking again and again till at last I was done.  As the relief came to me, I took her clitty between my lips and sucked hard on it, my finger still moving in her pussy.  She was bucking her hips, and suddenly she pushed back so that she was sitting on my face and hand, and I felt a rush of juice onto my face.  I was half smothered by her lovely wetness, and felt the pulses of her orgasm as her pussy gripped my finger tightly.   After a bit she eased herself off my face, but she still held my limp cock in her mouth.  She started to lick and suck me again, and, as I lay under her watching the juice still oozing from her pretty pussy, John Thomas started to grow again.  As soon as it was fully erect, she released it, and turned herself round so that she was kneeling over me, her pussy just above my straining cock, then she bent down and kissed me. 

My face was covered in her juice and around her lips was a smear where my cum had leaked from her mouth.  When our lips touched, they were slippery and the remains of our juices mingled together.  She pressed hard against me, and our tongues thrashed against each other, delving deeply into each other’s recesses.  Then she drew back and started to lick around my face, cleaning up her juice.

‘Lovely, I’ve never tasted myself before.’

‘Yes, I like your taste as well, I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of it.’

She didn’t answer, but just got off me and lay beside me with her arms and legs spread wide.  I knew that this was the big moment.  I looked at her, questioningly, without speaking, and she smiled and nodded.  I knelt and crawled in between her legs, when I suddenly had a thought. I remembered how tight her vagina had felt around my finger, and could not imagine that my cock could get through that small opening. I drew back from her.

‘Claire, you’re tiny inside, I’ll never get my cock in there, it’ll rip you to bits.’

‘Silly boy, that’s because I’m still a virgin for about two more minutes.  It’s my hymen you can feel, it’s a skin membrane with just a small hole and when you go in it will tear and let you through.’

‘But won’t it hurt?’

‘I expect so the first time, just go steady for a bit.  Let’s face it, every woman who’s had sex has had it happen, it can’t be that bad.’

‘All right – now you’re sure you want to do this?’

‘Shut up and get on with it, before I burst for wanting you.’

This was it – the big event.  I don’t know how she felt, but I was scared and excited and aroused, all at the same time.  I pushed forwards till the tip of my cock was touching her pussy lips, and I guided it with my hand to rub along the lips and against her clitty, making her gasp with pleasure, and after that along the length to rub on her anus.  At last I pushed very gently against the lips and saw them parting to let the tip of my cock enter.  I felt the soft touch of her hot lips as my foreskin was pushed back and the naked glans slipped slowly into her.  I had become familiar enough with her body to know exactly where to push, and with great care and no little trepidation I slowly eased forward and felt the heavenly soft moist silky skin surround me.  As the glans became fully covered I came against her hymen, and I pushed gently against it, feeling a firm resistance, though it seemed to give a little.  I felt her wince and withdraw slightly.

‘Are you OK?’

‘Just do it, go for it’

As she said, I pushed firmly.  Nothing happened for a moment, then suddenly I felt my cock break through the barrier, and Claire cried out with pain.

‘Claire, I’ve…..’

‘Don’t talk, go right in, slowly.’

I eased forward, into the hot tight canal.  I felt as though I was ripping her body, but I continued till our pubic hair met together and I was fully in her.  The sensation of entering a woman for the first time is something that will always stay with me, and I guess there are a lot of men with vivid memories of that moment when you find out that the touch of hand or mouth is nothing compared to that feeling that you have suddenly become for a moment a part of another person’s body. I looked at her lovely face and I could see that she was in some discomfort, so I stayed still for some time, feeling the heat of her gripping me as I pulsed a little within her.  I was holding myself up on my arms so that my weight wasn’t squashing her, and so I could see her face, which at last relaxed a little and she gave me a ghost of a smile.  I slowly, so slowly pulled back and slid along her love passage, feeling the air against my cock as it emerged from the heat of her.  I misjudged it a bit, and slid right out.

‘Come back, I feel all empty.’

I pushed forward again and slid more easily into her, again till I could go no further.  I repeated this movement several times, watching her face, and seeing that her expression was changing from pain to pleasure.  Suddenly I felt the pressure of two plastered arms round my back pulling me down on to her.

‘Stop being gentle, just do it!’

I was now feeling the softness of her body, her breasts pushing their warm globes into my chest.  I began to slide in and out and, as I felt the pressure of her pussy holding me I was also getting the sensation of our two bellies rubbing against each other as I moved.  I made some sideways movement with my hips, rubbing my pubic bulge against her mons, and she moaned with pleasure as she felt the pressure on her clitty.  My movements became quicker and I pushed my hands under her to grasp her firm rounded arse and hold her ever closer.  My head was against her shoulder, and I was biting the firm flesh.  She was making little mewing noises in my ear, and the harder and faster I moved, the more she cried out, till I could feel her hips pushing against me and her arms gripping me.  At last she gave a loud cry, and I felt her pussy gripping me in spasms and her whole body shaking.  As she subsided a little, I felt my cock starting to spasm as my fluid began to rush from my balls in great gushes, flowing into that virgin pussy for the first time.  I jerked into her, again and again, my arse clenching as I thrust and my hands gripping her firm buttocks.  My head was thrown back as I climaxed, my whole body seemed to be in spasm.  At last I was drained, and I collapsed onto her, my head buried into her neck and my lips nuzzling her.

I thought that I would never recover, but eventually I pushed myself up onto my arms and looked at her lovely face.  She had a radiant smile, while at the same time the tears were flowing down her cheeks.

‘Oh Claire, you’re crying – did it hurt too much.’

‘Idiot.  I’m crying because it was so good.  Yes, it hurt a bit at first, and it’s sore right now, but in between it was everything I had ever hoped for, times ten.  Your lovely cock in me felt so good, it filled me so full. It still does now, though there isn’t so much of it.  Now I know what an orgasm really is and I want lots of them. How was it for you, my little ex-virgin brother?’

‘Absolutely bloody wonderful.  I thought it was good when my cock was in your mouth, but your pussy is just so..I don’t know what to say, but I want more.  In the meantime, I seem to be falling out.’

My cock had softened and I had slid out of her. I rolled away, and when I looked down I saw that the bed was stained with blood as well as our juices.  I had a desire to taste the mixture of spunk, cum and blood, and I slid down the bed to her parted legs.

‘Oh Chris, you can’t touch me now, it’s disgusting.’

I ignored her and bent to taste the gooey mess, and kissed her pussy lips.  I realised that they were red and engorged with her blood, inside and out, and were parted to show her opened tunnel.  I pushed my tongue deep into her, and as I did so I could feel my cock hardening.  I moved quickly up her body and kissed her lips, letting her taste the mixture of our love juices and her blood, and felt my cock slip sweetly back into her.

‘Is that too sore?  I’ll go away if you like?’

‘It’s tender, but it still feels good.  You are squashing me a bit, can we roll over?  Here, if I lift my leg we can go onto our sides.  Go slowly, I don’t want you to come out!’

With one of her legs raised we could turn over so that my waist was over her raised leg and we could rest comfortably on our sides.  This had the added advantage that our upper bodies were separated and I could caress her easily.  I moved very gently in her, and as I did I started to caress her breasts, brushing my fingers lightly over the soft globes and her nipples, which grew firm under my touch.  I leaned down so that I could kiss her breasts, and gave her soft bites, before I started to lick her nipples.  She made a little mew of pleasure, and I drew her nipple into my mouth, and held it gently with my teeth and pulled it out, while I squeezed the other between my finger and thumb.  I wasn’t sure if I was hurting her.

‘Is that too hard?  Am I hurting you.’

‘Oh God, no, if you start gently it’s fine, don’t stop.’

I put my mouth back onto her breast, and this time I began to bite her more firmly, so that she was squeaking with the slight pain, but her plastered arm was round me pushing my head ever harder into her.  I pulled hard on the other nipple, then started moving my hand down her belly.  As I came down to her curly brush, I had to push between our two mons, and then down into her crack so that I could search out her little clitty, which soon grew larger as I probed.

‘Chris, I’m a bit dry there, get some pussy juice on your fingers.’

I pushed my finger down so that I could rub it round her lips, where the juice had leaked round my cock, getting the finger well wet.  Back to her clitty, now I could slide up and down the little mound, and her response was immediate.

‘That’s so good…………..wonderful… perfect…… yeeees……….ooooooooooh.’

Her pussy clamped hard on my cock as her whole body became rigid against me, then her hips thrust at me and I could feel the flow of juice from her pussy.  She cried out, then suddenly seemed to collapse, and she gave a great sigh and her face broke into the most beautiful of smiles.  I lay for a few moments taking in how gorgeous she looked.

‘It’s your turn now.’

I remembered how her pussy had gripped me while she was cumming.

‘Claire, can you make your pussy grip my cock?  You did it when you were cumming, but could you do it for me now?’

‘I don’t know……….how was that?’

‘That’ was as though her strong hand had suddenly squeezed my cock, and it also pulled me in a little. 

‘More!’

She started to do it rhythmically, and as she did so I moved in and out of her.  I had been near to bursting when I had been bringing her off, and this sensation set me off at once.  I pushed her onto her back and lay on top of her, thrust in as far as I could go.  I crushed my lips against hers, and as I started to cum I pushed my tongue deep into her mouth.  I felt my cum jetting into her hot, slippery pussy, and it seemed as though it would never stop.  At last I was done, and I collapsed with my head on her shoulder, my lips against her neck.  Her mouth was close to my ear, but even so I only just heard what she said.

‘I love you, Chris.  Whatever happens with us, I’ll always love you.’

‘And I love you too.’

We didn’t dwell on those words in the future, we didn’t need to.

I lay on her for a while, till she said:

‘You’re getting a bit heavy, Chris.  Anyway, I think it’s time we cleaned up a bit.  I like the taste of sex, but there comes a time to freshen up – in any case, I need a pee.’

‘Anything you say, my lover.’

‘Lover….that sounds nice.’

We went in the bathroom and showered together.  I used the spray to clean up her sex, turning it onto her on full power, but she squealed and made me turn it down.  I washed her pussy carefully, and she winced when I pushed my finger inside.

‘Are you sore down there?’

‘Yes, it’s a bit tender, but I’m sure I’ll soon get over it.  I want you back inside me very soon, but not tonight if you don’t mind.’

‘I dunno…I might well rape you if you resist.’

‘I’ll thump you with my plaster casts, that’ll slow you down a bit.’

‘OK, then, if you’re going to be like that, you can go without for a bit – for tonight, anyway.’

She kissed me on the tip of my nose, and gave me a big smile.  I finished washing her, and cleaned myself up, before during us both.  I resisted caressing her as I dried her, which was a bit difficult, but I didn’t want to start and then stop.  When we were dry we went down to the kitchen.

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Are you hungry, Claire?’

‘I could eat a horse.’

‘Sorry, we’re fresh out of horse.  I’ll do you a sandwich, then you can show me how to roast this joint of lamb that I got out of the freezer earlier.’

She was really happy telling me just what to do.  This was the most ambitious cooking I had tried, up to then we’d had a lot of pasta and ready meals out of the deep freeze.  She showed me all the things I had no idea about, like pre heating the oven and pushing little segments of garlic into the skin of the meat.  When I had got the vegetables prepared, I got a couple of beers and we took our sandwiches into the garden.  We both knew that we had to talk about what we had done together.

‘What have we done, Chris?’

‘Hell, do I have to explain everything to you?  It was called sexual…….’

‘Don’t be a fool, let’s be serious for a bit.  Having sex…no, making love, was the best experience of my life.  I’ve wondered about it since I knew what it was, but I’d no idea it would be so good.  But…but what we did was incest, it’s not just illegal, it’s wrong, it’s…it’s…’

‘Bloody wonderful.’

‘I said be serious.’

‘I’m being serious.  I know we shouldn’t have done it, but we can’t undo it, can we, if it’s illegal, the crime’s been committed, it won’t get worse if we do it again. I know it’s wrong, but it doesn’t feel like it when I’m inside your body, it feels just right.’

Claire suddenly giggled.

‘I’ve just remembered something our English teacher once told us.  She quoted someone – Wool something – Woolcott, that’s it. He said something like “All the things he enjoyed were either illegal, immoral, or fattening.”  We’ve done the illegal and the immoral, do you think your cum is fattening?’

‘Probably, depends how much you swallow.  Anyway, I thought we were being serious.’

‘Sorry.  I want to make love with you over and over for ever, but I also want to have a family some time, and that’s something I’m certainly not going to do with you.  I suppose the wanting wears off after a bit, but all I can think of is your lovely cock inside my pussy, not to mention your hands and your mouth being absolutely disgusting.  But what do we say to Mum tomorrow – hi Mum, don’t hurry back, we’re shagging each other senseless?’

‘I don’t think that would go down a storm.  Look, let’s just talk to her nicely, tell her we’re fine, and decide what we’re going to do after she’s back, when she comes back.’

‘Do we tell her that you’ve been acting as nurse to me all on your own?  She’ll be horrified.’

‘Well, if we lie to her she’ll be mad when she finds out the truth.  I say we tell her just what’s happened – except for the sexy bits.  You’d better do the talking, I’ll chip in if need be.’

‘OK little brother.  Now let’s go and see how your cooking is doing – it smells good.  I’ll show you how to make gravy and mint sauce.’

After we had eaten the meal – which tasted as good as it smelled – we watched TV for a bit, then went up to bed.  After I had seen to her needs and my own, we went into her bedroom.  That’s when I looked at the bed, and realised it was just as we had left it.  The sheet had a big blood stain on it, and there were spots of dried cum all over the place where we had moved around.  Claire burst out laughing.

‘I wonder what Mum would think if she could see that?  I’ll sleep on it again if you like, but I think you should really get that sheet in the machine.’

‘I guess Mum would assume that your tampon leaked, but I think I’d rather change it.’

She stood watching me as I remade the bed.  I looked up, and saw the loving smile that she was giving me.  We were both naked, as we hadn’t bothered to dress after our shower, and her body was glowing in the last rays of the setting summer sun.  Her breasts were full and firm, the nipples quiet,  the curve of her lower ribs making a small mound leading down onto the flat belly with it’s triangle of curly fair hair parted just to show the top of her slit, and her legs were a delight. I went to her and took her into my arms.  We kissed, a long, soft, sensuous kiss, no tongues, just lips moving gently against each other.

‘Claire, I know you don’t want to do it tonight, but would you like a hand job?’

‘Thanks, darling, but we both know what would happen, and I’d sooner save myself for tomorrow, when I hope it will be ready and willing for action.’

We got into bed, had a quick cuddle and kiss, then turned away from each other and were soon asleep.  Normally I don’t dream a lot, but that night I did.  I had been reading Gulliver’s Travels, the bit about how he was shipwrecked and swum to shore and went to sleep on the beach.  When he woke up, he had been tied down to the beach by dozens of tiny men, and was completely helpless.  My dream had a bit of a change from the book.  I was tied down on the beach, but I was naked and several little men were washing my penis, and as they washed up and down the length of it with warm flannels, naturally it started to grow.  They kept on washing it for a bit, then several of them stood on me around my cock and made a ring of little hands round the shaft and slowly pulled down so that my foreskin was drawn back.  Then, while they still held me, some more of them started washing over my glans, and very nice it felt.  That was when I woke up, but the sensation didn’t go away, and, as I awoke I realised that what was washing my glans wasn’t a little man, it was Claire’s tongue, and the little hands round me were her lips.  As I opened my eyes I saw that she was watching me.

‘About time you woke up. I waited nearly an hour, just thinking about what we had done yesterday, and I finally decided to help myself to some more.  Now just lie there, you can go back to sleep if you like just as long as John Thomas stays good and firm.’

‘I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep while you are interfering with me, so I’ll just watch you – funny, I quite like doing that.’

‘Just thinking about us has made me streaming wet, if I’d had usable hands I’d have got myself off, but as it is I need something of yours to do it, so here I come.’

With that she got up on her knees and straddled me.  She moved around till she could bend forward so that my cock was held between her pussy lips, and she could move back and forth rubbing her clitty on the underside.  Her breasts were hanging over me, and I moved my head so that I could take one of her nipples into my mouth, where I held it with my teeth while I licked the tip.  She started to breathe heavily and made little moans of pleasure.  After a while, she moved again and carefully moved around till the tip of my cock was pressing into her pussy.  When she was satisfied she was in the right position she pushed my head away from her breast so that she could sit up straighter and began to push down gently on me so that my cock began to enter her channel.  I felt my foreskin pushing back and my glans being lapped by the wet, warm folds of her pussy as she moved so, so slowly down on to me, and we were both watching as my cock eased its way into her lips, which were spread wide to welcome me.  Further and further in, till at last all of my length was enclosed, and her pubic hair was mingled with mine.  I looked up at her, her face smiling happily and looking down at me.  She began to ease herself up, and I felt the air on my hot shaft as it emerged from her pussy, wet with her juices, and she moved up till the glans slipped out of her soft tunnel and just the tip was still in her lips.  When I thought that she was going to withdraw completely, she pushed back down again.

‘I’m trying to work out just how far to move before your lovely cock falls out.  It’s an amazing feeling as your big knob end starts to slide out, and it sort of empties me, then it’s even better when it comes back in again.  There, I’m full up again, I can feel your cock throbbing in me, squeeze my boobs, pinch my nipples, rub my clitty, make me cum, Oh Chris, this is heaven, Oh Chris, don’t stop, I’m cumming, Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh…’

Her mouth was wide as she moaned with joy.  I was pulling her nipples, from one to the other, with one hand while with the other I was rubbing and pinching her clitty.  Her juice was running out round my cock and flooding down round my balls and I could feel it seeping around my anus.  Her pussy was gripping me hard, and her whole body went rigid as the spasms shook her.  Finally, it was over, and a beatific smile appeared on her face.

‘Now let’s see what I can do for you.’

She began to move slowly up and down, and after a few moves she was judging it perfectly so that she moved the full length of my cock without any risk of pulling right out.  As she became more confident she moved quicker, and soon she was plunging up and down so quickly that her breasts were bouncing and she was slamming her mons down hard onto mine.  I was getting close to my climax when she stopped moving.  Her pussy lips were holding the root of my cock, and, just when I was going to ask her to start again, I felt her pussy contracting onto it, pulsing grips that not only held me but seemed to draw me in further.  The whole length of my cock was gripped so hard that, although I was ready to cum, I couldn’t at first.  Eventually the pressure built up so much that it burst through and I spurted into her in a great rush, then I jerked up into her, again and again till at last my balls were empty.  I put my arms up and drew her down on top of me, and she wriggled her legs round so that she was stretched out full length on top of me.

She was sweating from her exertions, and as she laid on me our bodies slipped against each other.  My cock was going limp and I felt my cum oozing out, and at last I slid out of her pussy. We stayed like this for some moments.

‘Thanks Claire, that was just what I needed, and it’s nice to watch you doing the work, just for a change.’

‘Cheeky. Now, I think we should get up, so we’re not still lying here all sweaty and disgusting when Mum phones.’

‘Good thinking.  If you’ll be so good as to get your smelly body off me, I’ll clean you up and de-pong you.’

We got up and cleaned up in the shower, resisting the urge to start caressing each other again, and went downstairs.  Some time later, the phone rang.  It was Uncle Paul, and he told us that Mum would be ringing in a few minutes.  He said that she was off all the drugs and had made a rapid recovery, so she would be able to talk to us properly.  I hung up and very soon it rang again, and it was Mum.  We chatted for a few minutes about her illness, and how well she felt now, then she asked the question that we knew would come sooner or later.

‘Paul says you’ve managed all right, but who’s been looking after you, Claire?’

‘I have, Mum.’

‘Yes, I’m sure you’ve been feeding her and so on, but what about looking after…you know, her body?’

‘Chris has, Mum.’

‘Oh, don’t be silly. You don’t expect me to believe that he’d done things like…like…’

‘Like wiping my bum?  Yes, he has, and I’m perfectly clean and wholesome.’

‘Sorry, you two, but I find this just incredible.  You must have got someone else to help.’

‘Incredible or not, I’ve done it, and I’m now thinking about a career as a nurse.’

‘Well, they’re letting me out tomorrow, so I’ll be home in the afternoon. This is awful, it can’t go on any longer.’

‘Look Mum, don’t be silly.  You’ve been in a coma for two weeks and the last thing you should be doing is driving back here.  Whatever you think of it, it’s happened.  Chris has been marvellous and he’s quite prepared to look after me for a few more days, aren’t you, little brother?’

‘Yes, I’ll suffer for a bit longer.  Why don’t you spend a few days with Uncle Paul?  He sounded pretty sad when he’s phoned us, at least he’ll feel better if he has your shoulder to cry on for a bit, and then you’ll be in a better state to drive home.’


‘Well, if you’re sure.  Oh lord, what are other people going to think when they find out?’  I’ll come straight back’.

‘Don’t be silly, Mum.  First of all, who’s going to find out?  We’re not going to blab about it.  And in any case, what if they do?  It’s not illegal, and if we don’t care they can like it or lump it.’

I didn’t bother to point out that, as Claire was under sixteen, leaving the two of us alone for so long might be classed as neglect, but if she hadn’t thought of it, why raise the subject?

‘All right, I’ll stay a few days.  I’m leaving hospital tomorrow, and I’ll phone every day.  And thank you both for being so thoughtful, I’ll make it up to you some way.  Oh, and by the way, Paul’s told me about the divorce business.  I’m sorry you heard the way you did, but we’ll talk about it when I come home.

I went and gave Claire a big hug and kissed her.

‘Now we can carry on being incestuous for a bit longer.’

‘Oh, goody.  Incest is such a nice family game, and we’ll only get better at it.  By the way, I wonder what would happen if anyone did find out?  We’d probably get taken into care.’

We thought that nobody did find out, but a bit later we found out that we were wrong.  After Claire was out of plaster and we had been back at school for a few weeks we were called to the Deputy Head Mistress’s office.  Mrs Watson was a very popular teacher, quite young to be in the position, and seemed more in touch with young people’s way of thinking than some of the older staff.  She led us into her office and sat us down.

‘Claire and Chris, what I want to talk to you about is strictly speaking none of my business, except as far as teachers have a pastoral responsibility for their pupils, and you needn’t answer me at all if you don’t want to, and it won’t be held against you.  This is strictly off the record, and I’m not putting anything on paper, but I’ve heard a story about you and I’d like to know whether there’s any truth in it so I’ll know what to say if it should become better known.’

I looked at Claire, and we were obviously thinking the same way.  Someone had found out, but how much would she know?  And did it matter anyway? 

‘Look, I’ve got a friend who’s a nurse, and while we were chatting about kids and how they behave, she told me that one of her colleagues had had a schoolgirl as a patient who had had to have both arms and hands in full plaster after a cycling accident.  While she was talking to the mother, it leaked out that the mother had had a head injury while she was out for the day and had spent some time in a coma.  When she recovered, she found out that the girl’s little brother had looked after her completely, doing everything for her.  And what she said was most surprising was that the two of them never got on well together, and were always having rows, yet he did all that without complaint.  Now, she didn’t know who it was, but, knowing that Claire had had just that sort of accident, and that you two never got on together, it seemed that it really couldn’t be a coincidence.  So, would you mind telling me if it was you two?’

‘Yes, Miss’ (Old fashioned school, all the female teachers were addressed as Miss, regardless of whether they were married or not.) ‘Mum went to her sister-in-law’s funeral, fell and hit her head and spent two weeks in a coma.  There wasn’t anyone else around, so Chris just got on and looked after me.’

‘But your hands were in a full plaster, you mean that he…?

She left the question hanging in the air.

‘Yes, Miss, from shampooing my hair to cutting my toenails. And he wiped my bum.’

‘Oh God, you poor kids, that was so brave.  But why didn’t you get help from someone.’

‘You tell her, Chris.’

‘About an hour after Mum left, she started the curse.  I couldn’t leave her sitting in a pool of blood, so I fixed it for her, and after that it didn’t seem worth bothering to find help, as we expected Mum back that day, then when she was in hospital we thought it would only be a couple of days so we just carried on.’

‘But it was common knowledge among the staff that you two were always at each others’ throats, now you seem to be more like…’

Claire put her arm round my waist and drew me close to her.

‘With respect, Miss, the next question really is none of your business.’

Mrs Watson burst out laughing and got up from her chair and walked round the desk to us.

‘I wouldn’t dream of asking.  All I would say is that I admire you both tremendously, I don’t know who takes the more credit.’

‘Him – I just suffered, though after I got used to his mucky hands all over me it wasn’t too bad.’

‘Well, Chris, if I ever break both hands I’ll know who to come to for nursing care.’

‘Miss, it would be a privilege …’

I looked at her standing by the desk and suddenly noticed that she wasn’t just Mrs Watson the teacher, but a very attractive woman.  I’d never paid any attention before, but my enhanced sex life had obviously opened my eyes to feminine charms.  I saw a pretty face under a mop of auburn hair and I scanned down over a nicely filled blouse, slim hips and down to shapely calves. Then I scanned back up again to see that she was blushing a bright pink.

‘…and a pleasure.’

‘Chris Carter, you are disgraceful.  Go away the pair of you.’

CHAPTER SIX

‘Claire, do you really want to carry on…doing what we’ve just been doing?’

‘Why, don’t you?’

‘My body says I do, it’s just that it doesn’t seem right.’


‘Please, Chris, I know it’s wrong, but I don’t want to stop.  You can’t know what it’s like for a girl of my age. For the last couple of years I’ve been dying to know what it feels like to have a boy touching my body and going right inside me.  Now you’ve done it, and it’s better than I could have ever dreamt.  You’ve got to keep on touching me till Mum comes back, looking after me, and I just couldn’t bear being left unsatisfied after you’ve washed and dressed me.  We’ve let the genie out of the bottle, and we can’t put it back.  Please, darling little brother, the hell with right and wrong, while we’ve got the chance let’s make wonderful love, and worry about what happens later when later arrives.’

‘Well, as you ask so nicely… I was hoping you’d say that.  I’d never really thought about sex with a girl, for me it was just a nice feeling having a wank, but after I touched you it didn’t seem quite so satisfying.  Let’s do it!’

We were both wearing just robes and were naked underneath.  I shucked off my robe and pushed her back on the settee, opening her robe.  There was no question of foreplay, she opened her legs and I pushed my already rampant penis deep into her wet pussy.  We didn’t speak, and I just fucked her as hard as I could.  It was an animal coupling, and, as I was plunging into her she bucked up against me, her pussy gripping me and pulling me deeper in.  Very quickly she thrust up hard and groaned as she orgasmed, and I rammed deep into her pussy and shot hard into her wet depths, squirting my spunk over and over till at last I was drained.  All my weight was on her, and at last she asked me to move.  She was panting heavily under me, and I reluctantly drew back from her soft body and felt my softening cock ease out of her soaking pussy with a little squelching noise.  I collapsed on the settee beside her, exhausted.

‘Sorry Claire, that wasn’t making wonderful love, it was just plain fucking.  I didn’t realise the difference till now.’

‘That’s all right, it was wonderful fucking.  Now I know the difference between making love and just sex.  I think I like both, but I wouldn’t want to do either with someone I didn’t…care for very much.’ 

‘I reckon we are both pretty happy with each other, and I’ve got a fair idea of what we’re going to be doing a lot of for the rest of the week.  Now I’ll get lunch’

As I got the food together, under Claire’s guidance, I realised that we needed quite a lot of provisions, so I suggested that we walk down to the store together.  The local store was about two miles away, but they would deliver our goods for us, so we did not need to carry anything back.  I had dressed Claire in a summery dress that ended several inches above the knee.  I got a pair of knickers out for her, but she said she was happy without.

‘What happens if it gets windy and the skirt blows up?’

She giggled, in a little girly way.

‘I might catch cold, but I’ll risk it.’

‘If you show your pussy to the passing population, I’ll pretend you’re nothing to do with me.  You’re a shameless hussy.’

We walked to the store, and I pushed the trolley around, picking goods to her instructions.  I became aware of a middle-aged man who was paying rather a lot of attention to Claire.  She was a little ahead of me and she disappeared round the end of the aisle.  When I turned the corner I saw that the man was walking away rapidly and Claire was laughing fit to burst.

‘What’s funny?’

‘That dirty old sod just flashed me.’

That wasn’t an expression I had heard before, so I asked her to explain.

‘He whipped down his trouser zip and let his cock hang out, but I scared the life out of him’

‘What on earth did you do?’

‘I pulled my skirt up and flashed him right back, and I bent over so he could see my tits. The poor bugger was scared out of his wits, that was the last thing he expected.’

‘I’ll chase him and knock shit out of him.’

‘It’s nice of you to want to defend me, Chris darling, but you needn’t bother.  Men like him are just poor inadequates, more to be pitied than anything.  Mum had warned me about this sort of thing, she said just laugh at them.  She said that she had been flashed when she was about my age.  The bloke had said ‘What do you think of that, then.’ And she had said ‘It looks like a penis, only smaller.’  That must have scarred him for life.’

It was obviously pointless thinking of doing anything more, so we finished our shopping, paid up and arranged for the goods to be delivered next morning.  We left the store and out of the village, then turned down a lane that led us into the woods.  We walked together in a companionable silence, my arm gently around her waist.  Every now and again I slid my hand over the rounded globes of her arse, giving her a friendly squeeze.  She threatened to hit me, so I whipped up the back of her skirt and pinched her bare bottom.  She swung an arm at me, not with a lot of force, so I behaved for a little while.

‘You really like going round with no knickers on, don’t you.’

‘I wouldn’t have dreamt of it before you debauched me, but I love it now.  I think I’d like to go naked all the time.’

‘So would I – let’s try it.’

With that I took the zip on the back of her dress and pulled it down, pushing it off her shoulders.

‘Chris, we can’t here.  What if someone sees us.  Put it back on.’

I stood in front of her, pulled off my tee shirt and dropped my shorts, leaving me naked.  Then I pulled her dress down over her plastered arms and dropped it to the floor. She looked absolutely gorgeous. She was lightly tanned all over, and her full, firm breasts stood out proudly, the nipples gently protruding, while her flat belly led down to the fair triangle over her mons.  Her legs were long and shapely, the firm thighs topped by the hint of her crack diving down between them.  I daren’t touch her, because I knew that I would have an instant erection, but I led her off the pathway and down into a little corner behind some bushes.  This was a secret place for me where I had come often when I was younger, somewhere that I thought of as my own.  There was a little clearing among the trees, and the sun cast a dappled light on it.  The ground was quite springy, and I pulled Claire down onto the turf and lay beside her.  I leaned over her and kissed her as I started to fondle her breasts, but just as she started to respond, she screamed and pushed me away. She leapt onto her feet, rubbing her bottom.

‘I’ve been bitten, what the hell is it – look, ants.’

I looked where she was pointing and, sure enough, the ground was covered with ants.

‘That’s it, that’s me finished with sex in the woods.  Let’s stick to beds, shall we, I don’t want my arse looking as though I’ve got measles.’

‘Sorry dear, shall I kiss it better?’

‘Later, not now.  Let’s go home.  And dress me, this was not a good idea.’

I dressed her, then myself, but couldn’t resist taking her in my arms and kissing her, at the same time lifting her skirt and squeezing the cheeks of her lovely bum.  We walked home, talking about our future.

‘Claire, where’s this going to end.  I’m enjoying it so much, but it can’t last very long, can it?’

‘It will change when Mum gets back, we won’t be able to wander round naked and shagging all the time.  I guess we’ll just have to take advantage of times when we can get away on our own together.’

‘I suppose so, but you’re going to want a proper boyfriend, not just your little brother.  You won’t want sex with me then, will you.’

‘Let’s be clear on one point – you’ll never be just my little brother.  You’ll always be very, very special to me, and no boyfriend will take that special thing away from me.  You’re my first lover, we lost our virginity together, that’s there for ever.  But I suppose you are right – one day I’ll meet someone I want to…to go all the way with, but let’s just enjoy today and no get too worried about tomorrow.  Anyway, how about when you meet a girl you want to get involved with?  Then what?’

‘I can’t imagine anyone girl of my age turning me on, and even if I persuaded one to drop her knickers for me, I don’t want some mad father coming after me.  Girls of your age won’t want to be involved with me either, so I guess it’ll be back to one handed sex till I get a bit older.’

‘Oh Chris, that sounds so sad.’

‘Not really, I’ll survive.  But one thing, Claire.  The day you get serious with another boy, you’ve only to say so, and I’ll leave you in peace to get on with it – no regrets, just happy memories.  Mind you, I’ll hate him, because no other boy will ever be good enough for you.’

‘You’re sweet, Chris.  Why did I used to hate you?  Oh, when I get these damned plasters off, I’m going to give you the biggest wank you’ve ever had.  It’s great giving you a blow job, but I’m longing to get my hands all over you and to pull that foreskin back and forth till you cum all over me.’

‘I can’t wait.  Till then, just carry on with the blow jobs.’

‘Fine.  By the way, did I mention that my bum is as sore as hell where I got bitten.  So let’s get home and you can kiss me better.’

We were soon home, and I went and found some homoeopathic hypercal cream, which Mum used, along with arnica, as universal remedies.  She bent over the kitchen table, and I pulled up her skirt and started to rub the cream into the red blotches that had appeared on her arse cheeks. After a bit I began to extend the area that I was rubbing, and soon my fingers were probing down the crack between the round globes, and I found my finger tip pressing against her anus, and the tip started to enter her, but she stopped me.

‘No Chris, not that- not yet, maybe a bit later, but I’m not ready for that.  All the rest of me is there for you.’

‘Sorry, sis.  But, while you are there, let’s try a bit of variety.’

‘What can the boy mean, I wonder?’

For answer I stood back and admired the puffy outer lips of her pussy, framed by the firm tops of her thighs.  

‘You look good from here, I’ll just see if you feel as good.’

Her legs were slightly parted, and I slid my hand between her thighs and began to move it slowly up and down, with every stroke moving nearer to her sex.  Soon I was gently rubbing her outer lips, and as I did so I saw that they were beginning to gape and her inner lips were starting to show.  The more I rubbed, the more the lips were apparent, and I suddenly realised why.

‘Claire, I never realised that your pussy lips swell up when I touch them.  They are getting much darker and they’re pushing out.’

‘I’ve never looked, but they feel fatter when I… when I masturbate.  Now, stop the anatomy lesson and get on with the practical sex practice.’

I can take a hint, and I slid my fingers in between her lips and rubbed them up and down the full length of her slit, just brushing her clitoris and then almost to her anus.  I pressed firmer and saw two fingers part her pussy and slide into her, and I felt the slippery wet heat.  I let my thumb slip down to her clitty, and began to rub it.  I felt the little bud start to swell, and heard her make a little sound in her throat which I now recognised as the start of her arousal.  As my fingers explored inside her pussy, I felt that there was an area of skin that felt different from the rest, sort of rougher, and, as I pressed on it she suddenly cried out ‘Yes, that’s great, do that more.’  My thumb was still rubbing her clitty, and as I caressed her I was squeezing the two sensitive areas together.  She began to shudder, and suddenly I felt a rush of her juice over my hand.  She tried to straighten up and cried out.

‘I’ve pissed myself.’

‘I don’t care, stay where you are.’ 


I pushed her back down face first on the table.  I somehow knew that it wasn’t piss on my hands, and I felt my cock rock hard in my shorts.  I pushed down the zip, letting my shorts drop, and pulled it out over the top of my underpants.  I moved up so that the tip was against her crack, and with my hand I guided it up and down between her lips and rubbing it hard against her clitty.  She began to whimper quietly, and I eased the knob into the entrance to her love channel.  As I pushed gently I was watching the lips open for me and, as my foreskin was pushed back, my cock slid slowly into her, till my belly was hard against the rounded globes of her buttocks.  I drew back till I could see the glistening glans starting to appear, then I pushed back in firmly, and felt the hot, wet channel gripping me.

‘That’s bloody wonderful, do it harder.’

As requested, I pulled out, then rammed back in.  She grunted at the impact, but didn’t complain, so I started to move in and out fast, and she was crying out as I did it.

‘Rub my clitty with your hand.’

I put one arm round her and slid my fingers down onto her clit, and squeezed and rubbed it, while I put the other arm round her torso and grasped one of her breast firmly, squeezing the nipple hard.  Her head was turned to one side and I could see that her mouth was open and her tongue working her lips as she panted, and I hammered into her faster and faster. Suddenly she shouted out ‘Yes, yes, oh, oh, oh, that’s so good’ and, as she did so I felt another rush of liquid over my hand. She was thrusting back at me, but, as I felt the rush of my juice, I grasped her by both hips and held her hard against me as I jerked again and again into her pussy.  As I did so I felt her muscles contracting onto my cock, as her orgasm wracked her body, and we both shuddered with the intensity of our mating. Gradually we relaxed, but as my weight flopped onto her she complained.

‘You’re squashing me, get off you idiot.’

I stood up and withdrew my limp cock from her pussy, and she straightened up, clutching her stomach.

‘I’ll never be the same again after that.  I must have a permanent crease across my belly and my boobs will be permanently flattened.’

‘Sorry Claire, I thought you were enjoying it, you were making enough noise and you seemed to cum well enough.’

‘Oh, I enjoyed it all right, it was fabulous.  The trouble is that after I came I noticed how much you were flattening me.’

‘So you don’t want it from behind again?’

‘Too right I do, but next time over something a bit softer than the table.  But I don’t know what made me piss like that, when you touched me inside and rubbed my clitty it was like I was just pouring out liquid and I couldn’t stop, then it was the same again with your cock and your hand together.’

‘I don’t think that could be piss, let’s go and look it up.’

CHAPTER SEVEN

Just then the doorbell rang.  I quickly put on my shorts and slipped Claire’s dress over her head before going to the door.  The man from the local computer store was there, and he reminded me that today was the day he was due to install a new computer and connect us to broadband internet, so I asked him in and he had very quickly got the system up and running, and showed us how to operate it.

Up till then, our internet connection had been so painfully slow that we hardly bothered to use it.  Now Claire and I sat down and started playing with it.  I opened Google and asked Claire what I should start with.  She giggled.

‘Did you know that ‘sex’ is the most frequently used word on search engines?  Go on, try it.’

I duly typed in the word and found to my amazement that there were about 134 million entries.

‘I think we need something a bit more specific.  Try G-spot.’

‘What’s that, for goodness sake?’

‘I’m not sure, it’s what I’ve heard some of the girls talk about, let’s find out.’

The first site we visited gave a nice clear cross-section of the female sex organs, and showed where the G-spot was to be found in side the vagina and how to stimulate it to best effect.  It also mentioned the possibility of an ejaculation, so I then searched for female ejaculation and found that some women could do this, sometimes to the extent of squirting fluid in quite significant quantities.  We got a bit bored with reading all the technical bits, but at least Claire knew that she hadn’t pissed herself.

We spent some time looking for all sorts of obscure items on the net, but came back to sex eventually.  We wanted to reassure ourselves that the things we were doing were normal, and to find suggestions about games we could play.  One site showed us an amazing display of positions for intercourse, though Claire said she wouldn’t risk injuring herself to try some of them, which appeared to need two trained gymnasts to get into position.  There was one entry that she found a bit disturbing.

‘It says here that anal intercourse is quite normal.  I’m not sure whether I want your cock in my arse, but do you want to try?

‘I’m not sure.  I’m very happy with where I’m putting it at the moment, but we could always try – after all, if we don’t both like it, we needn’t try again.’

‘OK, let’s give it a go, but first of all I want my dinner, so get cooking, slave.’

We went into the kitchen and I prepared a meal to her instructions, then sat down to eat.

‘You know, Claire, it will seem quite odd when you can use your hands again. I’m getting used to putting one forkful in my mouth, then one in yours.  I guess it’s good practice if I ever have small children to feed.  Mind you, it should be good for my digestion, I’m not eating as fast as usual.’

‘Yes, I’ll be very happy to feed myself.  Just now I daren’t complain about the cooking, for fear you’ll stop feeding me.  I can think of other things I’ll enjoy doing for myself – and for you, if you’ll let me.’

‘I’ve no idea what you are talking about.’

After the meal we sat and watched a corny film on TV, then got ready for bed.  I stripped Claire and myself and protected her plasters, then we went into the shower together.  I washed her face and neck and soaped her lovely breasts, massaging her nipples till they stood up and she started to breathe a little more heavily.  I soaped her flat belly, then let my fingers slide down over her mons and into her slit.  I gently caressed her pussy lips, then concentrated on her clitty.  As I did so, I slid my other hand around her back and down between the rounded globes of her arse, pushing down the divide until I could feel the indent of her anus.  My fingers were well soaped and, instead of briefly rubbing her as I normally did when I was washing her, I pressed gently and steadily with one finger till I could feel that she was relaxing a little and I was starting to penetrate the tight opening.  I was concerned that she was not happy with this, so I said:

‘Is this OK, Claire.’

‘It feels quite nice, don’t stop.’

I pushed a little harder, and felt my finger enter through the sphincter and into the hot passage of her arse.  I began to move it slowly in and out, at the same time rubbing her clitty with the other hand.  She was breathing heavily now, and making the little mewing noises that I now knew meant that she was near a climax, so I thrust two fingers deep into her pussy as I rubbed her clitty with my thumb.  As she groaned, I moved both hands more quickly, and soon she began to thrust against my hands as she came to a crashing orgasm.  Suddenly she went limp in my arms, and sagged against me.

My cock was absolutely rigid, and as soon as she recovered she slid down onto her knees and took it deep into her mouth.  She realise that I was close to cumming, and her lovely lips move quickly back and forth as her tongue raked over my exposed glans.  She did not try to take all of me into her mouth, but it was enough to bring me to a monster ejaculation, shooting my juice deep into her mouth as she swallowed it down.  We were both in a state of partial collapse, so intense had been our orgasms, but I pulled myself together and finished washing us both so that we could go to bed.

‘Chris, go into Mum’s room and look in her bedside cabinet drawer. You’ll find a tube of KY jelly, will you get it please.’

I wondered what this was all about, but I went and opened the drawer.  I found the tube of jelly, but I also found a plastic moulding shaped like…like a penis and scrotum.  I took this into Claire’s room and showed it to her.

‘What’s this thing?’

‘Oh lord, I forget that was there.  Don’t you recognise the shape?’

‘It looks like a cock and a pair of balls…’

Suddenly I guessed what it was for.

‘You mean that our mother…sticks this thing in her pussy?  That’s disgusting, isn’t it.’

‘Chris, remember that Dad’s away a lot and Mum still has sexual needs.  This vibrator is better than nothing.’

‘So she plays with this inside her as she masturbates.  And what do you mean, why vibrator?’

‘You’re getting there.  Have a closer look at it.’

When I looked at it closely, I realised that there was a switch under the balls, and when I turned it the whole thing began to vibrate, giving a very odd feeling in my hand.

‘How did you know it was there.  You haven’t used it, have you.’

‘I walked in on Mum once when she was using it.  I’d heard the buzzing noise and thought it was a hair dryer.  Mum was a bit embarrassed at first, but then she explained it to me.  She said I could try it if I wanted to, but I didn’t want to lose my virginity to a lump of plastic, even if it is cock shaped.  I’m glad I didn’t – I’m sure it wouldn’t have been half as nice as having your lovely cock doing it for me.’

‘I’m glad of that.  I’ll always be happy that we lost our virginity together.  Anyway, now you’re well and truly busted, do you want to try it?  Oh, and why did you ask me to get the jelly, that’s for the vibrator, but you said you had forgotten it was there, so what else would you need it for?  It says it’s a vaginal lubricant, I hadn’t noticed that your vagina needed lubricating – it seems plenty juicy enough to me?’

‘I’ve got another opening that you seem to be interested in, and that doesn’t have a juice device inside.  If you want to try…?’

‘Darling Claire, I’m not a bit bothered.  I’m more than happy with your pussy, and I’m not likely to get bored with that for a bit.  Unless you really want to…?’

‘I wasn’t keen, but when you fingered me just now in the shower, it really turned me on, so perhaps your cock in there might be fun.’

I took her in my arms and kissed her.  I felt that, although she responded to the contact with my body, she was trembling slightly.  I guessed that she was a bit dubious about having my cock in her, so decided to take things very gently.  We lay down on the bed, and I held her close, kissing her with our tongues hungrily darting in and out of each other’s mouths.  After a little while I rolled her over so that she was lying flat on her front.  I started to massage her neck, up into her hair line, then with both hands I caressed her shoulders.  It wasn’t an expert massage, but I squeezed with fingers and thumbs, rotating the movement in the soft flesh.  I sensed that she was enjoying this, and relaxing a little, and moved my hands downward over her shoulder blades.  Again, a firm pressure and kneading her with my fingertips brought forth a quiet ‘That’s nice’ from her, and I worked my hands over her ribcage and forwards till I was touching the start of the softness that was her breasts.  I let my fingers linger for a moment, then slid my hands down till they were feeling the curve of her waist, an area that I found amazingly sensual.  My fingertips moved a little way round towards her belly, but again I withdrew and found the round crests of her hips.  At this age she had just a trace of puppy fat, and the flesh on her hips was delightfully soft, and I dug my fingers into her a little harder till she squeaked that I was hurting her.  My next move was to slowly, slowly slide onto the delight of her buttocks, round, firm but yielding to my touch, and I rotated my hands around the lovely globes, pressing firmly and squeezing her flesh between thumb and fingers.  As I caressed, I moved ever closer to the crease between, and my thumbs were beginning to find their way into the division.

Slowly I moved ever nearer her anus.  I separated the globes and the puckered entrance to her passage was visible, and I moved one thumb to touch her and softly pressed against the entrance, but as she shuddered slightly I moved my hand away, and began to move down her thighs.  I massaged her firmly on the smooth skin covering the well muscled flesh of her thigh, and on down to the lovely soft skin on the back of her knees.  On down I moved, always caressing and loving over the shapely calves and ankles and down to her feet.  After I had stroked the smooth skin of her instep I bent forward to kiss her feet, one after the other, taking her toes into my mouth and nibbling gently with my teeth, then over her instep and heel and ankles to her calves.  I gently pushed her feet wide apart, and as I looked up the length of her legs I could see the outer lips of her pussy with the fair hair round the edges.  I kissed more and more urgently, moving steadily up her calves, the back of her knees and to the roundness of her thighs.  As I approached the top of her thighs I could see the pearly moistness of her pussy lips and smelled the musky scent of her sex.  I took the globes of her arse in my hands and parted them, revealing again the puckered anus, and began licking and nibbling the under curves of her buttocks and moving ever closer to the target of my desire.  At last I was starting to lick the cleft of her arse and down till my questing tongue finally touched the opening to her rear passage.  As the tip touched her I heard a sharp intake of breath, and I could feel her whole body clench in reaction, as her arse cheeks involuntarily tried to close against my incursion.  I held her open and probed further with my tongue, licking around and over the entry and at last pushing firmly against her.  The resistance slackened a little, and my tongue entered her, probing and prodding.

She had not spoken a word since I had approached her nether regions for the first time, and still she was quiet.  I felt that she was partly enjoying my attentions but fearful of the final act, so I decided that it was time for her to find out whether or not her fears were justified.  I pulled myself up onto my knees between her legs and reached over to find the tube of lubricant.  I took off the top and squeezed a generous quantity onto her anus, then started to press my lubricated finger against her until it pushed it a little way into her.  Then I pulled back my foreskin and spread a generous quantity of the jelly onto the knob end of my penis, which was fully aroused and rigid.  Now was the big moment.

I moved up so that my cock was close to her arse, and, taking my weight on one hand, I used the other fingers and thumb to spread her buttocks.  My cock moved inexorably towards the orifice, glistening with it’s covering of jelly, and at last the tip came into contact.  I pushed gently, but after a tiny entrance, she was locked against me.

‘Claire, darling, you’ve got to relax and let me in.  I’m afraid I’ll hurt you if we’re fighting each other.’

She didn’t reply, but suddenly she must have made an effort to let me in, as my glans started to enter her.  She was whimpering with pain, but suddenly my cock was through the sphincter and the pressure relaxed, and I slid slowly deeper and deeper into her passage till my pubis was pressed hard against her buttocks. Her passage was hot and tight around my cock shaft, and the root of the shaft was firmly gripped by the sphincter.  I stayed still, deep inside her, and I felt her slowly relaxing as she got used to being stretched open.

‘Are you OK, Claire?  Is it all right if I move?’

‘Yes, it just that I feel so full, but I’m getting used to it.  Just take it slowly for a bit.’

I drew back till I could feel my glans being held by her tight ring, then slowly back in.  Forward and back, always slowly, and I felt the pressure on my cock slacken as her ring relaxed.  I stepped up the pace a little, pushing hard against her as I fully engaged.

‘Let me feel all of you, you won’t squash me.’

I had been taking my weight on my forearms, but now I lowered myself down so that our bodies were touching from feet to shoulders.  As I moved, I felt the skin of my belly sliding over her firm buttocks and my chest against the smooth skin of her back.  I pushed my hands under her body so that I could hold her breasts, and teased and squeezed her nipples.  She gasped, and her arse suddenly pushed up against me.

‘Harder, quickly.’

I didn’t need any second telling, and I began the pound into her.  I was pulling my cock slowly back till I could feel that it was escaping from her ring, then I plunged in hard.  Each time I pushed in, I could hear the air being pushed out of her lungs, and she was making more and more noise.  I felt the fluid in my balls starting to move, and I shouted out as the first jet pumped deep into her arse passage.  Again and again I pumped, till at last I was spent.  My head dropped onto her shoulder, and she turned her head towards me.  Up till that moment her face had been buried in the pillow, but now she moved so that I could kiss her lovely lips.  I could see that she had some tears in her eyes, and I wondered how much I had hurt her.

‘Are you all right, darling?’

‘Oh yes, I’m fine.’

I withdrew from her and felt my glans being ejected by the pressure of her closing ring.  I moved from her back to lie beside her, and she turned on her side to face me.  She didn’t look particularly happy.

‘It wasn’t right for you, was it?’

‘Well, it hurt a bit at first, but I guess that I’d stretch after a time or two.  But it wasn’t enough on it’s own.  Perhaps it’s cos it was the first time and I was a bit scared – like the first time you were going to bust my hymen.  All the time you were caressing me and kissing me I was loving it but at the same time dreading what was going to happen.  Now it’s a bit of an anti-climax.’

I thought over what I’d done, and I guessed what was missing for her.

‘You mean that you wanted an orgasm and didn’t get it?’

She nodded without speaking, and I suddenly had an idea.

‘Lie on your back and close your eyes, and keep them shut till I tell you.’

She did as I asked, and I parted her legs so that her moist pussy lips were visible.  I picked up the vibrator that was on the bedside table and smeared it with the KY jelly, then I began to slide it softly against her clitoris, and I saw a smile appear on her face.  After a few minutes I slid the tip down her crack and probed the entry to her pussy.

‘What are you doing to me?’

She still had her eyes shut as I had asked her.

‘Never mind, just lie back and enjoy it – but let me know if it’s not nice.’

I was a bit concerned because the vibrator was quite a bit bigger than my cock and I was afraid it might hurt.  I guess I was a bit worried that, if she liked it, I wouldn’t be big enough to satisfy her. I was too young to realise that, for many women, it wasn’t a question of how big or small the cock was – within reason – it was what the man did with it that counted.  In other words, quality was more important than quality.  In any case, I hadn’t finished growing, and my weapon ended up bigger than that vibrator – not huge, but plenty big enough.

I pushed the plastic phallus against her pussy entrance and saw the lips start to spread open to accept it. When the plastic knob end was nearly inside I drew it back till it was nearly outside, then pushed it back in a little further. After four or five moves I pushed a little harder and heard Claire give a little gasp as the head passed inside her, and slid slowly up her canal till the plastic balls were pushing against her pubis.

‘Have a look.’

She looked down and saw the pink plastic balls and started to laugh.  As she was laughing I put my hand on the end of the vibrator and turned the switch, I heard a gentle buzzing and felt the device vibrating under my hand.  Claire stopped laughing.

‘That feels good, Chris.  Rub my clitty for me, please.’

I began to rub her clitoris with one hand and moved the vibrator slowly in and out with the other.  I leaned forward and took one of her nipples in my mouth, and sucked hard, drawing her aureole in between my lips.  She began to moan a little and her hips were pushing up against my hand so that I was driving the vibrator further into her pussy, and I pushed it in and out quickly.  I felt the wetness of her running down my hand, and she suddenly shouted out and lifted her hips right off the bed as she climaxed.  I turned the vibrator off and released her breast, then waited for her.

‘Thanks, Chris, that was quite spectacular, take it out now, please.’

I slid it slowly out, watching as her pussy lips contracted as the alien presence was removed.

‘Well, how was that?’

‘Fun, but not as good as having you in me.  I might buy one to play with when I don’t have a man around to do it properly.’

CHAPTER EIGHT

For the next few days we satiated ourselves with love and sex.  We tried every variety of position we could think of, only stopping when we were exhausted or were too sore to continue.  Then one morning came the phone call which we had been secretly dreading.  It was our Mum, telling us that she would be coming home on the evening of the next day.  Claire and I didn’t speak after she had rung off, reality had struck, and we knew that our time as lovers was nearly over.

That afternoon we went for a walk in the woods as usual.  After a bit we had a little jog, but Claire soon stopped.

‘Running isn’t very comfy with no bra on.  I bounce a bit.’

‘Yes, I was quite enjoying watching.  And look at what’s happened to your nipples, they’re all sticky outy.’

I put my hand out and rubbed it across her breasts, and gave each nipple in turn a quick tweak.  She didn’t smile as usual, but walked across to a fallen tree and sat on it with her legs astride and told me to sit opposite to her.

‘This is the end isn’t it?  We can’t go on after Mum’s back, can we?  It would mean sneaking it when she’s not around, or coming into the woods or something, and I don’t fancy that much.’

‘You’re right.  The great thing about these few days has been that we’ve really behaved more like a married couple, just making love whenever we want to.  It was too good to last, but it’s been bloody marvellous.  I feel I’ve grown up a lot, and it’s going to be hard going back to being a thirteen year-old slob.  Anyway, there’s still the rest of today, so let’s enjoy it.’

‘You’re right.  Let’s see if you can talk me into wanting you.  Tell me what you like about sex with me.’

‘If I just say everything it won’t work, so let’s start with kissing you.  Your lips are so soft and warm, and when you part them to let my tongue in, I get all sorts of funny feelings.’

‘Yes, I love your tongue in my mouth, and putting mine in yours.  You taste nice, and I love nibbling your lips.  And when you start kissing down my neck and get near my breasts, I get all sort of quivery.’

‘Nice word, quivery, I reckon I can feel you quivering sometimes.  Your breasts are something else, and I love the feeling when I run my hands along the side of your chest and move on to the swelling, it’s smooth and soft and firm all together.  It’s really exciting when I touch your nipples and they start to grow.  Then I can’t wait to kiss you and suck you into my mouth.  I can feel you pushing up against me and you start to make little noises.’

‘’When you kiss my nipples I can feel my pussy starting to get wet – like it is now, just talking about it.’

‘It’s obviously expecting a cock any time soon. I’ll talk a bit more and see what happens. You know, just the touch of your skin anywhere gets me excited, but especially when I go over your tummy and suddenly come to your hair, then go down to your thighs.  Inside the top of them is unbelievably soft, then when I move up, it’s back to your crisp hair, but, oh god, when I touch your pussy lips…’

‘That’s when I start to go ballistic.  The first time you touched me there to put my tampon in felt awful, but after a few times I knew that I desperately wanted you to make love to me.  Your fingers on my clitty and then in my pussy gave me my first real orgasm.  All right, I could bring myself off when I had fingers in action, but it’s not half as good.  And when you kissed my pussy…’

‘I wouldn’t have believed I could do that.  I mean, it’s disgusting to even think about it, isn’t it?  I don’t know how I came to do it, but when I found out how good you smell and taste I couldn’t believe my luck.  And then you kissed my cock.’

‘Oh, your cock.  I sort of did it because I thought I owed you for what you had done for me, and I found that I really loved doing it.  When it’s quite it’s great to kiss it and then feel it growing all big and hard inside my mouth, and then pushing your foreskin back with my lips and getting that hard slippery knob in my mouth. And it tastes good when you cum in my mouth – yummy!  But that’s nothing compared with having your cock inside my pussy, feeling you stretching me open and…oh god, just thinking about what we do has made my pussy soaking wet, it’ll start running down my legs soon.’

‘Do you like my cock in your arse? You don’t seem over enthusiastic.’

‘Yes, it’s getting better each time, but I still prefer it in my pussy.  But it’s nice when you put your fingers in at the same time and play with my nipples.  Do you like it.’

‘Same as you, I guess. It’s nice for variety, but your pussy feels better, your arse seems a bit too tight and the KY jelly isn’t the same as your juices.’

‘Talking of juices, it’s amazing when you make me squirt.  When you are squeezing my nipples and kissing my clitty and massaging my G-spot all at the same time my whole body goes into orbit and I have a monster orgasm. It’s a bit messy, though.’

‘Which way do you like it best.’

‘Just the plain old missionary position really, when I can feel all of your body against my most sensitive bits, but I like riding you as well.’

‘What about doggy style?’

‘Oh, you mean like this?’

Claire got off the log and knelt down on the ground.  She flipped her skirt up over her back and displayed her lovely rounded buttocks framing her pouting pussy lips. She was glistening with the juices that had leaked, and I quickly knelt down behind her and licked the length of her crack. She spread her knees out as wide as she could and her inner lips were pushing out, pink and juicy, and I drew her back against my face and sucked hard on her engorged clitty. She moaned with delight and I slid my tongue down the crack and pushed it hard against her anus, then slid back to her pussy and licked deep into her.  She was gasping under my touch.

‘Fuck me, now.’

It was most unusual for her to say “fuck” so I knew she was desperate, and I was pretty wound up as well.  I opened my shorts and pushed them down with my underpants and released my fully inflated cock, and I moved forward so that it was just touching her pussy. She immediately thrust back at me so that my cock drove deep into the hot slippery love channel.  This wasn’t going to be a subtle lovemaking, just an animal mating.  I put my arms round her so that one hand was grasping one of her breasts while the other was squeezing and rubbing her clitty.  Talking about sex to each other had got us both wound up, so I just drove into her as hard as I could while my hands held her firmly so that I could thrust deeply into her.  She was moaning and demanding that I should do it even harder, and I slammed in and out of her, my belly slapping hard against her buttocks.  I could feel the sperm fluid boiling up in my bollocks and I grabbed hold of her hips with both hands and dragged her against me while I shot all of my fluids deep inside her.  As I came she cried out, and I could feel the spasms in her as she gripped my cock with her pussy muscles.

At last my cock stopped jerking into her and we both relaxed, our passion spent – for the moment.

‘What a big strong man you are, darling Chris.  That was something else, I didn’t know you had the energy.’

‘I think I’m knackered for a bit, but I expect I’ll recover.’

‘You’d better, I’ve got plans for the rest of our last day as lovers.’

CHAPTER NINE

As we walked home, we talked about what we would do in the future, after Mum came back.

‘Do you think she might guess what we’ve been doing?’

‘No chance.  We’ve always been at each other’s throats, why would she guess that we should suddenly become lovers?’

‘I guess you’re right, but when she thinks about you washing me and sticking tampons in my pussy, she might just wonder.  But it’s all a bit unbelievable, isn’t it, I mean, my brother – my little brother – fucking me?’

‘Don’t be coarse, and for god’s sake don’t use that word in front of Mum, she’ll have a fit.  She’ll never guess as long as we keep our hands off each other.  She’ll just assume that having to look after you has changed me, and made you a bit more tolerant of me.’

‘It’s going to be hard, keeping my hands off you.  And talking of being hard, how’s your cock.’

‘Very nice, and ready to stand up for itself.  And I’ve had an interesting idea.’

‘Tell me, then.’

‘No, I’ll show you.’

By this time we were back home, and, without discussion we went upstairs to Claire’s room.  I undressed her, then myself, and stood and admired her lovely body.  Her eyes were shining as she smiled at me.

‘Come on then, show me this interesting idea.’

‘I’m not sure now whether it’s such a good idea.’

‘Come on, show me – I’ll stop you if I don’t like it’

We lay down on the bed and I began to stroke her, very gently.  My fingers brushed lightly over her skin, which had a light sheen on it showing through the very faint downy hair.  I started with her face, touching her cheeks, her forehead and across her lips. She parted them and I slid a finger into her warm soft mouth, and she bit me gently, then sucked on it.  On from her face to her neck and down to her shoulders, moving slowly all the time, only just touching her, down her upper arms till I reached the plaster casts, then back again, lifting her arms so I could caress the soft hollow with it’s light growth of hair – we hadn’t got round to my shaving her.  I leaned down and kissed her armpits, smelling the sweaty tang mixed with the smell of the deodorant that I had applied that morning.  I loved that hollow, and I kissed and licked her, tweaking her hair with my teeth so that she squealed at me to stop.

Then my hands found her breasts, firm and proud as she lay there.  Her rose pink nipples were already staring to stir, and I stroked under the swell, then over the crests and round her aureoles.  At last I let my fingers rub across the swelling nipples, pressing more firmly and then taking the base of a nipple in each hand and drawing my fingers forward so that they drew the buds up from the base, stretching the skin and pulling the whole breast up.  Claire started to moan very quietly, and I knew that she wanted her nipples in my mouth.  I bent down and began to lick and bite all around the globes and let my tongue follow the route that my fingers had taken earlier.  When at last I reached her nipples I licked across the tips of first one, then the other, and when she started murmuring “Please, please” I drew a nipple deep into my mouth.  I was now being less gentle and I sucked and bit at the sensitive tips, opening my mouth wide to take in as much of each breast in turn as I could, and, holding one nipple in my teeth and the other in my fingers I pulled and twisted till at last she murmured “Gently, please.”

I relaxed my attack on her breasts and began to move my hand down over the swelling of her ribcage and onto her flat belly.  I moved to and fro, gently at first, then pressing more firmly onto the yielding flesh.  As I moved, I let my hand slip lower till I felt the skin texture change as I touched the soft curly pubic hair, then slid down till I was holding her mons with my fingers resting on the top of her slit. Her legs parted slightly under my touch, and my fingers found their way down to the inside of her thighs. As I approached her pussy her skin became wet from her juices, and when I pressed onto her outer lips, she was wet and sticky from our earlier sex in the woods.  I could smell her pussy juices mixed with my own, much stronger than the soft odours I was used to.  I pushed my hand up to her pussy lips and thrust two fingers straight into her hot wet canal, hooked my fingers round and found her G spot and began to rub it.  

‘Chris, kiss my clitty, make me squirt one last time.’

I pushed her legs wide apart and lowered my head so that I could attack her clitoris while my fingers continued to excite her inside.  I was getting the full aroma of her sweat and cum, mixed with the stale semen, and when I began to lick her slit it tasted of pure sex, strong and pungent.  She was starting to buck her hips at me, and I tongued her clit hard, the used my other fingers to push the skin at the base back so that the bud was protruding when I sucked it in between my lips.  As my tongue raked across the sensitive tip, I felt the muscles in her pussy grasping at my fingers.  I sucked hard at her and pressed my fingers hard into the rough surface of her G spot.

‘Oh God, I’m cumming, oh, oh I’m going to burst, oh Chris, Chris ooooooh!’

As she wailed, suddenly I felt a rush of liquid against my face and tasted the salty liquid squirting from her.  Her whole body was in spasm, her pussy muscles gripping my fingers, and her hips bucking up against the pressure from my lips.  I eased the pressure of my fingers and released her clitty from my mouth, and she gradually relaxed, moaning gently.  My face was covered in her juices, and I moved up the bed to kiss her as I withdrew my fingers from her soaking pussy.

‘That was just for starters, how about the main course?’

‘Chris, darling, my lover, I’m not sure I could stand any more, but was that the interesting idea?’

‘No, just close your eyes till I tell you to open them.’

I reached into the bedside cabinet and took out the vibrator and the tube of KY jelly.  I covered the vibrator generously with the jelly, then I lifted her legs so that her thighs were pushed against her breasts, and as I parted her thighs her pussy and her the puckered entry to her arse were fully spread.  I squirted some more jelly against her arse entry and rubbed it into the entry to her back canal. I took the vibrator and pressed its great knob end against her arse.  She gasped at the pressure but I kept pushing till the sphincter began to open and the knob started to ease into her.

‘Chris, that hurts, go steady.’

‘Just relax and let it in, don’t resist it.’

She whimpered a little, but I felt the resistance reduce and the great plastic penis slid into her, and I pushed it fully home.  I moved it in and out a little, then pushed it in again and turned on the vibrator.  As she squealed at the sudden sensation I moved forward and thrust my cock hard into her pussy.  She was soaking wet and I slid deep into her with no resistance, and I felt my balls coming into contact with the plastic scrotum of the dildo.  I pushed as deeply as I could, then pulled back completely so that I was outside her, then rammed back in till she cried out.

‘You’re huge with that other thing in me, do it now, hard.’

I slid my hands under her arse cheeks and gripped her firmly.  I could feel the action of the vibrator through the thin membrane between her anus and her vagina, and I knew I could not last long.  I held her tightly with my fingers gripping the crack of her arse and began to ram in and out of her as hard as possible.  All my weight was on her, and I could feel the mounds of her breasts and felt the friction of our bellies rubbing together as I slid in and out.  Her pussy was contracting hard on me, and I had to fight her to withdraw, but I managed to pull out completely, then ram back in to her full depth as I felt the rush of semen coming from deep in my balls to jet hotly into her.  I jerked over and over as I shot my load into her receptive passage.  At last it was over, and I slipped my hand round to turn off the vibrator.  I lay there for a few minutes, my head buried in her neck, my cheek against hers.  At last I withdrew, and drew the vibrator out of her arse.  I lifted myself from her and looked at her.

‘Well?’

‘That was just too much.  I feel as though I’ve been very well used.  But, it was wonderful.  It’s just as well we shan’t be doing it again, I’ll be walking round bow legged for a bit.’

‘Grand finale I guess, Claire.  It’s been the best time of my life, it’s going to be awful sharing a house with you and not being able to share your bed.’

‘But we’re not going to sneak around, are we?’

‘No, we’ll just have to have happy memories or something.  Any way, come on, let’s clean you up, you smell like a busy whore.’

‘How would you know? How much experience of cheap whores have you had? But you’re right, I’d like to smell all newly washed and nice for our last night together.’

We went into the bathroom and into the shower together.  I washed her with a flannel so I didn’t make much physical contact with her, cleaning up her pussy quickly. Then I dried and powdered her so that she was clean and fragrant, and put a robe on her so that we could go down and get a meal.  I cooked a meal to her instructions and opened a bottle of red wine to drink with it.  After coffee we sat together on the settee in the lounge, both a little drunk and with not much need to talk.  We knew each other’s thoughts, both sad at the end of our brief, passionate love affair.  Her eyes were bright with tears.

‘Claire, we aren’t going to go back to being how we were before this happened, are we?’

‘Please not, Chris.  It was awful, like a permanent state of war between us.  I’ll never forget this, and I’ll always love you for it.  We’ll just have to be really good friends, won’t we?  Please?’

‘It’s going to be different, but I can’t go back to hating you, can I?  Yes Claire, really good friends.’

‘Please take me to bed and love me gently.  I want to remember a gentle lover more than a fierce one.’

‘Anything you say, lover.  After this afternoon I wouldn’t much fancy anything violent.’

‘Good. And, by the way, my arse is still vibrating!’

‘OK, I’ll treat it with respect.’

We went upstairs and I cleaned her teeth and prepared her for bed.  As I got in beside her she pushed me onto my back and leant over my flaccid cock.

‘Last time, I’m going to eat you.  Don’t look so worried, I’ll leave some for your next girl friend.’

Her tongue began to stroke the length of my cock, which soon began to enlarge.  She slid her lips over the end, pushing back my foreskin, and I felt her tongue caressing my glans.  She withdrew and looked at the glistening knob end.  

‘I hate the thought of some other girl having this to play with when I can’t.’

‘Sorry Claire, I’m not planning to go without for the rest of my life, but I don’t suppose I’ll enjoy it as much with anyone else.’

‘Perhaps you will like it better?’

‘Don’t say things like that, don’t say anything for a bit, you can do something better with your mouth.’

‘Pervert!’

Then she started working on my cock in earnest, licking up and down the length, and over and around my exposed glans. The tip of her tongue probed the gaping hole in the tip, pressing the tip into the slit, making me jerk up at her.  As she withdrew it, a drop of pre cum oozed out, and she happily licked it off.  She opened her mouth wide and took me in deeply before gripping my foreskin with her lips and pulling the sleeve up over my glans, then pushing it back again ever so slowly.  As she worked on my cock she moved around so that she was kneeling over me, her pussy over my face.  Her outer lips were parted and the pink pussy lips were glistening as her juice leaked out from her.  She lowered herself so that my mouth was against her pussy, and I was breathing in the sweet smell of her sex and felt the wetness of her against me.  I licked her lips and saw them starting to engorge with blood as they parted under my touch.  I ran my tongue from top to bottom of her slit, pressing it into the dark puckered entry to her arse, then lapping over her pussy entrance and up to her clitoris.  I drew the firm bud into my lips, and, as I raked the tip with my tongue, I felt her moving urgently on my cock.  She was taking me deep into her throat, then sliding up and down the length, and her mouth added to the sensation of eating at her pussy was bringing me near to a climax.  I began to suck hard on her clitty, then slid down to plunge as deep as I could into her pussy, all the while squeezing her breasts.  I felt the rush of semen welling up from my balls and at the same time I felt her pussy getting even wetter, her juice running down onto my face.  Suddenly she tensed and pressed down onto my face hard, and I felt her spasms just before I, too, came to a rushing climax, shooting my cum deep into her mouth.

I felt the tenseness leak out of her as she collapsed on top of me, her pussy lips pressed against my mouth. I gently eased her away, and rolled her onto her side facing me.  We were both silent, then at last she spoke.

‘How do we follow that – or is that it?’

‘Let’s clean up a bit, then see how we feel.’

We went into the bathroom, and I washed her face and sat her on the bidet to clean up her pussy.  I washed my own face and my genitals, then cleaned her teeth and my own before going back into her room.  I straightened up the bed, and we laid down on it, side by side. She spoke, hesitantly.

‘Could you manage a sort of sexy cuddle?’

‘Just for you, I’ll try.’

I drew her close to me, our bodies touching from head to toe, and the soft warmth of her began to affect me.  Her breasts were softly rubbing my chest, and my cock was beginning to stir against her thighs as my hand cupped her arse and drew her against me, and soon I had a very respectable erection.  

‘Come in, please.  I’m all ready for you.’

I pushed her onto her back, and she spread her legs so that I could slide between them.  I probed gently with my cock, and looked down to see the end start to part her pussy lips before sliding gently inside.  I raised one of her legs so that I could roll over onto my side with her leg snug above my hip in the curve of my waist.  We were thus softly locked together, my cock deeply engaged in her pussy.  We exchanged kisses, our tongues and lips talking in each other’s mouths, but these weren’t fierce, just soft sliding movements, rousing each other in a slow, gentle way.  I began to caress her breasts, my fingertips tracing the soft mounds, round and round the edges of her aureoles before at last brushing the tips of her nipples, which started swelling into life, asking to be squeezed and tweaked, but always just enough to thrill, not to hurt.  As I was caressing her I moved slowly in and out of her pussy, pausing at each end of the strokes.  Then she whispered ‘I want to cum.’

I slid my hand down to her mound and slid my fingers over her clitoris, moving to and fro across the swollen bud.  Her face took on a look of concentration, and I began to feel her pussy muscles squeezing and contracting round my cock.  After quite some time, she pushed her hips hard against me and I drew her body against me as she moaned ‘I’m cumming’.  Her body went rigid, then suddenly relaxed, and a lovely smile came to her face.

‘Your turn, Chris.  Come on top, please.’

I rolled over onto her, and, with all my weight on her, I slid slowly in and out of her, my body sliding against hers, the softness of her breasts and flat belly against me having their ever wonderful effect on my physical state.  As I felt my climax nearing, I didn’t feel the need to rush, but just kept up the same steady movement.  When I felt that the moment was near I said to her:

‘Help me, Claire.’ 

She started the contractions of her pussy muscles and made little movements of her hips against me.  I began to kiss her, and, as I pushed my tongue deep into her mouth, I felt the smooth flow of my juice deep into her pussy, and I realised that she, too, was having an orgasm, as her breathing shortened and she gasped for breath against my intruding tongue.  This time we relaxed together, and finally I made as if to withdraw.

‘Don’t go yet, Chris.  See if we can roll over without you coming out.’

‘I’m pretty limp, but I’ll try.’

Very slowly, keeping our pubic mounds close together, we rolled back onto our sides.

‘I’ll see if I can wake you up.’


We lay close together and our lips met. Her tongue began to work its magic inside my mouth, probing around deep inside, darting to and fro over my tongue, my teeth, my palette.  At the same time her pussy muscles were contracting and relaxing on my cock, and it soon became firm once again.  We settled down and I began to caress her soft breasts, her firmly rounded hips, over her back and down round the tight globes of her arse.  Every now and again I stroked down over her flat, firm belly and down to the soft hairs of her mons, then probed gently into her crack and onto the bud of her clitty.  There I would squeeze and rub her sensitive nubbin until she her breathing shortened and she began to push gently against me. Sometimes I pushed my finger into her pussy canal alongside my cock, and when I did this at the same time as I rubbed her clitty with my thumb, she pushed against me in earnest, and when I continued she came to a very gentle orgasm, just gasping gently and gripping my cock with her pussy.  I don’t know how often she came like this, but we must have stayed locked together like this for well over an hour. At last, after another of these soft cums, she relaxed totally against me and, as her breathing became quiet and relaxed, I realised that she had gone to sleep.

I wasn’t sure to whether to be pleased or insulted that she should nod off while we were making love, but, in hindsight, I guess that she was emotionally drained with our final lovemaking, and that it was all a bit too much for her.  I wasn’t sure what to do, as I still had a solid erection and wanted to have a last orgasm in her lovely body.  I decided to move very gently and, in effect, use her pussy to masturbate myself, and after a few minute of the movement I felt the sperm starting to flow up from my balls and I came with a few gentle surges, deep into her pussy.  She was still fast asleep, and after my cum my cock softened and I carefully withdrew from her.  I lifted myself from her leg and moved away, but she made a little moaning noise in her sleep and I pushed her over so that I could curl up behind her, my arm holding her close, and soon I, too, was asleep.

CHAPTER  TEN

Next morning I woke early and slid out of bed leaving Claire asleep.  I showered and went down and prepared breakfast, then went back to waken the sleeping beauty.  She stretched and smiled at me as I bent over to kiss her soft lips.

‘Wake up, we’ve got a busy day – or had you forgotten that Mum’s coming back today?’

‘Yes, I had for a moment.  Oh well, all good things come to an end – and that was a lovely ending last night, I’ll never forget it.’

‘Well, it’s over, except I’ve got to wash you, including the bits that I made a bit messy last night.’

We went in the bathroom and into the shower and I washed her quickly.  Usually our shower routine had been a part of out lovemaking, and we had tried out all sorts of variations.  Our favourite was for me to stand behind her with my arms around her, caressing her breasts with soapy hands, teasing her nipples into life, then sliding one hand down in between her legs to play with her clitty,  and pushing two or three fingers deep into her pussy till she thrust against my hand as she had her orgasm, her head turned so that I could kiss her and push my tongue deep into her mouth.  By then my cock would be good and ready.  Sometimes I would soap her arse cheeks and slide up and down in her crack till I came.  Again, I might bend her forward and thrust my cock into her pussy or her arse, or sometimes she knelt to take my cock into her mouth and worked magic with her tongue till I jetted my cum down her welcoming throat.  Always it had been not just great sex, but it had been great fun, now a memory to last for ever.  But this time there was to be no lovely loving. I washed her quickly with the flannel to reduce the amount of contact between us.  Then I briskly dried her and myself, and slipped a dress on her and a pair of shorts on myself.

Before breakfast I stripped the sheets from her bed and put them in the machine to wash off the incriminating stains from last night’s sex.  We had our breakfast and, following Claire’s instructions, I tidied up the house.  Luckily I am one of that rare breed, a tidy boy.  I recall one of my grandfather’s sayings – “There are more interesting things to do in life than spend your time looking for things, so be tidy and have more time to have fun.”  My parents had reinforced this attitude, and, as a result, both Claire and I always kept our rooms and all our belongings tidy, so there wasn’t a lot of tidying to do before the house was fit for our mother to see. I also made sure that all my clothes were back in my own room, to avoid any tell tale evidence of our room and bed sharing.

When we were both happy that Mum would not guess what had been going on and that the place was presentable we decided that, as she was not due back till the evening, we would go in the garden for a last nude sunbathe.  I took her dress off and my shorts, then we laid down on the big airbed that we had been using for sunbathing and sex.  

‘I’m a bit nervous suggesting this, but I think you had better put some sun cream on me.’

‘You’re trying to get me going, aren’t you.  Oh well, here goes.’

I tipped some cream on my hand and anointed her back.  As my hand roamed over the lovely curves of her back and her bottom I was sorely tempted to slide my fingers down into her crack, but resisted, and, when she turned over I was very quick creaming her breasts and around her mons, and it took a strong effort of will on my part to suppress my cock’s urge to expand.

‘My word, you are strong willed!’

‘Shut up, one false move and I’ll be all over you like a rash.”

‘Promises, promises.  Sorry Chris, It’s me who should be making you behave, not the other way around.’

The sun was veiled and it was possible to lie in what was passing through the clouds, and after a while I guess we both dozed off a little. Till we had a rude awakening.

‘Well, what a pretty sight!’

It was Mum, come back early and with our somnolent state we had not heard her car arriving. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

We both leapt up, me grabbing a towel to cover myself and Claire trying hard to drag one over herself with her plastered hand. 

‘You might as well put them down, I’ve been standing here looking at you for about five minutes, and I must say you make a very pretty picture.  I’m proud to have produced two very beautiful children.  Just how on earth do you come to be naked together, I should think that the last time must have been ten years ago when you were little?’

‘Oh Mum’ Claire whimpered ‘It’s Chris made me do it, and he keeps putting suncream all over me every ten minutes, and he doesn’t miss anywhere.’

‘She’s lying – I only do it every fifteen minutes.’

‘All right, I suppose that as he has been washing you he knows pretty well what you look like, but I’m still amazed.  You obviously both like being naked in the sun.’

‘It’s lovely, why don’t you join us.’

‘Oh, I couldn’t just take my clothes off like that.’

‘That’s all right, Chris is an expert at taking off women’s clothes, he’ll do it for you, won’t you Chris.’

This struck me as being the daftest suggestion I had heard for a good while, but I thought it might be funny to go along with it to see what happens.

‘Sure thing, I’m right in practise.’

I reached out to the top button on Mum’s blouse, in the firm expectation that my hand would be pushed away and I would be told to behave myself.  Wrong!!! She didn’t move or speak and I found myself actually undoing the button. Oh well, next one she’d stop me.  But she didn’t.  Suddenly I began to get a bit nervous.  What’s going on, what do I do now?  She’s bluffing, for sure, she wanted to see how soon I’ll chicken out.  There were only three buttons on the blouse and my fingers were shaking a little as I undid the last one and the blouse hung open.  

Up till that moment in my life, my mother’s body had been of total indifference to me, though I guess I must have been interested in her breasts as a food source when I was tiny.  I was vaguely aware that she was a normal sort of shape compared to the other women in my life, friends mothers and teachers, and so on, that she wasn’t grossly fat or stick thin, that she had a bosom, but I doubt I could have recalled it when she wasn’t there.  She was just my mum, that was all.  Now, suddenly, I became acutely aware of her physical presence, as the blouse swung free and I glimpsed the swell of the white bra below.  I took hold of the top of the blouse with both hands and opened the front and slid the garment off her shoulders and down her arms till it was free and I let it drop onto a chair.  Now her white bra was exposed, the lacy upper portion showing her skin tone faintly through it.  I’d seen her in a bra before, but this was different, now I was looking at her as a young man with sexual experience, and the full thrust of the bust in the bra was arousing for me in a way I would not have imagined.  Anyway, this game would soon be stopped, wouldn’t it?  I bent down and, lifting each foot in turn, I removed her shoes.  Then I went to the waistband of her slacks and undid the button at the centre. Still no reaction, so I took hold of the tongue of the zipper and slowly, ever so slowly, slid it down.  The slacks were a fairly loose fit, and started to slip from her waist, and I gingerly pushed the waistband down over her hips and the garment slid down her legs. Again, I lifted each leg in turn and pulled the slacks legs over her feet till they were clear.  As I was bending down I realised that my face was nearly touching my mother’s belly, clad in a neat and not too revealing pair of white knickers, and noticed with astonishment that there was a damp patch at the crotch.  I knew what this meant with Claire – on the few times she had worn knickers – but mum couldn’t be aroused, could she.  Could she?  I mean, she’s nearly forty and I’m her thirteen year old son.  No, she’s done a car journey, it must be sweat, so that’s all right then.

The next garment would be her bra and she would be more than somewhat exposed it that came off.  Oh well, it had been an experience, now she’d stop me for certain, but let’s go on to the bitter end.  I moved round behind her and unhooked the bra strap.  No reaction, so I slid the straps from her shoulder.  Now she’d put her hands up to hold the cups on her breasts and we’d all have a good laugh.  Only she didn’t do any such thing, and as I slid the straps down her arms she held them slightly clear of her body so the bra fell off, leaving her breasts free. I felt totally confused – what was happening?  I moved round to the front of her and there was my mother with her full breasts naked and only her knickers between her and total nakedness.  With shaking hands I hooked my fingers under the elastic of her knickers and drew the waistband over her hips and down her legs, where she stepped out of each leg in turn, and there she was, nude, and smiling at me.  I was so shaken that, at that point I could not have said whether she was fat or thin, pretty or ugly, black or white even.  She was my mother, naked, and it was I who had got her into that condition.

‘Thanks, Chris, the sun does feel nice.  Now get me a lounger.’

I went into the garden room where we kept the loungers and other garden furniture and brought one out for her.  She lowered the back so that it was flat and lay down on her front.

‘Now you can put some sun cream on me, please.’

I squeezed some cream out onto her shoulders and started to smooth it in to her skin.  The only female body I had ever touched before was Claire’s, and, as she lay there and I recovered my composure somewhat I was able to look at her a little more objectively and make comparisons.  She was bigger built than Claire, wider shoulders and, as I looked lower, her waist was more pronounced over her wider hips and a bottom that was more pear shaped, less pert than her daughter’s.  The skin under my fingers was as smooth, and I could feel a deeper covering of flesh feeling more cushioning than the younger body.  I spent some time on her shoulders and upper back, and she murmured appreciatively under my touch.

‘That’s nice, Chris.  You must have been practising a lot on Claire.’

‘Every ten minutes, like I said.’

‘All lies, every quarter hour.’

‘Whatever, you could always get a job as a masseur.’

I continued to rub in the cream, letting my hands stray down her sides till I could just feel the start of the swell of her breasts, then gradually going lower down her back till I came to her hips, softly curving and pliable to my touch, then on to the full buttocks.  The flesh moved slightly under my touch, for, although she was a lot bigger than Claire, the regular exercise regime that she kept to ensured that she was still firm and resilient.  My fingers moved around, squeezing and rubbing the cream firmly into the skin, and I slowly advanced so that my fingers began to enter the divide.  Again I expected to be told to stop, again there was no reaction, except that, as my fingers began to probe deeper into her crack, feeling the heat of her, I felt her body tensing a little.  I probed very slowly, and at last I felt my finger brushing her anus, and I heard her gasp quietly.  This couldn’t be right, I couldn’t finger my mother’s arsehole.  I moved my hands away, onto her thighs, then down the backs of her legs till I reached her feet.

‘There you are Mum, that’s you done.’

‘If you turn over and smile sweetly at him, he’ll probably do your front as well.’

Trust Claire to make a stupid remark like that.  I mean, obviously my mum wouldn’t want me putting cream all over her…oh, god, she’s turning over, she can’t…can she?  But she did.  She smiled sweetly at me and said ‘Go on then.’

This was too much.  I started with her face, wiping gently over her forehead, her cheeks and nose, over her chin and onto her neck.  Then I remembered that I had not done her ears, so I went back and creamed the lobes and popped my little finger inside, which brought a little giggle from her.  Back to her neck, and down onto her shoulders. Her skin was smooth and firm, and I lifted her arms so that I could get to her shaved armpits, then down each arm in turn. Then…back to her shoulders and make a slow move down towards the upper swell of her breasts.  I had been too bemused earlier to notice much about her breasts, now I took a good look. Lying on her back as she was, they were flattened and sagged a little to either side, but they were still full and rounded, and her large dark nipples were surrounded by darkish brown aureoles.  My hands were moving over the upper swell, then I moved down and out to caress – in theory I was just putting cream on, but by now there was no doubt in my mind that my movements were sexual caresses – the outer fullness of her breasts, then round to cup and squeeze under the globes, lifting them and feeling their weight.  I moved up, tracing my fingertips around the edge of her aureoles, till I finally let my fingers brush across the tips of her nipples.  I heard her snatch a breath, and I looked up to see her with her eyes closed and her lips parted, the tip of her tongue moving across her lower lip. As I touched the nipples they began to grow, and I took one in each hand and began rubbing them between fingers and thumbs, rolling the growing mounds of flesh and gripping ever more firmly.  She cried out, but I carried on, and pulled and squeezed in the way I did with Claire, and I felt her body moving gently and her breathing shorten.

This activity was having an effect on me, and I felt my cock beginning to harden.  Up till then, I had been in a bit of a daze, but now I knew just what I was doing – bringing my own mother to a high level of sexual arousal.  Now I thought perhaps I should let her wait a little, so I left her breasts, to her obvious disappointment, tipping some cream onto her belly and beginning to smooth it in.  For the first time I was really looking at lower body, and saw wide hips either side of a softly rounded belly, running down to a firm pubic mound.  When I had undressed her I had got a general impression of dark curly pubic hair, but now I realised that her triangle had been neatly trimmed and shaved so that it was like an arrow pointing down to her lips, which had been shaved also.  I’d only ever seen one female – Claire – and her pubic hair extended down and over her outer lips, so seeing this shaven area was a whole new experience, and I wanted to feel it straight away, but I decided not to hurry.  I creamed and caressed over her warm soft belly, then skirted her mons and moved onto the top of one of her thighs.  I used both hands on the one leg, rubbing the cream into her soft flesh and moving steadily down over her thigh and her knee to her foot.  I spent some time caressing first one foot and then the other, over and under and in between her toes, which caused her to wriggle gently.  At last I began to ascend the other leg, massaging her calf and her knee, rubbing the sensitive spot at the back of the knee where the skin was as soft as silk, then slowly advancing up her thigh.  As I moved, I applied a little pressure to the inside of her thigh, and her legs parted willingly. Now her crack was on display, the shaven outer lips parted ever so slightly so that I could see a suspicion of her inner pussy lips.  

Wait a minute, this is my mother I’m talking about – girls had pussies, twats, cunts, not my mother.  It was her vagina lips that I was going to see any moment now, not those coarse words that kids talked about at school.  Anyway, whatever it was called, I was getting nearer by the second and it was obvious that Mum wasn’t going to stop me.  In fact, I could see a trace of liquid appearing, which told me quite clearly that she was getting more aroused.  I slid my hands further up her thigh, finding that deliciously soft smooth place on the inside just below her crotch, and moving up till my fingers were touching those shaved lips.  My fingertips traced a path up and down the lips, and, as they did so, she spread her legs wider and her vagina lips began to appear, flushed red with the blood of her arousal, and glistening with the juice that was leaking from within.  I slid a finger down to collect some of the fluid and slid up and down between the inner and outer lips, then moved up to the top of her crack to her clitoris.  I could see that it was swollen, and with finger and thumb I pushed back the skin of the protective hood, and the clitty pushed forward, pink and firm.  She gasped as I began to squeeze the sensitive tip, and I could feel her excitement growing.  I caressed her for some time, then moved my fingers down her slit and pushed into her vagina, my middle finger probing deep inside her.  

Her canal was much looser than Claire’s – that’s what two kids do for a woman’s love passage, I suppose - and I quickly pushed two more fingers inside.  I hooked my middle finger upwards and slid around till I felt that area where the skin texture was much rougher, and, from the little squeal she made, I knew I had found her G-spot.  I moved my thumb back over her clitoris and began to rub over the tip, at the same time as I put pressure on her from inside.  My other hand was on one of her breasts, pinching and twisting the engorged nipple.  As I was doing all this I looked across at Claire.  She saw my look and deliberately spread her legs wide, showing me her engorged pussy lips glistening with the juice she was releasing.  Now I was working on my mother’s body as hard as I could, moving one hand from one nipple to the other while I worked on her clitty and her G-spot.  She was panting and whimpering as I caressed her, and suddenly her hips thrust up, her vagina muscles clamped down hard around my fingers and I felt a rush of liquid flooding over my hand.  She let out a long cry, then subsided, and her clitty withdrew under its hood.  I had just given my mother a king sized orgasm, and I was absolutely shattered.

While I had been pleasuring her, I had had a huge erection, but that had subsided, and was hanging limply with a drip of pre-cum on display.  That state of affairs soon changed, when Claire said:

‘My turn.’

I didn’t stop to think of what mum would say or do, I just moved over to Claire, parted her legs and lowered my mouth onto her pussy.  She was soaking wet, and as I lapped up and down her slit, the lips parted under my tongue.  I licked from her anus to her clitoris, and then drew her clitty up in between my lips, raking the tip with my tongue.  Claire moaned with pleasure as she came to an instant climax, and I moved up her body till I came to her succulent breasts.  Her nipples were firm, and I took one into my mouth, biting and sucking.  By now I had a raging hard, and was desperate for relief, and I swept forward, battering my cock into her pussy, which was open and slippery ready for my entrance.  I kissed her hard, then began to move.  I had raised myself onto my elbows and I suddenly realised that a hand had slid over one of Claire’s breasts.  Mum was actually caressing her daughter, teasing and tweaking her nipple, making her cry out.  Then the hand moved down Claire’s belly and I could feel her fingers pushing between our two pubic mounds as she probed Claire’s clitoris.  Claire was going frantic, writhing beneath me.  Then Mum did something that was even more unbelievable, as she pushed a finger into Claire’s pussy, forcing her way in alongside my cock, and she must have hooked her way up to her G-spot because Claire went ballistic, screaming and thrusting under me, and I felt a rush of hot juice squirt up onto my cock and balls.  The feel of my Mum’s finger against me added to my frenzy and I just thrust as hard as I could, the rush of juice coming up from my balls as I pumped it deep into Claire’s pussy.

Mum drew her hand away, and I collapsed onto Claire for a few moments, my head against hers and my face buried in her shoulder.  We had had some pretty exciting climaxes before, but this was on an altogether different plane.  I felt totally drained, and just couldn’t think what was going to happen next.  I reluctantly lifted myself, and my limp cock fell out of her pussy as I withdrew and rolled off her body.  Then we waited to hear what Mum would have to say.  She, too, was silent for some time, till at last she spoke – not the words I might have expected.

‘Right you two, go and clean up and put some clothes on.  Don’t speak to each other, nor to me until I tell you to.  In the meantime, I’ll go and get lunch ready.’

