
    
  
    
      
        A Makeover for My Old Mum

      Chapter 1

      This whole story started with my gran dying and my mum losing her job. Good start huh? Well gran was in her nineties, ninety-three, I think. She'd been unable to look after herself properly for a decade and in that time mum had acted as her carer, on top of having a day job. Of course, there are nursing homes, but they're expensive and we were generally broke. In fact, the local authority would have paid for the basics but my mum is quite stubborn sometimes; she saw it as her duty for look after her mother. I tried to talk her into putting gran into a home many times. Mum always listened, with that serious face of hers, then said she wouldn't be able to live with herself if she stuck her mother in a local council home. There was a sister, my aunt Katherine, a couple of years older than mum, who could have helped but she'd taken the precaution of marrying a Scotsman and moving to Edinburgh. So there was just mum, and me.

      From my point of view it was deadly. Living in a house dominated by the presence of an invalid, the scent of illness and death always lurking in the corners. Not a place where you wanted to bring mates or girlfriends. So after I finished university, and got a job, I found my own flat. Cowardly, I know, but I did plenty to help: I did all the weekly shopping, took gran out in her wheelchair whenever she was up to it and did odd jobs around the house. And the gardening.

      I suppose now's a good time to say something about my mum, as she's the focus of this story; the events I'm writing about couldn't have happened if she'd been a different person. She and gran lived in a run-down but respectable suburb of north Oxford; my flat was about a mile away, closer to the city centre. Mum was an assistant librarian for one of the lesser-known Oxford colleges and it's difficult to imagine anyone more stereotypically a librarian than my mother: hushing the students who'd come to chatter rather than work, fussing over late returns and tidying up the piles of books left on the desks at closing time. She looked the part too. It would be easy to say she had awesome tits and perfect make-up and all my mates drooled over her but she wasn't like that at all. Liz Wright (strictly speaking Doctor Liz Wright -- she had a doctorate in mediaeval English) was tall and thin and severe. Her hair was light brown, lacklustre and fading to grey and framing a face that was long and horsey with a rather pointed nose and chin. She also had a full lower lip and slightly too large protruding front teeth, which you could see when she smiled, which she didn't do very often. She was almost flat-chested and narrow hipped and walked with long strides. And she wore spectacles, with thick, black frames, before such things became a fashion statement.

      On the positive side, she had beautiful, serious grey eyes and her legs were pretty impressive too. Long and shapely and with exquisitely slim ankles. Not that she ever showed them off; she mostly wore trousers. And if she did wear a skirt or dress she'd wear flat shoes -- espadrilles or schoolgirl sandals. Her other fine feature was her hands. They were long and slender with tapering fingers and perfect oval nails. A few brown spots had started to appear now but there was a time when those hands could have made her fortune on television. Of course, she wore no rings. She didn't have pierced ears either and the only cosmetic she wore was moisturising cream.

      
        
      

      She did her best to be a good mum to me, but in all honesty she wasn't really cut out for it. It was like she'd read a book about parenting and was following it to the letter, apart from the bits that talked about smiling and laughing and having fun. I was different, always laughing and joking. I was pretty popular at school and had plenty of friends and I spent a lot of time out of the house while I was growing up. I even went on holidays with some of my schoolmates which was good as mum couldn't afford things like that on her salary. So all in all it wasn't so bad and I guess I loved my mum and wanted to see her happy.

      I'm going to fast-forward to the day after gran's funeral. Gran had outlived all her contemporaries and mum hardly had any friends so it was a bit like Eleanor Rigby's funeral -- nobody came. The following afternoon mum and I were sitting in the front room of her house, drinking tea, not talking and contemplating the future. At least, I was, you never knew what mum was thinking. The front room -- gran would never have called it a lounge -- was large and shabby. The whole house was large and shabby. An Edwardian semi in a street of genteel poverty, most of the houses had been converted to student flats and looked about as badly maintained as gran's. Because it had been gran's house, and she'd left it equally to me and mum. The older sister, Katherine, didn't get a look in. I was the one who broke the silence, predictably.

      'I'd like to make one thing very clear, Mum: the house is yours to live in as long as you want it. I'm not going to insist on selling up so I can realise my half of the equity.'

      She gave me a small smile. She really hadn't expressed any emotion over gran's death, at least, not outwardly. There'd been no tears, no grief, nothing. But that was mum. It wasn't to say she didn't care. And besides, she'd looked after her mother for a decade. Hard not to see the death as an opportunity. Though mum wasn't the type to take opportunities. Not the carpe diem sort. Which made her next statement all the more surprising.

      'Thank you, Jack. I probably won't be doing anything in the short-term but after that, who knows?' She looked across the room at me and appeared to be going through some internal debate. 'I've decided I'd like to meet someone.'

      Well I didn't see that one coming and I just stared at her, which made mum smile a bit wider.

      'Not what you expected to hear?' she asked.

      'What, a man?' I said, stupidly.

      
        'Yes,' she replied calmly, 'a man.'

      My mother had never, so far as I could remember, shown any interest in men, other than professionally through the library. She'd certainly never dated! Then there was the age thing. You may have been wondering how come gran was ninety-three and how old did that make my mum? Well, she was sixty-two, which is a bit late to start dating, isn't it? I'm twenty-five, in case you were wondering and there's a story behind that age difference too, which I suppose I should tell you, as it's pretty pertinent to the whole dating thing.

      Liz, my mum, was a sensible and plain girl. Most ladies in that situation meet and marry a sensible and plain man, but she never did. She never dated in fact. Ever. Was quite content with hitching a ride through life as a non-descript lady in a non-descript job. And so things might have gone on into middle-age and confirmed spinsterhood had it not been for the 1995 annual University Librarians' Symposium. This was a glorified term for an annual shindig held in some august establishment, though as all the attendees were librarians, there probably wasn't a lot going on. Until 1995, anyway.

      Mum normally wasn't invited to this event. She wasn't the librarian, only an assistant. And she'd have hated it anyway. But that year the head honcho was recovering from rheumatic fever and the senior assistant couldn't make it either as she was due to give birth imminently, so Elizabeth was asked. She wanted to refuse but hated to disappoint her boss. So off she went, during the summer recess, to Leeds. And her life was never the same again.

      The symposium started with the usual introductions, guest speaker and ice-breaking cocktail party. Now mum wasn't a big drinker, as you might imagine, but she did enjoy a glass of port and on this occasion, perhaps because she was nervous, and felt out of place, she had one or two more. Then someone latched on to her and plied her with refills. Mum's recollection of the rest of the evening is hazy, and incomplete. What is more definite is that when she woke up in her room at five o'clock the following morning, and lurched to the bathroom to be sick, there was a stranger in the bed beside her, which was good going as it was a single bed. Then he wasn't there when she eventually got back from the bathroom. Whether or not he stayed for the rest of the symposium she never knew. Probably wouldn't have recognised him, anyway, let alone known his name. But she didn't stay around to find out. Embarrassed and hungover, she took a taxi to the station and returned to Oxford where, a couple of months later, her doctor informed her that she was, in his opinion, around eight weeks pregnant.

      Gran told me all this before I went off to university. Mum had never breathed a word to me. Obviously I'd been curious about who my father was, and why he wasn't around, but I'd always been fobbed off with a terse 'never you mind about all that.' When gran told me what she knew I was at first excited, thought about tracking dad down. But then I realised that he'd just be a librarian too, albeit a somewhat racier one. So I was probably better off not knowing. What difference would it make? Which explains my shock at mum's disclosure.

      
        'Why now?' I asked.

      'It's something I've been thinking about for quite a while, a few years actually. Obviously I couldn't do anything while your gran was alive but now she's gone, and I don't have a job, time's going to hang pretty heavily on my hands. And I'm not getting any younger. It's now or never, in fact.'

      'If it's about money,' I began, 'I can help you out -- you know that.'

      'Oh goodness me, it's not about money. The house is paid for and gran left a lump sum too, you know. My pension might be small but it'll be enough. I can always earn a bit more by editing students' essays. No, it's not about money; I'm not looking for a sugar daddy, if that's the right expression. I,' she hesitated. 'I don't want to be lonely.'

      'I'll always be here, Mum.'

      'That's kind, Jack, but you have your own life to lead and it would be supremely selfish of me to tie you down to me! Besides, it's about time I did something different in my life.'

      'So what are you going to do?' I asked.

      'Well I understand that everybody meets online nowadays, which is great for oldies like me. I've done some research and I've looked at some websites and I've started to write my profile.'

      'Wow!' I said, for want of anything more constructive.

      'And I was going to ask you to look at my draft profile, if you wouldn't mind.' Mum coloured a bit as she said this and she suddenly looked more attractive, more animated.

      'Of course I'll have a look. And you're right, everybody does online dating nowadays -- that's how I met Jess. And Claire.'

      I think mum had by then expended her daily store of confidences, because she changed the subject and we talked about my job and the forthcoming promotion. So it was a few days later when I dropped by one evening after work that she got out her laptop and showed me what she'd done.

      
        Reading through it presented me with a difficulty. How did I tell mum that it was deadly dull and wasn't going to interest anyone that she'd be likely to want to interest. Admittedly, the main reason that it was dull was because her life had been dull, but there are plenty of things you can do to spice it up, like you do with a CV. Then there was the picture, a selfie. It was a bit skew whiff and showed her in a non-descript print blouse and an Alice band. I mean really?

      In the end I bottled it. I didn't want to hurt her feelings so I suggested some minor improvements and offered to take a fresh photo. The end result was still pretty dire, although at least the picture was straight. After that I made my excuses and left. She was fired up, at least by her standards, but I felt ashamed and worried about what might happen.

      A fortnight later I found out, when mum called me and asked me to come round when I had a bit of time. I'd spent the last two weeks on tenterhooks, waiting, or rather hoping, for a message that she'd

      met someone. But there was just this request.

      I went over on Saturday afternoon and took mum out for lunch to a riverside pub. She didn't broach the dating topic over lunch but as soon as we got back to her house she stood in the kitchen, facing me over the island, and came as close as I've ever seen her to crying.

      'It's hopeless! I'll never meet anybody!'

      'What's happened?' I asked, gently.

      'Nothing! I've sent loads of messages and got nothing back apart from polite no-thank-you's, and precious few of them. One person was interested! One! And he wasn't exactly what I was hoping for.'

      'Did you meet up with him?'

      'Yes. Well he was the only one who responded! The meeting was a disaster. His profile said he was sixty. Seventy-five, more like! And all he wanted to talk about was his dead wife. Two hours I sat and listened to him! Then I made an excuse and left, though not before he tried to kiss me.'

      'Did he get back in touch?'

      'No! That made it worse! Even someone like that wasn't interested in me!'

      
        
      

      I tried to comfort mum as much as I could. She was more upset than I can remember her being. I stayed all the evening and slept over too and in the morning I made her favourite breakfast of scrambled egg with smoked salmon and by the time I left at lunchtime, she was more or less herself again. I promised to think about things and to come over early in the week.

      'Thanks, Jack,' she said, giving me an unaccustomed hug and peck on the cheek. 'I'm ok now.'

      But I was worried, so I thought a bit and came to some conclusions and on the Tuesday evening I braced myself and went round to the house, where I got straight to the point.

      'I think the problem is your image, mum, it's a bit dated. Your clothes are very um... old fashioned, and you don't wear make-up or anything.'

      I thought mum might get a bit shirty, although I'd avoided words like "dowdy" and "frumpish". Instead, she appeared to carefully consider what I'd said.

      'Yes, you're right of course. I never have bothered much with that stuff and I suppose I thought that the sort of man I was looking for wouldn't be bothered by it either.' She gave a brief laugh. 'Kindred spirits and all that. I suppose the problem is that in order to interest your kindred spirit in the first place you've got to look vaguely presentable. Ok, Jack. Point taken. So I need to go out and buy some fancy clothes and put a bit of slap on, right?'

      I'd thought about this and had my answer ready.

      'Yes, we need to get you some new clothes and make-up, and I'm going to help.'

      She looked at me, expressionless.

      'Right, this is what's going to happen: we're going shopping next Saturday morning for a whole new set of clothes, and make-up. Then I've booked us in to the Spa Hotel in Abingdon where you're going to have the full works, including a new hairdo, and a beautician is going to help you with the cosmetics. Then you're going to dress up in your new finery and we're going to have dinner in the restaurant. No arguments, Mum, this is what's going to happen, and I promise you that you'll feel like a new woman!'

      
        Mum looked bemused. 'Who's going to pay for all this?'

      'Me. Or rather my employers. They gave me a rather disgracefully large annual bonus alongside my promotion. So no arguments there either. We're going to do this thing properly.'

      To her credit, mum didn't argue and the following Saturday morning found us in the centre of Oxford browsing through some of the more exclusive outlets. It wasn't how I would have chosen to spend a Saturday morning, but needs must. The more I thought about it the keener I was on mum finding someone and relieving me of any future burden. No such thing as a selfless act eh?

      The sales assistants in these ultra-chic boutiques were great and took over practically as soon as mum stepped through the door. All I had to do was give the final thumbs up and get my wallet out. Simple. We had an early lunch, burdened down with bags and parcels and headed back to the car. As we were passing a Marks and Spencer's a thought occurred to me.

      'I suppose you haven't got any decent lingerie either, have you?'

      'What?'

      'Lingerie? Underwear? We need to update that too. It's no good looking like a million dollars on the outside when you're wearing tatty old knickers and bra. And if things progress with this man you're going to meet... Some sexy underwear will be expected, I think.'

      So we went in and bought mum a couple of sets of underwear. It was mildly embarrassing for me but I was glad we'd done it. Glad I was there to steer her towards black, lacy and sexy, rather than "functional". We even, at my suggestion, picked up some black stockings and a garter belt although mum protested that she'd never worn stockings in her life and didn't even know how to put them on.

      At two o'clock that afternoon I delivered her into the hands of the Spa Hotel staff and I slipped off to play a round of golf, having carefully chosen a hotel that had a course attached. We had agreed to meet for cocktails in the bar at seven thirty. I got back to my room at six and showered and changed. I was catching up with the Saturday afternoon football results when my mobile phone rang -- mum.

      'Jack? I need some help with these blessed stockings. Can you come over?'

      I'd got mum a suite on the top floor. I think it was the best room in the hotel. Should have been, for the price. Mine was a standard double on the ground floor, so I took the lift up and found room 506, a bit bemused by the request. Mum let me in and I followed her into the lounge area. She was wearing a towel around her head and a hotel bathrobe.

      'Really sorry to drag you all the way up here, Jack,' she began. 'But I've never put stockings on before and I can't get the suspenders at the back done up. I've tried and tried. I'd have given up but I haven't brought any tights with me, these stocking are all I've got.'

      'Don't worry, we'll sort it out.' I stood looking at her and she looked back at me. 'Well I can't do anything until you take that bathrobe off.'

      'Ok, but I warn you it's not a pretty sight.'

      She shrugged the robe off and I saw my mother in her underwear for the first time. And it was a pretty sight. She might not have been very attractive facially, but her figure was slim, well thin, and taut, with a flat stomach. Ok, she was pretty flat chested, but her legs were great. She turned around, presenting me her rear, which was ok too. Slightly saggy but ok.

      The two back suspenders were indeed unattached and I took the first one and secured it, aware of the closeness of my mother's newly bought black silk panties and the aroma of her talcum powder. I took a bit more time over the second, which was naughty of me because I could have secured it in five seconds flat. But I fiddled around for a while my face inches from her knickers and garter belt. I felt the first stirrings of arousal and felt guilty because this was my mother. I had to fight an urge to run my hands down her stocking-clad legs.

      'Ok, all done. I'll see you in the bar at seven thirty.'

      I was there ten minutes beforehand. Mum arrived at half past seven on the dot; punctuality was one of her strengths. It sounds like a cliché to say that I didn't recognise her at first, but it's true. For a start, her hair was now dark brown and cut in a fashionable bob. And she was wearing make-up. I'd never seen her in lipstick, let alone the full mascara, eye shadow, honey coloured foundation and scarlet lipstick. Her fingernails were a matching scarlet, another surprise. And she was wearing the black satin cocktail dress we'd bought that morning. It had cost over four hundred quid but I'd say it was worth every penny. Below the dress were the black stockings and three inch heeled black patent leather court shoes.

      The whole ensemble was a revelation and it was no surprise to see a few heads turn as she entered the bar, mostly admiring her legs. She looked great and I felt really proud of her. Ok, there was never going to be a stampede of eligible men beating a path to her door but there would be someone for her, and with this new image she'd got a fighting chance of meeting him.

      
        'You look amazing, Mum,' I said, truthfully. 'How does it feel?'

      She sat down and picked her gin and tonic off the table and took a large sip, then sat back and crossed her legs, giving rise to a rustle of nylon. 'I feel a bit like an actor, as though I'm playing a part. I suppose I don't feel completely me.'

      Resisting the urge to point out that that had been the object of the exercise, I took the opportunity to take a few photos on my phone to load onto her website profile. I'd also suggested that I re-write her profile and with the changes that I had in mind, I felt certain she'd strike a chord with someone. And hopefully the right someone.

      We had a rather wonderful time at dinner. The food was excellent and we polished off an extravagant bottle of vintage Chateauneuf-du-Pape. Mum was good company; as sparkling and animated as I'd ever seen her. Indeed, there was something of Cinderella about the evening and I had secret visions of her disappearing at midnight and leaving one high-heeled shoe on the floor of the restaurant. Well, that didn't happen but she did suggest we ordered another bottle, so she must have been ultra-relaxed. By the time the meal was over we were only half-way through the second bottle but I picked it up as we left the table with the intention of drinking it in my room. But mum had other ideas.

      'Shall we go up to my suite and have a nightcap?' She smiled as she said "suite". 'I've never stayed in one before and I ought to make the most of it. And I've got a balcony.'

      The balcony wasn't huge but it had a couple of chairs and a great view out over fields to the River Isis. Mum poured us a generous glass of red that practically finished the bottle off and we sank into the cushioned balcony chairs. The night was clear, the sky moonless and star-studded. We sat for a while in silence me thinking about nothing in particular and mum, as it turned out, summoning up her courage. It was she who broke the silence.

      'Jack, I really appreciate the help you've given me in this dating thing. And buying me all those clothes! Thank you. You must think I'm a proper idiot, needing all this help and being clueless, but the fact of the matter is that I've never dated before.'

      I didn't say anything but I was on the alert now, feeling that some kind of disclosure was on its way. Mum wasn't easy to read and I certainly hadn't anticipated what she said next.

      'I know you've always wondered about your father, and I've always brushed you off. But I think it's time I told you about it, as it has a bit of a bearing on my situation.'

      
        
      

      I remained silent as she told me the whole story of the symposium in Leeds. It was pretty much as gran had described it, so I'd heard it before. Nevertheless, I did a workmanlike job of appearing to listen to an amazing tale.

      'So you've no idea who this guy was?' I asked when she'd finished.

      'None at all. I know that sounds so awful. It's one of the reasons I've never talked about it. I suppose if you really wanted to it might be possible to trace him by finding out who attended the symposium, but it was twenty-six years ago so it might be impossible.'

      'I'm not in the least interested in finding him,' I said, 'except maybe to give him a good hiding. Bastard just left you in the bathroom.'

      'Yes, it wasn't my finest hour. But you can see my problem?'

      I waited.

      'He's the only man I've ever had any kind of encounter with, and I don't remember anything about it at all. Nothing has ever come back about that night. And that gives me a real problem when I'm looking for a partner; who's going to want someone who's effectively a sixty-two-year-old virgin?' She paused for a second but I still said nothing. 'The other day, when I had that one and only and totally disastrous date, when he tried to kiss me at the end of it I didn't even know what to do!'

      'You must have seen people kissing on television, in films. I mean kissing's easy you just—'

      'Not when you've never done it,' she said with some anguish. 'It's all very well to dress me up like this but on a proper date I'll be found out in five minutes.'

      'I think you're worrying about nothing, Mum.'

      'Yes, well you know me. I'm a worrier.' She drained her glass, stood up and moved into the suite. I stayed where I was and a couple of minutes later she appeared with two small bottles of red wine from the minibar. 'We might as well have these, they're complementary.'

      
        'Are you going to be ok, Mum. We've had quite a bit to drink.'

      'Yes, I know. It's the only way I can summon the courage to ask you a difficult question.'

      'Go ahead,' I said, puzzled.

      'Right.' She appeared to be steadying herself. 'I know this is going to sound dreadful, but I can't think of an alternative -- you're the only man I know. At least the only one I could ask...'

      'What, Mum?'

      'Would you teach me how to kiss? It's fine if you don't want to or don't think it's appropriate,' she said quickly. 'If that's the case then we'll just forget I asked. Maybe with the help of the whisky in the minibar.' She smiled nervously, twisting her hands together, a picture of embarrassment.

      I was taken by surprise; nothing had prepared me for this request. But at the same time I appreciated what it must have cost mum to ask such a question. I took a gulp of wine and breathed deeply to try and clear my head. I'm sure it wasn't appropriate to kiss your mother as a suitor would, even if she's asked. But you have to remember that the person sitting next to me didn't really look like my mother. Plus I was pretty drunk by this time and feeling very protective towards this woman who had bared her soul to me for the first time in my life.

      'What, now?' I ventured.

      'Seems as good a time as any. We've both had a bit to drink so...'

      Tipsy I may have been but there were butterflies in my stomach as I stood up and held out my hand to my mother.

      'Ok. But not on the balcony, right?'

      'Whatever you want, Jack.'

      
        We went back into the lounge and I drew the balcony curtains. In the twilight of the room I led her to the settee and we sat down, side by side. Part of my brain was saying "don't do this!", but another part was remembering doing up her suspenders, the scent of her talcum powder and the silkiness of her knickers, just inches from my nose. So I took the plunge.

      Putting my arm around her shoulders, I drew her to me. The satin of her cocktail dress felt cool and soft and I smelt her shampoo as I whispered, 'just relax,' into her ear. She tilted her head towards mine and I bent slightly and touched my lips to hers. They were warm and soft. I nuzzled my lips against hers, tasting her lipstick, feeling her front teeth. Then I opened my mouth and, after a pause, she opened hers to mine and I slid my tongue into my mother's mouth. We kissed like this -- like lovers -- for perhaps two minutes then I withdrew my tongue and played my lips against hers before separating and whispering in her ear again.

      'That's all there is to it. Now I should be getting back to my room.'

      Mum was very quiet. My arm was still around her shoulders. 'Kiss me again, please Jack.'

      This time I gently removed her glasses before I lowered my mouth to hers again, putting my other arm around her and drawing her to me. Her body felt slender, bony, her chest flat against mine, although I fancied I could feel her nipples against my ribs. The kiss was more passionate this time and lasted longer. She put her hands on my neck and pressed my face into hers, her nails lightly digging into my flesh. It was hard to reconcile this woman with my mother, and that made it better. Or less weird.

      Eventually I broke free told her that I needed to go. She slumped down in the settee, apparently drained.

      'Are you going to be ok, Mum?'

      'I'll be fine. I'll see you at breakfast.'

      I walked over to the door and mum called out: 'Jack.'

      'Yes, Mum?'

      'Thank you.'

      
        
      

      Back in my room I stripped and got into bed, but sleep eluded me for hours that night. I tossed and turned, playing the end of the evening over and over in my head. Trying to recall exactly how it felt to hold her, to kiss her. In the end I slept.

      As I showered the next morning, I was beset by the fear of meeting mum in the breakfast room after what we'd done last night. Ok, we hadn't broken the law or anything but it was highly unusual behaviour, nonetheless. Taboo, in fact. But when I asked myself if I regretted it, the answer was more no than yes.

      Mum was already at breakfast when I appeared. She'd done her own make-up that morning and done a good job of it. She was wearing a skirt and top that we'd brought the day before and she looked pretty good. We managed to get through breakfast without mentioning the night before and shortly after that we checked out and loaded our cases into my car. The trip home was only forty-five minutes or so but once on the road, mum wasted no time.

      'I guess we need to talk about last night.'

      I braced myself for a lamentation about inadequate parenting and the perils of drink. What she actually said was: 'I enjoyed yesterday more than I can say! It was a wonderful day. And as for the kissing, well I've been thinking about that this morning and I find that I really don't regret it at all.' This last was said with a hint of defiance.

      This was a great weight off my mind. 'I don't regret it either,' I said with some relief. 'In fact any time you want lesson two, just give me a call.'

      'I didn't realise there was going to be more than one lesson,' she said quietly.

      'As many as you want,' I said, staring ahead through the windscreen.

      Mum was silent for a moment, then: 'In that case, perhaps I could ask another favour.'

      'Fire away.'

      'Would you take me out on a date? I mean as if we'd met through the website? I would feel much more confident having a dry run.'

      
        
      

      Which was why, the following Saturday evening, I rang my mother's doorbell and waited for her to answer. We'd agreed that we would behave as though I were a potential suitor taking her out for the first time. This meant calling her by her first name. In fact I would be calling her Elizabeth, something which no one ever did, and there were a number of other little pieces of play-acting. The whole thing had sounded like fun when mum outlined it in the car. Now I was surprisingly nervous. And excited. Definitely excited. I knew that at some stage this evening I was going to French kiss my mother again. Not that I hadn't spent the last week thinking about it and getting a hard-on at the thought and feeling terrible at getting an erection by thinking about my mum.

      She answered the door and I presented her with the bunch of tulips I was holding. I had pointed out that she should, under no circumstances, give out her address before a first date, so we should really meet in the restaurant. Mum had thought about this and then said that she took my point but it was silly both of us driving. I wondered, afterwards, if it was because she wanted me to drive her home after the meal.

      She was looking at her best again this evening and I suspected that she'd been practising with her make-up, though I thought she'd overdone the lipstick on her lower lip a bit; it made her look -- how could I put it -- slightly wanton? But her newly dyed hair looked freshly washed and lustrous and she was wearing an attractive dark-green silk sheath that we'd bought last Saturday. It was perhaps a bit too tight-fitting, showing off curves she didn't have, but the whole effect was nice. She was making a real effort with her appearance, that was the important thing. Black stockings and high heels rounded off the ensemble. In truth they might have been tights but I thought maybe she'd been practising doing up the suspenders too.

      'Elizabeth! How nice to meet you! And how nice you look too!'

      'Thank you, Jack. And it's very nice to meet you too. And thank you for the lovely flowers. I'll just run and put them in a vase.'

      We kept this sort of "Gone With The Wind" dialogue up until we got to the restaurant, by which time it was beginning to tire and we relapsed gratefully into more normal speech patterns. I'd booked an exclusive and reassuringly expensive restaurant in a sixteenth-century cottage by the canal. I'd also asked for a table with some privacy, as I was sure that was what any sensible potential suitor would have done. It was in a little alcove in a room off the main eating area, and if the waiter noticed the glaring discrepancy in our ages as he showed us to the table, he was too professional to let it show.

      The evening was a major success. The food was a bit disappointing but mum polished off most of the bottle of red -- I was driving -- and got really chatty, something she rarely was. We maintained a little of the first-date fiction but there was none of the awkwardness that there would probably have been, especially with someone like my mum, on a first date. It was a bore not being able to have more than a glass of wine, but I made up for it by staring at mum's hands as she ate. As I've said before, she had lovely, feminine hands and tonight she'd put on a dark plum nail varnish. She must have bought that herself during the week; somehow this intensified the attraction. We talked about this and that and never mentioned kissing, and the time flew and then it was well past eleven and the waiters were fussing around and tidying up and all but ushering us out of the door, which I thought was a bit rude considering the size of the bill.

      I parked outside her house and turned to her, in the passenger seat. 'Thank you for a really lovely evening, Elizabeth. I hope you enjoyed it too.' I Paused. 'I'd like to see you again, if you'd like to, that is.'

      'Well thank you. I've had a marvellous evening and yes, I'd like to see you again too. Maybe we could go for a walk one day. Shall I give you my mobile number?'

      'Oh, right, yes, that would be super.' Super? We'd left "Gone With The Wind" and morphed into P G Wodehouse.

      'Would you like to come up for a coffee, Jack?'

      'I'd love to Elizabeth but I should get back. The cat's been in for five hours now.'

      'You haven't got a cat.'

      'Mum, this is supposed to be a simulation of a first date. There's a protocol. Don't invite a stranger into your house when you only met him a few hours ago.'

      'Well I wouldn't if this was a real date.'

      'But we're supposed to be acting as though it is. And it's gone midnight.'

      'Just a quick cup of coffee? Seems a shame for you to just drive off after such a lovely evening. And I've got decaf.'

      I'd planned on giving her lesson two in kissing in the car then going home. I felt vaguely uncomfortable about going into the house with her after our "date". But there was a note of appeal in her voice and I didn't see how I could refuse.

      
        
      

      'Ok, a quick cup and the I must be going.'

      I sat on the big settee in the front room while she fussed about in the kitchen and reappeared with two mugs. She put them down on the glass-topped coffee table and sat next to me. Right next to me. We sipped our coffee, or at least I did, she ignored hers, and made stilted conversation. The elephant in the room was big and silent and looking at us sitting together. I drained my cup and turned to mum.

      'I really must be going now but before I do, perhaps I could go through lesson two of how to kiss.'

      'Oh, Jack! Yes please! Her face in the subdued lamplight lit up and she smiled, showing her large front teeth and making her look rather pretty and defenceless.

      This time we came together more naturally, arms around each other, lips meeting and opening straight away, tongues darting at each other. If I didn't know better, I'd say mum had been practising kissing during the week too. There certainly didn't seem to be much more that I could teach her about osculation. So I forgot about teaching her and just enjoyed kissing her and tried not to think about the erection in my trousers. We kissed for a long time. Towards the end, she started to move her arms, to run her hands over my back to place them on either side of my head and open her mouth wide, mashing her lips against mine, abandoned and passionate. I responded by pulling her closer to me, crushing our chests together before I started to feel uncomfortable, to feel that this wasn't right. I went to release her but mum wasn't having that and she held tight, kissing me desperately. Eventually I broke free and stood up.

      'Well you passed the course with honours. If you kiss your date like that he'll be eating out of your hand and begging to see you again.'

      ''I'm sorry,' she began, embarrassed. 'I got a bit carried away. It was just so nice,' she said, simply.

      'Right, well I'll probably pop in during the week,' I said, picking up my jacket and heading for the hall.

      'So no lesson three?' She was still on the settee.

      'You don't need it, trust me.'

      
        'But I do need to know what to do on a second date. You saw me this evening. I'm hopeless about the protocols and what not.' There was that note of appeal in her voice, stronger now. 'Will you let me take you to dinner Jack? Pretend it's our second date?'

      It sounded all wrong but I needed to get some fresh air, get out of that house, so I agreed and we set a date for the following Saturday.

      I spent a lot of time thinking about my mum and the whole kissing thing over the next few days. It wasn't what normal mothers and sons did was it? Now I was the first to admit that my relationship with my mother wasn't the standard one, for one thing I never really felt that I knew her as a person; she wasn't easy to get to know, all bottled up and stiff upper lip. Then there was this strange transformation from Doctor Jeckyll to Miss Hyde, Liz to Elizabeth, when she put make-up and smart clothes on. It was as if in this latter incarnation she was no longer my mum the uptight librarian. Was that how she felt about it? Was that why she seemed to want more from me than just to learn how to kiss?

      She rang doorbell of my flat at seven o'clock on the dot on Saturday and I buzzed her into the lobby. Miss Hyde was clearly still as punctual as Doctor Jeckyll. She took the lift up and I let her in. I have to say that she looked ok for a sixty-two-year-old librarian. I don't think her colleagues in the college library would have recognised her straight away. Her make-up was a bit on the heavy side but perfectly applied. And she'd evidently been on another shopping spree and not to Primark either. The black pencil skirt and matching jacket were well tailored and complemented the white cotton blouse underneath. Not only that, but when she turned to close the flat door I saw she was wearing seamed stockings, in a barely black shade. Now I'm a sucker for seamed stockings and my stomach did a somersault as I spotted them. I think she saw this because she smiled as she came over to me.

      'Hello Jack, lovely to see you. I wasn't sure about flowers so I bought you a bottle of wine.' She put it down on the hall table and turned back to me. 'What a lovely place you've got here. Are you going to give me the grand tour?'

      There had been nothing said, but we were obviously back doing the gentle play-acting of the first date. So I showed her round and she expressed her pleasure at everything. Inevitably we went into my bedroom, the larger of the two.

      'So this is yours?' she cooed, looking round approvingly. 'Great views!' She moved to the big picture window. 'The dreaming spires of Oxford. How beautiful.'

      I said nothing and we went back into the lounge.

      
        'Are you ready to go, Jack? The table's booked for half-past.'

      I took my jacket off the back of a chair and shrugged myself into it. 'Yep, ready.'

      She hesitated for a second. 'Is it protocol to have a kiss before we leave your flat, on a second date I mean?' She had blushed rather prettily.

      'Probably not on a second date,' I began.

      'Well,' she smiled at me, 'we'll just have to make up for it when we get back.'

      This statement set the tone of the evening out, because Elizabeth flirted with me throughout the entire meal, which was in a fashionable bistro in the city centre. I hardly noticed the food, though I drank a bit too much to calm the butterflies that rose in flocks every time she reached out and put one of her peerless hands with perfect carmine nails on my arm or took one of my hands in hers. At one point she put one of her stockinged knees against mine under the table and left it there for long minutes. It goes without saying that my cock was rigid for almost the entire meal. And what the other diners thought of this elderly lady who was all over her younger dining partner I don't like to think. Fortunately we don't look especially similar!

      I didn't prolong the meal, being glad to get out of the public view and into her car. Then we were back at my flat with Elizabeth following me into the lobby, although I hadn't specifically invited her in. This seemed to occur to her too.

      'Oh, I suppose it's alright me coming up for coffee, Jack?' she said as the lift doors opened.

      'Of course,' I replied. 'I was hoping you would.' I didn't mention that I was hoping she wouldn't in almost equal measure. But now the lift door was shutting and we were together and alone in the little metal box. Elizabeth didn't waste any time, she put her arm around me and her face up close.

      'Thank you, Jack. I've had such a lovely evening.'

      She was wearing scent, another first, and her grey eyes were shining with excitement. Despite the dichotomy of my feelings, desire and fear, I couldn't spoil her evening by rebuffing her, so I kissed my mother again. And when the lift stopped and we went into my flat, I kissed her again. Long, intense kissing that, in any other circumstance, could only lead to one thing.

      
        'Would you like a coffee, Elizabeth? Or a glass of wine? I know you're driving...' My voice was husky, it didn't sound like me.

      'A glass of wine would be lovely, Jack. I didn't have one with the meal so I should be alright with one. Besides,' she looked at me coyly, 'I can always leave the car here and get a taxi home.'

      We took our jackets off -- it was very warm in the flat -- and I opened the bottle of wine and poured us each a glass and we sat on the settee facing the big window with its view out over the night-time city. I'd had a bottle of white wine with the meal so my emotional barriers were down, which was dangerous, as I was feeling horny as hell. So I took her thick-framed glasses off, took her in my arms and continued to kiss her and she responded wonderfully, her soft, full lips opening against mine her teeth against my tongue, hands roaming across my back, pressing me into her. This wasn't some game where I was teaching my naïve mother the elements of kissing. This was pure and unbridled passion by two adults who had a good idea where they wanted the evening to lead to. Eventually we broke apart, to get some air as much as anything. Mum's face was flushed and her lipstick, which she'd repaired after the meal, was smeared.

      'What now?' she asked in a sort of gasping voice.

      I looked at her questioningly. 'What do you mean?' Although I knew perfectly well.

      'If we're on a second date, and the evening's gone really well, and I've come back to your flat and we've kissed like this... What's the protocol? What happens now?' She said all this in a sort of gasping whisper, looking down into her lap.

      It was obvious now that Elizabeth wanted to take things further, maybe as far as they could go. I'd like to say that I still had reservations, but the truth is that I was a bit drunk and very aroused and I was doing a good job of separating the Elizabeth persona from my mother. So I think that was the point where we crossed the line. Because you can just about explain away French kissing your mum, but anything beyond that is incest, right?

      'I think,' I said slowly and carefully, 'that the next step is that we start to explore each other a little bit with our hands.'

      'You mean like touching my breasts,' she whispered.

      I didn't reply, instead I kissed her again and as she responded, I cupped her left breast in my right hand and squeezed it gently, running my fingers over where her nipple would be and feeling it beneath her blouse, through the bra. I'd always thought she was flat chested, but she wasn't, completely, she had small, hard breasts. She broke the kiss and put her head back, eyes closed and breathing deeply.

      'Oh, Jack. I'm so excited.'

      So was I. I couldn't ever recall being so aroused. So I began to unbutton her blouse and she made no move to stop me, kept her arms around me, her fingers digging into the flesh of my back. After four buttons I parted her blouse to reveal a lacy black bra with, I barely registered this new revelation, a front fastening. I didn't say anything, didn't ask her permission, which as her "date" I probably wouldn't have done, but as her son, probably should have done. She'd opened her eyes now and was looking down at my hands as I unfastened the clip and exposed her breasts.

      'I'm sorry they're so small.'

      I smiled gently at her. 'They're beautiful.' And they were. Small, shallow but perfectly formed and pertly upturned with rosy, crinkled areolae and hard little button nipples, pink and standing out. I lowered my head, slowly, giving her plenty of time to push me away. I went to her left nipple first, licking it and sucking it into my mouth. I felt, rather than heard, Elizabeth groan and she put her hands round the back of my head, keeping me in place to pleasure her. Her nipple was firm and juicy and I couldn't resist giving it a little nibble. Mum arched her back as I did this and gave a little cry.

      'Did I hurt you?'

      'No -- I liked it.'

      I moved to her right nipple and repeated the process, including the gentle biting. She groaned again and I went back to kissing her, gently rolling her nipple between my finger and thumb as we mashed our lips together. Then back to sucking her nipples, then kissing again. I could sense she was extremely aroused. Her breathing was fast and shallow and she was giving out an almost constant low moan, even while we were kissing.

      I knew I wanted my mother now. Wanted everything. I was sure she wanted the same, but I had to be sure. Breaking the kiss, I held her head in my hands and looked into her eyes.

      'Elizabeth, if we don't stop now, we'll pass the point of no return.' I paused, still looking at her. 'Is that what you want?'

      
        
      

      'Oh God, yes,' she whispered.

      I didn't reply but stood and held out my hand to her. She stood too and I led her, unresisting, to my bedroom. The curtains were open, throwing muted city light into the room. We stood by the window, looking out, seeing but unseen. We kissed again and I undid the rest of the buttons on her blouse, then slipped it from her shoulders, taking the bra with it. She stood in front of me naked from the waist up. Slender, thin really, narrow shouldered and with those pert little breasts. I unbuttoned my shirt and shrugged it off, matching her semi-nakedness. She stepped towards me and touched a finger to my chest, then ran a hand through the hair, tracing a finger down to my navel. We came together again, this time flesh to flesh. The kissing started slowly but became passionate, rough even. She started fumbling at my waist, trying to undo my belt and I stayed her hands, stepping back from her, taking off first one shoe and sock, then the next, then slipping off my trousers and throwing them on a chair, standing in front of her with nothing but a pair of Y-fronts on. My erection was very evident, and uncomfortable, tenting the front of my underpants. Elizabeth stared at it then back at me, saying nothing.

      Still looking at me, she reached round to the small of her back and unfastened her pencil skirt, unzipping it and letting it fall with a rustle of nylon lining against her seamed stockings. She stepped out of the skirt, still wearing her high heels. Under the skirt she was wearing silk French knickers, black with lacy edges. The combination of this, together with her wonderful stockinged legs and garter belt almost made me orgasm on the spot. I could feel the sticky liquid oozing from the end of my cock into the fabric of my underpants. We came together and kissed again, for long minutes, while I stroked her buttocks through the French knickers and pulled her into my groin, my erection grinding against her gusset.

      Breaking the kiss, I knelt before her and gently and slowly pulled her knickers down. As her sex was revealed I saw that she was clean shaven and ripples of excitement ran through me. I'd never made love with a lady who shaved their pussy. The knickers came down to her ankles and she stepped out of them. I ran my hands slowly down her legs, feeling the stocking seam at the back.

      'Sit down on the bed,' I said, quietly. She stepped back and sat down. Still kneeling in front of her I took one of her slim, stockinged ankles in each hand and lifted her legs, forcing her to lay back on the bed and exposing her vagina, labia puffed and shiny with juices, slightly open with expectation. I placed my hands on the backs of her thighs and eased her legs further back so her feet pointed at the ceiling. It wasn't a particularly dignified position for Elizabeth but we were way past dignified, now. I could hear her breathing, shallow and ragged, her hands clenching the quilt cover. I was excited beyond measure. I'd never been so turned on. With my hands still on her stockinged thighs I lowered my head and feasted on her: I flicked my tongue up and down her slit, breathing in her scent, tasting her juices, delicious and forbidden. Her flesh was smooth, no hint of pubic stubble, and I guessed she'd shaved that day, perhaps in anticipation of this evening.

      
        I believe a lot of post-menopausal ladies suffer from vaginal dryness, but my mother wasn't one of them. She wasn't quite leaking but her labia were slick with fluid and, as I probed deeper, I could feel her secret liquid coating my tongue. I licked upwards, teasing her clitoris, circling it, flicking over it, then taking the little nub in my mouth and sucking it, masturbating her with the tip of my tongue. She writhed on the bed, pulling at the quilt, eyes shut, moaning with pleasure. I took my left hand from her thigh and inserted my first two fingers into her vagina, pushing them deep inside. My mother climaxed, crying out and thrashing her head from side to side. As the spasms of pleasure subsided, I took my face, wet with her juices, from her pussy, stood up and removed my underpants. Leaning over her, and bracing myself with one arm, I guided my cock, rigid and dripping, to her gaping slit and pushed it in, all the way. I was a bit rough with her, considering this was probably only the second time she'd ever been penetrated, but Elizabeth showed no signs of discomfort. On the contrary, she groaned and tried to buck her hips against me to get me in even further. I was delirious with sexual desire, aroused to unheard of heights. I withdrew and speared into her again, leaning down and kissing her. She responded by grabbing my buttocks in her hands, digging her carmine nails into me, pulling me into her, trying to get that last half-inch inside. I began to fuck her slowly and with long, purposeful strokes. She opened her eyes and looked up at me shaking her head slightly from side to side.

      'God, I'm so excited! Is this really happening?'

      Her mouth was open and she was panting. I was desperate to come but at the same time wanted to delay my orgasm. I held the two fingers I'd pushed inside her under her nostrils. They were sticky with her secretions.

      'Can you smell your juices?'

      She closed her mouth and inhaled deeply through her nose. 'Mmmm... yes.'

      I pushed the fingertips against her lips and she opened her mouth.

      'Can you taste them?'

      She lifted her head to suck at my fingers. The utter eroticism of this act, the warmth of her saliva and the softness of her mouth on my fingers, the incestuous submission of my mother, all came crashing in on me and I felt an unstoppable orgasm rip through me body and soul. I thrust harder, feeling my spunk spurt into her cunt. Five, six, seven jets. Then the passing of the peak, and the return from the stratosphere.

      
        Afterwards I wanted to stay inside her but it was awkward with us on the edge of the bed, so I withdrew gently. We moved on to the bed properly and she snuggled into my arms and we lay, both slightly dazed, in the darkened room. Neither of us spoke and I was starting to nod off when Elizabeth whispered in my ear.

      'Would you like me to stay tonight?'

      'I would love that, Elizabeth.'

      But somehow the spell was broken. I'd like to say that we spent the rest of the night in exquisite coitus, but we didn't. A few minutes later we got up off the bed, Elizabeth apologising that she'd leaked onto the quilt cover, and used the bathroom and got into bed together. Ok, we did fall asleep in each other's arms but we didn't really talk before we fell asleep and I had the feeling as I drifted off that there was an awkward discussion on the horizon, and maybe more when Elizabeth switched back to being my mother.

      Whether or not this discussion would have happened when we woke the next morning, or over an embarrassing breakfast, we'll never know, because my mobile phone rang at seven am. The office. A crisis. It wasn't unusual to be contacted at the weekend, to be asked to come in. And with the crazy bonus I'd just been paid it was hard to refuse. So I showered and dressed and brought mum a cup of tea, putting it on the bedside table. She opened her eyes and looked up at me, expressionless.

      'Mum, I have to go into the office. Stay here as long as you want. There's cereal and porridge and milk in the fridge. The alarm code is 2592 if you could set it when you leave...'

      She sat up in bed, pulling the quilt up to cover her breasts. 'Thank you. I'm sorry you have to work this morning, we really needed to have a talk. Could you come over this evening?'

      'Yes, of course, though I don't know what time I'll finish at work. It doesn't sound too good over there.'

      'Well would it help if I cooked you dinner?'

      'Yes, that'd be great. I'll try and be round by six.' I leaned over to kiss her and she tilted her head. We kissed very briefly, just a peck on the lips, then I was out of there, mind whirling, and not with the problems at work.

      
        * * *

      The crisis at the office was pretty serious which was good, because it occupied my mind all that Sunday when I could have been worrying about the "talk" with my mother. But we were finished by mid-afternoon and I decided to drive straight round, anxious to hear what she'd got to say and reluctant to delay things by going home first and faffing about in my flat, worrying. On the way I thought about last night -- obviously. The key point being that my mother and I had now had full, unprotected sexual intercourse and that was against the law. It was also a pretty big deal in terms of our emotional well-being. I'd been so fucking horny that I'd pushed all that aside; maybe mum had too. But the cold light of day was a different matter. And it was mum that I was driving round to see this afternoon, not Elizabeth. Although was this splitting of her personality just my invention to self-justify screwing her?

      As I got near to the house it occurred to me that if she was expecting me no earlier than six, she might not actually be in. But her car was on the drive and I parked alongside it and went and rang the bell. I'd stopped at a petrol station for some flowers on the way over (classy, eh?) and I held these out as I waited. Mum took a long time to answer the door and when she did I was surprised to see that she was in her bathrobe, with a towel wrapped around her hair. I offered her the flowers.

      'Hi, Mum,' I said, nonchalantly. 'Sorry I'm early but we were finished by three and it seemed sensible to come straight round.'

      She took the flowers, giving me her best toothy smile. 'Thank you, Jack. I was just in the shower. Come in.'

      She fussed in the kitchen while I sat uncomfortably in the front room. Eventually she appeared with a cup of tea and a sandwich.

      'You probably haven't had much today as you've been working so I thought you might like a snack. I wasn't really expecting you till six so I didn't put the slow cooker on until just before I had my shower, so dinner won't be ready until at least seven-thirty. Will you be ok?'

      'I'll be fine. It'll give us a chance to have a talk...'

      'Yes.' She hesitated, then sat down beside me on the settee, pulling her bathrobe over her knees. 'Last night,' she began, her hands clenching nervously, 'obviously it was very wrong. Gravely wrong.' She paused and took one of my hands in hers. 'And I accept that most of the blame is mine; I'm supposed to be the parent here... And I undoubtedly led you on, asking you to teach me how to kiss.' She paused again, for longer.

      
        
      

      I said nothing, resigned to hearing a little speech on mortal sin and moral rectitude and the consequences of such acts as we'd committed the previous evening. Except that wouldn't really have been mum's style.

      She stared down at my hand that she was holding. 'The thing is, I don't regret what happened.' She swallowed and looked up at me. 'That might sound awful, but I don't. I'm glad we made love. Oh, I know it's against the law, but I'm twenty odd years past child-bearing age and we were both consenting adults, so on a rational basis, I don't see the harm. And on a non-rational basis, I've fallen in love with you, Jack. A lover's love.'

      My stomach flipped over to hear such words from my mother. If I was truthful, I hadn't wanted to hear a lecture about the immorality of incest and an insistence that it must never happen again. I didn't think that you could have a sexual experience like we'd had the night before without wanting a repeat performance. An enhanced performance even. On the other hand, hearing words like this made things complicated. I looked at her, sitting next to me, smiling uncertainly, wondering what I was going to say, her upper lip pushed upwards slightly by her protruding teeth, her face bare of make-up, looking vulnerable. A lady who'd never had a proper lover. And I knew that if we continued a sexual relationship I would fall in love with her. A lover's love, as she'd said. And that might be ok for Elizabeth at sixty-two, but was it ok for selfish Jack at twenty-five? But I did want her, like no other woman I'd ever met. So knowing what would probably happen, I went ahead anyway.

      'I don't regret last night either,' I said, putting an arm around her and drawing her to me. 'I have never in my life had such an intense sexual experience as I did with you last night, and I would be crazy to not want it to happen again,' and again and again, I added to myself. 'I understand the implications of committing incest, and I'm with you; we're both consenting adults, we're making a conscious decision. I can't make you pregnant. Where's the harm?'

      'Oh, God, I'm so relieved!' Mum's eyes were welling up. 'Was it really so good for you last night?'

      'Yes. The best ever, by a long way.'

      'Will you stay over with me tonight, please, and make love to me?'

      'There is nothing more on this earth that would please me more. But l will need to get over to my flat and pack an overnight bag. I've got a business trip tomorrow, but that'll give you a chance to get dressed and so forth.'

      
        'What would you like me to put on?'

      I felt my cock grow as I asked her to put on the black cocktail dress she'd worn at the Spa Hotel and to wear seamed stockings and French knickers.'

      'I've got some black seamed stockings too. They'll go well with the dress.'

      Before I left we kissed, and it took all my willpower not to slide a hand inside her bathrobe, but I knew what would happen if we did. I was keen to relish the anticipation of a whole evening's sexual build up. And I wanted to see her in stocking and suspenders again!

      I didn't rush back. I wanted to give her plenty of time to get ready. I got back to her house at just before six and let myself in with my key. Hearing the front door open she appeared on the landing and came down the stairs. She'd washed her hair and it curled round her chin, framing her long face, parted on one side and held with a clip. Her make-up was more subdued: eye shadow and mascara, but less lipstick. She was wearing the black satin dress and black stockings and her black high-heeled shoes. And somehow, my rather skinny mum, with the long face and pointed nose and the too-full lower lip and slightly protruding front teeth looked about as desirable as I could imagine any woman ever looking.

      'Elizabeth, you look fantastic. Really fantastic. And I want you very much,' I said, simply.

      'She blushed, making her look even more appealing. 'Thank you. And you can have me, later...'

      Elizabeth came even further out of her shell that evening. We could barely keep our hands off each other, but in between the kissing and hugging we talked about anything and everything and smiled and laughed. Even Elizabeth laughed. And we drank wine, but not too much and we had a candlelit dinner with the main lights turned down and it was a truly wonderful evening. And just a prelude to what was to come later.

      By common consent we switched off the television at eleven pm, locked up and switched off the downstairs lights. Then we went upstairs together, for all the world like any married couple. Except that I don't know about Elizabeth, but boy was I nervous -- much more so than the first time, at my flat. For one thing I wasn't half-pissed, having had just two small glasses of wine. So I was more keenly aware of the situation, of the tension in the air.

      Elizabeth used her en-suite and I used the main bathroom. After I'd finished brushing my teeth I went into her bedroom and closed the door. One of the bedside lights was on, but turned down low, so it was comfortably shadowy in her room. She came out of her bathroom and we met in the middle of the floor, coming together for our first serious kiss of the evening. We held it a long time, tasting the toothpaste on our tongues, arms wrapped around each other, her fingers digging into my back, mine into the soft flesh of her bum cheeks. Then we undressed each other.

      This was probably more fun for me than my mother. I had the excitement of revealing her underwear, of seeing her stockinged legs, in all their glory, and her night-black satin French knickers. She just had my Y-fronts and socks! But it was a bigger journey of discovery for her, and she took it seriously, making me sit down on the armchair in the corner of the room while she took off my shoes and socks and standing me up to unfasten and pull down my trousers. We took in in turns, item by item. I was left in my underpants and she in her stockings, garter belt and knickers. She knelt before me to unhook my underpants from my erection and pull them down to my ankles, instructing me to sit down so she could remove them. That left me naked and her kneeling by me, with my seven inches of rigid meat pointing to the ceiling, a clear liquid oozing from the tip. She looked at me, but I couldn't read her expression. Then she looked at my erection.

      'Yours is the only one I ever remember seeing... I don't think I've ever touched one before.'

      I said nothing, letting her make the first move. She reached out with her right hand and circled my shaft, about half-way up, with her thumb and forefinger, her deep red nail varnish a contrast to my pink flesh and the purple of my engorged helmet. Slowly, tentatively, she started to masturbate me. The sensation was nice but distinctly sub-optimal, with her hand nowhere near my glans. I was about to suggest an improvement when she lowered her head and took the tip of my penis in her mouth. She paused for a second, then took another inch, then another. There she paused, and I could feel her tongue exploring my urethral opening, licking at my juices, her hand still lightly moving up and down my shaft.

      After a couple of minutes of this exquisite and ultra-erotic attention, my mother raised her head and looked at me. Her pupils were dilated with excitement and her lips were covered in my sticky secretion, giving them a gloss appearance.

      'Am I doing it right? I'm not hurting you am I?'

      'It's wonderful,' I replied, putting my hand on the back of her head and applying the faintest pressure to indicate that she should continue. She lowered her head again, with more confidence. Now she slid her lips down over my glans and back up again, all but releasing me. Then down and up again, and again... her touch light and warm, a velvet heaven. I sat back with waves of pleasure lapping at my cortex. This wasn't the most polished blowjob I'd ever had but it was right up there with the most exciting. The fact that it was my mother doing it and the fact that it was her first time just added to the moment, her inexperience was actually a turn-on.

      
        All too soon I felt my orgasm approaching but now was not the time to ejaculate in my mother's mouth. I leaned over and gently raised her from me.

      'I need to stop,' I explained. I'm struggling not to come.'

      'You can come in my mouth if you want to.'

      I could hardly believe Elizabeth had said this, but I smiled and shook my head. 'One day. In the meantime, there's a whole evening of pleasure ahead of us. Now take your knickers off, slowly,' I ordered, standing up.

      She did as I asked, peeling her French knickers over her hips and down over her superb stockinged legs. Then she sat down, unasked, in the chair.

      'Will you go down on me? lick me? like you did last night?'

      Where did my mother the librarian pick up the expression "go down on me", I wondered? But I didn't need a second invitation. I've always enjoyed cunnilingus and Elizabeth's shaven cunt was a revelation. The combination, together with the spice of shockingly explicit incest was overwhelming and my butterflies started their internal dance again.

      'Sit right on the edge of the chair,' I told her and she shuffled forward until her bum was nearly hanging over the edge of the padded seat. I knelt before her and, taking an ankle in each hand, I parted her legs and guided one over each arm, exposing her to me completely, her shaven pussy with its puffy labia and glint of juices, her clitoris peeping out from its hood and, lower down, her perineum and the rosy brown of her puckered little bum hole. My mother was revealing everything, and it was all mine to take.

      Until my mother, I'd never seen a shaven pussy in the flesh, now I was a convert. I started by running my tongue over her outer labia, smelling her scent, sweet and heavy, then I used my thumbs to part the outer lips and my tongue to explore her inner labia and vaginal entrance. She was sopping wet and her juices, together with my saliva were starting to run down onto her perineum. I licked and tasted her for long minutes, building up the tension before I moved up to her clitoris. Elizabeth was making little mewing noises, interspersed with gasps when I penetrated her with my tongue. Out of the corner of my eye I could see her running her hands over her stockinged thighs and up to the bare flesh above her stocking tops. She stroked her inner thighs, her carmine tipped fingers inches from my mouth, then back to caressing her legs, her fingers causing a faint hissing against the taut nylon.

      
        Eventually, I moved my mouth to her clitoral hood and started flicking my tongue over her little nub. Her mews turned into deep groans and I could sense that she was close to a climax. I carried on licking glancing up to see that she was pinching her nipples between her forefingers and thumbs, something else that surprised me about my staid and inexperienced mother. Then her orgasm hit.

      'Oh God, push your fingers into me, I'm coming.'

      Still licking and sucking her clit, I put three fingers into her up to the third knuckle making her cry out and throw her head about. I worked the fingers in and out, fucking her, until the spasms subsided and her head lolled to one side. Then I stood up, my face covered in her sex juices, and held out my hand. She looked at me as if she didn't know me, before taking my hand and meekly standing.

      'Get onto the bed.'

      'What are you going to do to me?'

      'I'm going to fuck you.' It was the first time I could recall saying that word in front of my mother, let alone to her, let alone actually meaning it. She crawled to the middle of the bed and turned over, facing me, her legs wide apart. As I moved to the bed she surprised me again by running a finger up her slit and putting it in her mouth, sucking the stickiness off.

      'Come on then, fuck me.' Another first. I'd never heard mum say anything worse than damn.

      I knelt between her legs and guided my cock in, more gently than the last time. I slid in up to the hilt, feeling her muscles grip my shaft as I dropped to my elbows and kissed her. She kissed me back, ardently, tongue sliding into my mouth, hands round the back of my neck, trying to wrap her legs around my back. Who taught her that? Or was it just a natural reaction, to try to pull me in deeper. I started fucking her in earnest, my cock coming out to the last inch before pushing pack in, and out, and in... We got into a beautiful rhythm, her hips bucking up to meet my thrusts, her legs now over the backs of my calves, giving her the leverage to thrust against me. All too soon I felt the tingle in my balls and slowed down, breaking the kiss and looking at her from a foot away.

      'Would you like to go on top?'

      'If you want me to.'

      I dismounted and rolled onto my back. 'Ok, straddle me and guide me into you.'

      
        
      

      She climbed onto me and grasped my iron-hard prick. It was slippery with her juices and she fumbled around for a bit before getting it to her entrance and sitting down on me fully. I like this position because of the deep penetration and also because it's good for giving a woman an orgasm. It also means I can lie back while my partner does all the work. Now Elizabeth looked down at me.

      'How do you want me to move?' she asked.

      'Rub yourself backwards and forwards against me. Find the position that feels best.'

      She was a bit tentative at first, seemingly unable to get into a rhythm. Then she found out how to rub her clitoris against my pubic bone and she was off, eyes glazed, hips bucking backward and forward, faster and faster, moaning and mewling, her arms behind her, steading herself with her hands on my thighs. Her second orgasm within twenty minutes hit her after only a few minutes. It was shorter, but more intense, she said later. Now she cried out loud, tears running down her cheeks, and collapsed across me. I held her for a few minutes, stroking her back, until the crying had stopped, then she got off me and lay down on her back again.

      Now was the time to finish. I penetrated her hard and got into a rhythm of short, hard, fast thrusts. No kissing now, just raw fucking so that I could relieve the tension, could spurt my hot spunk into my mother's cunt. I didn't last long and made no attempt to hold back. As I started to orgasm, Elizabeth gripped my buttocks and dug her painted nails into the flesh; the sensation was exquisitely painful and I knew she was leaving marks on me. But I was beyond caring. I nearly greyed out as the orgasm crashed through me, a fitting climax to the most erotic experience of my life.

      As the waves subsided, I opened my eyes and saw Elizabeth, underneath me, looking up and smiling nervously.

      'Was that ok for you?'

      'It was unbelievable. I literally have never experienced anything so powerful.'

      Mum looked relieved, and pleased. I withdrew and she reached for the box of tissues on the bedside table, catching my semen as it leaked from her and ran down to her bum crack. That was another lesson she'd quickly learned. I lay down beside her and took her in my arms again feeling exhausted and replete. I also felt very tender and protective of this woman beside me who had given me such pleasure and given herself to me so unconditionally.

      
        'Was it really that good?' she whispered to me, and I realised she was anxious about it, nervous that she might not compare well to a younger, more experienced woman.

      'It was fantastic,' I whispered back. 'Really and truly. And do you know what?'

      'What?'

      'If it's like this the second time, can you imagine how good it's going to get?'

      'Do you want to keep on doing it?' she asked, softly. I am sixty-two and not really very attractive.'

      I needed to address this insecurity, if we were going to go forward and if Elizabeth was going to flower into the sexual creature that I hoped she would.

      'A woman might be able to fake sexual arousal, but it's much more difficult for a man. Do you really think we could have done what we did just now without me being extremely aroused? I know you're sixty-two, and you're my biological mother, but it makes no difference to me. Let's just take each day as it comes. And, just for the record, you are highly attractive to me. In fact I've never been turned on before the way you turn me on. So no more worrying. I think we could have a wonderful, wonderful physical relationship.

      'Oh Jack, I do hope so. This has been so good for me. So utterly wonderful. I never realised what a physical relationship could be like!'

      'Had you had an orgasm before?' I asked, curious.

      'Oh God, yes. I masturbate three or four times a week. It's nice, but it's not the same. Not by a long way.'

      'Would you masturbate for me, one day?' I asked, pushing at the boundaries, curious as to what her response would be.

      'Of course,' she said, matter-of-factly, 'if you'd like me to.'

      
        'There are lots of things I'd like us to do together,' I whispered into her ear again and kissed her gently on the cheek. 'But I have to ask, Elizabeth, are you ok with us? We are committing incest.'

      Before replying, she took her garter belt and stockings off, switched out the light and we slipped under the duvet.

      'If I'm really truthful,' she said at last, 'the fact that we're committing incest is really rather exciting -- the forbidden fruit, I suppose. So yes, I'm very ok with it. And I look forward to it all!' she said, warmly. 'I feel as though I'm going through a fabulous sexual awakening and I can't wait for the next chapter. Will it really keep getting better and better?'

      It would if I had anything to do with it, I thought as I drifted into sleep, my naked mother in my arms.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      I woke up on Monday morning in my mother's bed, with my mother, Elizabeth, naked next to me. Unlike the previous weekend, when we'd had sexual intercourse together for the first time, there was no guilt in my mind about last night, no anxiety about inevitable difficult conversations and no worries about how my mother was feeling either. She'd made it quite plain to me that she was an enthusiastic participant in our incest; indeed, she'd been the initiator. She'd also made it plain that she wished very much to continue our relationship, to redress the loveless life she'd led before and after the one-night stand that led to my conception. The future looked very rosy this morning as I glanced at the bedside clock before languidly reaching for my mother with the intention of rousing her and making love to her. Unfortunately, the clock said 8:35, when it really shouldn't have said anything later than 7:30. I'd overslept, by more than an hour. Shit! And I'd got to get the eleven-thirty Eurostar from London St Pancras to Paris! Bugger!

      I leapt out of bed and threw my clothes on, foregoing my morning shower, which I hate doing. Breakfast was out of the question, though I should be able to get something on the train to London. Elizabeth stirred and sat up in bed, bleary eyed.

      'Sorry Mum, I'm going to have to leave, right now, I'm an hour late as it is.'

      'When will I see you?' she asked in a plaintive voice.

      
        'I'll call you tonight from Paris and I'll come round on Wednesday evening, when I get back. Sorry, this isn't the parting I'd planned after last night. I was going to make love to you and leave you all sexually aroused and gasping for more.'

      She smiled, looking less desolate. 'Yes, ring me tonight. Please.'

      She looked so defenceless and fragile sitting there in the bed in the morning light, her narrow shoulders drooping, her hard little breasts just visible above the duvet. I felt a wave of affection for her, and a wave of arousal; for two pins I'd have called in a sickie and jumped back into bed with her.

      But sense prevailed and I stuffed my wash things into my overnight bag and left the house, making it to the station car park in record time.

      I worked on the train to London and on the Eurostar, so I was more than prepared for the series of meetings that ran on in the French capital until seven o'clock local time, an hour later than UK time. By the time I got back to my hotel room I was exhausted. The emotional and physical gymnastics with my mother and the long working day had left me drained and I politely declined the invitation to dinner from my French hosts. I also declined the offer of going on a bender in Paris with some of the lawyers from our London office. All I wanted was a long bath, a room service meal and bed. Oh, and I said I'd ring mum, too. My personal mobile phone had been switched off since St Pancras, although my work phone had been on and jammed against my ear for much of the day. I switched the work phone off and my personal phone on. While it booted itself up I went into the bathroom and ran a very hot bath, then I stripped off and picked up my phone. There were numerous emails and WhatsApp messages but two caught my eye, both from my mother. The first was just a text.

      Dearest Jack, thank you, thank you, thank you for last night. It was sensational. I'm sure you're right that things will get better and better between us but I will always remember the first times! I can't believe this is happening to me! After all these years! I'm a lucky lady indeed to have such a son and lover! By the way, you asked me if I would masturbate in front of you, something I am more than happy to do, but to save you waiting until Wednesday, I've sent you a little appetiser!

      The next message was a video, two minutes and twenty-one seconds long. I pressed the play button and watched fascinated as my mother's shaven pussy appeared on the screen. She appeared to be sitting in the armchair in her bedroom, her legs, encased in black stockings, were draped over the arms of the chair, the very position I'd put her in the previous evening before going down on her. It looked like her phone was propped on an occasional table, set in front of the chair and about eighteen inches away. Everything was crystal clear and in the most erotic close up. I could see every detail of her labia, could see that she was wet, aroused. As I watched, her hand, with its painted red nails, appeared and started stroking her cunt lips, parting them to show me the shiny pink skin within, running a long middle finger slowly up and down her slit and then sliding it in to the second or third knuckle. Then using two fingers. The sound quality was pretty good, too. I could hear her breathing and I could also hear the gentle sucking and squelching noises as she fingered herself. Then her other hand appeared and the middle finger found her clitoris and started rubbing it with a circular motion. I could hear her breathing getting louder and she started pushing her two fingers in and out of her vagina faster and deeper.

      I think she must have kicked out her leg, as she climaxed, and knocked the table over, because at the critical moment the screen went crazy and the bedroom ceiling flashed across the field of view. Then the video ended. I was stunned. This was my mum who'd just sent me a highly explicit video of her masturbating. Even for the Elizabeth persona, this was pushing the boundaries remarkably quickly and remarkably far. I watched the video again, three times, while I too masturbated to orgasm, timing my ejaculation with the one on the screen.

      Afterwards, I had my bath, put on the complementary bathrobe and sprawled on the bed with my phone. Elizabeth answered at the third ring.

      'Hi, Mum, how are you? Loved the video!'

      'Well I was feeling so horny after you'd left and you'd asked to see me masturbate, so I thought I'd kill two birds with one stone. I'm so glad you liked it, Jack. I was a bit worried that you'd be offended or think me an awful slut. I nearly didn't sent it, especially as I'd had an orgasm so I was feeling back to normal. I ummed and ahhed for a couple of hours and then took the plunge and pressed the send arrow. And guess what?'

      'What?' It was lovely to hear my mum so animated. I was hardly saying a word, content to lie back on the bed and listen to the rush of enthusiasm about her sexual awakening.

      'After I'd sent it I felt really aroused again so I went upstairs and masturbated again, though I didn't record any video that time. Isn't that awful? And of course I said I'd do it in front of you, too, though I have to say I'm a bit nervous about that and I'll probably be a bit shy.'

      'I think it's rather special that you would want to do that for me, Elizabeth. One thing though, Fabulous as it is, sending me such an explicit video, I think we need to be a bit cautious about our relationship and the messages we send. What we're doing is illegal and sending texts and videos isn't one hundred percent safe. What if someone at work got access to my phone, for example?'

      'Oh, yes, I suppose you're right. I'm sorry, I never thought about that.' She sounded deflated and I felt mean.

      
        'But the video was really something else. I watched it three times and masturbated to it, too! I'll probably watch it again before I go to sleep.'

      'Really!?' Well don't wear yourself out before Wednesday. You are still coming round aren't you?'

      'Of course. I'm getting the midday Eurostar to London so I'll be back in Oxford for four. I need to go to my flat and check mail and so on so I'll be with you around six, if that's ok?'

      'I can't wait! What would you like me to wear for you?'

      'How about that green sheath dress that you wore on our first date?'

      'Oh, good idea. What else?'

      'Well, stockings and a garter belt, obviously...'

      'Would you like black, seamed stockings?' she asked quietly.

      'Yes,' I choked, feeling my cock rise again under the bathrobe. 'And no knickers,' I ordered.

      'As you wish,' she replied, meekly. 'And what colour would you like my nails? I'm going shopping for some more nail varnish in the morning and some other stuff too.'

      'I don't know. What would you like?'

      'I thought maybe a very dark red, and I'll wear matching lipstick.'

      Mum, or Elizabeth, really, was certainly embracing the world of cosmetics and clothes that I'd introduced her to. A few short weeks ago, the very idea of my her wearing seamed stockings, or nail varnish, would have been preposterous. Now here she was discussing it with me and agreeing that she'd wear no knickers for me when I came round on Wednesday. Well, I thought, roll on Wednesday.

      * * * * *

      
        
      

      The journey back to Oxford was tedious, as usual. There was some sort of strike at the French end of the tunnel, also as usual, and we were delayed by an hour, so I didn't reach mum's house until after seven on the Wednesday evening. I let myself in and called out to let her know I'd arrived.

      'In the kitchen!' she called back.

      I walked down the passage and into the kitchen, an old-fashioned but comfortable room with a scrubbed pine table in the middle. Mum was sitting at the table preparing vegetables, a calico apron over her silky green dress. As I came in she stood up and took the apron off.

      Coming round the table to meet me she looked as good as I remembered, better, in fact. I had spent the last couple of days imagining this moment, to the detriment of the work that I was paid to do. Now I ran my eyes over her, noting the stockings and high-heels and the matching claret lipstick and nail varnish. We embraced and kissed, mouths almost on a level; with her three-inch heels she was only an inch shorter than me. I felt her tongue enter my mouth and I felt her front teeth against my upper lip. For some reason this sensation always excited me. Maybe it was because I could always tell I was French kissing my mother even with my eyes closed. The kissing became more passionate, our mouths wide open, saliva on my chin and hers. Her hands were on the back of my neck, those perfect painted nails digging in gently, ensuring I wouldn't break away. My hands roved over her bum cheeks, noting the slippery feel of the dress lining against her naked buttocks; she'd obeyed my instruction.

      The realisation that my mother really wasn't wearing any knickers caused my stomach to flip over with desire. I needed something now, and I'd thought about what I wanted on my way over to her house. I broke the kiss and turned her, a little roughly, so that she was facing the table.

      'I loved the little taster that you sent me on video, Elizabeth. Now I'm going to give you a little taster of what you're going to get later this evening.'

      I pushed her down over the table and lifted her dress, revealing her naked arse, at the same time fumbling with my belt. I was taking a bit of a risk here; My mother might not appreciate this quasi-rough treatment with its overtones of non-consent. So whilst I was pulling my trousers down and freeing my erection with one hand and holding Elizabeth face down on the table with the other, I was alert to signals that she wasn't enjoying it, at which point I would have stopped. But there were no signals. On the contrary, she opened her legs wide and grasped the far edge of the table, as though bracing herself for my entry. I slid my hand between her buttocks and found the slick wetness of her cunt; she was lubricated and ready. Holding my cock in one hand and with my other on Elizabeth's back, I entered her firmly. It was the first time she'd been penetrated from behind and she gave a gasp as I slid my whole seven inches in.

      
        
      

      'Oh, God, that's deep!' Her fingers grasped the table edge tightly, the knuckles white.

      'Does it feel good?' I asked.

      'Oh, yes, it's wonderful.'

      I drove into her, long, hard thrusts, coming almost out before ramming my cock home again. Then, quite suddenly, I withdrew and pulled my underpants and trousers up, leaving my mother still sprawled over the table.

      'Right, that's it. That's your little taster over.'

      Elizabeth stood up and faced me. 'Oh no, Jack, you're not going to stop there are you. Please don't, I want you. And I want to come.'

      'And I want you, too, darling. And tonight will be cataclysmic. It'll make what we've done so far look like a nuns' tea party. Trust me, these little tasters, and there will be others, will bring you to new heights of pleasure later on.'

      Boastful words, I suppose, but I was fairly sure I could deliver. Elizabeth was on a steep learning curve and I didn't think we were anywhere near the top yet. What was great was her willingness to learn, to take and to give. And if I was being totally honest, I was also really turned on by her submissiveness, hence the slightly rough treatment just now. I'd never cross the line but that hint of domination was turning out to be a potent flavouring to our relationship, and it had taken a lot of willpower to stop when I did, instead of ramming her from behind until I came.

      'Ok, I suppose I'll have to wait.' She smiled and put her arms around me. 'You called me darling. That was nice.'

      We kissed again, until her dark red lipstick was almost entirely gone. And while we kissed I explored beneath her skirt, my hands running over her bare bum, exploring between the cheeks, my forefinger finding, and very gently touching, her rosebud, stroking it a couple of times before working round to the front where I found her clitoris and rubbed it slowly for a few moments. She hung onto me as I stimulated her, groaning, her eyes half closed. Breaking the kiss she pressed her head to my chest.

      
        'You touched my anus,' she whispered.

      'Did you like it?'

      Her voice was barely audible. 'Yes. I touch myself there, sometimes, when I'm masturbating. Is that nasty?'

      This revelation almost made me come on the spot but I pulled myself together, my heart racing with excitement.

      'No, it's perfectly normal,' I assured her, wondering how many women actually did touch their own anus when masturbating. I'd never come across one who did, but the idea... well, it was mind blowing.

      Elizabeth was obviously very embarrassed by her admission and I wondered why she'd made it. She fussed around opening a bottle of wine and asking me about my trip to Paris and what the weather had been like and generally switching back to being mum. I went along with it, conscious of her discomfiture. I was also aware that since I'd been round we'd barely exchanged a dozen words; all I'd done was kiss my mother passionately and fuck her from behind over the kitchen table for a few seconds. Not the most romantic of arrivals.

      We took a glass of wine through to the front room and relaxed as we drank it, the red-hot passion fading to be replaced by a constant smoulder. I couldn't keep my hands off Elizabeth and could hardly go five minutes without kissing her or hugging her. She was delighted and she relaxed visibly as the evening progressed, seeming to forget the embarrassment of her intimate disclosure. Dinner was a bit overdone because I kept kissing my mother when she should have been attending to the casserole, but that hardly mattered. After dinner we watched "Sleepless in Seattle", one of mum's favourites, and I further entertained her by putting my hand up her dress and lightly stroking her cunt for most of the film. By the time the credits came up she was almost beside herself with desire.

      'Can we go upstairs to be now, please Jack? You've been teasing and touching me all evening and I feel as though I'll lose my mind if you don't make love to me.'

      Upstairs, in her bedroom, the lights all turned off apart from a low wattage lamp on the occasional table next to her bedroom chair, I stripped off without ceremony before unzipping my mother's dress and letting it fall to the floor with a rustle of silk against nylon. She stepped out of it and smiled at me nervously. She was very excited, but standing in front of me, clad only in heels, stockings, suspender belt and a bra, she was way outside her comfort zone. This was still very new to her, and the fact that she was doing all this with her son could only add to her anxiety.

      
        
      

      'Shall I take my brassiere off?'

      Mum was the only person I'd ever heard use that word; it sounded old-fashioned and highlighted her vulnerability. And she looked vulnerable: a tall, thin, not very attractive, sixty-two-year-old lady who, apart from one drunken transgression, had never slept with a man until two weeks ago. Had never worn sexy underwear or makeup. Had never painted her nails. Had most certainly never masturbated in front of her son.

      'Yes please, then go and sit in the chair, like you did to make the video.'

      'What are you going to do to me?'

      'You're going to masturbate for me.'

      'Jack, I don't think... I'm shy... It was different when I was alone.'

      'Sit in the chair,' I said more firmly, as she unclipped the lacy black bra and dropped it on the floor, her little breasts firm, her nipples standing out with fear or excitement -- or both.

      She did as I asked, sitting well forward on the seat then opening her legs widely and putting one over each chair arm, her whole sex exposed to me in the light of the table lamp that I'd strategically placed near the chair. Smooth, hairless, the outer lips a faint golden-brown, her rosebud, which was visible below, a deeper brown.

      I knelt before her, my face close to her labia, inhaling the sweet, musky scent of her secretions. 'Have you shaved today? You feel very smooth.'

      'Yes,' she said quietly. I shaved before you came round.'

      I sat back on my heels. 'Now masturbate,' I said, relishing the word.

      She closed her eyes and put the fingers of her left hand on her labia, parting them and sliding the long, red-tipped middle finger in. It was as she'd done in the video, but this was real. It was me and not her phone that was eighteen inches away. She spent some time slowly sliding her finger all the way in and then out, trailing it up and down her labia, spreading her lubrication, before sliding it in again.

      'Would you like me to use two fingers?'

      She was looking at me now, and I think that was when I realised that she had started to enjoy what was happening, had begun to overcome her natural reserve and to realise the power that sex can give a woman over a man. What happened next confirmed my suspicion -- completely.

      'Yes,' I said hoarsely, 'two fingers.'

      Elizabeth withdrew the middle finger from her vagina and put her hand up to her face. Holding up the glistening middle finger and the forefinger together to show me, she opened her mouth and licked the two fingers then sucked them in, pulling them out dripping with her saliva. Still looking at me, she put her hand between her legs and pushed both fingers into her cunt, right up to the third knuckle. I was mesmerised; I had never experienced anything as erotic as this before. Now, as I watched, her right hand came into play, sliding slowly over her bare inner thigh and down to her clitoris, where she used the middle finger to tease her little nub, rubbing it and flicking it.

      I was entranced, motionless, aware of nothing except this private sex show that my mother was putting on for me not two feet away. Eyes closed again, and seemingly in her own world, Elizabeth had got into a rhythm, using two fingers to fuck herself slowly and deeply and running the soft pad of her other middle fingertip over her clitoris, dipping the finger into her slit occasionally to replenish the lubricant. Her mouth was slightly open, a trace of saliva at one corner and she was moaning quietly and constantly. I didn't think she could last much longer without an orgasm.

      'Now touch yourself further down,' I whispered, partly because I'd all but lost my voice.

      She opened her eyes. 'What do you mean?'

      'You know what I mean, Elizabeth.'

      'But... I can't. Not in front of you...'

      'Do it!' I said impatiently. 'Do it now.'

      
        My mother pulled her fingers out of her slit, a string of thick juice still attached. Reaching forward, she slid the fingertips down across the little neck of skin that separated her vagina from her anus. There she hesitated.

      'Go on,' I urged.

      She curled her forefinger back, leaving the middle finger extended, then placed the tip of this onto her dark-brown crinkled anus. After a moment's hesitation, she started a slow circular rubbing motion, spreading her vaginal secretions over the little puckered hole. Again I was mesmerised. Was this real? Was my mother actually spreadeagled across her bedroom chair, legs akimbo, masturbating with one hand and fingering her bum hole with the other. Fiction couldn't be any stranger! Not only that, but having overcome the initial taboo, she seemed to be enjoying what she was doing. Her moaning had resumed and she was moving her head slowly from side to side. Time, I thought, to see how far she would go.

      'Now push the tip in,' I said, leaning forwards to get a better view.

      Elizabeth didn't argue, she dipped her finger in her slit to moisten it then pushed the first inch of her red-tipped finger into her bum hole. I nearly came as I saw the fingernail disappear inside her. Leaning further forwards I dipped my head down between her hands and started licking her cunt.

      Elizabeth climaxed with a loud wail, pushing her finger in deeper. Her orgasm lasted for long seconds before subsiding, leaving her deflated and sobbing in the chair, taking the finger from her anus. Aghast, I stood up and helped her out of the chair, taking her into my arms.

      'Oh my darling, I'm so sorry! Did that hurt you?' I kissed her shoulders and her cheeks, her nose and eyelids. Her mascara had run down her cheeks giving her an air of Alice Cooper and making her look doubly defenceless.

      She gulped, bringing the crying under control. I said nothing but waited nervously, expecting her to have a go at me for making her stick a finger up her arse. But you can rarely second guess my mother.

      'No, I'm sorry,' she said, wiping her eyes and leaving even bigger black streaks. 'I just lost it when I came, and I felt all this emotional outpouring, like I'd been bottling it all up for years, which I probably have,' she added. 'I'm ok now. And of course it didn't hurt when I... you know. It was what triggered my orgasm. Now,' she said, straightening up, 'what are you going to do to me now?'

      
        I felt that there had been enough pushing of boundaries for one evening. Elizabeth's crying had reminded me that I was dealing with another person's feelings and emotions. A particularly important point given the nature of our relationship. So I asked her to go and lie down on the bed and she lay down, her legs wide open in invitation, and I penetrated her and made slow love to her for long minutes. I didn't thrust very hard, I wasn't rough and I kissed her a lot and told her that I loved her and she cried a bit again and said she loved me. Close to the end, I speeded up slightly and, sensing this, my mother started bucking her hips up to meet my thrusts and digging her nails into my back.

      'I'm coming,' I gasped and she reached around and dug her nails into my bum cheeks, inches from my anus. After the evening's build-up my orgasm was shattering, all senses dulled as wave after wave of the most intense pleasure surged through me and I jetted my sperm deep inside my mother's vagina. Eventually I came back to reality. Mum was smiling up at me, her face a mess of mascara, tears and smeared lipstick. But to me, she couldn't have looked sweeter.

      'I think you enjoyed that, darling.'

      'Moderately,' I said, smiling back. Gently I slipped my deflating cock out of her and lay down beside her, my head propped up on one elbow, looking down at her.

      'I'm leaking,' she said, her practical side returning post coitus. So we cleaned up and brushed our teeth and mum took her stockings off and we climbed under the duvet and snuggled up together. We lay together for a while, saying nothing, but I had the feeling she wanted to say something and eventually she spoke.

      'Do you think I'm dirty and awful for putting my finger up my bottom?'

      'Well I told you to.'

      'But that was because I said I did it when I masturbated, wasn't it?'

      'I suppose. But no, I don't think what you did was dirty and awful. It was the most erotic thing I've ever seen. Honestly, mum, I can't tell you how much you turn me on. Way more than any of the other women I've been with.'

      'Maybe it's an older woman thing,' she said, smiling.

      
        'Well as it happens I did once make love with a fifty-seven-year-old,' I admitted. And that wasn't the same at all.

      'Must just be the incest thing then. It's supposed to create very intense sexual feelings. And anyway, what were you doing with a fifty-something woman?'

      'It was the Christmas party. She was the HR manager. We had it off in the stationary cupboard. We were both pissed. The ultimate cliché.'

      'Randy little sod.'

      We laughed and I kissed her again and she put her arms around me and pressed her mouth to mine. I felt my penis stir again but instead of responding I broke the kiss and looked down at her.

      'Does it feel good when you do it?'

      'Yes,' she said, knowing what I meant. 'And I'm glad you insisted that I do it in front of you. It's something I've always done and I think I wanted you to know about it; Doing it makes my orgasms very intense, though I don't do it every time I masturbate...'

      'What if I did it to you? While I was licking you?'

      Mother gave me a delightful serious look. 'Well you'll have to be gentle, but yes, let's try it.'

      And on that note, the remaining light was turned out and we came together for a last embrace, which continued until after we'd both fallen asleep.

      * * * * *

      When I woke the next morning, the bed beside me was empty, though I could hear the sound of the toilet flushing in the en-suite, followed by the sound of a tap running and the buzz of an electric toothbrush. A few minutes later mum appeared naked at the bathroom door and skipped over to the bed and got in, giving me a brief, toothpasty, kiss on the lips.

      
        'Morning Jack.' She slipped her hand under the quilt and started stroking my penis. 'Does that feel nice?'

      I think it was a rhetorical question. My cock was never needed much encouragement and with the events of last night still swirling through my head it came to attention in record time. At which point she dived under the duvet and I felt her hand lifting my penis then the warm, velvet softness of her mouth closing over my glans and starting to fellate me with slow, measured strokes, sucking gently at my hardness. Like the kissing, she seemed to have cottoned on pretty quickly how to give a good blow job. Something else she presumably hadn't been practising.

      I lay back and revelled in the sensation of my mother's mouth on me, the residual toothpaste on her tongue an additional stimulus, making my glans tingle. I usually find it difficult to come when I'm being sucked off but this morning I felt an orgasm approaching with indecent haste. I wasn't sure how Elizabeth would feel if I ejaculated in her mouth, so I lifted the quilt.

      'I think you'd better stop; I'm going to come,' I said, with some urgency.

      Elizabeth made some noise in return. It wasn't clear what she said but indicated that she'd heard me, so I made no further protest as she continued, gripping my shaft and sucking the head in long, smooth strokes. My hips bucked involuntarily as I came, forcing more of my cock into her mouth. Elizabeth gagged but held on as I spurted into her mouth. She must have swallowed everything I had as she didn't run for the bathroom. Instead, she cleaned me with her tongue, like a cat. Then she moved up the bed and kissed me, pushing her semen coated tongue into my mouth, the saltiness mingling with the mint of the toothpaste. I probably wouldn't have chosen to taste my own spunk, but this experience was one I couldn't wait to repeat and I kissed her back, enthusiastically.

      'Thank you,' I said as we lay side by side. 'That was amazing. Have you been practising?'

      'Sort of,' she laughed.

      'Sort of?'

      'I'll tell you later.'

      'Did you like the taste of my semen?'

      
        'Mmm. It was ok. It wasn't horrible. I believe a lot of women won't swallow it but I was determined to.' She stretched, lazily. 'What time do you have to be in work?'

      'Nine. Which means I need to move.'

      She pulled a face. 'So nothing for me this morning?'

      'You could always record another video,' I laughed, heading for the bathroom.

      'Yes,' she said, 'I could, couldn't I?'

      * * * * *

      I had business engagements for the rest of the week and a tiresome "team building" weekend to follow. And I was in South Africa for most of the next week so it wasn't until the following Friday evening that I was able to go round to mum's house. Not that we hadn't been in contact. Despite my warning, she'd made another video of her masturbating and sent it to me. It had certainly livened up the team building weekend, especially as the video showed her climaxing by pushing her long middle finger almost all the way into her anus. It looked like about four inches or maybe more. I'd be lying if I said I hadn't masturbated repeatedly over this vision. And I'd be lying if I said it hadn't occurred to me to try and have anal intercourse with my mother. I'd only done it once before. With Jess. I'd found it wildly exciting, loving the sensation of the grip of the anal sphincter and the soft envelopment of the rectum; she'd found it uncomfortable and refused to do it again. Claire had refused to do it at all, labelling it "dirty".

      So I was determined not to rush things with Elizabeth, although it seemed that her anus was an erogenous zone and she'd invited me to finger her there. The ten-day break had also given me a chance to clear my head a bit and put my relationship with my mother in some sort of perspective. I had asked myself if I was doing the right thing, continuing an illegal and incestuous relationship with my biological mother. I tried to think past the intense pleasure that the relationship was giving me; the anticipation of our lovemaking and the developing sexual appetites of my once-staid mother. Tried to think if I was hurting a vulnerable and defenceless woman. The answer, predictably, was no, I wasn't hurting myself and I wasn't hurting Elizabeth. My mother is a strong and resilient character who has led a self-imposed monastic lifestyle only to discover, in late middle age, the joys of sex. And if that joy is with her son then so be it. For my part, the developing relationship has allowed me to love my mum in a way that few sons get to do, and I don't just mean just in a physical way; my emotional attachment to her had grown enormously in a few short weeks. I also noted that there had been no talk from Elizabeth about meeting a man on the internet; she appeared to have shelved that idea. Obviously I didn't want to share Elizabeth with anyone else, but nevertheless, it raised a possible cloud on the horizon; I loved what we were doing together and hoped that it would continue for some years to come. But mum is sixty-two; she'll be sixty-three at Christmas. Eventually the relationship will turn from lover to carer. That was not such a rosy prospect. The reason I'd given her that makeover in the first place was so that she could find someone to look after her in her dotage. Well, that plan had backfired. But one should not dwell too long on the future, unless it's the immediate future and the prospect of deflowering my mother's anus...

      We went out for a meal that Friday I returned from Cape Town; nothing special, just a bistro in one of the outlying towns. But the food was good and the service attentive without being intrusive. Which was lucky, because we couldn't stop touching each other and I was terrified we were going to run into somebody who knew us and knew that we shouldn't be behaving towards each other like that. But we didn't, and nobody stared. Well why should they? A lot of older ladies date younger men -- even marry them. Look at Joan Collins. And Elizabeth, in her new finery, looked much less than her sixty-two years. It was as if, under her puritan lifestyle, she hadn't aged like the rest of us.

      Tonight she looked ravishing, at least to my eyes, in a grey silk dress. Part of me knew she wasn't but it didn't matter. I loved her and I made her feel special and she was beginning to blossom. She'd had fashionable highlights in her dyed brown hair and had been to a beautician for her face and nails. The make-up, especially in the intimacy of the bistro's subdued lighting, made her long face seem more in proportion, her lips less full. There wasn't much they could do about her front teeth but I was beginning to love the way she looked and if she'd suggested going to a dentist to have them capped, I'd probably have tried to talk her out of it. They were too big, and protruded a fraction too much, but they were white, and even and I adored the effect they had on her smile, which was in evidence a lot more recently and especially tonight.

      We touched each other constantly, my erection an uncomfortable distraction in my trousers. The table was in a nook, as were most of the tables -- it was that sort of bistro -- and Elizabeth was in the darkest corner of the nook. This allowed me, in between passing waiters, to shamelessly put my hand between her stockinged thighs and slide it in under her silk dress. To my delight, she wasn't wearing any knickers. I probed further and she discreetly opened her legs enough for me to touch her slit and feel its wetness. I slipped my finger out as a waiter approached with the dessert menu but as soon as she'd gone, I raised it to my lips and sucked it slowly. Elizabeth gasped and looked fixedly at the table.

      'I don't think I want dessert. Shall we just get the bill, darling?'

      Back at her house we went straight up to her bedroom where I ripped my clothes off while she unzipped her dress and slipped out of it in a more refined manner. Without anything further being said, she knelt before me and took my erection in her hand, running her tongue up the length of the shaft, tasting the juices I'd been leaking all evening, taking the head into her mouth. As she sucked and slurped on my glans, her left forefinger and thumb circled the base of my cock and she masturbated me with slow, gentle strokes. Her right hand cupped my balls, her nails teasing the crenelated skin then moving back, agonisingly slowly to my anus. I was tense, every nerve ending alert, waiting, hoping, for her to touch me in my most private place. I'd just about given up hope when she raised her head and, while looking at me slowly and provocatively, licked the middle finger of her right hand. Taking me in her mouth again, the hand crept under my balls until I felt the pressure and wetness of her finger against by bum hole. The pressure increased, slightly.

      'If you push your finger into me, I'll come,' I warned her, my voice unsteady.

      'She continued sucking me for a few seconds then I felt her finger penetrate me, deeply. I came immediately, filling her mouth with my hot spunk, grasping her head to fuck her mouth deeper. As before, she swallowed the lot and licked me clean. Then she smiled and stood up.

      'Was that alright? I didn't hurt you did I?'

      'No, you didn't hurt me. It was,' I groped for the right word but couldn't find a strong enough superlative. 'Just amazing. You are amazing.'

      'She smiled, pleased. 'Well I just wondered, if I liked it then you might. And now,' she said, going and sitting in the bedroom chair and adopting her favourite position, 'I want you to come and lick me. I was thinking about it all the time we were in the restaurant.'

      I didn't need a second invitation. Falling to the carpet in front of the chair I buried my head in her sopping cunt, using my thumbs to part her labia, pushing my tongue as far as I could into her vaginal entrance. She squirmed and cried and grabbed my head, mashing it into her sex. I drank her juices deeply, overwhelmed by the taste and the scent and the quantity of fluid. I moved up to her clitoris and her cries became louder and the squirming more violent. I fucked her with two fingers of my left hand and then shamelessly smeared juices around her anus, probing with the tip of my finger.

      'Yes! Yes!' she screamed. 'Right in. Push your finger right in!'

      But I wasn't ready for her to climax yet; there was another mark to be overstepped. Taking one of her ankles in each hand, I bent her legs back further, exposing her anus more fully to me, slick with juices. She stiffened as I lowered my head and probed her hole with my tongue, trying to get it right in, excited beyond measure at this taboo of taboos, my cock already hard.

      At the end, I raised my head to her clitoris and took it into my mouth, flicking my tongue over the little bud. At the same time I slid one of my juice-soaked fingers all the way into her rectum. She gave a long gasping cry 'Ahhhrrgh,' as her orgasm washed over her. Then she subsided and lay still for long seconds.

      
        
      

      'Are you ok?' I asked, a bit concerned.

      'Yes, I think so,' she replied. 'That was something else, even by your standards.'

      She stood up, wobbling slightly on her feet. 'What would you like to do now?'

      The idea of trying to penetrate her anus flashed across my mind; Elizabeth was aroused and might allow me to try, but I wanted to wait, to play the longer game. Still, there was no harm in a bit more anal fingering.

      'kneel on the bed,' I told her. 'I want you from behind.'

      'Oh God, you will be gentle won't you?'

      'I realised that she had misinterpreted me and was tempted to go for it. After all, she had pretty much said yes. But I didn't and I was glad I hadn't when I penetrated her vagina and saw her narrow shoulders sag in relief. Having come once, I had to thrust hard to achieve a second orgasm, my balls slapping against her thighs. Elizabeth had taken hold of the bedstead and was thrusting back at me and encouraging me with rhythmic cries of 'yes, yes, yes.'

      I parted her cheeks to expose her rosebud, still coated with sticky juices, and as I fucked her I slid a thumb into her anus, feeling it gripped by the sphincter. This had the extraordinary effect of giving her a second orgasm, which had the knock -on effect of triggering my second. Neither were as intense as the first, but an orgasm's an orgasm and we sank down onto the bed afterwards, Elizabeth underneath me, me still inside her. I kissed her neck and shoulders.

      'Thank you. That was amazing -- again.'

      She turned her face to one side.

      'I thought when you said you wanted me from behind,' she whispered, 'that you, you know, wanted to do it in my bum.' She was blushing and, I thought, looking very attractive.

      'Well I hadn't really thought about that,' I lied, brazenly.

      
        
      

      'Would you like to do it that way?' she asked quietly.

      'How would you feel about it?'

      'Nervous. Excited. Will it hurt me very much?'

      'If we're careful and take our time and use plenty of lubrication it shouldn't hurt at all. I've heard that some women really enjoy it.'

      'Well I do like using my finger, but that's tiny compared to your penis.'

      'There are websites,' I began, 'that sell sex toys. Maybe, if we're going to go down this path, we should go online, buy something like a,' I hesitated to use the words to my mother, 'a butt plug, so you can get used to the feeling of penetration—'

      'Oh, I know what a butt plug is. I've got one. A purple one. I'll show you.'

      Again, a mist of unreality descended as I found myself getting off the bed and watching my mother open the bottommost of the drawers in one of her bedside cabinets. It was filled with old pairs of panties from the pre-Elizabeth days -- large, white and functional. She lifted these out and with a sense of disbelief, showed me what was laid out in the drawer underneath.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 3

      Lying in the bottom of my mother's bedside drawer were a small, red, plastic vibrator, a bigger plastic vibrator, a large, latex dido, with a realistic head and details of veins, and a slim, purple latex butt plug. I looked at the little collection for a few seconds.

      'You, er... you've used all these?'

      Mum went very red and nodded. Leaning over, she picked up the bigger of the two vibrators.

      'I bought this because I thought it would be nice to, you know, do myself with it while I was masturbating, but it wasn't as good as I thought it would be.' She picked up the big latex dildo. 'So I bought this and that was much better. And I practised licking and sucking it so that I could do it better for you.'

      I could hardly believe my ears. 'I'm surprised you didn't use it when you made those videos for me, especially the second one.'

      'I nearly did, but I was too embarrassed.'

      She hadn't been too embarrassed to slide a finger into her anus on the second video, but I didn't say anything.

      'Then this little red vibrator,' her voice dropped to a whisper, 'I bought that to put in my bottom while I was masturbating, but it wasn't very comfortable, it was too hard, too unyielding. So I got this instead.' She picked up the butt plug and held it out to me.

      'And that works?'

      'It's lovely,' she admitted. 'I use it quite a lot, especially since we've been... you know.'

      'You've been masturbating in between us having sex?' I asked, even more intrigued.

      
        'Oh God, Jack, every day. Sometimes two or three times a day. You do know what you've done to me don't you?' she continued before I could think of an answer. 'You've woken me up to what sex should be like, what I've been missing all my life. And now I can't seem to get enough of it.'

      'So do you put the plug in before you masturbate?' I asked, curious.

      'Yes. Sometimes a long time before. One day I went to the supermarket with it in. It was a real turn-on, thinking that if only all those people in the aisles and at the check-out knew. I was absolutely sopping by the time I got home.'

      My face must have reflected my growing amazement because Elizabeth laughed and flung her arms around me.

      'I've surprised you! For the first time in my life!'

      'Though not for the last, I suspect,' I added. 'Is there anything else you need to tell me while we're on this sexual desires disclosure kick?'

      'Well I did wonder,' she began, 'if we could look at a website, like you suggested.'

      'Ok, well let's get into bed and we'll have a look on my phone.'

      Mum stripped off her stockings and suspenders and we brushed our teeth and got ready for bed, just like any other mother and son who have just had deeply satisfying sex together on a Friday evening. She snuggled up with me under the duvet as I scrolled through the items for sale on the internet. The range was enormous and included some things that even I struggled to explain the purpose of. Two things caught mum's attention: the first was a restraint system, straps and Velcro cuffs designed to secure the lady (or gent) in a spreadeagled position on the bed, or doorframe.

      'You'd like to try bondage?' I asked, quietly. I'd never experimented with it but the idea was attractive, especially the idea of restraining my mother then having sex with her.

      'Is that too weird?' she asked.

      'Not in the least.' I said, adding the item to my basket.

      
        
      

      The only other item that she expressed interest in was a gag, consisting of a plastic ball with holes in it, like a practise golf ball, and a securing strap.

      'Interesting choice,' I remarked, adding this to the basket. I also added a pair of pink, metal handcuffs and a bottle of lubricant before progressing to the check-out.

      Not surprisingly, we both slept well that night. Mum admitted that she normally had to go to the bathroom in the night but we both went through until past eight o'clock. She was the first to wake and when I came to twenty minutes later she was coming back into the bedroom with cups of tea, wearing a silky black dressing gown. Another recent purchase, I suspected. She put the mugs down on the bedside tables and went to take the robe off.

      'Keep it on,' I ordered, reaching for her. I pulled her down onto the bed and kissed her, ignoring my early morning breath, and hers, and ran my hands over the silk of her robe, feeling her small breasts underneath, the nipples standing out as I rubbed my palms over them. Without checking her state of lubrication, I parted her legs, went on my knees between them and penetrated her promptly and suddenly. She was only partially wet and she gasped as I thrust in.

      'God, you feel big this morning.'

      I didn't answer. I was imagining what it would be like to have my defenceless mother strapped to the bed, to fuck her at my leisure, to force my cock in her mouth and make her suck it. Or maybe strap her face down and lube her anus while she writhed in nervous anticipation, straining against her bonds, the gag stifling her cries. This morning, as I rammed hard into her, her juices started doing their job and she moaned in satisfaction, gasping as I scraped my pubic mound against her clitoris with my thrusts.

      We came at the same time. Elizabeth was so wet by then that my final thrust slipped out of her and a final jet of semen spattered her inner thigh. Afterwards, I felt a bit guilty about my rough treatment and I kissed and nuzzled her and told her how much I loved her.

      'I didn't hurt you did I,' I asked, cravenly.

      'No, of course not. The first couple of thrusts felt big but that just added to the sensation. I really liked it that you just pulled me down on the bed and had me.'

      
        We drank our tea and I got out of bed. 'The guy's coming round to my flat this morning to service the boiler, I really need to be there.'

      Elizabeth pulled a face. 'When will I see you again?'

      'Not till next weekend I'm afraid.'

      'Can't you pop round during the week?'

      'Only if the company will let me fly back from Canada. Sorry, I guess you'll have to masturbate instead.'

      'Guess so,' she agreed. 'Would you like me to send another video?'

      I remembered my warning about explicit communications, which she'd already ignored once. What the hell. 'Yes, that would be great.'

      * * *

      Elizabeth sent me a video on Sunday night, before I'd even left for Canada. I'd spent a rather dull day playing bad golf with some work friends and we'd then gone out on the town in Oxford until the small hours. I picked up mum's message when I got back to my flat, dizzy with drink, but eager to watch what she had sent, and beginning to regret that I hadn't changed my plans and spent the whole weekend with her. It had occurred to me, but some part of me wanted to savour the experience of her burgeoning sexuality, not just have it all at once.

      I lay on my bed, naked, holding my phone in my left hand and gently stroking myself with my right. Elizabeth had set up her phone in the usual place and was sitting in the bedroom chair, stockinged legs straddling the arms. I couldn't see her face, it was all too close up, but I could clearly see her middle finger, with its red nail, playing with her labia and sliding up and down, from clitoris to anus. The finger disappeared off the screen periodically, and I wondered if she were tasting her own juices. The thought made me very hard, and my stroking increased in speed and intensity. After about a minute of gentle masturbation, mother's other hand appeared in view holding the butt plug. She slid it into her cunt, pushing it in and out until it was coated with her juices and holding it up to the camera so that I could see it clearly and closely. Then she touched it to her bum hole, lining it up and pushing it in, slowly, very slowly. I could hear her groan as the thickest section passed her sphincter and then it was in, just the purple base visible against the dark brown of her perineum. The middle finger continued to circle her clitoris, but now the fingers of her other hand had a new job. She pushed two into her vagina, sliding them in and out rhythmically.

      'It feels good, Jack,' she said, suddenly. 'I can feel the plug with my fingers.' I could hear the gentle sucking and squishing noises as she finger-fucked herself. 'Maybe next weekend I'll be able to feel you inside me with my fingers.'

      I came suddenly as she said this. Unable to stop the climax from breaking over me like an ocean roller hitting the beach. It was the utter eroticism of the act that had triggered my orgasm. What was my mother like? And what unimaginable pleasure lay ahead of us?

      * * *

      Elizabeth didn't send another video that week I was in Ottawa, probably just as well as I was struggling to concentrate on my work as it was. She did send a message that the "goods" had arrived, and photographs of the items after she'd unwrapped them on the kitchen table -- that same kitchen table that I'd briefly fucked her over. She also mentioned that the lubricant was cherry flavoured. I messaged her from Heathrow on Friday afternoon to say that I'd be round about seven that evening. Her reply was immediate:

      I'll be waiting for you, darling.

      I got to my flat at six o'clock, showered, emptied my travelling bag into the laundry basket and threw some clean clothes in; I was planning on spending the weekend with my mother and my arousal was growing by the minute. I wasn't fully erect, but not far off and I knew that by the time I got to her house I'd be as hard as steel, desperate for sex. Excited beyond measure at the prospect of bondage and restraint and darker pleasures.

      Elizabeth was watching from the front room window and she came to the door as I pulled up in the forecourt. She was wearing yet another new dress and I couldn't help thinking that gran's money wasn't going to last her long at this rate. This dress was dark red, slim fitting and long sleeved, with a scoop neckline designed to show off a cleavage she hadn't got; her lipstick and nail varnish were the same deep red. She'd made her face up carefully, perhaps overdoing the eye make-up, though I found the Cleopatra look on her to be attractive, highlighting her lovely grey eyes and giving them, somehow at the same time, a "come on" and an innocent look. She was also wearing seamed black stockings, as per my standing instructions, and black suede high heels. I thought she looked enchanting, and the fact that she'd done it all for me was flattering and deeply erotic. My mother was looking forward to our evening's sexual exploits just as much as me, I fancied. She didn't have to wait long.

      
        
      

      The toys we'd bought online were on the kitchen table. I dumped my overnight bag and examined each in turn, finishing with the pink handcuffs.

      'Let's try these,' I said, 'make sure they're easy to get off.'

      Elizabeth shyly held her hands out in front of her.

      'No, behind your back.' She turned around and offered her hands again. I clipped her wrists into the cuffs and adjusted them so she was comfortable but couldn't slip her slim hands through the hoops. She said nothing, but her breathing had become noticeably heavier. 'Right,' I said, taking her arm, 'upstairs.'

      I guided her up to her bedroom where I instructed her to sit in her bedroom chair. She sat on the edge, wrists secured behind her, breathing heavily now.

      'What are you going to do with me?'

      'I'm going to strap you tightly to the bed and then I'm going to fuck you, hard.' She gulped as I left the room and went down for the stuff we'd left on the table. Back upstairs she watched me quietly as I figured out how the system worked and fixed a restraining strap to each of the four short posts of the bedframe. When I was satisfied it was in place I told her to stand up and I released her from the cuffs.

      'Now take your dress off for me, slowly.'

      She undid the back zipper and peeled the dress down slowly over her thin arms, then over her narrow hips until it fell past her stockings with a rustle of nylon into a heap on the bedroom floor. She stepped out of it and walked to the bed. She wasn't wearing any knickers -- also part of my standing instructions.

      'Take off your bra, too and kneel on the bed,' I ordered. She did so and I went to the bottom drawer of her bedside cabinet and found the butt plug. Opening the bottle of lubricant, I put a dollop on my index finger and smeared it round her anus. She flinched slightly at the coldness of the jelly. I squeezed more onto my finger and pushed the tip into her, then slid it right in. Withdrawing slowly, I reapplied the lubricant until I was happy that she was well coated for at least the first three inches of her rectum.

      
        
      

      'Ok, Elizabeth, I'm going to put the plug in now. Tell me to stop if it hurts, I'll be very gentle but you need to relax.' I nudged the purple tip against her little rosebud and pushed, but her sphincter resisted me. I pushed harder, then harder still. The little crinkled band of muscle opened and the plug started to go in. I went very slowly as the thickened section penetrated her. I could hear some low moaning but wasn't sure if this was pain or pleasure.

      'Does that feel alright?'

      'Yes, that's good.'

      Then it was all the way in and I was telling her to roll over and spread her arms and legs out. I spent a long time securing my mother to the bed, savouring the erotic act and the excited, slightly nervous look on her face. She said nothing but her eyes followed me as I went from arm to arm to leg, checking and tightening. Satisfied that she was properly strapped down, I picked up the gag. She looked even more nervous. Without a word, I knelt on the bed beside her and forced the ball of the gag into her mouth. She gasped but didn't offer any resistance. Once it was in, and she was breathing through it, heavy, rasping breaths, thick, dark-red lips gaping, I secured the strap around the back of her head and got off the bed.

      'I'm going to unpack and have a cup of tea. I'll be back in a few minutes.'

      Mother shook her head and tried to talk, her eyes imploring me not to leave her like that. Ignoring her I went downstairs and sat at the kitchen table. I didn't want to leave her long and make her anxious. I'd only done this to build up the tension; a cup of tea was the last thing on my mind. After five minutes I returned upstairs. I could smell her juices as I entered the bedroom. Her open labia were glistening with her secretions and a trickle of her clear fluid had run down onto the butt plug. Her breathing was loud and saliva was leaking past the gag.

      I took my clothes off while she watched, mute, from the bed. My cock was like glass, and my seminal fluid had soaked into my underpants. I knelt beside her again and removed the gag, then I leaned over and guided my penis into my mother's mouth and told her to suck it.

      It was awkward for her, being tied down, but she did her best, raising her head from the pillow and fucking the head of my cock with her large lips and velvet soft mouth. Eventually her head fell back.

      'I'm sorry, Jack, my neck's aching.'

      
        I kissed her, tasting my saltiness on her lips, then moved between her outstretched legs and guided my hardness into her wet and waiting cunt. She gasped as I entered her and almost immediately gave a cry as an orgasm swept over her. I fucked her hard, as I had promised, and tears ran down her cheeks.

      'Oh, Jack, my darling, I'm all yours. You can do whatever you want to me...'

      I continued to thrust in and out of her but a climax was approaching and I wasn't ready to come yet. I slowed and then stopped and spent some minutes kissing mum's lips and chin and cheeks and whispering in her ear how much I loved her, my erection still filling her vagina.

      Withdrawing eventually, I undid her wrist and ankle straps and told her to turn over. In my one and only experiment with anal sex I had found it very difficult to penetrate Jess while she was in a kneeling position, so I ordered my mother to lie flat before parting her legs and taking hold of the base of the butt plug. It was surprisingly difficult to pull out and I was worried about mum's comfort, so I took it slowly, twisting the latex with a corkscrew motion until it popped out, glistening with lubrication, but otherwise clean. For good measure I applied a second lot of lubricant to her anus and a dollop on the head of my penis. It felt cold and as I rubbed it around my glands; my hands were shaking with excitement. Supporting myself on one arm I took my cock in the other hand and guided it towards Elizabeth's little brown rosebud. As the head touched her she stiffened.

      'Aren't you going to tie me down?' she whispered.

      I hadn't planned to, thinking that she might wish to retain some control during her first anal penetration. 'Do you want me to?'

      'Yes, please,' she said, quietly.

      I secured her ankles and wrists again then knelt between her legs, taking a moment to savour the sight of my mother, face down and naked apart from seamed black stockings and a garter belt, arms and legs tied securely to the corners of the bed, anus exposed to me, ready and waiting, glistening with lubrication, promising exquisite and forbidden pleasure. I lowered my myself to her again.

      'I'll be very gentle. Just tell me to stop if it hurts.'

      She mumbled something in reply then gasped as I touched the head of my penis to her anus and pushed gently, rubbing the tip around then pushing a bit harder.

      
        
      

      'It that ok?'

      'It's fine,' she said tightly, as though she was holding her breath.

      I pushed harder, remembering how much I'd had to push to penetrate Jess, and the yelp she'd given as the head went in. Should I use more lubricant? I wondered. Was I just too big for her? Elizabeth was silent, and still, although I could tell she was tensed up.

      'Relax,' I said, and saw her narrow shoulders droop slightly. I pushed a tiny bit harder and felt her sphincter begin to open. This was the critical moment. I wanted to carry on, but instead I forced myself to stop, to let her muscle adjust. She moaned softly, but again I wasn't sure if it was pain or pleasure. I told myself it didn't sound like pain and, gripping my shaft more tightly, I pushed again.

      The head of my penis slipped into my mother's anus and her sphincter closed around the shaft. Elizabeth gave a little cry which tailed off into a moan. This time, I thought, it did sound like pain. I stopped again and waited.

      'Does that hurt?'

      'A little bit as you went in,' she stammered. 'It's ok now. It doesn't hurt.'

      So I continued, gently inserting my whole length into her rectum. It went in easily and I felt the indescribable sensation of her soft rectal walls enveloping my manhood.

      'It's all the way in, now, darling.' I was supporting myself on both elbows and kissing the back of her neck and her shoulders. 'I'm going to start moving in and out...' I felt a slight suction as I partially withdrew, then pushed back in, the whole way. Elizabeth moaned again as I started a slow and gentle rhythm, coming out three or four inches and pushing back in until my balls touched her labia. It felt glorious. Utterly taboo, utterly forbidden, utterly wonderful. I increased the tempo slightly, coming out of her nearly to my glans before pushing back in, slightly harder with each thrust.

      'Is that still ok?'

      Elizabeth's eyes were closed, her face flushed. 'Yes. It feels big but it's ok. It's nice.' She paused. 'Would you release my right hand, please?'

      
        I reached up and unclipped the Velcro cuff on her wrist. With her head on the pillow, she wriggled her right arm underneath her and cupped her vulva, slipping a long middle finger into her vagina. I knew this because I could feel the finger slide in through the wall between her vagina and rectum; it was intensely exciting and I paused while she explored with her finger. Then she added another finger.

      'God,' she muttered, 'I feel so full. And I can feel you inside me. Can you feel my fingers?'

      'Yes,' I gasped, starting to fuck her again. Harder this time, long thrusts, coming right out to my glans, careful not to slip out completely. I felt Elizabeth's fingers slide out of her vagina and start to masturbate her clitoris. Her face flushed deeper and she gasped and groaned.

      'Yes, Jack! Keep doing it to me, keep fucking my bottom!'

      The sensations and my mother's obvious enjoyment were bringing me to an unstoppable climax.

      'I'm coming,' I groaned, the world greying out again as an intense wave of pleasure crashed down over me.

      'My mother cried out again, louder. 'Oh yes! Come inside me darling, come inside mummy's bum hole!'

      At that point she climaxed too and for a few seconds the two of us were united in the most intense pleasure and satisfaction that either of us had ever experienced. The waves died down and we returned to earth, the room coming into focus again. Very slowly, I withdrew from my mother, taking extra care as the thickness of the glans squeezed through the little ring of muscle. But mum made no sound as I popped out, my cock shiny but free from excreta. I unclipped her left wrist and her ankles and flopped down on the bed beside her. She roused herself lethargically and turned over, snuggling up to me and putting her head on my chest. I put my arm around her and we lay quietly for long minutes. It was me who broke the silence, anxious to know how the first experience of anal sex had been for my sixty-two-year-old mother.

      'Was it ok for you?' I asked, aware of how clichéd this sounded.

      She looked up at me and smiled. 'I think you know the answer to that. Or are you looking for some flattery?' Her smile disappeared. 'I was quite worried about it, how much it would hurt, but I did want to do it for you. And you were brilliant, really gentle. And honestly? It hurt a tiny bit when you first went in but after that it was no problem. I actually really enjoyed it. Is that awful of me? And when you let me masturbate... I had the most intense orgasm I've ever had, I nearly blacked out.'

      'Me too. But I was surprised when you asked to be tied down. I thought you'd want to be more in control, for the first time.'

      She thought for a few moments. 'No, that's the thing, Jack. The more I learn about myself in the sexual context the more I realise that vulnerability is a big turn-on for me. That's why I like it when you're a bit rough with me and that's why I suggested getting the bondage stuff. So being tied down and anally penetrated was really, really exciting. I wanted it, Jack, maybe as much as you did.

      Listening to her, I could hardly credit that this was my uptight retired librarian mother speaking. What a long journey we'd been on and how far we had come in the few short weeks since she's first asked me to teach her how to kiss. Remembering this I decided a little gentle teasing was in order.

      'Well,' I began, 'I've taught you everything I know about sex, and a few things I learned myself along the way. The man you find on the internet is going to be one lucky bastard!'

      'There isn't going to be any man on the internet,' she said, quietly.

      Realisation dawned. 'There wasn't ever going to be, was there?'

      'No. I'm sorry if I duped you but the idea of me giving myself to a stranger, after my experience in Leeds... Well I couldn't. Thing was, as I got older, I found my desire for sex to be growing, when I was expecting it to diminish. I was masturbating more and experimenting with... well, you know. So in the end I came to the conclusion that I would be happier giving myself to you than to a stranger; the incest taboo actually made it more exciting. I was just worried that you'd be repelled by me. Not just that I was your mother, but I'm not very attractive -- no wait, Jack, I'm not -- and my figure isn't very sexy.'

      'So you planned the whole thing?' I marvelled. 'You cunning old fox!'

      'Not exactly. I planned the internet thing, and pretended to go on a date so that I could ask you to teach me how to kiss, but the whole makeover thing... well, I couldn't really have planned that, could I? But when you suggested it... I actually thought for a moment you'd rumbled me and wanted to seduce me. Wishful thinking, I suppose.'

      
        I put a finger under her chin and raised her face to mine, kissing her tenderly on the lips. 'No, I hadn't rumbled you. And if I'm honest, the idea of committing incest with you had never crossed my mind. You didn't present that sort of feminine image to the world. But you're beautiful. And you are sexy to a degree I never imagined any woman could be and I am so happy we have done this. Our relationship is a hundred times stronger than it was and I am happy to commit incest with you at every opportunity.'

      'Thank you, Jack. That means the world to me.' She paused. 'But I'm sixty-two and we'll only have a few years together, and you've got a life to lead too.' Another pause. 'What I'm trying to say is that I want you to have girlfriends and do whatever you want. I don't want to constrain you in any way. But I'd love it more than anything if we could carry on a sexual relationship for as long as it is possible. Does that sound too demanding, darling?' she finished, anxiously.

      'It sounds wonderful. And I believe many women carry on having a satisfying sex life well into their seventies.'

      'Would you want me at seventy? All wrinkly and arthritic?'

      We laughed and I kissed her again. 'Now it's time for you to stop being my lover and become my mother and go and get us some food.'

      We showered and I threw on some jeans and a T shirt and mum put the black silky dressing gown on, staying naked underneath. We made fajitas and drank chianti and we kissed a lot and touched a lot and ended up on the sofa in the front room in each other's arms, watching a romantic comedy. I'm not sure how much of the film either of us took in; my head was whirling from the early evening activities and I was idly wondering how often my mother would let me fuck her anus when the landline phone rang and she disappeared into the hall to answer it.

      I gathered from the disjointed and partially audible, one-sided conversation that it was not good news. Mum appeared five minutes later.

      'That was your Aunt Katherine. Her husband's had a massive heart attack. He's in intensive care but it's not looking good.'

      * * *

      It wasn't good. Frank died later that night and mum and I drove up to Edinburgh a week later for the funeral. We hadn't known Frank well, he'd never visited Oxford and we had rarely ventured to Scotland, particularly as mum could only afford clapped out cars; this time we were in my company car. We broke the journey at Scotch Corner on the A1, booking shamelessly into a nondescript roadside motel as Mr and Mrs Wright. With mum firmly in her Elizabeth persona, and carefully dressed and made up, she could easily pass for early fifties and I looked nearer thirty than twenty-five, or so we kidded ourselves. Either way, the receptionist didn't bat an eyelid -- she'd doubtless seen stranger things.

      It was seven o'clock by the time we got to the room and since the restaurant closed at eight, we showered and made a beeline for it, rather than having sex there and then, which was what we'd discussed in the car. This had the effect of building up a delicious sexual tension as we ate in the near deserted brasserie, touching and feeling each other under the table as we had done in that bistro outside Oxford. As before, Elizabeth discreetly opened her legs to allow me to slide my hand up her dress and explore her freshly shaven slit, which was so sopping wet that I had to dry my hands on my napkin before I could pick my cutlery up properly. As before we decided to skip dessert in favour of heading back to our room.

      As soon as the door was shut behind us I reached out for my mother and clasped her to me, kissing her passionately, pushing my tongue into her mouth, reaching round to grab her arse cheeks and pulling her into me, rubbing my erection against her loins. She squirmed in my arms and opened her mouth wide, our saliva mixing and running down our chins. I broke the kiss and, turning her around, pushed her over the back of the settee. She gave a little moan and opened her legs as I used both hands to unceremoniously pull her woollen dress up to expose her suspender belt and bare backside. Undoing my belt and dropping my trousers and pants was the work of a few seconds. My erection sprang up, a string of clear liquid waving from the tip, and taking it in one hand I guided it to my mother's sopping twat and thrust it right in. I fucked her hard for a few minutes until I felt my climax approaching, then I withdrew.

      'Take your dress and bra off and get on the bed,' I ordered, 'I want you to masturbate for me.'

      While I stripped off she did as she was told, her face flushed with excitement. Sitting with her back against the headboard she opened her legs wide and started stroking her pussy with one hand and tweaking her nipples with the other, her eyes closed and a dreamy expression on her face. Though still firmly submissive, there was no trace now of the shyness and embarrassment that had characterised our early lovemaking. Faced with indisputable evidence that she was capable of driving me crazy with desire, Elizabeth's confidence had grown over the past weeks. In particular, the fact that she had successfully taken me in her anus had given her self-assurance a big boost, although we were yet to repeat the experience.

      Now she opened her eyes and smiled at me, seductively. 'Shall I touch myself in my private place?'

      
        I nodded, expecting her to lubricate a middle finger with her cunt juices. Instead, she raised a slim finger with a dark-green painted nail to her mouth and luxuriously sucked and licked it until it was dripping with her saliva, then she put the tip against her anus and pushed it slowly and firmly in, as far as it would go. Now she was using the fingers of her other hand to strum her clitoris, breathing heavily, a bead of saliva at the corner of her mouth.

      'Fuck yourself with your finger,' I ordered.

      She slid the finger halfway out and pushed it in again, then out, then in, getting into a rhythm with her masturbating, her moans getting louder. I watched this, fascinated, for about thirty seconds before I could bear it no longer; I had to be inside her. She removed the finger from her anus as I grasped her ankles and pulled her further down the bed, spreadeagling her before stuffing seven inches of steel-hard cock into her and starting to fuck her with long, hard thrusts. She cried out as I entered her and hooked her legs over the back of mine, giving her better leverage to meet my pelvic thrusts with hers. We were both close to an orgasm but Elizabeth had a new trick up her sleeve. Holding the finger she'd put up her arse up to her nose, she inhaled deeply.

      'That's very naughty of mummy, isn't it? Smelling herself like that.'

      'Yes,' I gasped, my mind whirling with this new avenue of erotica. But she wasn't finished yet.

      'Would you like mummy to taste herself?' Without waiting for an answer my mother raised the finger to her lips and ran her tongue from the base of it to the painted nail. Then she slowly sucked it into her mouth.

      My orgasm crashed through me, unstoppable, unimaginable pleasure. I jetted my semen into her and cried out her name. Elizabeth tilted her head back and closed her eyes as she reached a climax, grabbing my upper arms and digging her nails into my flesh.

      'Oh God Jack, I love this, I love it, I love it!'

      Afterwards we climbed into bed and cuddled together, kissing and stroking each other, the fires of our passion spent but the tenderness a soft glow between us.

      'Was I awful?' asked Elizabeth, 'doing that with my finger?'

      'No,' I said. 'It was just unbelievably erotic...'

      
        
      

      'I did wash myself thoroughly before we went down to dinner.' She was silent for a minute. 'Do you want to do it in my bottom again?'

      'Yes, very much so.'

      'Let's do it as soon as we get home then,' she said. 'When we've got the lubricant and the bondage stuff.'

      'You want me to tie you down again before we do it?'

      'It's up to you, though I did like being tied down when you penetrated me. That feeling of violation was a very, very powerful stimulant.'

      My penis was starting to respond to this conversation but I was tired after the driving and the sex so I changed the subject. 'What's Aunt Katherine going to make of her new-look sister? The green nail varnish alone is going to blow her mind. Then there's the dyed hair and the make-up and the clothes...'

      'Yes,' replied Elizabeth. 'I've been thinking about that. I did wonder if I ought to tone it down a bit, go back to being Liz for a couple of days. Then I thought what the hell. I like being Elizabeth. She can get used to it. Oh God! You don't think she'll guess about us do you?'

      'No way,' I reassured her. 'Though we are going to have to be careful. No stray hands or inappropriate comments. And you're going to have to tell her about getting the makeover to meet someone on the internet.'

      'Yes. But we'll have to be careful. My sister isn't stupid.'

      * * *

      The funeral was held in a bleak graveyard with a view of the Castle. Afterwards we went back to Aunt Katherine's place, a mid-terrace nineteen-sixties ex-council house on an estate on the outskirts of the city; a poor house in a poor district. It was the first time mum and I had seen it. The last time we'd visited, three years ago, Katherine and her husband had been living in a modest but pleasant three-bed semi in Inverkeithing. The decline to this was disturbing and Katherine was clearly embarrassed, couldn't wait to get rid of the few mourners. It was getting dark when she closed the door on the last one and returned to the tiny lounge where mum and I, deliberately sitting apart from each other, were waiting for her.

      Katherine had evidently been holding her emotions in check whilst we were in company. Now, with just the three of us, her voice sounded unsteady, a hint of hysteria.

      'I know what you're both thinking. What am I doing in this shit hole? Well I'll tell you: my darling husband, who's personal troubles are now safely over, gambled and pissed away everything we had. We don't even own this house!'

      We'd known about Frank's destructive behaviour but not that it had led to these dire straits. This level of abject poverty.

      'It was just as well that mum didn't leave me anything,' she continued, her voice rising, 'because sure as eggs is eggs the bastard would have got his hands on it and spent it.' She started sniffing, as a preliminary to crying and mum went and sat next to her on the settee and put her arm around her. But Katherine wasn't ready to be comforted yet, there was a bit more bitterness to be exorcised. 'But you're looking well, little sister, all dressed up! And green nail varnish! Who'd have thought a little inheritance money would change little Liz like this?'

      It went on for a bit longer then suddenly the tears came and her body was wracked with heart-wrenching sobs. The crying went on for a long time and mum continued to hold her, stroking her hair with her free hand. Eventually the tears subsided and mum offered her a handkerchief. There was silence in the room. The daylight had almost gone now, but nobody wanted to put a lamp on. Eventually Aunt Katherine spoke, her voice calm and clear, the catharsis apparently complete.

      'I'm so sorry, Liz. I will never forgive myself for saying those dreadful things to you. If you got up and left now, I would completely understand... But I hope you'll stay, I haven't got any other family, now.' There was some sniffling, but it was clear the main event was over.

      'We'll stay as long as you want,' said mum, ignoring the horrified look I was giving her over Katherine's shoulder. 'Now why don't you go upstairs and repair your make-up and so on and I'll make us all a cup of tea.'

      Katherine withdrew and ascended the stairs, slowly and wearily. In the lounge mum looked at me.

      'She's got to come and live with us. With me. She hasn't got anywhere else to go.'

      
        
      

      I tried not to look disappointed at this. I think I succeeded. 'Yes,' I agreed, 'there's no other choice.' We looked at each other but said nothing. 'But do we have to stay here overnight? I'm not sure the car would still be there in the morning!' Mum got up and headed for the kitchen and a few minutes later Aunt Katherine came downstairs, looking much better and I suppose now would be a good time to describe my aunt.

      Elizabeth always said her sister was the one who got the looks, and it's true that she was more attractive than my mother. She was ash blonde, rather than mum's dyed dark brown, but she'd got the same long face and pointed nose and chin, though without the slightly protruding front teeth; somehow it seemed to work better on her. And her figure was fuller: wider hips and a bigger bust. Not that that was difficult. She was an inch or two shorter than mum, but I'd guess she was a stone heavier. Not by any means fat, or even overweight, but with some subtle padding that mum hadn't got. I suppose to an outsider, she was sexier than mum, although I doubted that anyone could turn me on in the way that Elizabeth did.

      The last time mum and I had visited Aunt Katherine, she'd come on to me a bit, or at least so I had imagined. Frank was "at work," or more likely in a betting shop, and mum had gone to the cinema to see some intellectual clap-trap film that auntie and I had flatly refused to see. So we were alone in the house together, something I couldn't recall happening before. We chatted for ages, auntie asking me about my life and my job and girlfriends and so on. She was genuinely interested and I was flattered; mum probably wouldn't have bothered asking me all that stuff if she's been in Aunt Katherine's place. Then she gave me a guided tour of the house -- it was the first time we'd been there -- ending up in the smallest bedroom.

      'This is where you'll sleep tonight, Jack,' she'd said. 'Alone I'm afraid.'

      I was a bit embarrassed and said nothing.

      'But I'll bet a lad with your looks and personality won't be spending many nights alone eh?' she said, winking archly at me. 'Makes me a bit sorry I'm your aunt.'

      Then she stepped forward and kissed me, on the lips, just for a few seconds. She didn't open her mouth or try to push her tongue past my lips or anything, but it wasn't an "auntie" kiss. I didn't respond and she broke off, looking a bit awkward.

      'Well, we'd best be getting dinner. Your mother will be home in half an hour.'

      
        I sometimes used to wonder what would have happened if I had responded and kissed her back. I think, though I can't be certain, that we would have ended up having sex, there and then, in that little bedroom. But I didn't and we didn't and the rest of the visit passed without anything similar happening. I thought about it afterwards of course; sometimes when I masturbated I would imagine a scene where I kissed my aunt back and we made love. I hadn't thought about it for a long time, but now as Aunt Katherine came back into the lounge, her make-up repaired and her hair brushed, it came back to me and I wondered what the future held for all of us if Katherine moved in with mum.

      The "if" was resolved very quickly. The three of us had a frank conversation about finances during which it became obvious that Katherine had nothing to live on apart from a half-share of Frank's work-place pension, a derisory amount that wouldn't cover the monthly rent on the shithole she was living in. And she wouldn't be able to claim her state pension for another two years.

      'There's no choice, Katherine,' said mum, rather tactlessly. 'You must come and live with me. Jack's got his own flat now and I'm rattling around in that big house all by myself. And I'd love you to come,' she added belatedly.

      'What do you think, Jack?' asked my aunt, looking at me. 'It's half your house, I believe.'

      'I think it's a brilliant idea. You'll be great company for each other and it's a big enough place to give you each some space. I'm all for it,' I added, secretly wondering what this was going to do to my sex life with my mother. We talked about the detailed arrangements for a while and then my mother stood up and stretched.

      'Right, well we've a long drive ahead of us so I think we ought to be getting on the road.' She clearly felt the same as me about staying here overnight.

      'Aren't you staying the night?' exclaimed Katherine. 'It must be nearly four hundred miles to Oxford!'

      'We'll share the driving. I forgot,' she apologised, 'Jack needs to be at work mid-morning,' Half an hour later we said our goodbyes and hit the road.

      'Excuse my little white lie,' mum said as I turned out of the estate and headed for the A1. 'I didn't want to stay overnight in that place any more than you. There's no way we could leave Katherine living there. Besides,' she continued, giving me a sideways glance, 'I wanted to get home and have sex with you.'

      'Well we'll need to make the most of it before she comes to live with you,' I replied, with a trace of petulance.

      
        
      

      'Don't worry, Jack, we'll make it work. I've got a few ideas already.'

      There wasn't much traffic on the roads and we made good time, spelling each other at the wheel, but it was still gone four o'clock in the morning when we arrived at mum's house. She went straight to the kitchen to make the inevitable cup of tea and I headed for the bathroom, to take a shower. Half an hour after that we were upstairs, in her bedroom, lying together on the bed, me naked and she in just a flimsy red silk negligee.

      We lay there kissing and stroking for a long time, letting the passion build slowly. I was very gentle with my mother, knowing I would be rougher later on. Then she surprised me again.

      'Would you go and sit in the chair, please Jack, like I do when you go down on me?'

      This new concept of my submissive mother taking the initiative in our lovemaking was intriguing. I got up from the bed and sat in the chair, putting my legs over the arms. It felt undignified and exposed, but that's what my mother did for me so I could hardly complain.

      'Sit further forward.'

      I did as she asked, now lying almost horizontal in the chair, my erection pointing to my chin, my legs wide apart and hooked over the arms.

      'Better?' I asked, with a trace of irony.

      Saying nothing, Elizabeth placed a pillow on the carpet in front of the chair and knelt on it, looking me in the eye. Then she used both hands to flick her auburn hair behind her ears, so that I could see clearly what happened next, which is that she leaned forward and took the first two or the inches of my erection in her mouth. The feeling of her lips and tongue on the most sensitive part of my penis was glorious. Much had changed in a few short weeks; my mother's initial hesitation was gone and now she took me confidently in her mouth, sucking and savouring, concentrating on my glans and the first two inches of my shaft. The warm, wet mouth enclosing me was blissful enough, but coupled with the eroticism of the incestuous act... I sat, or rather lay, back with my eyes closed, feeling high on sex, every nerve in my penis screaming pleasure to my brain. Elizabeth took it slowly, building up the pressure, her mouth gently but firmly sucking and teasing me. I was about to croak at her to stop as I could feel a climax approaching when she took her mouth from me and started licking my shaft, from the glans right down to my testicles, taking them into her mouth and gently sucking, holding my cock in one of her hands, the green tipped fingers gripping me. This was new to me, no one had ever sucked my balls before. It felt good. Intimate. And it allowed my impending orgasm to subside. But she hadn't finished yet. I felt her tongue slide down lower, towards my anus. Surely she wasn't going to... Oh God! I felt the wet and warm tip of my mother's tongue rimming my anal sphincter, probing inside. The sensation was nice, not ultra-pleasurable but nice. What was better was thinking what my mother was doing to me. That was ultra-erotic and I closed my eyes again and drank in the pleasure.

      After a minute or so of mum licking my rosebud she moved her head up and took me in her mouth again, sucking and licking. Then I felt her finger, probing me. The analingus had been to stimulate me but also to lubricate. I'd never had anything put up my arse before and I was momentarily nervous but mum was slow and gentle and the image in my brain of the dark green fingernail disappearing slowly inside me, the long, slim middle finger going to the first joint, then the second... Well it's hard to describe the utter intimacy and arousal. Then she started making noises of satisfaction.

      'Mmmmm. Mmmmm...' causing her lips and palate to vibrate and increasing the sensation.

      'Stop,' I croaked, as I felt the first tingling approach of an orgasm. Mum raised her head.

      'Did I hurt you with my finger, darling?'

      'No, it was mind blowing, but I don't want to come yet.'

      She nodded, sliding her finger slowly out, and stood up. What do you want to do to me?'

      'Put the butt plug in, then lay down on the bed.'

      Elizabeth reached for the plug and the lubricant that I'd put on the bedside table in readiness. Kneeling on the bed she squeezed a dollop of the slimy jelly onto her forefinger and reached between her legs, smearing it around her anus. She went for another dollop and this time slid her forefinger in, working it in and out a few times. Then she slowly and gently inserted the little purple latex plug, while I watched from behind, mesmerised. Then she lay on the bed and held her arms out to me.

      'I want you inside me, Jack.'

      I knelt between her legs and entered her roughly, feeling the plug in her anus through the wall of her vagina. She gasped as I speared her.

      
        
      

      'God it feels so big. Is this what a double penetration feels like?'

      Now where the hell had my mother come across that expression? I put it to one side while I started to push selfishly into her, concentrating on my pleasure. Then I slowed down and we kissed as I fucked her with long, gentle thrusts, feeling her big front teeth against my lips. She moaned and writhed beneath me.

      'Fuck me forever, Jack. Do what you want to me!'

      'What do you want me to do?' I asked.

      She stared wildly at me, all barriers down, aroused to heights unimaginable a few weeks ago. 'Fuck my bum hole, Jack. Fuck mummy's bum hole.'

      I slid out of her and reached for the lubricant.

      'Shall I turn over?'

      'No,' I said. I had other ideas. Smearing lubricant around my cock, I grasped her calves and bent them right over her hips, exposing her glorious shaven cunt and the base of the butt plug protruding from her anus. Twisting and pulling, I removed it and guided my cock to her tightest hole, smearing the glans round the entrance before pushing, gently but firmly. There was resistance again, like last time, but I pushed harder and the head popped in and Elizabeth gasped and groaned as my full length penetrated her rectum, the soft walls gently gripping my shaft, the sphincter tight around the base.

      'How does that feel?'

      Mum's eyes were shut and she was making little mewing noises. 'It's good, darling. Now fuck me.'

      The angle was slightly awkward to start with but I soon got used to it and started a slow rhythm, coming almost all the way out, feeling the muscle ring expand as my glans approached, then in again, into the depths of her rectum. I found I could lean down and kiss my mother and take a nipple in my teeth, through the sheer fabric of the negligee, nibbling and chewing while she gave little screams of arousal.

      
        I was never going to last very long, having anal intercourse with my mother in this quasi-sixty-nine position, but the end came quicker than I'd planned. I felt Elizabeth's right hand reach down between us and start massaging her clitoris. At the same time she held up her left middle finger under her nose, her eyes closed, and inhaled deeply through her nostrils.

      'Mmm,' a moan of satisfaction. 'I can smell you on my finger...'

      I felt my climax building. The tingling in my balls moving up my spine to my brain.

      'Mmmm,' she continued, sliding the same finger into her mouth and sucking it, flicking the tip of her tongue over her fingernail. 'And I can taste you...'

      I exploded inside her. Wave after wave of the most intense feelings and emotions. 'I love you, Elizabeth!' I cried as I spent myself in her, jetting my semen into her rectum.

      Her climax hit at that moment and she screamed and dug her nails into my back. 'Oh, God, yes, yes, yes.' Then she pushed her middle finger into my mouth and I sucked greedily on it as her spasms subsided and she went limp underneath me. I kissed her gently on the lips, then very slowly withdrew my subsiding penis from her anus. She gave a little cry as it flopped out and I kissed her again and lay down beside her and took her in my arms.

      'It just keeps getting better and better. You are amazing.'

      'You said it would,' she reminded me. 'I never imagined sex could be like this. I do love you, Jack.' She was silent for a while then, quietly: 'did you like what I did with your bum? Only I enjoyed it so much when you did it to me that I thought you must like it too. Men and women aren't that different in that area are they?'

      'Evidently not,' I replied. 'You surprised me when you did it but it was really, really erotic!'

      'So you'd like me to do it again? Maybe use two fingers...?'

      'Oh God yes. When we get the chance.'

      'What do you mean?'

      
        
      

      'Well, with your sister coming to live with you, won't it be a bit tricky to have riotous sex while she's downstairs watching the telly?'

      'It'll be fine, Jack. You'll see. I've got a really good feeling about the future.'

    
  
    
      Chapter 4

      After getting back from Scotland my mother and I had had four weeks before Aunt Katherine moved down to Oxford. Neither of us could be sure what affect her arrival would have on the intense and incestuous sexual relationship that had developed between us over the past few weeks. Once unimaginable, unthinkable, now we regularly indulged in vaginal and anal intercourse, often with my mother strapped securely to the bed, either at her house or at my flat in the city centre.

      So for four weeks we had made the most of it, fucking like rabbits at every opportunity. We barely spent a night apart; mostly I would go to her house after work each day and we would shower together. Then she would dress in stockings and a garter belt and we would spend anything up to two- or three-hours making love in the most erotic ways imaginable. These evening sessions usually, though not always, culminated in me penetrating her anus, something my mother was growing to enjoy almost as much as vaginal intercourse. She had also started to explore my anus, using her tongue and fingers to excite me.

      In the mornings, we would make love again. Mostly this was conventional sex, tender and slow, in contrast to the sometimes-rough passion of the evening before. My mother's arousal at the roughness of our evening play never ceased to amaze me. The night before Aunt Katherine's arrival, determined to extract the last drop of pleasure before the curtain came down, my mother had timidly asked me to spank her. Surprised, and aroused myself, I laid her across my knees, naked apart from stockings and suspenders, and smacked her bare arse, hard, pausing between blows to stroke her shaven pussy and tease her little brown rosebud. She squealed and writhed as I smacked, trying to rub her clitoris on my leg and eventually reaching a climax. I felt bad about her glowing red buttocks, but she was thrilled with the experience.

      Then Katherine had arrived and for two weeks our relationship had been as chaste as a mother-son relationship should be as we assessed the implications of her older sister's presence. Indeed, we hardly saw each other! And a long two weeks it was, before Katherine got a job -- she was anxious to pay her way -- and was out of the house during weekdays. Unfortunately, so was I. I could hardly leave the office at lunchtime and pop round for a quick fuck -- not that idea hadn't occurred to me. And of course auntie was around at weekends too. Eventually mum partially solved the problem by inventing "Don," a fake boyfriend she'd met on the internet with whom she spent her Saturdays, sometimes staying over at his flat on Saturday night. This fitted in with mum's new image -- the cosmetics and dyed hair and the clothing transformation -- and Katherine appeared to accept the story, even suggesting that when a decent period of mourning had elapsed, she too would try internet dating.

      So we had Saturdays together, with no fear of being disturbed as I had, so far, neglected to furnish Katherine with the address of my flat. Elizabeth generally arrived at midday and we spent the afternoon fucking. Then we'd go out for a meal in the city centre and maybe take in a movie before going back to my flat and fucking again until we were both exhausted and sometimes slightly sore. On Sunday morning we'd stay in bed with the papers and fuck again before Elizabeth left mid-afternoon. Heaven. I lived for the weekends!

      A month or so into this delightful routine, mum had to go into hospital overnight for a routine carpel tunnel operation. It was no big deal but there were some logistics issues to discuss and I came over to her house on Tuesday evening so that Katherine could be included in the discussions. After we were done, and I was taking my leave, Katherine surprised us by offering to cook for me while mum was away.

      'I know Liz doesn't cook much for you nowadays, Jack, but I thought it would give us a chance to have a good old natter. And I can rustle up a pretty decent meal though I say it myself.'

      It would have been churlish to refuse so I said I'd come over after dropping mum at the hospital on Friday evening.

      'Be kind to your aunt,' were mum's parting words as I dropped her off. 'She's still a bit fragile after all that's happened.'

      Taking her words to heart I bought a big bunch of assorted flowers at the hospital kiosk and presented them to my aunt as I walked through to the kitchen where she was elbow-deep in food preparation.

      'Oh Jack! How thoughtful of you! I'll hug you later, I'm all floury at the moment.' She held up her arms as though to confirm this. 'Now pour yourself a glass of wine, and top mine up, there's a bottle already opened over there, and go and relax in the front room while I finish off. I hope you like Beef Wellington. And there's cheesecake afterwards...'

      I retreated to the front room and put the television on, watching an early evening game show and half listening to the clatter coming from the kitchen. Half an hour later auntie stuck her head through the doorway.

      
        'I'm going upstairs to make myself look presentable. Hope I won't be too long.' This last was accompanied by a mischievous grin. 'Help yourself to more wine.'

      She thumped upstairs and I went into the kitchen, where the odours of cooking made my mouth water. The bottle of Merlot that I'd poured us a glass from was now empty, and there was an opened bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon next to it, about three-quarters full. By my estimation this meant Aunt Katherine had drunk more than a bottle of wine already this evening. I topped my glass up, resigned to having to stay the night and thinking that a bit of anaesthetic wouldn't do any harm.

      Katherine was upstairs for over an hour, but when she finally came down, pausing in the kitchen to refill her glass, I could see why she'd taken so long. Sixty-four she may have been but she scrubbed up pretty well, I thought. She was dressed in a simple grey woollen dress which accentuated her figure. She wasn't voluptuous but she had more curves than mum, including a very respectable bust. Her ash-blonde hair was freshly washed and shining and she'd used a lot of make-up, quite cleverly, to make the best of her long face and pointed jaw. She was wearing black stockings or tights and high heels and I also noticed that she'd painted her nails red, for which I must confess I am a sucker. The overall effect was of a mature but attractive lady who'd taken some trouble to look good.

      'Now come and give your auntie a hug.'

      I stood up from the settee and she came over and flung her arms around me, squeezing me tightly and kissing my cheek. I could feel her breasts pushing into my chest and smell the combination of red wine and toothpaste on her breath. I could also smell her scent. It was the same as mum's. It probably was mum's.

      She broke the hug, but not before kissing me full on the mouth. 'That's a "thank you" for the flowers.'

      'You're welcome,' I said. 'Maybe I'll have to buy you some more often.' It was a stupid thing to say; I wasn't looking to seduce my aunt. But the devil was inside me that evening, of that there is no doubt, and I was curious as to what would happen if I flirted.

      'Yes,' she said, looking me in the eye, 'why don't you.' There was an awkward pause then she disappeared into the kitchen calling 'dinner in ten minutes' over her shoulder.

      We ate at the pine kitchen table that I'd fucked her sister over a few times. And dinner was, as Katherine had promised, very good. I've always been fond of Beef Wellington and I adore lemon cheesecake. There was also more wine. Too much more, I thought. Another bottle was opened and I could see that Aunt Katherine was affected: her eyes were slightly unfocussed and her gestures exaggerated. Part of me hoped that she'd pass out on the settee after dinner. Part of me was still curious as to how the evening might develop. It was this latter part that suggested we take our glasses through to the front room, and it was this latter part that followed auntie to the settee when I could have taken the single chair.

      She smiled at me as we sat down and patted the space right next to her.

      'Now come and tell auntie all your news. I'm dying to hear all about your flat and work and everything.'

      So I told her all my news: the recent promotion at work, the trips to France and Canada and about my flat. She looked directly at me as she listened, a smile fixed on her face. After a few minutes I exhausted the subject and tailed off. Katherine was still looking at me, her lips slightly parted, a tiny bit of lipstick on one front tooth.

      'Your flat sounds enchanting, Jack. I'd love to come over and see it one day, when you're not too busy with all your girlfriends that is. I expect you've got them queuing at the door, a handsome chap like you.'

      'Well there's no one special at the moment, auntie.'

      'What's the matter with the Oxford girls? If I were your age -- and not your aunt of course -- I'd have snapped you up long ago. And you're much too old to call me auntie. Katherine will do very well. Or how about Kathy. My first boyfriend always called me that. You remind me a bit of him. Same lovely eyes and the same athletic figure.'

      As she said this last piece of nonsense, she took hold of my upper arm and squeezed the bicep.

      'Yes, I thought so, very firm.'

      I was beginning to wonder if I should initiate things and make a pass at Katherine. She hardly seemed "fragile" as mum had suggested. Indeed, it seemed obvious that she was coming on to me again. But did I really want that? Wasn't I being unfair to Elizabeth? Unfaithful in fact? But my aunt was here with me now, available perhaps. A sexy older woman. My conscience was fighting a losing battle with my baser instincts when Katherine, after taking a long sip from her glass, changed the subject.

      'So what about Don, your mother's new man? Well, man,' she corrected herself, tipsily. 'Have you met him? What's he like?'

      
        
      

      Mum and I hadn't rehearsed this scenario but I thought quickly and decided that it would be much better if I'd never met the mythical Don. I mean what if I described him as tall and blond and mum had already said he was short and swarthy.

      'She's been pretty cagey about the whole thing. I've not only not met him, but she's never even intimated that she'll introduce us.'

      'Don't you think that's odd, Jack? What's she hiding do you think? Maybe it's Donna rather than Don!' She hadn't let go of my arm and now she gave it another squeeze and laughed, apparently at the idea of her sister with another woman. 'Now be a dear and go and top us up.'

      I wasn't sure that was a good idea. Katherine didn't seem to be getting any drunker but I was starting to feel a bit dizzy, not completely in control. Afterwards I tried to salve my conscience by pretending it had been the drink that had lowered my resistance. In truth it probably was.

      When I came back into the front room Katherine had drawn the curtains but not switched any lights on; the only illumination came from the hall light. It closed the walls in and gave the room an intimate feel. We sat quietly for some minutes, sipping our wine, then Katherine took another long sip and put down her glass turning to face me with the air of one about to make a momentous statement.

      'Jack, do you remember a few years ago when you visited us in Scotland?'

      I nodded. 'The house in Inverkeithing?'

      'Yes.' She paused, picked up her glass, sipped, put it down again and took a deep breath. 'Do you remember me kissing you, in the little bedroom, while everybody was out?'

      The atmosphere in the darkened room was suddenly electric. I could almost feel the hairs on my neck stand up and a storm of butterflies was churning my stomach. 'Yes...' I said slowly.

      'Have you ever wondered,' she said, quietly, 'what would have happened if you'd kissed me back?'

      'Sometimes,' I admitted.

      
        'Only here we are again, alone in the house together... 'She was speaking softly, barely audible. 'Perhaps it's time we found out what would have happened.' She leaned towards me and I caught her scent again and the power of her presence. 'It would be our secret, Jack. Nobody else would ever know...'

      I said nothing, but my heart was pounding. This was the point of no return. I tried to think of Elizabeth but my cock was stirring in my trousers, the erection growing, sucking away my good intentions. I leaned my head down to meet hers, turning my head slightly so our lips met, just touching, for long seconds, like that kiss in Inverkeithing. But this time her lips, warm and firm, pressed against mine and I felt her mouth open and open mine with it and her tongue entered my mouth and suddenly I was lost. I wanted this woman, wanted to kiss her, to explore her body to thrust my hardness into her. I felt her arms around my neck and I put mine around her waist and pulled her to me. Breaking the kiss she stared wildly at me in the darkness.

      'Yes!' she hissed. 'This is what I think would have happened.' She pulled my face to hers and we kissed frenziedly, smearing saliva over our lips, tongues exploring every corner of our mouths. 'Take me upstairs Jack. Take me to bed.'

      This was not the slow seduction, the gentle exploring and tender undressing that had characterised my first time with my mother. This was naked lust. We stumbled up the stairs to her bedroom and, slamming the door shut behind us, kissed ferociously while we ran our hands shamelessly over each other's bodies. I found the zipper at the back of her dress and pulled it down; she was grappling with my belt buckle, then undoing my shirt buttons. Katherine stepped back and pulled the grey woollen dress over her head, revealing a black lacy bra and black tights.

      'I'd have worn stockings for you if I'd thought this was going to happen,' she said, peeling the tights off and unhooking her bra.

      I shucked out of my shirt and pulled my trousers down, taking my underpants and socks with them and tossing the little bundle into a corner of the room. We came together again, me naked, penis proudly rigid, seeping its clear liquid, Aunt Katherine in nothing but her panties. Her legs weren't as shapely as Elizabeth's and she had a little bit of a tummy, but her breasts were nice: sort of grapefruit sized and still quite firm, faint stretch marks only adding to their charm. The areolae were dark and crinkly and her nipples were big, rubbery and erect. I took one in my mouth and she gasped as I sucked and nibbled, taking it between my teeth and biting down gently.

      'Oh God, that's good.' It was the first thing we'd said since getting to the bedroom.

      I released her nipple and squatted down, hooking my fingers into her knickers and pulling them to the floor. Her pubic hair was grey and sparse, but neatly trimmed, the outer labia partially open and already starting to glisten with the juices of her excitement. I wanted to thrust my face into her vulva, force my tongue between her labia, taste her secretions. But that would come later. Now we both wanted the same thing.

      Without a word she scrambled onto the bed and lay on her back, legs wide open, feet in the air. I knelt down and guided my rigid cock to her sopping cunt, pushing it promptly in, the whole way, seeing her eyes open and hearing her gasp with desire.

      'Yes, Jack, give it to me.'

      I started fucking my aunt with long, hard thrusts, trying to rub my pelvis over her clitoris at each stroke. She grabbed my upper arms and dug her nails in, head thrashing about on the pillow, spittle on her lips and chin, my balls slapping against her arse and the squelching of my cock in her cunt clearly audible.

      In five minutes it was over: she cried out 'I'm coming! You're making me come!' and at the same time my orgasm hit me with a tingling of anticipation followed by wave after wave of pleasure as I squirted my spunk into her.

      Afterwards she lay with her head on my chest, my arms around her, while out bodies cooled until we had to get under the duvet. Aunt Katherine broke the silence.

      'I've wanted that to happen for a long time, Jack. Maybe even before our kiss in Inverkeithing. Did you want it too?'

      'I thought about you a lot after that kiss,' I said slowly. 'Sometimes I fantasized about it when I masturbated. Imagined what would have happened.'

      'And now it has,' she whispered. We were silent again for a few minutes as we both digested the implications of what had happened. 'Would you like us be secret lovers?' she asked, eventually..

      The truth was I wouldn't, not really. It would be much too complicated. And it wasn't fair to my mother. So I prevaricated.

      'I'm not sure how that would work, Kathy. With mum being around.'

      
        'Well that's easy, Jack. Obviously we would have to be very discreet -- I believe incest is still a criminal offence in Britain -- but when your mum goes over to stay with the mysterious Don on a Saturday evening, I could come over to your flat or you could come here.

      Shit! That put me right on the spot. I mumbled something about Saturdays being difficult because of meeting friends, but Katherine wasn't listening. Her hand had disappeared under the duvet and she was stroking a fingernail up and down my penis, which immediately showed signs of interest.

      'Mmm, I didn't think we were through for the evening yet.' She circled my thickening shaft with thumb and forefinger and began to slowly wank me. 'Does that feel nice?' Without waiting for an answer she dived under the duvet and I felt her mouth close over the head of my cock. My mother may have been inexperienced at oral sex but her older sister certainly wasn't. She began giving me an exquisite blow job, sucking and teasing with her tongue, the touch of her lips over my glans as light as a feather. I lay back and closed my eyes, enjoying the rapid up and down motion of her head and wondering if it was permissible to come in her mouth. But before an orgasm started to build up, she threw the duvet clear of use, rose up and straddled me, guiding my hardness into her for the second time.

      Sinking down over my cock, our pelvises meeting, then placing her hands either side of my shoulders, she started rocking her hips backwards and forwards, grinding her clitoris against my pubic bone. She quickly got into a rhythm, riding me smoothly with long thrusts of her hips and gasping as bolts of pleasure shot through her.

      Her breasts were swinging free just above my face and by lifting my head I was able to take a nipple in my mouth and suck and nibble at the rubbery protrusion. Aunt Katherine groaned more deeply.

      'Bite my nipple harder.'

      I clenched my teeth on her, anxious that I might hurt her.

      'Bite harder!'

      I clamped my teeth down firmly and she screamed as an orgasm surged through her, bucking wildly on top of me. As it subsided, she slid off onto her back and I thrust into her again, her cunt so soaking wet that I had to ram my cock home to feel anything.

      'Grip me, Kathy,' I gasped, and felt her vaginal wall closing on my rigid member. Then I was fucking her hard again, ramming it in and almost all the way out, ramming in again, watching my aunt's face underneath me, tears in her eyes, mascara running down her cheeks, lipstick smudged across her mouth and her hair a wild blonde halo about her head. I thrust furiously, aware that Katherine wasn't as tight as Elizabeth although she'd never had a child, and mum had. Beads of sweat were collecting on my forehead when I finally felt my orgasm approach.

      Like most second climaxes it wasn't as intense, or as long, as the first, and I was out of breath and gasping, flopping onto my back, Katherine on her elbow, leaning over me and kissing me, telling me what a good fucking I'd given her. I felt stifled and got up, pretending to need the bathroom.

      Back in bed, Katherine was all over me again. 'Oh Jack, I loved the feel of you inside me. Was it good for you? I'm sure next time will be even better and we can try new things. I want to suck you till you come in my mouth and I want you to lick me out! God, isn't this exciting!'

      I felt uncomfortable and couldn't stop thinking about Elizabeth, in hospital, waiting for the dawn and her trip to surgery. Eventually the wine and the sex took their toll and Katherine went to sleep, snoring lightly, but I stayed awake for a long time, wondering what to do.

      When I woke the next morning my only thought was to get out of the house as quickly as possible. I'd spent hours awake in the night wracked with guilt and determined to make a clean breast of things with Elizabeth. Aunt Katherine had other ideas.

      'Are you going to give your auntie a good seeing to before you go?' The bedroom curtains were still drawn and it was night-dark in the room, so I couldn't see her smudged make-up, just the outline of her head on the pillow next to mine. During the night I'd promised myself I'd just get up in the morning and go, but now desire, that fickle flower, began opening its petals and that warm feeling of lust trickled through my loins. She was, after all, a sexy sixty-something with a trim figure and lovely breasts. And she was naked in the bed beside me. She was also my aunt and that, if I was truthful, was the clincher. I was just finding the whole incest experience to be irresistibly erotic.

      So we made love again, and this time it was slow and gentle and I kissed my aunt and nuzzled her neck and cheeks and softly called her Kathy and she stroked my face and told me how handsome I was and how lucky she was to have a nephew like me and how much fun we were going to have together. And I came easily and it was very intense, taking me by surprise.

      'I'm sorry,' I said, climbing off her. 'That sort of crept up on me unawares.'

      'No apology needed,' she smiled. 'I'm flattered that I can make a handsome young stud like you come inside an old thing like me.' She paused. 'But would you mind masturbating me? I'm very aroused, it won't take long.'

      
        So I lay down beside her and slid two fingers into her twat, which was still leaking my spunk onto the mattress, and started masturbating her with a circular rubbing motion. And she was right, it didn't take long; within a couple of minutes her breathing had become faster and shallower and then she arched her back and gave a little scream before pushing my hand away, her clitoris hyper-sensitive after her climax.

      I got out as quickly as decently possible after that, not stopping for breakfast or a shower. Aunt Katherine tried to pin me down to meeting up the following Saturday but again I prevaricated.

      'I don't know if mum will be up to meeting Don next Saturday, what with her wrist operation and everything.'

      'What about the weekend after,' she asked, plaintively, and I felt a belated rush of affection for her.

      'Ok, maybe the weekend after.' I wasn't sure exactly how that was going to work but determined that I would cross that bridge etc. As it turned out, the weekend after next would indeed see my aunt and I copulating together again...

      * * *

      Elizabeth was discharged on Sunday morning and by the following Saturday she was able to drive and was eager to spend the day with me. I called round to have a cup of tea with Katherine one evening during the week and explained to her that there was a leaver's party at work on Saturday evening which I was expected to attend. Katherine suggested that she could meet me at my flat after the party and was obviously disappointed when I gently said no.

      'You did say maybe the following weekend, didn't you?'

      'Yes,' I said, feeling that life was about to get very complicated. 'That's a possibility.'

      So it was with a somewhat heavy heart that I welcomed my mother through the door of the flat just after lunchtime on Saturday. However, the kiss she gave me dispelled a lot of the gloom. Elizabeth had not just learned to kiss; she could now give lessons. And there was something about feeling her front teeth as we kissed that never failed to excite. A vulnerability and intimacy that hadn't been there when I kissed her sister, or anyone else I'd ever kissed.

      
        The kissing inevitably led to the bedroom where we took our time undressing each other, me marvelling at my mother's sheer sexiness, despite her flat chest and skinny frame, in seamed black stockings and a lacy suspender belt, her pussy freshly shaven (though how she'd managed to shave and fasten her stockings with one wrist in a support bandage I don't know). She was carefully made-up as always, with the heavy eye cosmetics that I liked and post-box red nail varnish.

      She sat on the edge of the bed, her legs wide apart, and I knelt reverently before her and buried my face in her labia, sucking the folds of skin into my mouth, pushing my tongue in as far as I could, flicking it over her clit, moving lower to inhale the scent of her rosebud and moistening it with the tip of my tongue. She sighed and opened her legs wider and I kissed her inner thighs and ran my hands over her stockings, feeling the seams at the back.

      Kicking off her heels, she shuffled up the bed, leaning back against the headboard and inviting me to straddle her. I leaned on the headboard and looked down to see my mother take my rigid penis in her hand and guide it into her mouth. She sucked and licked me for a long time, knowing that I wouldn't come yet, stroking my balls and shaft. Then, moistening one middle finger with her cunt juices, she teased it into my anus, up to the first knuckle, leaving it there while I gasped and reached behind me, trying to get hold of her hand, so I could push her finger further in.

      'Deeper,' I said, hoarsely. But instead she withdrew her finger and took my cock out of her mouth.

      'I've got something for you,' she whispered. 'Would you like to see it?'

      I nodded. 'Yes.'

      Leaning over for her handbag she unzipped a side pocket and withdrew a black, latex butt plug, a little bigger than the purple one which she used. 'I thought it would be nice if we both had one in.'

      'Oh God,' I stuttered, 'that is such an erotic idea...'

      'Shall I put yours in now?'

      I knelt on the bed while she got the lubricant from the bedside cabinet. Then she knelt behind me and I heard the faint raspberry sound as she squeezed a dollop of the slimy jelly onto her red-tipped finger.

      'Are you ready, darling, this will be a bit cold.'

      
        
      

      I tried not to wince as her fingertip touched my anus and smeared lubricant around my sphincter. There was a pause as she replenished the jelly then I felt her finger slide in, deeper and deeper... then out again and another pause and the faint raspberry again as she smeared a dollop of jelly onto the butt plug and coated the length of it. Then she touched it to my anus and I flinched.

      'Relax,' she said, as I'd said to her as I penetrated her anus for the first time. 'It's not half the size of your penis.' So I tried to relax and felt the plug slide in, stretching my muscle ring as the width increased. Then it was in and my sphincter closed over it.

      'How does that feel?'

      'Good,' I said. And it did. Good and strange at the same time. Intrusive, but deeply, deeply erotic.

      'Will you put mine in now?'

      I always enjoyed putting my mother's butt plug in and I took my time. It didn't hurt her nowadays, and she loved the feel of it in her when I penetrated her vagina. Then we made love, in the missionary position and it was perhaps the most erotic and loving coupling that we'd ever experienced. It went on for a long time, gentle movement, whispers and soft moans and gasps. The feeling of the plug in my anus was highly arousing and I now knew something of how my mother felt when we had anal intercourse. We made love in this position for at least half an hour before the inevitable build up. It was Elizabeth who climaxed first.

      'I'm starting to come, darling, oh Christ I'm coming, oh Jack, oh God...!'

      That triggered my orgasm, which hit me like a whirlwind, causing my anal sphincter to clamp down on the plug, sending arrows of pleasure from my anus to my brain, and jetting my thick semen deep into my mother's cunt. The orgasm took an age to die away and the afterglow lasted for long minutes, as I lay beside Elizabeth and she came into my arms and I said I loved her and she said she loved me too, very much.

      After sexual intercourse that intense, there was no question of a repeat performance that afternoon so after showering we decided to go for walk before dinner, along the canal. The afternoon was warm and bright, the sun threatening to break through but never quite making it. We had an ice cream and talked about inconsequential things. I wanted to be able to hold her hand but we couldn't do that in public. Then the conversation turned to Katherine, and I steeled myself for my confession.

      
        'How was your meal last Friday?' she began.

      'Look, Elizabeth, there's something I need to tell you.' I felt wretched and ashamed.

      'Are you going to tell me my sister seduced you?'

      I was stunned. 'How did you know?'

      'I didn't know. I guessed. Correctly it seems.'

      'Look, it was just as much my fault as hers. We both had a fair bit to drink and, well...'

      By unspoken agreement we took a vacant bench by the towpath and were silent for a few minutes, watching a narrow boat chug past, a fat, jolly woman at the tiller waving to us. I was waiting for something from my mother but she just sat still, looking out over the canal and the fields beyond. 'I could have said no,' I said, trying to stimulate some reaction.

      'It's alright, Jack, I'm not cross.'

      'You're not? I asked, puzzled.

      'No.'

      'How on earth did you guess?'

      Elizabeth gave me a tired smile. 'It wasn't hard to work out. My sister's always had the hots for you. I mean she's never said anything but it's obvious from the way she's always touching you and hugging you. Then after I got home from hospital, she was like the cat who'd got the cream. So I assumed she'd had her way with you.' She paused. 'There's something I need to tell you -- about Katherine and me.'

      I waited, wondering what she was going to say.

      
        'It was the year I went to university,' she began. 'I was eighteen, and it was the summer holidays. Katherine was home too, from college; she'd just finished her second year. Mum and dad went down to Devon for two weeks. Ilfracombe. It was where we always went and up till that year I'd always gone with them. But they gave me the choice of staying with Katherine and I thought that might be fun, having two weeks in the house without my parents.' She smiled to herself. 'Quite a heady prospect for a mousy little thing like me.'

      'So what happened?'

      'Can't you guess? My highly sexed elder sister seduced me. No, that's not quite right. She got me drunk on sweet sherry and started taking my clothes off and putting her hand down my knickers.'

      'Sounds more like sexual assault than seduction,' I remarked, stunned by her narrative.

      'No, it wasn't like that. If I'd told her to stop I'm sure she would have done, Katherine's not like that. But I started to get aroused, it felt nice. Better than when I did it to myself. So I let her carry on and she made me come and then she asked me to do the same with her...'

      'And did it continue after that first time?' I asked, excited now, my head filled with visions of my mother and aunt as they must have looked all those years ago, masturbating each other to a climax.

      'Oh yes, that was just the start. We slept together that night, and every night my parents were away. And we didn't stop at masturbation. Katherine taught me about cunnilingus and we did it to each other and she showed me her dildo and used it on me... I'm sorry Jack,' she was pink and embarrassed. 'I've never told anybody about this, obviously.'

      'What happened after the holiday? When gran and grandad got back?'

      'Nothing. Katherine went back to college; I went to Uni and we never spoke about it and it never happened again. Until Katherine came to live a few weeks ago.'

      I felt breathless. 'Then it happened again?'

      'Yes. Same modus operandi. Except that she had the decency to get me drunk on a decent bottle of port instead of that awful cooking sherry. And yes, I did think of you and feel guilty... I still feel guilty. But I hadn't seen you for nearly two weeks and I was as randy as anything and then there was the port. Well, I've told you what happened the last time I got drunk on port. So,' she said, sighing, 'I'm not cross with you, and I hope you're not cross with me. It wouldn't have happened with anybody else apart from Katherine.'

      We walked back to my flat and got changed and went out for an early dinner to an Italian restaurant -- one of our favourite eateries. The conversation was a bit stilted over the meal and the table was in too prominent a position for me to explore underneath my mother's skirt. It wouldn't have been the right thing to do anyway. Dusk was falling as we finished the meal and settled the bill.

      'What do you want to do now?' I asked as we stood outside. 'There're a couple of things on at the multiplex if you fancy a movie.'

      'No, not tonight. I'm feeling insecure and I want you to take me to bed and show me how much you want me.'

      We kissed in the back of the taxi, with the driver eying us in the rear-view mirror, but I didn't care. She wanted me to show her the extent of my desire, so be it. I practically dragged her through the front door of the flat and pinned her up against the wall by the door, kissing her savagely and pulling her skirt up, feeling her stocking tops. I was ragingly hard and filled with carnal desire for my mother. She had adopted the Elizabeth persona and was whimpering with anticipation, vulnerable to my needs and desires.

      I pulled her into the bedroom and told her to strip, while I tore off my clothes. She took off her skirt and blouse, breathing heavily, face flushed and lipstick smeared all over her mouth. Probably all over mine too. I unclipped her bra and pulled it free, pushing her on to the bed.

      'What are you going to do to me?' she asked in a gasping voice.

      'Tie you down,' I said, shortly. 'Spread your arms and legs out!'

      I tied her down tightly, more tightly than usual, her arms and legs so stretched out she could hardly move. Then I gagged her. She looked at me with wide eyes, the black plastic ball stretching her full red lips, saliva on her lower lip. I knelt beside her and ran my hand over her shaven and glistening vulva.

      'Now I'm going to spank your pussy.' I'd done this once before and Elizabeth had loved it and exhorted me to smack her harder. I had been surprised and intensely turned on, like now.

      
        I slid two fingers into her sopping twat and spread the juices all around her labia and clitoris. There was a faint squelching sound as I worked my fingers inside her and a faint sucking as I withdrew them. She closed her eyes in anticipation but opened them wide again as I delivered the first smack, a sharp, wet slap. Then I slid my fingers in her again, working them in and out, then another smack, building up a rhythm.

      Squelch, suck, squelch, suck, squelch, suck, SMACK.

      Squelch, suck, squelch, suck, squelch, suck, SMACK.

      I was iron hard. My mother was thrashing her head around on the pillow, moaning through the gag, spittle running down her chin, trying to arch her back and tensing her legs and arms against the relentless restraining straps. I was momentarily concerned that I was hurting her and I released the gag and removed it.

      'Are you ok?'

      'You just made me come. God, Jack, what do you do to me?'

      I smacked her twice more, the skin of her vulva now pink with the abuse. Kneeling between her legs I slid into her soaking cunt and started to fuck her hard and ruthlessly, pushing my juice coated fingers into her mouth and telling her to suck them, which she did greedily. I wasn't far from an orgasm when Elizabeth relaxed her body and smiled up at me, archly.

      'Do you want to come in my anus, Jack? I'd really like you to.'

      Mother was looking for the ultimate in vulnerable experiences and I was more than happy to oblige. Releasing her ankles, I lifted her legs to expose her brown rosebud. The tube of cherry-flavoured lubricant was on the bedside table. I squeezed a big dollop onto my cock and smeared it round, then I pushed her legs right over, holding them down with one arm while I guided my erection to her anus. She gasped as the head touched her most intimate spot.

      'Yes, Jack, push it in. Right in.'

      I pushed, then pushed harder, and the tip of my cock started to go in, to expand her anal sphincter, allowing me in further and further... Then the head was in. Elizabeth hadn't made a sound except for a low groaning. She had learned how to relax her muscle and she took me painlessly and with ease nowadays. I sank in my full seven inches, feeling the soft warmness of her rectal walls envelop me.

      'How does that feel?' I always asked her that when I penetrated her rectum.

      'Wonderful. Now fuck me, Jack, as hard as you want.'

      I started slowly, with shallow thrusts, building up speed and depth of penetration. Leaning over my mother I kissed her and nibbled her ears and nipples, biting down on the little rosy nubs and causing her to cry out.

      'Oh God, yes! Come in me, darling, come in mummy's bottom!'

      For reasons that no doubt Freud would have known all about, my mother referring to herself as "mummy" and the use of the word "bottom" in the throes of sexual intercourse always made me come and today was no exception. My orgasm was one of those where the world goes grey and shrinks down to a single event, my penis, pistoning in and out of my mother's anus, jetting milky-white spunk deep inside her.

      My climax went on for long seconds and afterwards I gently removed myself and released my mother from her bonds. We kissed, tenderly, and lay side by side, out bodies cooling.

      'I'm not giving this up,' she said presently.

      'Us?'

      'Yes, us. This. Everything we had before Katherine arrived.'

      'So what do we do?' I asked. 'Tell Katherine about us? She could hardly say anything. She's had both of us. And if we don't tell her she's going to keep pestering to come round here on Saturday night, because she thinks you're out with the mysterious Don.'

      'I think we can be a bit more subtle than just telling her. After all, she doesn't know that you've told me about you and her yet.' Elizabeth was quiet for a few minutes, thinking.

      
        'Yes,' she said at length, 'I think that could work very nicely. Are you up to a bit of play-acting, Jack?'

      * * *

      So, when my Aunt Katherine sent me a text message early the following week to see if I were still available on Saturday night, I replied that I was free and looking forward to seeing her and would she mind if I came over to her house as I was in the middle of decorating my lounge. She replied that that was fine and she'd text me as soon as her sister was gone.

      Elizabeth didn't leave to meet the fictitious Don until after seven, so it was nearly eight o'clock by the time I arrived at mum's house and let myself in. Aunt Katherine came rushing in from the kitchen and hugged me tightly, kissing me on the lips.

      'It's so good to see you Jack! I'm all silly and excited. I've been looking forward to this evening for ages! Your mother said she's spending the night with Don, so that means you can stay over if you'd like to. I hope you can. I'd love to spend the night with you. All this was delivered in between kisses and I was feeling smothered again.

      'Yes, I can stay over. That would be nice,' I said, gently disengaging her.

      She grabbed one of my hands and placed it on her dark-green silk dress, on her upper thigh. 'Feel that. It's my suspenders. I'm wearing stockings for you. You do like stockings, don't you?' She put her arms around me and kissed me and I kissed her back, though without the same passion with which I kissed Elizabeth.

      'Shall we go to bed now?' she whispered breathlessly, 'before dinner.'

      'Oh I'd rather build up the anticipation,' I told her, kissing her back and sliding my tongue into her mouth. 'I'd like to eat dinner with you and kiss you on the settee while I imagine what you look like in black stockings and suspenders.' This apparently satisfied Katherine and we went into the kitchen.

      Dinner was excellent, my aunt had made a special effort and the chicken tagine was a dream, as was the queen of puddings, one of my favourites. And we didn't drink too much wine. 'I want to feel everything, tonight,' explained Katherine.

      In the front room after the meal we kissed and cuddled and explored each other without removing any clothing, though I did put my hand far enough up my aunt's dress to ascertain that she was wearing panties. Eventually I could keep her at bay no longer and we went up to her bedroom, me glancing at my watch as we went. Inside, she undressed me slowly, savouring the moment that each garment came off. My briefs were last and as my cock sprang free, she grabbed it and took it in her mouth, red lips closing over the swollen and purple glans. Then she released me.

      'Go and sit in the chair, Jack. Auntie's going to do a little strip for you.'

      There was a big old, upholstered chair in a corner of the room, part of an original three-piece suite. I sank into it and watched as Katherine stripped for me, slowly and seductively, slipping her dress down over her stockings, unhooking her bra and finally pulling down her panties to reveal her vulva, the labia puffed and open, shiny pink skin visible inside. Without a word, she came to me and knelt over me in the chair, lowering herself onto my prong, taking it easily, right in. Then, with a hand on each of the old chair's arms, she started rocking back and forth, fucking me slowly and rubbing her clit against my pelvis. I groaned in arousal and took one of her breasts in my hand, sucking the big nipple into my mouth, biting down gently. Katherine started rocking faster, her eyes unfocussed, her breathing ragged, and I knew she was approaching a climax. I bit down harder and she cried out as the orgasm swept through her, collapsing into my arms as it subsided.

      She was silent and motionless for a long time and I was beginning to wonder if she'd passed out, which would have been a problem, as she was a dead weight. But she raised her head and smiled slightly, as though infinitely weary.

      'You've done it again, Jack. Make me come like never before.' I forbore to mention that it was mainly what she'd done rather than me. 'Would you like to go on top of me now, darling?'

      I nodded and she climbed effortfully off and went over to the bed, where she lay down with her legs open and her feet pointing at the ceiling. I followed her onto the bed and penetrated her. She was very wet, like last time, and again I had difficulty feeling much sensation apart from a warm wetness. But I was still rock hard and I started fucking her with long, purposeful thrusts, confident that I wouldn't reach an orgasm anytime soon.

      It was about twenty minutes later that I heard the front door latch, mainly because I was listening out for it. Auntie was writhing beneath me, moaning and sobbing, her make-up a mess, so she heard nothing, right up to the point that the bedroom door burst open to reveal my mother, in a towering rage.

      'What in God's name is going on here?' she hissed, her face white.

      I sprang back from my aunt, who lay as if paralysed, unable to speak, her mouth opening and shutting like a fish.

      
        
      

      'Get some clothes on, the pair of you and get downstairs! I can't think straight at the moment so I'm going to walk around the block to try and clear my head. And when I get back,' she spat, as she left the room, 'we'll talk.'

      With mum gone, Aunt Katherine seemed to regain some of her senses. 'Oh Christ,' she said, looking at me. 'What a bloody mess. What the hell are we going to say?'

      'I suppose we can start with "sorry" but I don't think that's going to cut much ice.' I was pulling on my trousers and shirt. 'Let's just see what she's like when she gets back.'

      She put a dressing gown on and we went downstairs, Katherine looking as though she were on her way to her execution. We sat apart on the settee and waited for mum's return. An unpleasant twenty-five minutes during which we hardly spoke. There wasn't really much to say. My mother had caught her son fucking her sister.

      Eventually we heard the door again and after a while mum came into the front room.

      'We're really sorry, mum,' I began.

      'I don't want to hear it. Upstairs, both of you, to my bedroom.'

      Katherine and I glanced at each other as we left the front room and headed up the stairs. In my mother's bedroom we stood awkwardly as she followed us in and closed the door. I had some idea of the script for this evening's drama but even I was surprised at mum's next move. Unbuttoning and unzipping her skirt, she dropped it to the bedroom floor and then removed her panties.

      'Right,' she said, 'I don't suppose you've got around to telling my son what you and I have been up to for the past few weeks.' She didn't wait for an answer. This was all mum, the stern and resolute librarian. In fact it was mum turbocharged; there was no visible trace of the submissive Elizabeth. Sitting down in her bedroom chair she splayed her legs over the arms and looked at her sister. 'Well now you can show him. Get down and lick my cunt.'

      That word, coming from my mother's lips was probably as big a shock to Katherine as the order. She hesitated and mumbled something that might have been "no."

      
        'Now!' demanded mum and, as if in a dream, I watched as Katherine knelt on the carpet in front of the chair and lowered her head to her sister's sex. She was hesitant at first, aware, I suppose, of her unusual audience, lapping tentatively like a cat that doesn't fully trust the saucer of milk. Over the top of her head mum smiled at me and winked.

      'Come on, lick me! Get your tongue right into my snatch.' I'd never heard mum use that word before and probably neither had her sister. Katherine responded, pushing her tongue between mum's outer labia, into the pink wetness, gorging on the juices that were trickling down towards mum's rosebud. 'That's better. Now lick my clit.'

      Her sister mover her head up and took mum's clitoris in her mouth. It was clear she'd done this before, many times. Mum let Katherine lick and suck her clit for a few moments before she pushed her head away. She stood up and came over to the bed, where I was still kneeling. Lying down on her back, she opened her legs and looked at me. 'Right, it's your turn.'

      I feigned shock. 'What, you mean...?'

      'I mean come and fuck me. You're ok with fucking my sister, so why not me? It's still only incest. And my sister has had a great deal more cock than me in the course of her life. Now I want some. So get down here and fuck me.'

      I looked across at Katherine. 'What should I do?'

      My aunt was now sitting in the chair, her hand straying through her pubic bush, a finger teasing her lips apart. She looked very aroused. 'Do as she says, Jack.'

      So I did. Going down between my mother's legs I penetrated her, fully. She gasped and bucked her hips up towards me. 'Come on Jack, give it to me like you did to your aunt.'

      Mum and I had rehearsed this but I still found it difficult to play the part of naughty son compelled to fuck his mother in front of his aunt. It had a strong air of unreality. As I thrust in and out of my mother's cunt I looked over at Aunt Katherine. She was now openly masturbating, her eyes fixed on the bed where her nephew was fucking his mother. If I were going to come in my mum, as she'd insisted beforehand that I must, I needed to concentrate. So I blanked out the current scene and replayed some history. I remembered our first kiss and the tentative steps to the first time we made love. I visualised those videos where Elizabeth had masturbated and fingered her anus. I recalled the first time we'd tried bondage and that first, unbelievable, anal penetration. Best of all, I thought about the years that lay ahead of us and the exquisite erotica that we would indulge in.

      
        
      

      My imagination did the trick. 'I'm coming!' I gasped and shot my semen deep into my mother's vagina, while she lay underneath me and while her sister strummed her clitoris in the chair next to the bed, trying to reach her own climax. When the waves of pleasure had subsided, I climbed off my mother, playing out a post coital awkwardness that wasn't all pretence. But mum hadn't quite finished yet.

      'Now get down between my legs and lick Jack's spunk out of my cunt hole.' This was directed at Katherine. Mum hadn't mentioned any such finale and I was shocked and imagined that my aunt would refuse, but instead she scrambled onto the bed and buried her head between her sisters thighs, slurping up my discharge as it trickled out of her with every appearance of enjoyment.

      When she was done, mum opened her arms wide. 'Now come here, both of you.' Katherine and I lay down either side of her and she put an arm around each of us. 'Right then, where do we go from here?'

      Epilogue

      The question was a rhetorical one; Mum had worked out beforehand exactly where we were all going. After a decent interval, the mythical "Don" was dumped and mum announced that from now on she would be spending the whole of each weekend at my flat. There wasn't much that her sister could say to that. I don't believe she ever realised that mum and I had tricked her, and I never had sex with my aunt again, or at least haven't yet... And mum never speaks about what she and her sister get up to at her house during the week, though on the occasions when I come over to do odd jobs, and poke around upstairs, it's obvious that only one bed is being used.

      I live for the weekends. Elizabeth does the shopping on the Friday afternoon and has a meal prepared by the time I get back from the office. We spend the weekend making love, going for walks, eating, kissing, hugging, talking and exploring the outer reaches of our carnal desires.

      The events in this series of stories all happened more than five years ago. I'm finishing off writing this account an hour or so after Elizabeth has left my flat to go back to her house. We made love before she went and I can still smell her scents on my fingers. And taste them too.

      Elizabeth is sixty-seven now. She'll be sixty-eight in a few weeks. The sex between us is better than ever, but we are both aware that this can't go on forever. Maybe another five years? I'm glad that Katherine lives with my mum because now she'll always have company and they will support each other as they grow older and more frail. But there is a sadness about me too. I'm just thirty, and the love of my life has had a thirty-seven-year start on me. And when she is gone there will be long years left to me when I have only the memory of her sweetness, her vulnerability, her passion.

      THE END
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