
    
  
    
      
        
      

      The Bike Ride

      My mountain bike was upside down and in pieces round the back of the house and I was bent over it, my arms streaked with oil, making some odd adjustment or other when my mum breezed past me. I closed my eyes and waited for that delicious scent which I knew would inevitably follow in her wake, and...mmm, there it was. Don't ask me to name it, you don't give names to things which defy description. She held a basket of washing to her hip before putting it down onto the grass to prepare it for hanging.

      "Mum, we've got this thing called a spin dryer for that. Why are you giving yourself more work?"

      "Eddie, if you'd look up from that (I know she wanted to say 'bloody'...) bike of yours, you'll see what a glorious day it is. Believe me, there's nothing more satisfying than the smell of fresh washing drying out in the sun."

      I smiled and thought back onto that scent I'd just experienced as she'd passed by, but thought it wiser not to mention it.

      "D'you need some help?"

      "What?!? Look at you, you're filthy, I'd have to start all over again!"

      "Yeah, you're probably right. I'll be out of your hair in a bit though, I'm going to take the bike for a spin later and make sure there'll be no last problems."

      That's what I was doing. Myself and a couple of mates, we'd decided we wanted to do an epic bike ride after Uni. The original plan had obviously been to get into the Guinness Book of Records by trying something like biking the whole length of the American coastline, North AND South, but had rapidly adjusted our plans to a leisurely tour of Europe. We were all enthousiastic, but we knew we weren't athletes. So to prepare, we thought we'd do Wales over two or three days during the next week.

      Mum was standing there in a dream.

      
        She said, "You remember when your dad and I used to take the gang of you kids out on the train with our bikes to Hayfield and we'd ride around in the countryside and have a picnic and all the sheep would decide they wanted to share in the sandwiches as well?"

      She was giggling, my mum, just like a little girl.

      Of course I remembered it. My dad had taken photos of mum, in her sleeveless thin summer dress, trying to shoo away the sheep by wafting the bottom of her dress at them. We and the sheep thought this was kind of hilarious so she'd decided to up the ante and chase after them, only to come a cropper by tripping over a branch. Dad, in his infinite wisdom, had decided to preserve the moment for posterity by taking another picture before rushing over to help her up. What a picture. He couldn't have taken a better one if he'd posed her a thousand times over. The look of surprise in her eyes, her hand raised to push back the hair that had come loose over her face, the dress up around her thighs, showing just a glimpse of the white panties we knew she was wearing anyway (that summer dress had been very thin...) and that gorgeous expanse of leg..... I knew the picture by heart, and if for some reason I'd want reminding, I could always look at it again because after dad had died and mum and I had spent an evening going through heaps of old pics and feeling sentimental, we'd come across it.

      "Mum, why isn't this one in the album?" I smiled, holding it up to show her. She'd made a grab for it, laughing, and I of course, had snatched my hand away at the last moment.

      "Mmmm, now let's see, I remember this. Weren't you in a sheep-shearing contest or something?"

      "No, I was trying to swim to Hayfield but the grass was too tall, now gimme that..." And with that she snatched it away, smiled at it once more and replaced it in the heap. Of course it should go without saying that I later returned to the stash, took out the picture and scanned it into my computer before returning it. I really did want to have it as the background on my desktop, but instead, printed off an enlarged copy which I later hung together with the rearview of a lady playing tennis, with no knickers, on my dormroom wall.

      Many of my friends were impressed and very interested in who this 'cougar' was. So I took it down because I realised that one day mum might actually come for a visit and my mates would think I'd got the hots for my mum. It wasn't that. At least I don't think it was that. Oh no, I hoped it wasn't that. Was it that?

      I think she'd forgotten she was supposed to be hanging the washing, because she remained standing there, lost in thought, rooted to the spot, a cream pillowslip in her hands.

      
        "Mum, I've just had a great thought. We've still got your old bike in the shed. Let me do it up for you and we can go for a ride together?"

      She looked up, her train of thought broken.

      "What? What!? You kidding? I've not been on a bike for years.."

      "But you don't forget mum, it's like, umm, riding a bike... Look, I'll tell you what, let's have a look at it, give it the once-over, and if it's in any nick I'll fix it up, you can give it a run round the block and, I know! Tomorrow - tomorrow we'll go out to Hayfield like we used to, take a few sandwiches and we'll make a day of it..."

      Without waiting for an answer I strode off towards the shed where mum's bicycle might be. I say 'might' because over time we'd piled all those things like old chairs and appliances, especially after dad had passed away, into the back, and now I was confronted with a huge mound of – well, junk. But there at the bottom I could just make out part of a wheel. Hopefully the rest of the bicycle was there too, and after half an hour of moving stuff around I found that, indeed, it was.

      It was the perfect lady's bicycle - mudguards, no crossbar, handlebars that bent round towards you, with a bell, and a basket for carrying shopping – and flat tyres.....

      "See, it's no good, the tyres are perished. And anyway, didn't it used to be red?"

      It was now a deep pink, the colour having faded somewhat, but....

      "Leave it to me, it's no problem, it's Eddie to the rescue!"

      And with that I whipped the bike onto its back and got to work. There really wasn't much wrong that a few squirts of WD40 wouldn't solve, and I went over to the bicycle shop in town and replaced the tyres and inner-tubes with brand new ones.

      "Dadah..!"

      "Oh, I dunno, I..."

      
        "On you get."

      "Maybe I need training wheels..."

      "I'm holding it steady, on you get."

      With a comical grimace she took hold of the handlebars and stood astride the bike.

      "I'm holding it, now up you..."

      Before I'd finished, she plonked herself onto the saddle – well, more accurately, onto my hand holding the saddle.... Her bum was warm and soft on my hand, and I felt her cheeks press down on me alternately as she began, slowly at first, to pedal. If she felt my hand there, she didn't mention it.

      "Woohoo..!"

      She pedalled faster and my hand was left behind in empty space. For some reason I just stared at the hand.

      And then suddenly she was turning back towards me, not quite in a straight line, as she used one hand to hold down her skirt to protect her modesty. She headed directly for me and...

      "Whoa..!" I laughed as I grabbed the handlebars with both hands and ran backwards. "This thing's got brakes you know.."

      She was laughing so much as she came to a halt, and brushed her auburn hair back out of her eyes, lifting her face to the sunlight – wow, deja vu, she looked so lovely, the years slipped away from her.

      "Ummm, well?"

      "Yes. You know what? Yes! I need a change, I need a....yes, let's do it..."

      
        So it was decided. That evening we pored over maps together and looked at the train schedules, we packed sandwiches, we lay together shoulder to shoulder on the carpet, each with a glass of wine, making the final preparations. And then we were ready. We got up. Nothing to do but... I hugged her tightly and kissed her on the cheek.

      "Mum, we're going to have a great old time tomorrow. It's going to be fun."

      "Ooh," she smiling, "I've not been hugged like that for ages..."

      Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it wasn't.

      "Goodnight mum. Should I put the alarm?"

      "No I don't think so. I'm really looking forward to this now, I'll be wide awake with the birds."

      She kissed me on the cheek. "Goodnight Eddie."

      I lay awake in my bed that night going back over what had happened, enjoying again the feel of her bum on my hand, her rejuvenated face in the sunlight, the hug, her....

      "Wake up sleepyhead, the sun's up and you're not."

      One train and a local bus later, we were out into the winding lanes of the Peak District, the sun shining, the birds doing what birds do and, well, suddenly all seemed right with the world. We cycled easily, side-by-side most of the time because there was very little traffic except for the local stuff, and we both smiled idiotically at one another when we caught each other's glances. Occasionally I'd drop behind her in order to shield her from any car approaching from the rear, and then I'd look her over, my mum, just enjoying life, finally.

      Her shoulder-length hair was held back with a band, her shoulders almost bare with only the thin spaghetti straps of her flowery dress stretching over them. Underneath her dress she wore a strapless white bra. Just like last time, she'd chosen her dress 'so I don't sweat like a pig'. She'd said it would be a good opportunity to get a tan, since she wasn't one to just lie out in the back garden in a bikini. That was why she also rode bare-legged. Of course I noticed. And, it seemed, so did a group of other cyclists passing in the opposite direction, almost resulting in a couple of collisions. Apparently they also thought she looked hot.

      
        
      

      Coming over one of many rises, we saw the road stretch out in a straight line below us down into the valley. We were a bit tired after the climb (not so much me, after all I'd got so many more gears on my bike), and my mum was breathing heavily, making the front bodice of her dress swell with each intake of breath – but looking down the road we knew we'd be able to coast down it and pick up a bit of speed maybe to take us up over the next rise......We understood each other perfectly and pushed off together down the hill.

      Now city dwellers are blithely unaware of what goes on in nature, and for some reason they don't know that running water tends to take the easiest, usually the lowest course to flow along. Thus as we soared down the road at top speed, we suddenly became aware of a silvery glistening strip crossing our path at the bottom. We glanced nervously at one another and then with big grins, took our feet off the pedals, spread our legs and went surging through the ford. The water rose up in huge arcs around us, my mum's soaking me from head to toe and mine doing likewise to her.

      We came to a gasping, spluttering, shaggy-dog-shaking stop on the other side. We just looked one another over and burst out laughing. I knew I probably looked a sight, but my mum, she was like a drowned fish – a lovely doe-eyed drowned fish with the water droplets sparkling off her smooth skin, her hair flattened and dripping, and her dress... plastered to her body and amazingly transparent.

      She may as well have been wearing a sheer negligee for any good the dress did in covering her.

      Her...

      "Eddie..."

      bra showed the intricate little lace pattern adorning the top over which her bosom spilled.

      The areolas clearly defined under the stretched fabric. And further down....

      "Eddie...!"

      Her tiny panties taut over her mound, in the middle of which a groove...

      "EDDIE...!!"

      
        "Uh?"

      "Stop gawping like a ... look, we've got to dry ourselves off, so maybe now'll be a good time

      for those sandwiches? At least if they're not a soggy mess..."

      "Uh? Oh, yeah, let's, um, let's, um, let's... no, I wrapped 'em in greaseproof paper..."

      There was a gap in the hedge by the side of the lane, so we wheeled our bikes through it, mum first and, oh God, the view from the back! The tiny white triangle of panty bounced and bobbed as we made our way through the gap and into the field. There were a couple of trees hanging over what had opened out into a lively brook, so we made our way over to the bank.

      "We've got to dry off. Put the blanket down over there in the sun and take your shirt and pants off. It's nice and warm but we'll be shivering if we stay in these wet things."

      And with that, she laid the bicycle to one side, crossed her arms and pulled the dress over her head.

      I opened the blanket out and stood back up. I undid my belt, unzipped my shorts and dropped them to the ground. I took my T-shirt in both hands and drew it up over my chest. I managed to extricate my head from the neck of my shirt to find my mum staring at me in the way I imagine I'd been staring at her just a few moments earlier, her gaze focussing on my boxers where...uhuh....

      "Er, the sandwiches, I think I've got them in one of my bags, but you've got the thermos with the coffee and... mum?"

      "Oh, the thermos, sure, let's see now..."

      And with that she busied herself preparing our picnic, seemingly very intent on the design of the plastic plates.

      The preparations took only a few minutes, but that was sufficient time for mum to gather herself together and face me, kneeling upright on the blanket.

      
        "Eddie, I... Eddie..." She had a small smile on her face which expanded into a broad grin.

      "We're a right couple of wassocks, aren't we? I, haha, back there, I really wanted to jam on the brakes but, I don't know, I just couldn't... I could see it coming towards me like in slow motion and... whoosh..!" She flung up her arms and spread her fingers and "Spladoosh! Wurgh! All over me...!" Her fingers spiralled down over her body, "But you, you looked so shocked... Like you were asking yourself 'what the hell just happened to me?' But you weren't getting any answers. Oh, haaaaahaaahaaa...!!" She rolled on her back convulsed in laughter, clutching her stomach, "It was sooo funny..!" The epitome of 'rotflmao'....

      But she'd broken the tension. We laughed and chatted easily as we downed the coffee and sandwiches, and after that we lay back on the blanket in the sun and let it bake us dry.

      Maybe I fell asleep to the droning of the bees and flies, but my nose tickled and - I opened my eyes. Mum was crouched over me with a long blade of grass which she was now using to caress my cheek. She replaced it with a kiss, her breast squeezing up against my bare chest as she did so.

      "Come on, we've got places to see, nooks and crannies to explore..." She looked like she was considering what she'd just said but then shrugged and bent over to pick up her dress, her bum cheeks seeming to give me a little wave in so doing ...

      "Why don't you leave your shirt off, Eddie? You've got a great body and I noticed you can do with a little sun. I mean, you know, all that studying..." Had my mum been sussing me out while I dozed?

      But I did as she said and stuffed my shirt into one of the side bags.

      Then we were off again, and it was getting to middle afternoon, though I wished I could have halted time on this day and played it over and over.

      Mum now seemed to be in her element, and started swinging her bike from left to right, singing along to herself, something about raindrops falling on her head. I was easily pedalling behind her, savouring the pleasures of being her spectator, when a deep roar emerged from round the bend. A flash of racing green suddenly appeared in the middle of the road just as mum's swing also took her into the middle.

      It was a confused second. The sportscar swerved frantically to the side, mum swerved as well, losing control of the bike and careening off the side of the road. The driver didn't stop. I watched the taillights of the car disappear over the hill with an added burst of acceleration, then turned back to where mum had disappeared. Mum? I couldn't see her. I could only see the rear wheel of her bike on its side turning lazily, but where was mum?? I frantically dropped my own bike and raced over to the edge. There she was, sprawled in the ditch, arms and legs at all angles. I shimmied quickly down to her, tears already beginning to swim in front of my eyes. I took her head as gently as possible into my arms and wiped away the hair and blood and brought my face close to hers.

      "Mum! Mum! ... oh God, mum...!"

      Her eyes flickered open and she seemed to look in all directions at once before focussing on me.

      "Wha... wh....?"

      She brought up a scraped hand to my face and tried to wipe away the tears which were now freely flowing down my cheeks. Then she lifted her other arm around the back of my head and pulled me down to her chest.

      "What the fuck just happened?"

      "A car... fucking idiot didn't stop.... the bastard.... you're OK now... you OK? Jeez. Hold on, don't move..."

      "I don't think I can."

      I scrambled back up to my bike and took out the first-aid pack I'd thought to bring along and then scrambled back down to her.

      She was rubbing the side of her head.

      "Don't move. Look, mum, we've got to see what condition you're in, so just don't move, OK?"

      "OK boss.... be gentle..." She closed her eyes, but I knew she might have concussion so I couldn't let her lose consciousness. I slapped her a couple of times on the cheek.

      "Stay with me, all right? Stay with me. I need you awake.."

      
        
      

      "Ow, that hurt...."

      "I'm going to look you over, see what the damage is.."

      Did I see her actually smile when I said that?

      But now I was totally concentrating on the job at hand. The blood turned out to be mostly superficial, from her right leg and arm. I had her move all her joints. I pressed into her back and into her stomach and asked her did it hurt? could she feel what I was doing? was there pain here? there? her ribs maybe? Only her ankle. It wasn't broken, but she'd twisted it. I sat back.

      "I think you can try and sit up now."

      "Thanks, doc."

      "Look, there's another stream back there. Thank heavens we're in the Peak District, they seem to have streams all over the show. I'm going to bring some water and get you cleaned up a bit and we'll get some iodine on those scrapes.."

      I went to get the thermos from her pack, but the glass inside had splintered in the crash. So I took a couple of plastic cups. When I got back she was still sitting in the ditch but she'd taken her dress off and was examining herself, trying to look under her arm and behind her.

      "Let me do that."

      I didn't think twice and unhooked her bra and pulled the side of her panties down over her hip. There was a long scrape down the side of her body. I went to work with my T-shirt which I used as a towel to wipe her clean, and then dabbed iodine into the injuries with cotton wool. As I worked, my eyes were drawn to her breasts. She wasn't covering them and I was surprised at how firm they seemed to be, very little sag, and the nipples, pointing...maybe she was cold? shock, maybe?

      I looked up. She was watching my face. She was smiling.

      "Come here."

      
        
      

      She held out her arms and I fell into them, my face pressed up against her breast, her nipple oh so close to my mouth - I could stick out my tongue.... She kissed the top of my head. I kissed her breast.

      I lifted my head away from her and we both looked into one another's eyes, then fell back into a tight hug. We stayed like that for a minute or so, and then reason prevailed. Mum, all business, said,

      "I'm going to try and stand now but you might have to catch me if I fall..."

      With that, using my shoulder as a crutch, she levered herself up and tried to put her weight on both legs. She immediately lifted her right foot off the ground.

      "Ow, no, it's too sore. What can we do?"

      It was a strange sight. She was leaning there against my shoulder wearing only her panties, and even they had been lowered at one side so that I could tend to her.

      She was looking at me enquiringly. I was looking into her face, but my mind was taking in her lovely body.

      A light flashed on in my head.

      "Your bra - give me your bra, it's elasticated, so we'll wrap it round your ankle a few times to keep it in place just like an elastic bandage!"

      "You are a genius."

      She sat back and lifted her leg gingerly onto my lap. I got to work wrapping the bra around the ankle, very conscious of the fact that if I raised my eyes I would have a view right up into the crotch of her panties...

      "Maybe we should use my panties to tie it in place?"

      I looked up into her smiling face.

      
        "No, it'll be fine, it's got the hooks and clasp that you normally use for fastening it.... good idea though.."

      I looked up at her, smiling.

      "There, that should do it. But you might have trouble putting your shoe on."

      "If I don't tie the laces it should be OK...."

      She stood up again, and remained standing.

      "I'm suddenly aware that I'm almost completely naked."

      "Yes."

      "Does it bother you?"

      "No. How could it? You're totally beautiful..."

      She seemed to consider this, and then said,

      "Well other people might not see it that way, especially as I'm going to have to put that ripped dress back on without my bra. People will think I've been raped. And these things are going to make a pretty sight.."

      She looked down at her breasts and cupped the two of them from underneath and lifted them. Then she brushed a blade of grass off one of them - it was such a natural action and I was hooked.

      "You can wear my T-shirt over the dress if you like.."

      "We'll see, but for now let's see what our situation is?"

      
        "How do you mean?"

      "How's my bike?"

      "Oh, that."

      It didn't take more than a single glance to know that the bike wouldn't be going anywhere soon - the front wheel was completely buckled and the front fork was also bent out of shape.

      "Mmm, do you remember singing 'Raindrops Keep Falling On My Head' just before the crash?"

      "No.."

      "Well I think we're going to have to do the modern version of the bike scene from that movie - I'm going to have to carry you sidesaddle..."

      "Oh..."

      We transferred all her stuff over to my bike and I sat astride it, ready to take her on board.

      "Your transport awaits, Madam..."

      "Oh, how do I..?"

      She tried to mount the bicycle from the front, but I stopped her, turned her round, circled her with my arms and heaved her up onto the crossbar, my arms clasped together underneath her breasts.

      "Wow, ooh, you're so strong..."

      She put both her hands onto the middle of the handlebar and I pushed us off, my nose taking in the scent of her hair as it blew back into my face. I took one hand off the handlebar and brushed her hair to one side so it wouldn't obscure my vision.

      
        "Oh, sorry, let me do that..."

      She took one of her hands off the bar to hold her hair close to her neck. The bike wobbled slightly but righted itself. I didn't return my hand to the handlebar, but, instead, wrapped it around mum's stomach. I could feel her breathing as the air went in and out. She leaned back into me.

      "Raindrops keep..."

      "...falling on my head"

      "and just like a....wassock?"

      "like a guy whose..."

      "Well you know the movie, I don't....."

      "Well only from the TV, I didn't see the original......"

      And so it was that, half an hour or so later, we rode into a small village. I left the bike with my mum inside a bus shelter and strode up its only street to the general supermarket. It had small amounts of everything. I received a bit of an odd look from the middle-aged woman behind the counter as I bought the bra and a packet of panties and a blouse and skirt which I thought might fit mum, and also more cotton wool and bandages as an afterthought, but otherwise I returned to her without incident.

      "Here you go, try these for size.."

      "Well, not exactly my style but I'll reward your bravery for buying them..."

      I stood on the outside of the shelter to protect her from any prying eyes as she, first, pulled on the skirt under her dress. Then she lifted the skirt from the back and whipped off her panties and placed them in my hand. They were warm.

      I'd bought her a box of three...

      
        
      

      "Ruby red, virginal white or, mmm, sexy black, all of them ever so slightly transparent..?"

      "You've seen me in white, so let's go for the black?"

      "Wise choice Madam. You have something planned for the evening?"

      I wished I could have taken that back, but mum only laughed.

      "Ha, if only..."

      The bra was a different proposition. She had to take her dress off to put it on. She could have turned her back to me but she didn't. Her breasts jiggled as she played with the straps and put her arms behind her to fasten it.

      "Let me..."

      And she did, She turned round and lifted her hair so it wouldn't get caught, and I fastened the bra for her.

      "Mmmm, Eddie, it's a perfect fit. How did you know my size?"

      "Oh, er, ... now the blouse?"

      I took the blouse out of the bag and silently put her arm through one of the sleeves, then the other, and then I fastened it for her at the front, the backs of my fingers resting against her bosom.

      "There you are - a real schoolma'am ...."

      "You need a good spanking."

      
        It was now getting fairly late. The accident had set us back quite a bit and I wasn't really sure how we should make our way home from here since we'd deviated from our original route and, of course, I'd left our maps in a side pocket of mum's bag on her old bike.

      We could either become hysterically frantic or we could say 'c'est la vie'. We chose the latter. We didn't get back on the bike - or rather, I didn't get back on the bike. We rolled along the main street of the village, with mum sitting on it and me pushing it along with one hand, while my other hand was holding onto mum's on the handlebar.

      There was a pub. A pub! The village pub. I stopped pushing.

      "Mum, I'm sorry, look, let's have a short rest and a drink and a meal here. It's probably a bit late for a bus to anywhere, and anyway we've got to sort you out properly and get your injuries looked at. And then there's your bike... and any bus that might come along probably won't have room for my bike. So what do you say? "

      "I say that you're in charge, love..."

      'love'..? It was a familiar friendly expression around our parts, but still, to hear her say it....

      We parked the bike by the front entrance and went through into a large, wooden-panelled lounge, my mum leaning on me for support.

      Behind the bar, a friendly barmaid's face looked up and then clouded over as she saw my mum was having a few difficulties.

      "You alright there, love? (I told you...) You need any help?"

      "No, we're fine thanks, just got our bikes tangled further back down the road but we're OK."

      Having ascertained that there was no need for concern, she came over to our table to wipe it clean and ask us what we wanted to drink. I needed a good beer and mum asked for wine. What she really wanted, she said, was a triple Scotch, but had second thoughts about the effects of excess alcohol after her mishap. They also had a good menu, so we ordered a hearty meal.

      "And do you do rooms? Is there a room for the night?"

      
        
      

      There, I'd said it.

      I glanced over to mum who had her eyes lowered, and then back at the beaming face of the barmaid who said it must be our lucky day because someone had just cancelled.

      I then returned my gaze to mum who put her hand over mine and just smiled to the girl, "That's really lovely, thanks."

      So we ate and we chatted and we drank. The pub started to fill up. I even recognised the cashier from the supermarket, probably dropping in for a tipple before returning to yet another night in front of the telly. She looked twice at me, and then at mum and then turned to whisper something to her mate who glanced over at us and laughed.

      Then suddenly the barmaid had a spare moment for us and asked if we'd like to see the room. I accompanied her upstairs, since it would be an effort for mum, and I wanted to minimise any weight on her leg. Hey, it was cosy and like something out of a couple of centuries earlier, a huge high bed with a thick eiderdown, and a half-timbered ceiling. I looked under the bed for the chamberpot and the barmaid laughed.

      "Contrary to first impressions, we do have all mod-cons, even wifi...! Will you need any help bringing your wife upstairs?"

      She looked at me enquiringly, without a hint of malice.

      "Oh, no...no.... it's part of the marriage contract that I do all the heavy lifting..."

      She laughed, gave me the key and wished us a very pleasant stay.

      Back down in the bar, mum glanced over to me, one eyebrow raised.

      "Well? comfy?"

      "Yeah, very cosy indeed mum, er, I mean...oh, there's just one thing - I can't call you 'mum' anymore..."

      
        
      

      "Oh, why's that?"

      "Umm, 'cause apparently we're married..?"

      "Me? To you? Us?"

      I nodded.

      She looked into space for a moment, one of those dramatic moments where it could have gone either way, then turned to me, reached over and placed her hand in mine. Her face was deadly serious.

      "Do you promise to love, honour and obey, in sickness...?"

      "I think I've shown you I can do the sickness bit..."

      "True. What about the other bits?"

      "Look, we're only just married..." a smile. "Let me get used to it first..."

      "Alright then, let's have a look at the marital suite then, shall we?"

      She placed both hands on the table and levered herself upright. The barmaid smiled at us as we hobbled out of the lounge and into the stairwell. I looked up. A lot of stairs. I took a deep breath and scooped mum up into my arms, her arm over my shoulder and her laceless shoe dangling off her foot. The first effort was not a success. The stairs were quite narrow.

      "I think people were thinner in the Eighteenth Century." She put both arms round my shoulders.

      I let her down gently, then said, "Fine, in that case there's nothing else for it."

      
        And with that, I bent down, grabbed her by the wrist, pulled her arm across my back and hoisted her over my shoulder, a fireman's lift. She let out a shriek and then a laugh, or more of a cackle. Then she slapped me on the ass.

      "Giddy-up..."

      The door into the lounge was of ordinary glass, and as I started to carry her upstairs, the sound of muted laughter rose behind me. Did my 'wife' actually wave to her audience..?

      Upstairs, I'd left the room unlocked, so I used my elbow to turn the handle, and then...

      "Over the threshold..."

      I whacked her one on the bum, staggered into the room and threw her onto the bed. She almost disappeared into the softness of it.

      I threw myself down beside her.

      We looked at one another and started laughing. Then...

      "It's been a strange day, unusual..." she whispered.

      "The day's not over yet..." I whispered back.

      Why were we whispering? Because it was such an intimate moment, lying there, her nose almost touching mine...

      "There's more? They poisoned the wine..?"

      Giggles... and as we laughed our noses touched. I rubbed my nose back and forth across hers a few times....

      "Eskimo..."

      
        
      

      "You cold?"

      I heaved the eiderdown over us and we were enclosed in its cocoon.....

      It was dark. I rubbed up to her nose again. Then my hand followed and my index finger traced the contour of her nose down towards her mouth, around her lips...then between her lips...and she was licking it while I was kissing her nose....then I added a couple more fingers and she was licking them too, taking them into her mouth... she had one hand under my T-shirt, fingers splayed circling my nipples.....then I replaced my fingers with my lips...and my tongue licked hers...and then each tongue was swirling around in the other's mouth...my arms were around her, hers around me ...we were trying to become one person.... we were blind using only our sense of touch..... a lot of fumbling ..some tearing.... A belt being yanked open...some buttons popping... a bra lifted up over those soft mountains... a skirt, down the legs, the unmistakable sound of a zip, a warm hand inside my pants ....then both her panties and my boxers were round our ankles.... We came up for air.

      And dove back under again.

      I cupped the cheeks of her bum wondering at its smoothness...my mouth and teeth and tongue on her shoulder her neck her breasts...her one hand up and down my back as far as my butt...the other one grasping my dick...then we were madly exploring this new landscape from all angles... our positions became inverted and I found my face up against her prickly mound.. my tongue delved into the slit just as a warm hot wet sensation engulfed me below as my member was drawn into the chasm of her mouth....she was swallowing me whole and squirming as my tongue sought out the most sensitive area of her cunt, my hand on her bum pressing the cheeks inward and outward... I made my tongue erect and pushed it in and out with increasing speed, just as she was doing to my dick..... she whimpered and shook...I tensed and felt the surge of my cum, oh so much cum, into her mouth ...and still my tongue was going in and out of her like a jackhammer and my face became flooded with her juices....

      Then we were suddenly gentle with one another, licking one another, exploring one another's body with kisses and licks... on our bellies, on our bums, on our necks...and finally our mouths were kissing again, her juices mixing with my cum.....

      I threw the eiderdown off the bed – I had to feast on this in all its splendour.

      She lay there wantonly open to my eyes as I knelt between her legs, her arms raised as in surrender, her legs open, her eyes watching me. As I lowered my gaze to the parting of her legs, she slowly moved them further apart as though she was doing the splits in slow-motion. I looked back up into her face and she was staring at me intently. Then an almost imperceptible nod.

      "And obey....."

      She reached up and took hold of my shaft, the very action producing an instant reaction, and guided it down towards her waiting cunt. It slipped in to the already lubricated hole so easily and glided right up to the hilt. And then I slowly withdrew almost to the tip, supporting myself on my hands, before plunging back in, watching her mouth open and her face register both shock and joy. Then her feet were locked behind me, her arms at my neck, pulling me down. We fucked like there was no tomorrow, our sweaty bodies sliding against each other. I didn't know if her cries were from my actions or from her wounds – but neither of us could have stopped anyway. I lifted her up with her legs still round my waist and held her against the wall, pummelling her into it. She held my shoulders back and we both watched in ecstasy as my cock drove in and out of her, in and out and it was a blur as we came in unison. I held her tightly there against the wall, her legs still round me, kissing every inch of flesh I could reach with my mouth and tongue. Then I carried her back to the bed, with her wiping the sweat out of my eyes.

      We lay on the bed, my head resting on her stomach, my fingers drawing lazy circles round her nipples, which reacted by standing proudly. I whispered,

      "I've always thought you were one of the sexiest people on the planet."

      "What?"

      Out loud,

      "I'VE ALWAYS THOUGHT YOU WERE ONE OF THE SEXIEST PEOPLE ON THE PLANET."

      "I know."

      "You know? How can you know?"

      Well, you remember that photo your dad took of me that time at Hayfield, where I'd fallen over? We'd both been looking at it..."

      
        "Yessss..."

      " well that night after you'd gone up to bed, I took it out again..."

      "Yesss...?"

      " And it had been misplaced – I'd put it back with the others from that trip, but when I came to look at it again, it was underneath a picture of your granddad wearing his war medals..."

      "Oh.."

      "I didn't think too much of it, but then later I had to go and visit your Aunt Jessie who was ill and lived not far from the Uni. When I came from her place, I thought I'd surprise you and we'd go for a coffee in the refectory...."

      "Aha...?"

      "I asked one of the students where your dorm room was and he took me all the way there. He was very nice..."

      "I'll bet.."

      "Anyway I knocked but you weren't there. The room was open so I walked right in and I saw myself in this huge poster...."

      "I..I..."

      "I didn't want to embarrass you so I turned round and left."

      "You're angry..."

      "Angry? Why on earth should I be angry? It's not everyone gets to be a Poster Girl, haha..."

      
        There was a light tap at the door. I quickly grabbed my boxers and stumbled as I drew them on. I took my T-shirt and threw it over my head. It was inside-out. Mum was giggling.

      I opened the door a notch. It was the barmaid.

      "Hi, I'm sorry to bother you, but we're just closing up downstairs in the pub. Your bike is still out the front with a couple of bags attached. I thought you might need them? You can put the bike round the back if you want to..."

      "Oh, yeah, thanks, I'll see to it right away, thanks..."

      Her smile was wider than before as she walked away.

      I righted my clothes, pulled on my pants, gave mum a kiss on her left nipple and went down to retrieve the bags.

      Most of the rest of the night was spent with me changing the dressings on mum's injuries, for which she had some novel ways of rewarding me.

      Then we were screwing again.

      During one of our breaks, she turned to me and said,

      "Eddie?"

      "Mmm...?"

      "You know you're going to have to go back to that supermarket again and buy me some new clothes?"

      She held up a torn blouse and skirt.

      "The cashier should like that..."

      
        
      

      "And Eddie..?"

      "Mmm...?"

      "You're going to have to start calling me 'Sue'...."

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Runway

      "Alison, have you seen my light blue shirt? You know, the silky one that I wear for more formal occasions..?"

      My mum barely dragged her eyes away from the news on the TV.

      "I ironed it yesterday. It's hanging in the wardrobe next to your best suit."

      "And my dark-blue tie..?"

      "Where you hung it yourself after you wore it last time, inside the wardrobe door..."

      Apparently the subject of Value Added Tax was far more compelling to Mum than any of Dad's clothing dilemmas.

      "I want to set them out for tomorrow... "

      "OK."

      Mum flicked the channel, but with the sound down to a minimum. She was even engrossed in the commercials.

      I was sitting across the lounge, watching the familiar routine of my parents play itself out. Next, my father would ask a variation of

      "So we eating anything good tonight?"

      He did.

      At this point, though, the routine seemed to veer off course slightly.

      
        Mum stood up quietly, left the lounge, walked through the kitchen and out the back door into the garden where she stood with her arms folded. I could see this through the window from my position at the dining table, but dad couldn't.

      I put down the book I was reading and followed Mum outside.

      I put my arm around her.

      We didn't say anything. We just stood there.

      "It's so... grrr... I wish..." Mum's hands were held out like claws.

      "Sometimes, just sometimes I want to..." She mimed throttling someone.

      "Can I help?"

      Mum was about six inches shorter than me, She turned and looked up at me and patted my chest.

      "Nick, you're not Superman. You can't solve everything."

      I'm in Clark Kent mode - just without the specs..."

      A smile.

      "It's my problem and I've got to solve it. You don't need to worry your head about it."

      "Is it money? I thought we were fairly well off, Dad being a lecturer and all, but if you want me to get a job to help out between term times I can do that..."

      "No. You know we don't need the money. I mean, you know we let you use the money from your last job to buy that, um, classic car.."

      
        "You mean piece of junk.."

      "... piece of junk out on the front drive." She actually laughed.

      "You don't know what classic is. Look at your car, you've got that mass-produced, shiny status symbol.."

      "... which never breaks down..."

      "which never breaks down. BUT which takes you half an hour to find in the parking lot... "

      "True..." She rested her head on my shoulder.

      She sighed. "Do you know what I wanted to do after college?"

      "If you're like me you probably wanted to take a gap year and hike around some mountain ranges.."

      "That's what you want to do?"

      "Sure. Haven't you seen all those National Geographics in my cupboard?"

      "I thought that was because you liked looking at a native lady's breasts..."

      "Well yeah, that too, but in the mountains you can see them up real close..."

      Mum punched me gently.

      "Me, I wanted to go round all the museums and art galleries of Europe and sit and waste hours in front of the masterpieces."

      I turned and stared at her, the surprise evident in my face.

      
        "You didn't know I was into art?"

      "No. But now I do know, I think you'd be better on the other side of the canvas."

      "How do you mean?"

      "As the model of course - 'The Rokeby Venus', modern-style. 'Modigliani's Mistress'...

      "I'd need a longer neck.."

      "Mum. I know I shouldn't say this, 'cause you're my mum, but when you walk down the street, men walk into lampposts - I've seen it with my own eyes..."

      She laughed and rested her head into my arm.

      "No, Nick, that's long gone. But I don't know, I get myself into this rut sometimes and I don't seem to be able to get myself out...I really think I need to be shocked out of it. Any ideas?"

      "Maybe every time I see you moping around I should bring out the taser...?"

      "No, silly." A weak smile. "I just mean that...oh, I dunno, never mind."

      We went back inside.

      Mum stayed in the kitchen, the sounds of cupboard doors banging and various objects being slammed onto the table with greater force than usual.

      I went through into the lounge where dad had apparently sorted out his wardrobe problems and was now ensconced in his armchair.

      I glanced over at him. He suddenly seemed a lot older than usual - not just that he was so set in his ways, sitting now in his favourite armchair, his favourite classical music playing in the background, deep in a book by his favourite author, wearing his favourite slippers, but he looked old - balding, jowly, a paunch. It suddenly dawned on me that at nineteen, I was closer in age to my mum than my dad was. Was that the problem? That while I was now looking forward to life's challenges, at the same age Mum had been knocked up by her charismatic married college teacher and had the weight of me slung round her neck for the rest of her beautiful life?

      I suddenly felt so guilty - in a way I felt that I was the one responsible for my mum being so down.

      Oh, this was heavy.

      I had to think about this. I paced. I crept into my little nook of memories, of things we'd done together. I remembered though that she'd always had a bright smile when I was around. The anger had seemed to manifest itself afterwards, behind the parental bedroom door, with things occasionally boiling over so that Mum would later come into my bedroom softly and on tiptoe to check that I hadn't woken up. She would sit on the side of the bed and I would sense she was watching me. After a while she would bend over and kiss me and I would inhale her beautiful scent and feel the drop of a tear as it spilled onto my cheek. At that moment I would feign waking up and Mum would hug me while surreptitiously wiping the tear away.

      "Mum?"

      "Shush. You were dreaming and called out. You must have had a bad dream. Go back to sleep now."

      With that, she had hugged me and her soft body pressed up against me before she laid me back into the bed and made sure I was tucked in tight. Another scented kiss and she was gone.

      Alright then.

      I found my backpack and went around throwing a few things into it before picking up my car keys and breezing jauntily into the kitchen.

      " Stop what you're doing, take off your apron, put whatever it is you're cooking to the side, put down that knife - especially put down that knife - and come with me. No ifs, no buts. You said you want to be jolted out of your, what was it?"

      "Misery?"

      
        "Misery. Misery? That bad huh?"

      "Well, not just at the moment..."

      "Anyway I think I've got a solution"

      "But..."

      "Now what did I just tell you about those 'buts'?"

      I took her gently by the forearm and led her out and past dad.

      "Dad, we're just off out for a bit. I need Mum to help me choose some things for my digs at Uni to impress the girls, and she's a girl, she'll know what makes 'em swoon."

      We didn't wait for dad's mumbled response as I guided Mum out the front door to my car standing in the drive. As I released her arm she turned to look at me quizzically with the hint of a smile at the corners of her lips.

      "If you're kidnapping me you could have at least let me get changed first..."

      I stood back and looked her up and down, one hand on my chin.

      "Umm. No. I wouldn't change a thing. You're beautiful."

      She was. She stood with her hair slightly awry, in a loose fitting blouse, pleated skirt which swayed teasingly as she walked, pantyhose (I guessed) and two inch heels. Not exactly set up for a night on the town, but, then, we weren't going for a night on the town...

      "Wherever it is, why don't we take our car?"

      
        "Nope. You are about to enter another world, and for that you have to have the right equipment - and Molly, God bless her," I fondly patted my ancient, two litre, leather bench-seated Vanguard. "is just the girl to see us through."

      We climbed in and Mum let out a sigh as she sank back into the leather upholstery of the front seat, caressing it.

      "Wow, this is sooo comfortable...! I could lose myself in this! If I'd known your car was this comfy I'd have let you take me everywhere in it.."

      "Well you'd have had to share the petrol costs then. She guzzles fuel like there's no tomorrow."

      I slipped a disc into the player and soft music wafted out.

      "Mmmm, you're not one for the Heavy Metal then?"

      "I felt the occasion requires something more laid back, more romantic..."

      "Smooth. You're a charmer. A smoothie."

      She was sitting half-turned to me, looking at my profile as I slipped Molly into gear and we set off down the road.

      "What?"

      "I was just thinking. I said you're a charmer but looking at you now in profile, well...you are, you really are... " She reached across with her arm and brushed my cheek. " You're handsome and you're bright...some girl's going to be so lucky..."

      "Stop it!" I laughed. "You're gonna make my ego burst and then I'll die and you'll be left to wipe it all up off the seats..."

      I turned and looked across at her.

      
        "If I'm all those things then it's down to you. I'm a reflection of you."

      "Without the tits."

      My mouth burst wide open with a mixture of shock and hilarity. Had my mum just said 'tits'..?

      She was now sitting facing me, observing me, resting her head into the one hand with the top of her arm stretched across the back of the seat and one knee brought up onto it.

      I looked again and then back at the road.

      "Will you stop doing that?"

      "What?"

      "Watching me. I can't concentrate on the road. You're unnerving me."

      "Oh, so I can still have that effect on men then?"

      "You know you could have any man you want, including me.."

      Umm. I thought that one over momentarily and hoped Mum hadn't picked up on it.

      She scooted over to my side and put an arm through mine and rested her head on my shoulder, the scent of her hair making deep inroads into my concentration.

      "OK, now you can't see me. Keep your eyes on the road. Where are we going, anyway?"

      "I can't tell you that. I might have to blindfold you. In fact... I think I will."

      "What?!?"

      
        I pulled the car over to the side of the road and reached over the seat to take out my backpack.

      "What do you mean?"

      "Do you trust me? I mean, really, really trust me?"

      "You're taking me to a drug den where I'll overdose and be gangbanged?"

      "No."

      What were these things my mum was coming out with?

      "You're going to pimp me out on a street corner?"

      "Mum, No..!!"

      "Good, 'cause I don't think I'm really dressed for it..."

      "Look, Mum, it's not too far but I want it to be a surprise."

      "Then I trust you."

      "Fine. I'm going to blindfold you with this."

      I'd taken out a scented red silk scarf.

      "That's my scarf."

      "So you won't object to wearing it then, will you? Just not in the way you usually do." I added with a smile.

      
        Mum gave a pseudo resigned puff of her cheeks and leant in towards me, closing her eyes. It was a strange moment. She was so close and I could admire her without her seeing. Her auburn hair falling over one eye, eyes with gorgeously long lashes, while at the other side her hair was pulled back behind her ear, a small encrusted ring dangling from the lobe. Her long and oh-so-smooth neck stretched down towards her chest which was now thrusting forward as she leaned over, the opening of her blouse exposing the creamy tops of her bosom and the frilly edge of her white bra.

      I was sitting there, hypnotized by this view, when Mum said gently,

      "I thought you were going to blindfold me?"

      I glanced up and she had opened her eyes and was smiling.

      "If you're going to do it, do it...", and she closed her eyes again, leant further forward and kissed me on the lips. I kissed her back and then pulled away.

      "Here we go. This time then... " I folded the scarf over a few times and brought it round her eyes to the back of her head and made it secure.

      "Mmm, I can't see a thing. You still there?"

      She lifted her arms with fingers outstretched, like a blind person, feeling her way. She felt around my face.

      "Aha..."

      One hand traced patterns around my eyes, down my nose, around my mouth, between my lips. I sucked on her fingers.

      The other hand had inserted itself beneath my T-shirt and its fingers were toying with the hairs on my chest before the nails smoothly stroked across my nipples.

      "Well there's some hulk in front of me. Tasty..."

      
        She pulled her hands away and held her wrists together.

      "You want to tie me up as well?", smiling.

      At that point I do believe I would have loved that more than anything, to have her completely in my power and be able to explore...

      "If you get really stroppy I'll think about it but, no, I don't want you hogtied. We might have to move quickly when we get to where we're going..."

      "Now I'm really intrigued...you mean I'll have to dive out of the sinking ship and swim to shore..?"

      "Not quite. Oh, but one other thing. We can't have you sitting upright and blindfolded like that while I'm driving down the road. They'll take me, lock me in a cell and throw away the key..."

      "If they do, I promise I'll come and visit. I'll even bring the hacksaw."

      "You'd do that for me?"

      "You kidding? I'd hide it in a sheath down my inside leg inside my stocking. They wouldn't dare look there. Then I'd persuade the guard to let me in for a visit."

      "How would you do that?

      "We women have our ways," she winked, "... then we'd escape together and go on the lam..."

      "Wouldn't a horse be quicker?"

      "What? Oh... haha, good one... So, you want me to duck down?"

      "Yeah, that'd be.."

      
        But she'd already turned her body away from the dashboard, ducking her head under my arms into my lap and lifting her legs so she was stretching the length of the seat. This action pressed her nose and mouth into my crotch area, while her skirt had fallen away from her thighs as she now drew up her legs towards her stomach. She was wearing white panties, tight white panties which stretched over the crease of her bum. Her finger prodded my belly.

      "I'm ready.."

      I was confused for a moment as to what she meant by that because my thoughts were probably on a different set of lines - hell, they'd jumped the rails and were off in all directions...

      "So am I..."

      We set off again. Mum couldn't wear a seat belt of course, and so with one arm I held her in to me so she wouldn't roll off the seat. I didn't really have to hold her by the bum, but it seemed, well, the safest thing to do...

      The ride was cozy, and the music calming, but every little jolt of the suspension seemed to dig Mum's face deeper into my crotch - and my cock was beginning to enjoy this immensely.

      We hadn't spoken for about five minutes, and I think that was mostly because we were both paying absolute attention to what was happening downstairs. By now my cock was totally rigid and there was no way Mum couldn't have known - in fact she even seemed to be using it as some kind of pillow to rest her head against... her free hand was in the gap between my shirt and my jeans belt, but when she lifted her head to ask whether we were almost there, she moved that hand onto my cock to push herself up. I pushed her head back down again but she left her hand in place.

      And so we rode on, me occasionally adjusting myself slightly to get more comfortable (impossible..) and Mum's hand never leaving the swelling in my jeans.

      Five more minutes and we turned off onto a dirt road with a bump.

      "Ok. You can sit up now, but don't loosen the blindfold, we're off the main road."

      Did she really need to lever herself up by my cock?

      
        It was indeed bumpy because it was just a rutted dirt-road we were bouncing along. I really should have left Mum where she'd been lying... I wound down the window, scanning the horizon, and then spotted what I'd been searching for.

      "I'm going to speed up a bit so it might get a bit bumpier, but here's what we're going to do. You won't look?"

      "I won't look, promise."

      "Alright then, I'll be stopping the car soon and I'm going to jump out to arrange something and then I'll come back and guide you, OK?"

      "Stop - Jump - Arrange - Back...OK"

      "Right then, here goes..."

      I swung hard on the steering wheel and a protesting Molly scrunched to a halt. Grabbing the backpack, I jumped out of the car, hauling a blanket out of the pack as I went and spreading it out on the bonnet. I looked round. Yes, there was just time...

      Running back round to Mum's side, I threw open the door, pulled her out and told her to climb up quickly onto the bonnet of the car with her head resting back against the windscreen.

      In between all the "But...", "But.."s, I heaved her up onto the bonnet and arranged her flat on her back with her head supported by the glass, then jumped up beside her.

      Then I whipped off the blindfold.

      "Now what's all the...Nick!! Ohmygodohmygodohmygod...!!"

      She went to put her hands up over her face but I pulled them away.

      In front of us, low in the sky, were three headlights, and those headlights were coming down and towards us, getting rapidly larger and lower. They were accompanied by a low growl, the intensity of which started to rattle through our bodies, and still the thing approached us until the noise and sight were all-encompassing and completely blotted out the sky and what had been a low growl had now opened out into an ear-piercing screech. Then only a matter of feet above us it roared over our heads and we could see a distorted reflection of ourselves in the underbelly of the beast. Then it was gone, the screech returning to its low growl, leaving behind just the unmistakable whiff of aviation fuel. A few seconds later there was a roar, as the jetliner landed and the pilot or the stewardess put its engines into reverse thrust.

      I didn't watch this though. I'd experienced it so often. I watched Mum.

      I observed her face with its mouth and eyes open so wide as it tried to make sense of what was happening to her. There was a mixture of fear, disbelief and incredulity all scrambling to be the prevailing emotion.

      And when it was past she just lay there, breathing rapidly, her eyes still wide. Then,

      "Just what the fuck was that...??"

      "That? Oh, that was the eighteen-thirty British Airways flight from Kennedy. Dead on time for a change."

      She turned to me then and started to beat the living shit out of me, pummeling my chest with her fists, tears flooding her eyes.

      "You, you..! You could have had us both killed! What the fuck do you mean by putting me through that..?!? Why did you do that? I trusted you... you made me trust you...!!", sobbing.

      "Mum, Mum...it's all alright, it's alright." I grabbed hold of her wrists and held her in close.

      "Mum, look around you...it's alright, look."

      Still trying feebly to beat my chest, she did so.

      Cars were dotted haphazardly around the field of allotments, people lounging on the bonnets or the roofs of their cars, biting into sandwiches, opening flasks of coffee. There were also youngsters who'd arrived on their bikes and who were now comparing notes - plane-spotters. A couple of them were grinning towards us and making jokes. I gave them a short wave of acknowledgement.

      Mum looked right and left, then back at me.

      "You're still a bastard.."

      "Well it's you who had me out of wedlock..."

      "Touche... so what did you want to get out of frightening the bejaysus out of me?"

      I wiped the tears away from her cheeks.

      "You said you were miserable, depressed, fed up...this is the place to let it all out."

      "How do you mean?"

      "I'll show you in" I glanced at my watch, "approximately four and a half minutes we'll have the flight arriving from Tokyo. You don't believe me? Ask the laddies over there."

      The 'laddies' were eagerly comparing their logbooks in anticipation.

      "Look, there it is, you see those lights in the distance coming over from the right?"

      "Uhuh ..."

      "Well just wait. And don't move. It really is alright..."

      I made a show of doing voice training and a few calisthenics until I saw it was time. Then I stood up on the bonnet, legs straddling mum's body, arms raised to the heavens, and as the crescendo of the Etihad Airways Airbus A380 rose to a deafening roar, I let loose with,

      "YOU LOAD OF FUCKING CUNTS YOU'RE NOT WORTH A DOLLOP OF FUCKING...!!"

      
        
      

      I ranted for the thirty-odd seconds it took for the plane to be in complete control of the airwaves and then turned to Mum.

      "There you are, you see, just get it all off your chest, all those things you've ever wanted to shout out but have been too afraid to admit to."

      "It's a good idea. I'd like to, but..."

      "What did I tell you about those 'but's?"

      "Yes I know, but..."

      "No buts..!"

      "BUT I PISSED MY PANTS WHEN THAT FIRST PLANE CAME OVER...!"

      "Oh."

      Mum removed her panties and hose in the back of the car and used the bottled water and tissues I'd brought along in the backpack to clean herself up. Then she got out and looked up at me sheepishly.

      "Sorry about that..."

      "Why sorry? How many times did you have to change me when I'd pissed myself?"

      "Oh, countless...and once not so very long ago after that Halloween party you threw..."

      She tilted her head and smiled at me.

      "Yeah, well... Look, the blanket's on the bonnet and I've left the engine running so it's nice and warm up there. Let's climb back up and you can dry out the back of your skirt while you're lying down."

      
        
      

      We did just that, and the blanket was even large enough to hitch it up at the sides and cover ourselves with it.

      "You're still not forgiven, you know. When it's my turn to give a rant you're going to be top of the list, mister..."

      I held her hand under the blanket.

      She let me.

      We linked fingers.

      Four or five planes later, it was turning to dusk, and Mum's skirt had dried out. She'd decided that now was the time for her premiere performance.

      "Here I go. Listen to this..."

      She threw the blanket back and stood facing the oncoming jet, straddling me in just the same way I'd done with her earlier. Her face to the heavens, she let loose.

      What did she shout? I've no idea. Not because the screaming engine noise drowned out whatever it was she was shouting, but because when she'd stood up, her skirt, which had been crumpled, had dried stiffly. It didn't drop down behind her as she got up, but rather, it remained lifted like a flap above her knickerless bum.

      Mum was looking towards heaven. I was also looking towards heaven. The globes quivered above the muscles of her outstretched legs and every detail, every fold, every cute hair around her magnificent pussy was open to my astounded gaze. I held onto her legs and started to raise my arms towards it. They were just above the backs of her knees when she turned her face round, all flushed and happy, to look down at me.

      "Er, well done...don't fall... I've got you..."

      She lifted one leg and placed it down beside the other and lowered herself back onto the blanket.

      
        
      

      "That'll show the old git. He can..."

      She suddenly realized that the rough texture of the blanket was flush against her backside. She thrust an enquiring hand beneath her bum and realized her predicament.

      She looked across at me.

      "Well it's almost dark...I didn't...I couldn't..."

      She rolled over and pressed her face into my shoulder and spoke into it.

      "Oh no, what have I just done..?"

      "Actually what you just did was kinda yummy, haha ... But what you're doing now is showing your ass to that innocent plane spotting kid over there behind you."

      She whipped round. There was no one behind her.

      "Just joking..."

      I was thumped yet again.

      "Never mind though."

      "Never mind?!?"

      "Here you go.."

      I delved yet again into my backpack and brought out a pair of dainty black satin panties, dangling them from my finger. Mum grabbed them from me.

      
        "They're mine!"

      "Yeah, well I was holding them in reserve..."

      She looked at me uncomprehendingly.

      "You're not the first casualty of a trip to the end of the runway, you know. You remember Josie?"

      "That girl you went out with for a couple of months? The one from that lawyer's office?"

      "That's the one. Well, she didn't take the experience too well at all - much worse than you, in fact. I think her legal wig's still attached to the tail fin of one of those planes... funny that - it was the last time I saw her... but the mess she left behind...tut."

      "So the bottled water and the tissues..?"

      "Yup."

      "What else have you got in there?"

      "Well I have got you another skirt.." I pulled it out and she ripped it away from me. "And, dadah! A nice bottle of Riesling and two plastic cups. It should be served cold, but..."

      Mum grabbed hold of my face and kissed me full on the lips.

      "You're incorrigible and I love you."

      "Mum, I've got to say it. You're wasted on dad and I love you too."

      "Let's toast to... Hold on, there's another plane on the approach...quick..."

      
        I quickly poured us two cups of wine, gave one to Mum, and pulled her up onto her feet - making sure she was decent of course... And as the behemoth soared over our heads we raised our cups to the sky and shouted,

      "TO ...!!"

      Laughing, we plonked ourselves down again, clinked our cups together and took a swig of the wine.

      We lay quietly against the windscreen, taking occasional sips, my arm around Mum's shoulder, her leg linking over mine. I put my cup down and encircled her waist with my other arm and pulled her in close. I nuzzled into her neck behind her ear.

      "You feeling better?"

      "Much. You?"

      "I think I'm all black and blue."

      "Aw. Sorry about that. Let's have a look..."

      She lifted my shirt and pressed gently into my chest.

      "Does that hurt..?"

      "Terribly.."

      She leant over and licked the area before planting a lingering kiss on it.

      "Anywhere else..?"

      "I think you'll have to hunt around a bit. If I feel anything, I'll mention it in passing..."

      
        She shuffled further down and lifted my shirt over her head and began a thorough investigation of the top my chest with her mouth, then down to my nipples, taunting each one in turn with her tongue. In between them she grasped my chest hairs between her teeth and tugged gently at them...

      "Ow, ow..."

      Her head reappeared, her chin resting just above the belt of my jeans, Her hair covered most of her face but her eyes glinted behind the strands.

      "This is far more serious than I first thought." The nails of her fingers were sweeping across my stomach between my navel and jeans and it was sending delicious tremors through me, the epicenter of which seemed to be in my cock, which was threatening to burst up out of the top of my pants.

      I reached down and heaved her up fully on top of me and we smothered each other in wet kisses. She poked her tongue into my ear and sent yet another tremble surging through me. Her legs fell open to either side of my hips and she ground her torso into my lower body. I reciprocated by lifting my hips to meet each thrust.

      At the same time my hands busied themselves at her breasts, squeezing them through her blouse and bra. One hand managed to burrow its way through the narrow gap between the buttons and hook itself under the bra to grasp at her warm flesh. Into my ear she gasped,

      "Did you bring me a spare blouse as well...?"

      "Well, yeah..."

      With both hands she reached up and ripped her blouse apart and the buttons went flying in all directions.

      "There you are, lover..." And pulled her bra up over her gorgeous tits and pulled my face into her bosom.

      We were dimly aware that darkness was creeping in, but it was not yet fully night and there were still a few people in the vicinity. And try as we might, with all our writhing the blanket could only cover so much of our activities.

      
        
      

      "Stop." I held a finger in front of her face. She licked it. And pressed down yet again.

      "Stop." She looked disappointed.

      I slid out from underneath her, slid off the bonnet and stood up.

      "Come here."

      As she slithered across towards me I pulled the blanket with her and enveloped her in it as her feet touched the ground. Her feet. Where were her shoes? With her eyes and smile on me, I pulled her along by the blanket's edges to the rear door of the car, using one hand to wrench it open while keeping the blanket wrapped round her with the other. She didn't for a moment release her eyes or smile from my face. I stepped in backwards and fell back along the seat, pulling her with me. The door slammed shut behind her and she threw the blanket off. She knelt there on the seat, looking down at me, her chestnut brown nipples taunting me. She brought her index finger up to her lips and licked it, then brought it across to my lips, down to my chin, over my chest, my navel, the top of my jeans, and traced down along the ridge of my cock before turning her hand and cupping my balls. Then, still kneeling, she shuffled up to the top of my legs, hers gripping mine, then higher, to my waist, then lifted her skirt up over her hips, the cute triangle of her pubic hair coming into view, and slowly sat back down onto my cock. She grinned at me and lifted herself up...and then down again...and then up...and then down again... then up, then down - faster...she closed her eyes and threw her head back and opened her mouth wide..."Yessss..." She was dry-humping me as fast as she could and leant forward holding on to my chest, her tits swinging wildly back and forth. I grabbed hold of her bum and pulled at it in conjunction with her rhythm. My mouth tried grabbing at one of her tits but I only succeeded in having it slap and slap and slap against my face. Then suddenly her knees were crushing against my waist even more, before they were released as a shiver went through my mum's whole body. She collapsed on top of me.

      "Aaaaah... Mmm" She licked my ear she kissed my cheek she pushed her tongue as far as it would go into my mouth...

      "Aaaahhhh..."

      She relaxed onto my body and lifted her face to mine, sweeping the hair away from her face, looking lovingly into my eyes...

      "I used you..."

      
        
      

      "I love you."

      She laughed, "You brought those clothes for me - did you bring any for yourself?"

      "No. I didn't think I'd need..."

      "Well I think I just soaked your jeans... and this time I didn't piss myself.." She grinned.

      I strained to look down and, yes, over the mound of my tumescent rod there was a distinct damp patch.

      "Never mind though. You've left the engine running, you can put them over the bonnet to dry." She giggled.

      She then sat back and tugged at my belt, keeping her eyes focussed on my face all the while. She released the buckle and opened the top button, still watching me. She shuffled further back down my legs and dipped the nails of both hands under my jeans to the top of my boxers. She ran her nails backwards and forwards above the waistband. I trembled. Her smile broadened.

      Holding onto one side of my jeans, she took the zip in her other hand and slowly, still watching me, click, click, click, started to ease my zip down.

      As the pressure on it was released, my cock urged its way upwards and out over the top of my shorts. Mum momentarily glanced down and then back to me. She raised an eyebrow.

      Then the zip was undone completely and my jeans were spread wide open. Mum kept her eyes on me as she grasped both sides of the material and her head sank down. Then she wasn't watching me anymore and was yanking my pants down over my hips and her tongue was licking the bell-end of my knob. When she got my pants down as far as my knees her hands returned to my boxers. She stretched the elastic at either side and pulled them down to join my pants.

      For a moment she pulled her head back to admire my apparatus, and then greedily grabbed hold of it at the base and sank her mouth down onto it, down and down. I thought she must choke. The irreverent thought crossed my mind that I'd always admired good sword-swallowers.

      
        And then her head was lifting and the glazed length of my rod was coming back into view, up and up. The swollen head suddenly appeared and mum's tongue appeared with it as she licked and sucked around it, and she almost released it but not quite, and her head repeated its downward plunge. My hands grasped clumps of her hair as I lifted my body off the seat to meet her mouth.

      "Mum, don't make me come, don't make me come...! I want to come inside you...! I want to come inside youuuuu...!!"

      She totally ignored my pleas and I exploded upwards into her mouth. She was gulping it down, but since the seal of her mouth wasn't quite hermetic, my cum managed to ooze out of the sides and down over her fingers. With her hand around my base and my cock still fully inside her mouth, she raised her eyes back towards me and grinned. As she did so, more of my cum spilled out of the sides of her mouth. She lifted it off my cock, her eyes never leaving my own, and licked around her lips, then scooted up my body and kissed me with her mouth wide open. We swirled my cum around in her mouth, I licked it across her teeth, she reciprocated.

      "I wanted to come..."

      "I know you did. And you will. In fact I think I can feel him knocking at the door right now..."

      Such was my expectation and hope, that my cock didn't seem to realize that after such a release it is supposed to take a little time to recover... It seemed to have a mind of its own and was telling me, 'Get out of the way, I've got work to do...'

      I rolled Mum over onto her back and she pulled her own knees up towards her shoulders. I looked down at her and she was lying there totally exposed to my gaze - her puffy pussy lips and the puckered entrance to her ass. I couldn't resist bending down and licking my tongue the length of her labia and then darting it in between the folds. I extracted it and led it further down and circled the entrance to her ass hole. She let out a whimper.

      Then I took my cock. It was as if the two of us, we were the two poles of a magnet, because, as a compass points to North, so my pole made no mistake in pointing directly at her cunt and it was immediately sucked deep inside into her hot sheath.

      She wrapped her arms around my neck and transferred her legs onto my shoulders and I started to thrust. Still we didn't take our eyes off one another's faces, and as I thrust harder and quicker, so Mum's smile grew wider until it was no longer a smile and her mouth was wide open and she was emitting strange guttural noises. I came to the accompaniment of her "Yes, yes, oh yes...!!"

      
        
      

      Mum lowered her legs but we remained glued together, in no hurry to go anywhere, my body lying over her and her hands making caressing motions across my back.

      After a few minutes of this, I whispered,

      "Dad," and Mum's hands stopped their roving. "might wonder where we've got to..."

      "I don't think so."

      "Oh, why not?"

      "Because he's probably used the opportunity of us going off together to go round and see Emily...you know? Emily? Wifey numero uno..?"

      I looked at her blankly.

      "You don't know. OK love, I'll give it to you in a nutshell. Your father was married to Emily when he got me pregnant after one of those 'see me after class' things. All respect to him, he did divorce her and married me straight after you were born, but, let's face it, I was always his 'bit on the side'. We maintained a respectable façade for a few years - I mean, we were busy raising you. And you were always a handful..." She squeezed my cheek. "We didn't have much time for other stuff. Then one day I came across Emily in the supermarket. We were both reaching down into the freezer section for the same steak. Apparently we both know how your dad likes his meat haha... anyway, we both recognized each other from pictures and stuff. They'd never had kids, and so maybe your dad had sent her a family snap or two. We started chatting and went and sat down together for a coffee. She's really very nice and I could see what had attracted your dad to her. Then I simply realized - they'd been married for all the right reasons, they'd been in love - and I was just a mistake along the way - but he'd stood by me. He's a good man. But those two, they were similar ages, they enjoyed the same things, they had the same sense of humour..."

      I looked at her askance.

      "Yes, cheeky, he does have a sense of humour - it just seems that I'm not the one destined to bring it out in him. So, bottom line, he goes over to see her now and again, and I turn a blind eye.

      
        There you have it. I've got two people in the world and one of them really belongs to someone else, while the other..." Tears were starting to well up in her eyes. "The other..."

      "The other is here by your side and is in love with you and always will be."

      We hugged... and we hugged...

      "So, on a lighter note," wiping her eyes and being relieved that she hadn't had time to put on any makeup because it would only have smudged all over her cheeks, "on a lighter note, me and Josie, are we the only ones who've undergone the 'experience'?"

      "Mum, you know I can't answer that..!"

      She looked at me expectantly.

      "OK, OK ...Pammy introduced me to it.."

      "Pammy, ah yes, Pammy..." Mum gave me her impression of two huge melons on a chest.

      "Yeah, she did, didn't she?"

      A slap from Mum.

      "It was fun. She had this thing she liked to do..."

      "Oh? What thing's that..?"

      "Can't tell you..."

      Slap.

      "Ow. I think we're going to have to drive straight to Casualty after this."

      
        
      

      "What is 'the thing'...?"

      "OK, OK..."

      I reached round and whispered it into her ear.

      "Hahahaha...!That's great! I think we could do that!"

      "You do?"

      "Yes I do, indeed I do..."

      With that, she grabbed hold of me and began to fondle me in places I didn't know an erogenous zone existed.

      Later, lovers Nick and Alison came fiercely together in unison with such a load roar, at exactly the same time as the Quantas airliner from Sydney swept overhead, that I'm sure its passengers must have heard it over the noise of their jet's engines, and I'm sure that more than a couple of them in first class were so unnerved that they were tempted to adopt the 'brace' position as it came in to land just a few hundred yards further down the runway.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Art, For Pete's Sake

      The muffled sound of footsteps rapidly climbing the stairs came to me through a fog of tiredness, last night's hangover, a multiple cloak of blankets on my bed and the pillow under which my head lay as extra insurance.

      "Get up, get up, get up! I need you... now!!"

      "Go awa...can't... later, 'K?"

      "No, no... get up I need you NOW!"

      The pillow I was clinging onto with both hands was rudely ripped away and hoisted across the room, and the blankets were thrown off the foot of the bed. I lay there in just my boxers - well, only just in my boxers, I think they'd worked their way down my hips a bit during last night's dream about Jenny - oh Jenny, oh Jenny, oh - where the fuck are my blankets??

      I raised my head and Mum came blurrily into focus.

      "Hi Mum" my eyes closed again.

      "Pete. Pete. Peter Amesbury..!! If you've not got yourself out of this bed and downstairs in five minutes I'm coming back up here with a bucket of water! I'll be waiting for you in the kitchen with a cup of coffee, now...up!" She thwacked me one on the ass.

      Five minutes later in bare feet, with a hastily pulled-on T-shirt and shorts, and my tousled hair looking more like the mop-head in the kitchen corner, I slid into a chair and gulped down mum's coffee.

      She was waiting impatiently, taking glances at her watch.

      "Tell me when you're ready..?"

      
        I got up, shuffled over to the sink, opened the cold tap and with both hands threw water into my face.

      Aaah, Jeez..!! It was freezing...! Well, it was coming up to Christmas, after all...

      "Hi Mum, you look nice. What brings you home at..." I glanced at the clock, "ten-past-twelve lunchtime?"

      "Pete, listen to me, I've not got much time, I'm on my lunch-break." Ah, my mum, Mrs. Michelle Amesbury, the conservatively dressed teacher. So demure.

      "Yes ma'am."

      "I need a favour from you. I need you to come out with me tonight, to a pub."

      "Can't. I'm bartending at the 'Twisted Wheel' again tonight, you remember? And anyway, the alcohol's probably better there..."

      "I'll pay you double..."

      "What?!? Mum, you serious?"

      "Deadly. I'm in a fix."

      "I'm all ears - well, now I am anyway..."

      "Pete..."

      "Yes?"

      "No, not you, the other one..."

      
        "Oh, you mean Peter Pick-Arse-Oh..."

      "Will you just stop that? I know you don't get along with him, but I'm going out with him and I want to give it a chance..."

      "OK, sorry..."

      "Anyway, Pete..." She looked at me. I returned the look, blankly. "Pete went off with his mates to Scotland at the weekend, skiing and..."

      A broad grin spread across my face.

      "Are you going to say what I think you're going to say?"

      "... and he fell and broke his leg in a couple of places..."

      "I knew it! Priceless! That pompous twa..! I mean, that silly fellow! Oh, the bloke who's a genius at everything he turns his hand to...I'll bet it was on the nursery slopes as well...haha..!!"

      "Now I've told you - stop that..." Pause. "Yes, he was a bit pompous about it, wasn't he?"

      We both burst out laughing and I did my best impression of a skier losing his balance and dropping arse-over-tit into a cavern.

      "Was probably pissed on the piste..."

      We both laughed, but then Mum got serious, placing her hands over mine.

      "The thing is this. Maureen and a couple of the others at work have been laying into me for weeks about how I should have got over your dad by now and should have got back into the saddle and found myself a new fella. Well, I kept telling them I'd found one, even before Pete came along, just so's they'd get off my back about it. Then when Pete DID come along, even though Pete's a bit, you know..."

      
        "How many adjectives do you want to go with that?"

      "Well, when he came along I was suddenly able to fill in a lot of details, about how he's an artist.."

      "He says he's an artist..."

      "...and how he's a bit younger than me..."

      "Which is no surprise, you could knock the young women straight out the park..." She really could.

      She smiled. "And how he's good-looking..."

      "Eh...I'll give you that...in a non-homosexual way of course..."

      "But now all the staff are meeting up tonight for pre- Christmas drinks, and they made me promise to bring Pete along. If I don't bring him I'll never hear the last of it, they'll think I've been lying to them..."

      "But he's injured - legitimate excuse."

      "No, they won't believe me. But if you came in his place and pretended to be him..."

      "Oh no. Oh no no no NO!!"

      "But it's ideal don't you see? You study art and drama, it's a cinch, this is a combination of both! Look at it as your end-of-term exam."

      "I've already done those."

      "And?"

      "It was a doddle."

      
        
      

      "See? You're a natural. You'll get extra credits too."

      "Oh, how's that?"

      "I'll cuddle you for a week."

      We both laughed.

      "Starting now..." She got up and came round the table, and from behind she put her arms around my chest and pressed herself into me, her breasts squishing into the back of my neck and her chin resting on my head.

      Leaning my head back to fully enjoy the effect, I sighed, "In that case, how can I refuse?"

      She pressed into me again.

      "That one's on the house."

      ...

      Later in the afternoon after Mum had returned from work, had a shower, changed into a loose skirt and put her feet up, I told her we had to do a bit of preparation if we were going to pull this off properly. So, what were her mates liable to ask us about?

      Mum laughed at that and replied that the Spanish Inquisition paled in comparison to her workmates, and that dock-workers would blush at some of the things they came out with.

      "But Mum, these are teachers...and I thought you wanted me to help you, not chase me away."

      "First and foremost, love, they're women with women's needs. Much like me, in fact. Some of them are unmarried and looking full-on at a life of spinsterdom, so any juicy morsel we can toss them is fodder to their fantasies. Some of them have been married for years and are thinking, 'My God, is this all there is?' and when they see you, handsome scrumptious you, they're going to think, 'mmm, maybe not, after all...'. We all of us share our most intimate moments and our deepest fears, we talk candidly about everything through period pains, dildos, size of a partner's organ and most importantly how he makes use of it and we even manage to come up with suggestions for many additional positions not yet listed in the Kama Sutra. You still there? You look a bit pale...Anyway, the good news is that they won't ask you about kinky positions at a first meeting. They might, well, they probably will, corner me and ask me, but you won't be asked to corroborate. If you see them frequently smiling your way afterwards though, you'll know I've given you a good report."

      "Thanks, I guess..."

      "The bottom line is that a lot of them will be wanting to live vicariously through what they imagine we're up to behind the bedroom door, on the kitchen table and hanging from the chandelier. So, we still on?"

      "Wow. And I mean, wow...and here was me thinking they'd be polite and ask noncommittal things like, how did we meet?"

      "In the supermarket. He said I was gorgeous and wanted to paint me."

      "I don't believe it. And you fell for that?"

      "He said he had his own studio just round the corner and I could see it if I wanted to..."

      "And then go upstairs and see his etchings? Mum, you're a sensible lady, but you fell for a line like that?"

      "Look Pete, I've been alone for a long time now." I looked shocked. "I don't mean 'alone' alone, I mean I've got you and I don't know what I'd do without you, but, you know, at night..."

      "I know Mum, I'm sorry..."

      "Ah, and a cat, we've got a black and ginger cat. I don't know if it's a tomcat or not, called, um..."

      "In that case I think we'll call it 'Oscar Wilde'. So... did he get round to painting you?"

      
        Mum seemed to get a bit flustered at that point.

      "A couple of times. I've not seen them yet. He said I'm a work in progress..."

      I rolled my eyes at that one.

      "But if he's laid up in Scotland, who's feeding Oscar?"

      "Oh my God, I totally forgot! Come on, I've got the key to his studio so we can go round and feed him -her - it... "

      "That's good, I can thereby inhale the charm of his studio and thus completely immerse myself in his character..."

      Mum simply looked at me.

      Out loud, "It's what actors do, mum..."

      To myself: "Then I'll have to go for a shower..." Ah well...

      We pulled up outside the house. It was one of those old Victorian things which had been sub-divided, and Pete apparently occupied the top floor and the loft which, I daresay, he called his 'garret' for greater effect. Mum climbed the stairs ahead of me, for which I was glad, because it gave me a chance to observe her legs in her swishy skirt which stopped short just above the knee. She had powerful, healthy legs - not muscly, but curvy and my appreciative eyes wished they could see even further up as they swelled out of sight into the inner depths of the material... maybe if I tripped on my way up the stairs? And the medium-high heels she was wearing gave a bounce to her bum which had me hypnotized until we finally stood outside his door and I've no idea how many floors we'd climbed...

      As Mum was turning the key in the lock there was a scratching, and as the door opened a notch this whoosh of colour squeezed out and down the stairs.

      "It'll come back soon, it'll be out in the back garden relieving itself..."

      
        "So...Voila, Chez Pete..." Mum waved me inside.

      "So, this is it then, our Pete's control tower? Aha..."

      I looked around. It was a bachelor pad with all the attributes - the dimmer switches, discs by obscure musicians you hadn't heard of and probably weren't supposed to, giving him the air of a connoisseur; a nice variety of wines angled neck downwards so he could give them a professional twist in the presence of an appreciative female audience; kitchen implements that even professional chefs would scratch their heads over; and of course the bedroom; ah, low colours enhanced by indirect lighting subtly combined to set off the extra-large bed with its dark coffee-coloured satin sheets; and an unusually large number of mirrors. In short, a true Shag Shack.

      "So his studio's upstairs then?" I was going out the door as Mum quickly put down Oscar's feeding bowl and rushed to overtake me. She squeezed past me in the doorway, her breasts pressing up against me as she did so.

      "We can, ah, go in but he doesn't like his equipment messed around with." I thought, with his pad set up like that, that's probably the first thing he's looking forward to...

      I followed her through the door into a room illuminated only by a shaft of the late-afternoon sun through the skylight. She flicked a switch to add the light from two bare bulbs. In the far corner was a raised section which served as a makeshift stage, on which was an armchair draped loosely with red cloth. Opposite this were several adjustable spotlights attached to two stands. I had a feeling my namesake was also into photography...

      And there were canvasses, some stacked against the wall, a couple on stands, some hanging on the walls - none framed.

      There was a sink with paintbrushes and there were pencils and there was charcoal; pots and tubes of paint - oils, acrylics, ink dyes. There were sheets of paper with rough sketches on them.

      I began to peruse the works while Mum remained in place in front of one easel and canvas, swivelling on the one spot as she watched me navigate Pete's art. I turned to her.

      "Mum, I've got to be honest with you. These are crap."

      
        A cloud crossed her face. "No they're not. Look, I know you've got it in for him, but Pete says you've got to look beyond the superficial, and try to..."

      "If I look beyond the superficial of these I'll only find the back of the canvas... Mum, just look at these - some dyslexic scribbler could do better and still get a 'fail' as a result. His sense of perspective, for example..."

      "If you look at Picasso's stuff, he didn't have any perspective..."

      "Mum, you look at Picasso's early Blue Period and you'll see that Picasso not only understood perspective, but he had a natural feel for that and for the subtle contours and texture of the human body. In his later works he CHOSE to ignore those things, not because he was incapable of rendering them..."

      Mum was now getting agitated, and in so doing, had moved away slightly from the picture behind her.

      "And what's that there?"

      She made an effort to hide it but I'd already levered her to one side.

      "It's not what you... it isn't..."

      On the canvas was a basic outline of a nude woman sprawling in the red armchair, a black-and-ginger cat in her arms and her legs spread wide. Her hair was a similar colour to Mum's, the small birthmark on the inside of the woman's left leg also matched that of my mum - I was staring straight up into my own mother's cunt.

      I don't know how long I stared at it. The cat and the cunt were the only two particulars the artist had taken time over and which were reproduced in glorious pinpoint shades. It flashed through my mind that Mum didn't need to change her hair colouring - it perfectly matched the triangle of hair adorning the top of her slit, which was being held open with one finger and exposing the pink lips inside.

      I reached out and turned the picture over. On the back in pencil was scrawled a tentative title - 'Pussy and Pussy' - Oh ye gods...!

      
        
      

      My mind was in a turmoil. I was beyond angry with Pete, and at the same time my eyes were being drawn back into the depths of Mum's cunt - maybe there was something in this 'beyond the superficial', after all...

      I grabbed her by the elbow and almost frogmarched her out of the room.

      "All bets are off, forget it - and when I catch that bastard I'm gonna rip his ass out through his mouth. Just the one leg broken? Wait 'til I catch him..."

      She tore her arm away. Tears were welling up in her eyes.

      "Please Pete, please don't get mad...it's not like that, he was so nice to me and persuasive and gentle when I posed for that, and I needed someone, please...!

      "He's just a, a charlatan, a fraud, can't you see that?"

      "Oh God, yes, OK, OK, maybe... I can see that now through your eyes - I'm sorry, I just needed someone..."

      She broke down in a sea of tears and I cradled her in my arms, blubbering into my shoulder.

      "Hey, it's not your fault, you understand? He was taking advantage of a vulnerable woman..."

      "Is that how you see me? Vulnerable? Pathetic? Useless?"

      "No. No, Mum. Look at me." I was trying vainly to repair the crack in the dam through which the water was pouring... "I don't see you as that. At all. I see you as the opposite. I see you as strong. You've had to put up with so much over the last couple of years, but you've kept us together, you and me, as a unit. We need each other, and I need you to remain strong, for me."

      With that, I kissed her on the mouth and she tightened her grip around my back and pulled me into her. Then she released her hold and we stood gazing into each other's watery eyes. An embarrassed smile made an appearance at the edge of her mouth. I kissed her on the nose. Then we made our way downstairs, me guiding her with my one arm wrapped around her shoulder and my other hand in hers. We returned to the car and just sat for a while, me in the driver's seat this time.

      "So, what now?" she asked.

      "You mean the pub, tonight?"

      "Well yeah, I guess it's off, right? I'll just tell them I had a big bust-up with my boyfriend. They won't believe me of course, but, what the hell... I can always drown my sorrows..."

      I turned on the engine and sat staring at the steering-wheel. "No. We are going. And you're going to face, who is it? Maureen? And we're going to make her so jealous. You had an argument with your old boyfriend, but you'd already found a replacement, hadn't you?"

      She threw herself across to me, her hands groping through my hair and clamped her hot open lips over my mouth. I reached across to pull her closer and felt the weight of her nearside breast fall into my hand. I caressed around the nipple with my thumb and pressed my palm into the spongy, giving mass. One of mum's hands extricated itself from the tangle that was my hair and reached beneath my shirt, and her open palm explored my chest, exiting the neck-hole to cup my chin and then down again to tease my apparently sensitive nipples. As she drew away from me then, a string of saliva still connected our mouths, and as she took out her hand to return to the passenger seat, that hand swept briefly across the crotch of my jeans.

      I threw the lever into gear and we pulled sharply away from the kerb.

      It was only a short drive home but I couldn't keep my eyes on the road, I kept glancing across at mum, at Michelle. Her hand covered mine on the gearstick. We changed gears together.

      In no time at all we were back home, as message after message was being teleported between us through glances, by smiles and by pressure of hands. The messages didn't need deciphering. No words were needed at all.

      The car had hardly come to a stop as we fairly leapt out of it. Mum's key jiggled in the lock as I pressed up behind her and the swell at the front of my pants found the depression between her butt cheeks which pressed urgently back into me. My arms around her waist, we pushed through the door as one being, in an odd quickstep. Once inside, I slammed the door shut with my heel and Mum was already turning round into me and my lips were at her neck and her lower body was thrusting up against mine. Kissing any bare flesh my lips could find, I pushed her backwards against the wall, dislodging the overcoat stand as we went. As we slid down to the floor, the stand came crashing down behind us.

      We tried the impossible feat of relieving each other of blouse and shirt without releasing our mouths, then in a flurry, ripping off our own tops. I dove my nose down between the swells of her bra cups while my one hand traced the contours of her face and found its fingers being sucked into her mouth and her tongue curling round them like a snake. She didn't know what to do first, take her bra off or grapple with my belt, so I slid my arms round her back and jerked the clasp open while she used both hands to simultaneously stroke around my balls, pull at my belt, open the top button and rip my zip down. I flung her bra into the air and marveled at the beautiful pale globes now displayed and enclosed their warmth and weight in my hands. She for her part was tearing the pants down over my ass and taking my shorts with them. The only hold-up was that I was so excited that she had trouble pulling them over my dick until it was suddenly released and sprang back up like a diving-board.

      We paused momentarily to admire one another before I started to pull at mum's skirt.

      "Wait, wait..."

      She lay back and flipped the side button and short zip, then lifted her bum. I reached for the waistband and pulled it down across the width of her hips along with her panties and tights. This I did surprisingly slowly as I wanted to savour the moment of her pussy coming into my view. She was watching my face and saw that this is what I wanted, and, bending her knees, lifted herself even further off the floor, knees together but then parting them as the bundle of clothes fell down towards her ankles. I was in awe. This was not the pussy Pete had attempted to capture so amateurishly; this was oh so much more succulent and alive and welcoming.

      My kisses started somewhere around the inside of her thighs and made their way northwards, pausing only to lick into the damp groove surrounded by soft padded lips that was Michelle's cunt. Then over her mound and up in a straight line into the pool of her navel, circling it, delving inside. Her hands were pulling gently at my hair, urging me upwards. Then further, to where my hands had already been occupied fondling her nipples and appreciating the weight of each breast. I replaced them with my mouth and tongue and gave each the attention they deserved but I was still slithering northward, and by the time my tongue had passed her neck and chin and finally approached her waiting mouth, my dick which had been rubbing up to the top of her thighs was now poised at the entrance into her chasm. I gave one further heave upwards, and both my dick and tongue simultaneously thrust into her insides.

      Michelle let out a gasp and I myself was momentarily stunned by the slipperiness, tightness and above all the heat emanating from the sheath in which my cock now found itself. I pushed further but I was already in up to the hilt. I tried to push even further than was possible but only succeeded in driving her bum along the carpet, so I withdrew, feeling the suction as I did so, till I was almost back at her entrance and the bulb of my cockhead was going to pop out. But I stopped - and then dove back inside as her hips came up to meet mine and we smashed together, my balls ricocheting against her ass. Then we were both of us pushing and pulling for all we were worth and the tempo was building till I felt we were both jackhammers. I rolled her over and she was on top of me and her bum was pummeling down onto me. Was it possible my cock was growing even larger inside her? No, it wasn't that, it was my cum building up inside my dick until suddenly the pressure of it had to break, and in its violent release I swung her round back onto her back and I pumped and pumped and pumped my hot sperm into her and her legs and arms were clinging to me as spasms of pleasure worked their way across her face and through her trembling body.

      Then our orgasms were done, but we continued the gentle pulling and pushing of our loins, even though I was becoming soft inside her. I held myself up by my arms so we were joined now just at the waist and we both watched the lazy action down below. We looked smiling into each other's eyes and then returned our gaze to our unified bodies The whole action had driven us about fifteen feet along the hallway to the foot of the stairs. Hanging over the banister was a lacy black bra. If the postman had opened the letterbox now he would have been witness to what apparently had been a shockwave blasting through the house, knocking over furniture, and ripping the clothes away from the two bodies which now lay there in a confused huddle.

      It would have made his day.

      Mum gently extricated herself from underneath me and, kissing me, stood up. As she smiled down at me I could see my cum start to ooze out of her and down her leg. She turned and, picking up her bra, threw it over one shoulder, dangling it by one finger and, watching me over her other, slowly made her naked way up the stairs. Halfway up, still looking into my eyes, she stopped and wiggled her bum. I was on my feet in a second and was charging up the stairs, my dick swinging, but with a shriek and a giggle Mum sprinted up the remaining stairs and ran into her own bedroom with me in hot pursuit. When we fell onto her bed we were already enveloped in one another's arms.

      ...

      Later that night Michelle and boyfriend Pete strode arm-in-arm into the pub. In spite of the cold, when Pete helped Michelle remove her coat and scarf, it was to reveal a low cut black dress. We'd chosen wisely, for it drew admiring glances from all the males congregated around the bar.

      We'd spent most of the early evening preparing this stage debut - I mean, first impressions after all... My outfit was settled on very quickly of course - a casual jacket, shirt and jeans. I went to comb my hair but mum said she preferred it unkempt, it gave me a 'wild artist' look. I ask you, whose mother in history did NOT want to comb her son's hair...??

      
        And then the catwalk show had begun. Mum sat me down in a chair and with a heady collection of dresses and tantalizing scraps of underwear, had strutted her stuff in front of me, swirling her skirts giving me quick glimpses of her bum enclosed in tight black lace panties, bending low so I could appreciate how much bosom was showing in this dress and that, with and without a bra. Then, and, I don't know, had she bought this one in a porn emporium, she came out in a slinky red piece with a slit up the side as far as her hip, revealing stocking-top and suspender strap. She raised one high-heeled foot onto my chair into the vee between my legs and caressed me via the open-toe.

      She then raised her dress to mid-thigh and spread her legs lowering herself teasingly onto my lap, and then ground herself down onto my crotch. When I went to grab her she only slapped me across the hand, put a finger up to her lips, shook her head from side to side and continued with the show. She raised herself up from my straining cock, turned her back towards me and flicked her dress up above her waist, bent over, hands on knees and looking back towards me with a salacious grin, she gyrated her bum from side to side. This was too much for me - I leapt up, to her scream of delight, grabbing at her panties and ripping them down over her cheeks. That dress never made the final selection - in fact it was thrown straight into the laundry hamper. The panties, for their part, were binned.

      So here we were.

      Over in the far corner of the lounge were a couple of tables which had been set aside for the 'do'.

      Michelle squeezed my hand tightly and kissed my cheek.

      "OK, here goes, love... lover." And hand-in-hand we made our way across to the group. Even before we reached the tables, we could see that Mum's workmates had noticed us and were gabbling animatedly among themselves.

      In response to the waves, and "Yoohoo, Michelle, Meesh...! Over here..!", Michelle laughed and waved back and pulled me over towards them.

      "Hiya all, sorry we're late, we got a bit delayed..." Knowing glances were exchanged. "Everyone, this is Pete. Pete, this is...everyone..!"

      Chairs were shuffled along to make room for us in the group.

      "Hi Pete." "Pete." "Hello Pete!" "..Everyone." "Hi Pete, I'm Maureen." Maureen, a big-busted ginger-haired man-eater of indeterminate age.

      
        
      

      And as I shook her hand firmly, "Mmm, Meesh, you've caught yourself a good-looking one here... so what'll you two have to drink?"

      "No please, allow me..."

      "Sit back down Pete. It's going to be a long evening and you'll get your chance..."

      It might have been a long evening but it was a friendly one. There was a lot of banter and in-jokes which went a bit over my head, but I was sucked into the chatter and joined in willingly, contributing where I could.

      It was a mixed bunch - mostly female teachers but there were also a couple of male staff, each with their respective partners. The group mingled as various people got up to buy a round and then sat down next to other people. I even used my bartending expertise to recommend strange cocktails which were certain to create a buzz.

      After a while though, I noticed that the men had more or less started to gravitate towards their own table while I was being surrounded by a bevy of surprisingly sensuously-dressed schoolma'ams. They had maneuvered themselves into a position where they could give me the Third Degree and, although she was sat right next to me, I knew Michelle was going to be helpless in my defence. I was on my own, center stage.

      Mum was sat with her shoulder up against mine, but underneath the table we'd been toying with one another, her hand tiptoeing across my cock, my hand occasionally pushing back her dress as far as her panties so that I could rub over her mound. Mostly she kept her legs tightly together and would surreptitiously swat my hand away, but a couple of times she opened them slightly to allow me deeper access, only to then clamp them firmly together and hold my hand fast, smiling innocently at me over the rim of her glass.

      "Audience, audience, listen up." Maureen was adept at commanding absolute attention. "I've been a teacher for over fifteen years now," she said in mock seriousness, looking directly at the two of us, "and they say I've got eyes in the back of my head and I know when students are being...naughty." She took a swig of her drink. "And you two..." pointing, "are being very, very, naughty... I don't know what hanky-panky you're getting up to under there, but I want to see both your hands on top of the table..NOW!"

      
        With that, she slammed the table and Michelle and I reacted instinctively by jerking both hands up in front of us onto the table. The whole group howled in laughter. We blushed.

      "You don't know I'm an aficionado of detective novels, do you?" Michelle nodded to me that it was, indeed, a fact. "I notice everything - every...thing..."

      This was scary. I was sure she was onto something and I racked my brain for anything I might have said that had given us away.

      "Therefore, from the moment the two of you came in through that door I was watching..." Gulp. "and I saw that you, Pete, you're left-handed. Actually a large percentage of artists are left-handed, but that's another story. But now at this table you're holding your drink in your right hand which means that your left one has something far more important to attend to." She raised one eyebrow.

      There was a moment's silence and then howls of laughter gushed out of their mouths, some snorting through their noses. The men at the other table looked over momentarily before resuming their discussions of 'Match of the Day'.

      "Now go and stand in the corner please."

      Then she herself burst out laughing herself. Phew.

      The pressure valve had been released and after that we chatted easily until the subject inevitably got round to art.

      "Pete, Meesh tells us you're an artist," a young woman, Mary? with long, straight blond hair enquired, "so what kind of stuff do you do?"

      "Mary studied art at college, Pete," said Michelle, "she wanted to be an artist too but figured there's no money in it unless you're really exceptional so she took up teaching. You should see her homeroom, it's a riot of colour..!"

      "What do I do? Well, a lot of portraiture, that's what brings in the bucks, and a lot of crowd-scenes, I like that, you know, a bit like the old Impressionists? Degas with his ballet scenes, Lautrec with his music-hall ladies? But it's my own personal take on modern-day scenes of course. At the 'Twisted Wheel' for example, you know it...?"

      
        
      

      "No." "No." "I've heard of it..." "Nope."

      "Well at the 'Twisted Wheel' they allow me to sit in a corner and just sketch away... no one seems to mind, and I just love, what did Meesh say, riots of colour..."

      "So our Meesh," this was Maureen, "you've painted her as well?"

      "Of course. You know how artists have favorite models?" Nods all round. "well, Meesh is my favorite model. You want to see?"

      Consternation was evident in Michelle's face as I drew out my phone. Had I been taking photographs back in the 'garret'?

      I swept through the various icons on the screen until I reached the one I wanted and then dabbed onto it.

      An oil painting came into view depicting the back of a nude woman leaning over onto one arm with various cloths draped around her, the side of a breast evident in the other hand which was cupping it, her hair lapping languorously over the shoulders and down her back.

      "Phwaw! Meesh, that's hot - you sexy beast you..."

      Michelle craned her neck to get a better view.

      "I painted that before she cut her hair shorter. I love long hair..."

      Mary, to one side, instinctively stroked her hand through her own long, straight tresses.

      "I've got a few more if I can find them..." I swept through landscapes and street scenes and clubbing scenes...

      "Here..."

      
        
      

      This was a front view of the same woman in a state of undress, apparently preparing a bath. The figure was twisted and yearning, and the eyes searching.

      "That's more Egon Schiele though..."

      "Who?"

      Mary piped in, "Egon Schiele. A bit like Gustav Klimt. He was an Austrian artist involved in the development of Expressionism."

      Another voice - "Ooh, I know Klimt..! We've got a poster of his up in our bedroom - we've got to keep it there because of, you know, the kids... Oh, so you paint, you know, erotic, mucky stuff then?"

      "Mavis, it's not smut, it's art, for pete's sake...!" Then pointing at me, " Oh. 'for Pete's sake' haha..."

      Was there no stopping these women? Blimey, teachers, after they've had a few jars...

      "Pete, your stuff is really good. I've got a friend who wants her portrait painted as a present for her hubby's birthday. Do you think you might be interested?"

      "Tell her to give me a call and I'll see what I can do..."

      "OK, what's your number?"

      I gave it to her and she typed it in..

      "And that's Pete...?"

      I felt Mum immediately tense by my side, but I didn't miss a beat and said, " Put me down as Peter Picasso haha...may as well get a head start..."

      I turned to Mum and she smiled and kissed me on the lips in full view of her mates.

      
        
      

      The evening eventually wound down and we all parted, best of friends.

      In the car park, sitting in the car, Mum turned to me and looked me over with a twinkle in her eye.

      "I'm impressed. You had them eating out of the palm of your hand, even Maureen. She was lapping you up. As they say, 'Go to the top of the class.' But, on your phone..."

      "The pictures of you?"

      "Yes, how did you...?"

      "They're not of you, they're of a model in my art class, called Jenny. She's, she's, and how can I put this, utterly stupendously earth-shatteringly and mind-numbingly gorgeous - she looks just like you."

      Michelle laughed out loud at that and we fell into each other's arms and kissed...and kissed some more...and I delved under her overcoat to warm my hands at her breasts, then she leant over as though short-sighted to inspect the zip of my pants, whisked it down in an instant and, reaching in, she pulled and lowered the waistband of my shorts over my cock, which was visibly growing in front of my very eyes. She licked the head, then tentatively bared her teeth and started to nibble at its circumference. Then that was the last I saw of my cock for a while as it was engulfed into her mouth and she lowered her head till those teeth were chomping and slurping around the base.

      One hand jiggled and juggled with my balls. I'd never felt anything like it, I mean, I'd had girlfriends who'd gone down on me before, but this was another dimension. I think she was managing to tickle my knob-head with her tonsils and the suction of her mouth seemed to draw my cock out by its roots. I started to say something, but without looking up and with her other hand she simply pushed me back down into the seat and all I could do was to close my eyes and savour the moment. While her mouth enveloped my engorged member, her hands now transferred themselves to my hips, gripping them tightly, encouraging them further forward. Then they were around to my ass, each one clenching a cheek and she somehow summoned up a couple of extra fingers to run them up and down my crack.

      By now a familiar surge was being felt in my core and I was wriggling a bit to give Michelle fair warning of what was about to happen, but yet again she pushed me back into the seat and only doubled the rate of her ministrations.

      
        Then it was there, gushing, erupting out of me. I was actually crying out in joy and my voice was being accompanied by a gurgling sound from Mum's mouth as she attempted to take all I was giving, swallowing, gulping in order to make room and then allowing more elixir to spurt into her mouth so it could flow smoothly down into her throat. I was gasping for breath. She'd done all the hard work and yet I was the one gasping for breath. I looked down. She was still holding my cock in her mouth but she was looking up at me with a slightly evil grin.

      "Meesh, Michelle, my Belle, your turn to be top of the class..."

      ...

      We slept naked in her bed that night after first facing and stroking one another and then turning and spooning. My cock dug into her from behind and we engaged in gentle thrusts, gaining momentum until I came inside her and then we both floated off into a deep sleep with me still wedged there.

      I was woken by the sharp beeping of Michelle's phone announcing a message. I felt her stretch across the bed to the cupboard to pick it up. In my still drowsy state and without opening my eyes I took hold of and fondled her breast. There were some smaller beeps and then the sound of my mum giggling. She nudged me awake.

      "Take a look at this..."

      On her screen was the message: 'We were second-last out of the carpark last night and only your car was left and the windows were already totally steamed up - full de-briefing break-time???'

      I smiled, "And you say you tell each other everything...?"

      "Just be happy I don't have to stretch the truth..."

      She kissed me on the forehead and skipped out of bed towards the shower. I decided I'd use the shower downstairs and picked up my own phone and went down to the kitchen to put the kettle on. I sat down and then jumped back up immediately. You don't sit down bollock- naked on a wooden kitchen chair in the morning in winter before the central heating has had a chance to kick in. I raced back upstairs and pulled on a pair of boxers. On my way back down I started to thumb through my own messages. At the moment I had four. I halted mid-stride as I clicked on the first one, to be greeted by a naked photo of Maureen and the text: Picasso wen u paint me I dont want square tits.

      
        The second message was an equally naked photo of Mary, and the text: u paint much better n my teech. do me.

      The third message was a picture and a message from the lady who'd called herself Pat. I think the common terminology for her is BBW. She'd complained about her weight and said nobody would want to paint her because she was so fat. I'd said that that was crazy because one of the most famous artists, Peter Paul Rubens, had spent many years painting just such models. There was even a word for it: rubenesque. She wasn't 'fat', she was 'voluptuous'. She'd smiled.

      The message below her naked form: u need blud big canvas 2 paint me lol.

      The fourth message was from Mavis, a very erotic, suggestive pose.

      The text: This like Klimt then?

      There was a beep. Yet another new message was already arriving into my inbox...

      Blimey, teachers eh?... who'd have believed it?

    
  
    
      
        
      

      The Video Cassette

      I heaved the bulky carton into the kitchen and dumped it heavily onto the kitchen table, and my mum's immediate response was to turn round from what she was preparing, wipe her hands on her apron and shout,

      "No! No more junk in this house, you, you're just like you're father used to be, he was a hoarder. If that box was out in the garage it's because that's where I intend it should stay...!"

      "But Mum, if it's out in the garage doesn't that mean that you're hoarding as well? If it's no use, just throw it out to the dump..."

      "Oh, a smartass. Alright, what's in there then that's so interesting?"

      "These." I opened the flaps and drew out a handful of old VHS cassettes, those big rectangular reel-to-reel things my parents used to have before technology got smart and miniaturized. There were lots of them, some bought, with old cartoons and stuff that had kept me enthralled and quiet when I was a kid, some movies, and other stuff my parents had recorded off the TV, like 'Friends' (probably for Mum) and 'Baywatch' (good old Dad. He'd always said Man's greatest invention was the 'pause' button on the video) – in short, a motley collection. But there was also other stuff on them apparently, scribbled in my dad's hand, like 'Blackpool day out', 'Matt 6th birthday', 'Debs almost flips a pancake', 'Matt school-play'...

      "Well I think you're right, there are some of these we shouldn't hoard; like my school-play for example. So we'll throw that one out for a start..."

      Memories came back to me of getting stage-fright, with people at first thinking the pause was for dramatic effect, but then realizing my statue impression, where only my eyes swiveled scarily back and forth, could be an object of titters, derision and outright mockery. It was the kind of thing which, even ten years later, at nineteen, made you relive the horror in the middle of the night and wake up in a cold sweat.

      "No!" Mum reached out and grabbed the cassette out of my hands.

      "Good or bad, it's your history and one day you'll want to show it to your own kids when they've gone through a similar kind of embarrassment and then you can show them that you were able to get over it, so they should be able to as well..."

      
        
      

      "But Mum," my eyes lowered, "I'm not over it. It's one of those things which haunt you forever...I mean, admit it, even you were laughing, I could hear it on the tape, you were making this funny squeaking sound..." I looked up again with my most pitiful smile and Mum came round the counter and hugged me to her lovely full bosom, pulled my head on to her shoulder, stroking my hair and crooning, "Hush little baby..."

      I pulled away, both of us laughing. "OK, OK, I'm over it...!"

      "That's a pity, you don't let me cuddle and soothe you any more like I used to..."

      I returned to her arms, putting my own arms around her waist and hugging her into me. Even in the kitchen her body exuded a subtle fragrance. I placed a kiss on her cheek and then one on her nose, "Mum, I'm all yours to soothe any time you like."

      "Good, then next time I'm feeling lonely..." The sentence hung unfinished in the air and mum turned around and went back to her preparations for dinner. Over her shoulder she said,

      "By the way, I was laughing in empathy on that tape. I felt for you. You're a part of me so it was like me being up on that stage with you..."

      "Yeah, yeah, you were totally pissing yourself....I mean..."

      "No I wasn't, and Matthew Morrissey, mind your language."

      "OK then, look me straight in the eye and tell me you weren't, umm, having trouble controlling yourself."

      Mum came and stood directly in front of me and brought her face to within a couple of inches of mine. Her lovely eyes with their awning of long lashes...

      "I –was – not – pissing – my - self." But she couldn't control the sides of her mouth which were working their way into a grin.

      She really was gorgeous, so I couldn't resist,

      
        
      

      "You – know – you – look – good – with - out – makeup..."

      That transformed her grin into an outright belly-laugh. She stroked my chin and returned to the worktop.

      "Haha, that kind of charm'll get you everywhere."

      Chop... chop... scrape...

      "Oh by the way, I know why we didn't throw the cassettes out. When all that new technology came in we thought we'd go through them and get the family stuff converted to digital and put them onto DVDs. We never got round to doing it before your dad died."

      "DVDs? Mum, nowadays everything goes straight onto a flash drive. I could convert this whole box..." I indicated the mass of the huge carton, "onto just a fraction of something this size." There was a gap between my thumb and forefinger.

      "Really? Well I remember when we invented the wheel..."

      "Mum! Will you stop putting yourself down like that? You're always doing it! You are NOT past it. I'll bet I could take you to any dance at the Uni and the guys'd be lined up waiting for a chance to dance and smooch with you!"

      "Smooch? Do you kids still 'smooch'? I thought that went out with Disco...?"

      "Then they'd reinvent smooching just to be able to smooch with you."

      "I should be recording all these things you're saying so I can hold you to all these promises."

      "Aha...I only promised to let you hug me, I never promised to smooch with you. I said my mates'd want to smooch you..."

      "So you wouldn't want to smooch with me?"

      
        
      

      "What, after all my mates'd had you? Ugh..!"

      "....and if I let you go first?"

      I hesitated. My mouth opened and shut like a fish out of water.

      Then, "Are we recording this?"

      "No."

      "Then yes."

      "And if I was recording it?"

      "Then still yes." I smiled. Turning back to the box, I started going through the cassettes again. I sensed my mum had stopped working and then come up quietly behind me. Her fingers went tiptoeing round my waist then across my stomach and clasped themselves together at the front. She pressed her body up against my back and rested her head in between my shoulders.

      "Mmm, I really should paint you into a corner now and make you keep your promises. After all, it's a mother's duty to make sure her son keeps all his promises – it builds character..."

      I felt the full weight of her breasts pressing into my back and, what with the verbal sparring that was going on, I felt myself getting aroused. I just hoped she wouldn't let her hands accidently drop onto my cock. She didn't, and I was strangely disappointed. I turned around. Mum was still so close that my chest made a sweep across her breasts. While my cock brushed across her hip...

      "You really don't believe me, do you?" I took an involuntary glance down at her chest, then up again into her eyes. "I'm telling you, I could take you to one of our dances and no one would actually notice... I mean, of course they'd notice, how could they not, I mean.... They wouldn't even blink, I mean... they wouldn't blink 'cause that would mean missing out on a split second of seeing how beautiful you are... and..."

      "Enough."

      
        
      

      Mum held a finger to my lips.

      "You know that was nothing less than amazingly romantic what you just said? And if you weren't my son I'd have grabbed you by the hand and swept you upstairs so fast your feet wouldn't have touched the ground."

      With her thumb and forefinger she lifted my chin and placed a kiss right onto my lips and looked me straight into the eyes. Wow, her lips were so soft and damp, her eyes were so...

      "Now, what do you intend doing with those tapes? I don't think the video recorder works any more. I mean it used to mash up the tapes, see, like this one..." She pulled out one cassette where a few inches of the tape were hanging out of the flap, wrinkled. "Indiana Jones...ah, so you can throw that, we've got it on DVD and probably much better quality..."

      She tossed it back into the pile.

      "No. I think I'll take it apart and see how it works. It's held together by some of those old-fashioned things, what d'you call 'em?"

      "Screws?"

      "Yeah, that's it... so I'll find one of those, what d'you call 'em?"

      "Screwdrivers?"

      "Yeah. I'll undo it and check how it works. Like a study in social anthropology, I'll save the archeologists some work... I'll take it all up to my room and see if I can hitch the recorder up to my TV."

      "I think all the wires and stuff'll be in that big wooden box in the garage where your dad kept all that electrical junk."

      She was right – also about Dad being a hoarder. He'd always said you never knew when something was going to come in useful, so there was a myriad of wires and connections in the box – some just the connectors with the wire snipped off at the base, some two-core wires, three-core, multiple ins/outs, old remotes.... I was looking through my own history. The connection to the electric kettle which had never seemed able to turn itself off when boiling. An old nightlight with cartoon characters in case I woke in the middle of the night (pre- school play era... OK, and maybe a little post- as well...). And there was the old VCR. I checked its input/output sockets against what there was in the box and found I could probably link it up to my TV. I did a bit of mix 'n match until I came up with a satisfactory solution, although not perhaps the most aesthetically pleasing.

      Then back in my room, I plugged it in. It lit up. I hadn't been able to find a working remote, so it was all a case of pressing the relevant buttons while sitting on the end of my bed – so archaic! I pressed the eject button in case there was something inside. There was, but it was only making a feeble attempt to extricate itself. I flipped open the letterbox-style lid and yes, there it was – a cassette stuck inside. So how do I remove it? The thought of inserting a knife and immediately electrocuting myself didn't appeal, so I guessed I would be forced to do what dad had done and take it apart.

      He'd done this after being conned out of money in a repair shop. When he couldn't get a picture through the machine, only sound, they'd said it would need an expensive video-head replacement when all it really required was the head cleaned. This embarrassment and introduction to suckerdom had made him decide in future to make his own repairs, and I'd watched him.

      So I unplugged it, opened it up and was faced with a cassette with its tape wound around several cogs. After trying unsuccessfully to lever it out I figured there must be some rationale to it all, and there was – I turned this cog, then that operated that wheel which in turn made the tape get pulled across this rotating cog. I reversed the direction, and slowly but surely the wheels moved away from the tape and the cassette lifted itself up and out the letterbox – except one bit of the tape was still looped round another bit so I had to lift that out more gently – then it was released! A bit crinkled at that spot, but not torn. I looked for the title but there was none, so I put it to one side.

      With the machine open, I used the opportunity to clean the video heads as well, then reattached the cover, plugged it in and inserted a cassette – play - dadaah...! An episode of 'Friends'... terrible picture quality, after all, it wasn't digital, but it was acceptable. In the episode, Ross was trying to sell cookies to help some girl go to Space Camp, and when it didn't work out, they converted Joey's room into a make-believe Space Camp with all the special effects. Aha. Funny. But worth keeping?

      Then I went back downstairs to find Mum in the meantime had laid out dinner. She had now changed and was dressed in a light cotton form-fitting sleeveless dress which showed her great shape off to good advantage before flowing outwards around her bum and ending just above the knee. I felt a bit underdressed in just my shirt and shorts, but Mum didn't seem to mind, even though she'd set the table with a nice tablecloth and place-settings and everything. I think every now and then she liked to feel that she was out in a top restaurant – certainly her food wouldn't have disgraced a place with stars after its name...

      
        There was even wine. We were just missing the candles.

      "Mum, this looks so great."

      "Thanks, it's nice to be appreciated..."

      "Oh, you are. No one could replace you." I thought, then said, "One night I'm going to take you out to dinner – a movie and dinner..."

      "Maybe dancing and dinner...?"

      "Dancing?"

      "I thought you wanted to introduce me to your mates so I could get some smooching in? I think I'm out of practice...I'm sure a bit of canoodling would help settle the stomach after dinner..."

      She was winding me up – I think. "Canoodling?"

      "It's a bit like smooching, but teasier."

      She was winding me up.

      "You mean hotter...?"

      "Well, canoodling introduces an element of slurping into the action, so I guess..."

      By chance, I was at that moment tackling the tasty soup she'd served.

      "You mean like this?" and sucked the soup noisily off the spoon.

      
        "I think that would be the definitive passion-killer." She laughed. "More like..." and she licked around the complete circumference of her mouth, until the point of her tongue was caressing and wiggling along the top lip. "Oh my, now you've stopped eating..."

      I had. In fact my spoon was now perched midway between my bowl and mouth and the soup was dribbling off it, much in the way my cum would likely start dribbling from my cock if she kept this up...

      "Look, don't mind me, it's just that that talk of dancing got me all nostalgic... and don't say, 'you need a fella'."

      "I was going to say you need to get out of the house a bit more."

      "Well that movie and dinner sounds appealing."

      "A promise is a promise and I know how you hold me to my promises..."

      She smiled.

      The rest of the meal went by in easy conversation, but in the back of my mind the germ of an idea was already forming. After clearing the dishes and washing them (my part of the agreement where meals were concerned), I went back upstairs to my bedroom. Mmm, I could do that, and maybe that... yes...

      Half an hour or so later, I came back down and went into the garage to look for some of my old junk. Coming back through the kitchen I picked up a couple more items and returned to my room.

      Then it was back down again and into the kitchen cupboards. There. I knew we had some.

      I prepared it then ran back upstairs. I pressed the switch. OK. Well, here goes...

      "Mum, we're going to a movie."

      "Now?"

      
        
      

      "Yeah, and guess what? We're going in my Aston Martin DB5..."

      "Your what...?"

      I handed her my old toy model car and took her by the other hand.

      "You're in the passenger seat. Just don't press that button there – it's the ejector seat..."

      I guided her upstairs towards my room. "It's a drive-in movie, but it won't rain so we can keep the top down..."

      I opened the door, and the only light was being emitted by my television screen. The sound was coming out of a couple of computer speakers I'd hooked up to the sides of my bed. Lined up in rows in front of the TV were various toy cars of different sizes and vintages. Others were dotted around the room.

      "Looks like the feature's already started, so let's park the jalopy and settle down shall we?"

      I indicated the bed where I'd stacked cushions and pillows to lean against. She giggled as I led her to one side of the bed and she stretched out on it, whipping her shoes off in the process. I threw myself down next to her. The speakers to either side of us let us know we were watching 'Ghostbusters'.

      "It's an old movie, but that's what you get at a drive-in. Besides, I'm told most of the audience probably aren't really watching the movie anyway..."

      I glanced at her with one raised eyebrow and she returned a look of apparent shock.

      "From what I remember of drive-ins..."

      "Wait." I reached under the bed and brought out the big bag of popcorn I'd just prepared, fresh from the microwave.

      "I was going to mention 'Cola'..."

      
        
      

      "Tut. This is a posh drive-in." I reached into my bedside cupboard and brought out the half-full bottle of wine from dinner, and two crystal glasses. I handed her one glass and then topped up both of them with the wine.

      "That's true, I've never been to a drive-in this posh before. I mean, that Rolls in front of us, and the Ferrari... maybe we can dismiss the chauffeur?"

      "You're right. James, bugger off..."

      Mum laughed. Then we actually started watching the movie. Well, mum did. I think I was watching mum more. I enjoyed seeing her happy, but at the same time I was conscious of how her dress had slid up to mid-thigh, mid smooth, luscious, creamy thigh, when she'd climbed up onto the bed. We shared the popcorn, sometimes reaching into the bag at the same time and clashing knuckles, but nothing 'Lady and The Tramp'-ish. At one point Mum actually dropped a piece and it fell down into the front of her dress, the top of which just covered the beginning swells of her breasts. She straightened her back and pulled her dress out in order to look down the front. From my vantage point a full bosom came into view, supported by a lace-edged white bra. Mum then delved down into the bra and, with a bit of fiddling, located the errant piece and brought it back up into her mouth. I never wanted to be a piece of popcorn so much as at that moment.

      "You know..." She turned her head towards me and maybe she saw where my gaze was concentrated before she said, "from my vast experience of drive-in movies it tends to get a bit chilly around this time, so most people bring a blanket along with them. Of course though, in a posh place like this..." And she lifted her bum to pull back the blankets from underneath her and then drew her knees up to her chest, exposing her white panties as the dress fell back further into her crotch before thrusting her legs back into the bed. She then snuggled deeper down. I didn't see her adjust her dress under the bedclothes, so I guessed it must now be up as far as her waist.

      "Of course, you being the macho man, you can freeze out there with a stiff upper lip..."

      I thought to myself, Mum, believe me, it's not my upper lip that's stiff...

      I moved off the bed, crouching a little in an attempt to hide my boner, and lifted the blankets at my side, giving me just a momentary glimpse of mum's dress which had indeed crumpled around her waist, with her brief panties, the side of which was more like a string, on full view. I got in beside her and we snuggled up. Mum put her head on my shoulder.

      
        "This is so nice. Thanks Matt." She reached over and kissed me on the cheek. I put one arm around her shoulder and her head came in to rest against my chest. Her outside arm came over and placed itself onto the middle of my stomach where my shirt fastened, a couple of the fingers insinuating themselves in between the buttons and playing with a few of the hairs they found there. I felt across for the hand that lay between us and grasped it, linking her fingers through mine. We lay there contentedly, watching the movie play out.

      Had she noticed the moment my hand had crept away from her shoulder and started entwining itself in her hair? I don't know. She seemed very intent on the TV screen. I think she did notice though when one finger of that hand began to encircle her ear, first on the outside and then around the inner rim, because it sent a pleasant shudder through her.

      "Mmm, ooh, that tickles..." and she pressed in further towards me. The fragrance of her hair was intoxicating.

      "Mum?"

      "Yeah...?"

      "It's all about ghosts..."

      "Aha."

      "Mum?"

      "Yeah...?"

      "I'm scared of ghosts..."

      She pulled herself up slightly and turned her face towards me to see my most endearing little boy lost look.

      She grinned. "There's no such thing as ghosts. And if there was, I'd protect you."

      
        "But it's scary. I think I'll have to sleep in your bed tonight..."

      "But we're already here in your bed. It'd be a pity to get our feet cold just for the sake of changing beds... and if you're scared, then don't look. Here, cover your eyes..." And she lifted the bedclothes by her side, inviting me under.

      "OK..." and with that I ducked my head under the covers and turned my body in towards her.

      Inside, it was warm and dark and scented. I pressed my head up into the side of mum's breast and felt her hand outside the covers pulling me closer, comforting me? I encircled her waist and my elbow already sensed the bottom edge of her dress bunched up against it. My nose nuzzled up to her, up to the thin material under which I could feel the elastic edge of her bra. As she pulled me further in I felt the buoyancy of the mass that was her breast. There was a ruffling of the blankets and then the fingers of her other hand crept in and across my cheek into my hair and she was pulling my head fully onto that breast. There was no mistake. I opened my mouth and she continued to urge my head forward. There was the impossible task of taking the full volume of it into my mouth so I settled for nuzzling, nibbling and licking around the hard nub of nipple which was making itself known through its two covering layers. I brought my hand back from around her waist and cupped the other breast and this seemed to encourage Mum to turn her whole body in towards me and press herself forward.

      In the darkness, in that warmth, I was engaged in that most basic action of suckling at my mother's breast, sucking at the one and caressing, squeezing, stroking the other. And still mum pressed in towards me so I released my hand from her, reached down the short distance to the hem of the dress at her waist and scooted my fingers up on the inside of it, over her smooth stomach, up to the bottom edge of her bra and burrowed underneath the elastic and then had the whole warm mound of malleable flesh in my grasp. As I kneaded and tweaked at her erect nipple she started to wriggle and turn her upper body over which I saw as an indication she wanted to feel my mouth on that one as well.

      As I transferred my attention, there was a moment of light as the bedclothes were lifted and then Mum's head joined mine under the covers.

      "You're right, it's scary out there."

      Her lips searched urgently for mine. She took my head into both her hands and pressed layers of eager kisses onto my cheek, my mouth, my neck, then exposed her own neck to my open mouth and tongue and teeth... while I was thus engaged she reached down to the hem of her dress and dragged it up across her bra so it was now hunched over the top of her chest... then she hoisted the bra up to join it and these two lovely melons spilled out and were being thrust towards me. In that half-light inside the bedclothes I paused to take in the wondrous sight of my own mother's tits before she pulled my face into them and I had a hand on each and my tongue was lapping at each engorged nipple in turn. In my greediness I even tried to squash her breasts together so I could enjoy both of them at the same time. She was laughing in pure joy and I joined in, as though we had both thrown off our shackles. As we thrust our lower bodies into one another her hands were now on my back, the one dragging my shirt upwards while the other reached down into the back of my shorts, pushing them lower. Mine were on her back tracing up along her spine and down to the rise of her panty-covered bum cheeks. She thrust both hands down into the back of my pants as well and cupped my ass and pulled it in towards her, reciprocating with her own thrust forward.

      From behind I linked my thumbs over the top of her panties and levered them down over the bubbles of her cheeks then brought my hands round to the sides and eased them down over her hips and towards her knees. She brought one knee forward and then the panties were swept off her ankle at the one side. My mother was now to all intents naked in my bed, and I rose up onto one elbow to take it in. I could take in all I wanted because mum was busy at my belt, wrenching it open, unzipping me and tugging my dick out of my pants.

      Momentarily we were both immobile, while each gazed with rapture at the other, and then mum was already jerking my dick backwards and forwards while my hand delved into the damp apex of the top of her legs. One of my fingers slid straight into the already slippery trench of her pussy and the other fingers luxuriated in the soft cushion of lips surrounding it.

      We wanked each other while gazing intently into one another's eyes. That finger encased in her warmth was soon joined by another and then yet another while Mum used one hand to cup and juggle my balls and the other to firmly grasp my cock and slide it with increasing tempo up and down. The thing I wanted now in my animal state of lust was to be inside her – but this was my mum... I needed a sign... I needed permission...

      But surely the sign and unspoken permission were in the way she pressed her pussy upwards and towards me as her juices spread out across my fingers? – and in the way she opened her legs as wide as possible and was no longer pulling and pushing at my cock, but rather was only pulling it – towards her soaking hole?

      She took hold of my head and brought her mouth up onto mine, our tongues intertwined and engaged in their own game of tease and be teased, while she slid her body completely underneath me and I eased myself up and lay between her legs. If I wanted a sign then it was in the way she now thrust her hips forward so my cock-head just entered into the mouth of her cunt. I reciprocated with my own lunge forward and, with that, burst through up to the hilt. She gasped, I gasped. The unbelievable sensation of warmth, of wetness, of muscles contracting around my length, of those muscles actually massaging my dick from the inside was overpowering, and when I went to withdraw as far as her entrance, it was as though a vacuum had been created and I was sucked right back inside.

      
        Her mouth was at my ear, chewing on the lobe, her tongue burrowing inside it.

      "Fuck me... fuck your mum... do me good, Matt..." she whispered.

      "I... aah... I promise..."

      "You know you have to... mmm... keep your promises... ooh... don't you?"

      "Yeah..."

      I pulled my face a few inches away from hers and we were searching one another's eyes, Mum's flickering slightly with each of my forward thrusts, but the open-mouthed grin never left her face, her face which changed colour rapidly as the movie changed between scenes. Both of our mouths joined again and I fell back onto her and we both tried to swallow the other while our hips bucked wildly, her fingers scratched along my ass and back and our fucking was wild and savage, not gentle – gentle would come later, but for now the two of us just wanted to ram into the other and release what were possibly years of denied lust.

      I was on top of her, but before long, she was on top, and then, as I felt myself about to blow, I was on top of her again. And all the while shadow images played out their raunchy game on the wall behind us. The blankets had long ago given up the battle to stay afloat and had jumped overboard for their own safety.

      I came and I came into her, then came again as I strained my dick up into her deepest recesses. Her legs came around my waist and hooked themselves round my back as she lifted her bum to accept that final pumping motion, taking everything I had to give her.

      I didn't pull out. Not because we would have flooded the bed if I had done so, but because at that moment our whole world was just her and me, one being, her legs locking me to her, my hands stroking her and brushing the hair away from her eyes, her arms hugging me to her bosom. We kissed, we licked, we stroked, we bussed and above all we smiled knowing smiles. Then I felt my cock rising again, even before it had softened completely and dropped away from her body. It grew inside her and so I made a gentle nudge forward. She responded by contracting the muscles gripping me and it responded by growing even larger.

      In no time at all we'd resumed fucking, but this time it wasn't raw fucking, it was making love. I took the time in between thrusts to explore other parts of her body, to discover parts of her that were ticklish, to caress her ass and delve between her cheeks, to rejoice in the weight of her tits, to trace around and into her mouth. She for her part skittered her fingernails across my body, sampled the muscles in my thighs and tangled and untangled her fingers in my chest hair. Then it all speeded up once again and we came almost together. I spurted into her just as she was beginning to climax so I continued thrusting harder than ever to the accompaniment of lewd squelching sounds from below. I was rewarded with fingernails digging deep into my shoulders, possibly drawing blood, and the sight of Mum's face contorting between laughter and a scream. And then we were done. I pulled away from her and we both lay naked on our backs with idiotic smiles on our faces, observing the light flickering across the ceiling, regaining our breath.

      In the background, the movie seemed to have reached a quiet part, though I did recall earlier hearing the theme tune in the background, and even thrusting along to the beat at some point. The colour in the room was now a steady pale light, hardly changing at all - so what was being shown now? I raised my head up to take in what was on the screen, and did a double-take.

      Had my dad recorded a porn movie? Maybe he'd come across it in mid picture, because there hadn't seemed to be any introduction. It was just there, the picture of a woman photographed from behind, kneeling upright on a bed, legs spread apart, arms linked behind her head and dressed only in a thin transparent black negligee underneath which were just a pair of black silk bikini-type panties that barely covered her ass. But it wasn't a still picture, because her ass started to move imperceptibly in a circular grinding motion. The movement increased in speed, and as it did so, the woman thrust her backside out more and more at the end of each circle. Then she stopped completely, brought down her arms from behind her head and, leaning forward, placed them in front of her on the bed so that her ass was now her highest feature – then she gave it a wiggle.

      Mum by now had noticed that my attention had been drawn away from her, and she sat up as well, her arm around my waist.

      "Oh."

      "Oh indeed..."

      "What's this?"

      "Dunno. It must have been recorded after Ghostbusters."

      "Clearly."

      
        "Aha, not clearly; maybe Ghostbusters was recorded over this one but this one's a bit longer, meaning we've probably missed all the juicy bits..."

      Mum dug her elbow into my side.

      "Ow. What...? It doesn't mean I love you any less, me enjoying a bit of porn..."

      "Aha. So this is a big turn-on for you then is it?... and you, umm, love me...?

      I turned my head to face her.

      "Yes, Debs, of course I love you... you know I do. I mean, I love you... You're everything I'll ever want or need in life..."

      "Oh..." She squeezed up against me and linked her arm round my waist, "so what do you reckon about this one then... you reckon she'll be your bit on the side?" She indicated the screen.

      "Well now, let's see..."

      I returned my gaze to the television where the woman had now eased her negligee up over her round ass and was still giving her audience the come-on by shaking her cheeks.

      "She's nice, I guess. She's got a great shape, great hair, I love it like that, long and down the back – you can always imagine it spread out over the pillow...but she's auburn, and you're more chestnut.... So chestnut wins out..." I smiled at her.

      "Aha – that's all? She's throwing her ass at you and all you can think of is her hair?"

      "Don't rush me. I feel I'm walking through a minefield here and any second now I'll do the wrong thing..."

      Mum bounced up onto her knees and placed herself behind me, her breasts pressing into my back, her knees holding around my hips, her arms trailing down my sides towards my cock, and her head looking over my shoulder.

      
        
      

      "I'll bet you'd like to take her like that, wouldn't you? What do they call it, doggie style...?"

      I was sure she was winding me up again.

      She squeezed me gently down below and then moved herself round to the front of me and lay back into my arms allowing me to caress her front and hold her between my legs, my cock in the small of her back, while we watched the action. I inhaled the scent of her hair and enveloped her breasts in my arms.

      And then...

      Everyone remembers the opening shot of 'Star Wars', where an alien spacecraft silently enters the frame and then slides so slowly through it, giving this sense of utter immensity, power and strength.

      Well that is how a proud penis now suddenly worked its way into the picture. It was totally rigid, and the glistening knob-head wormed its way across the screen, so that there was a fade- in and fade-out of the camera's automatic focus as it changed from the woman's black panty-clad ass, which now formed the backdrop, to concentrate on the solidity, the sheer volume, of this monster encroaching and filling the screen. A network of veins ran the full length, dividing and sub-dividing, out from the thickening root which now made itself evident, encased in its clump of dark brown curls and anchored by its heavy ball sac below.

      "Mmm, now we're talking... something for me as well..."

      I squeezed her breasts in response, but didn't take my eyes away – there really was something hypnotic about what was happening onscreen. The penis turned slowly away from us and towards the jutting backside, and was now replaced on the screen by a pair of muscled buttocks. The completely naked owner made a couple of steps forward towards the bed, reached in front of him, gripped the sides of the panties and pulled downwards. As they descended over her rear, the panties caught momentarily in her crotch before falling to the woman's thighs. Since her legs were still spread, that was as far as they could fall. The man seemed to bend forward and, with his hands on her cheeks... maybe he was licking her ass? Or maybe lower down and sticking his tongue in between her pussy lips? His toned body and pale ass were unfortunately blotting out most of the action.

      Me: "Wow, he's huge..."

      
        Mum: "Eh, he's average..."

      I looked at Mum questioningly and she grinned back at me. "It's OK, don't worry, you measure up. If anything I'd say you're even a little bit bigger... you want me to bring a tape measure?"

      "I don't think I'm bigger, I mean, did you see that thing...?"

      "Ah, but remember, we women tend to see these things from a, um, a different perspective – I mean, you men are always a certain distance away from your own, you never see it up so close in your face, unless you...?" She raised an eyebrow.

      "No...!!"

      She grinned again.

      By now the guy on the screen was getting up onto the bed. I thought he was going to kneel behind her and take her that way, but instead he stood and then bent his knees in order to half lie on top of her and straddle her. The crimson-painted nails of one hand came back between her legs, took hold of the penis and directed it straight into her vagina. From a spectator's point of view this was ideal, because, instead of just seeing an ass ramming in and out, we were witness to the whole animal rutting process, which is what it was. And he did ram her. While his dick thundered in and out and his balls swung heavily against her with every thrust, his hands took hold of the woman's generous tits and, what can I say, mangled them in his grip. It was pure beastly coitus. Then he came so loudly, now holding on to her hips and pulling her into him with the same force with which he strained against her. Wow, they had certainly cum together, it was no act; this was pure wild National Geographic stuff if they'd ever been allowed to show it. He withdrew and his penis dropped out of her pussy from which his fluid was now generously oozing back out from between her still-splayed lips.

      Then the woman turned round to face her lover, but the lover was already in the process of reaching towards the screen to turn off the camera. That was the moment the tape reached a crumpled section, the image flickered and jumped for a few moments and then there was a still picture of Mum's and Dad's happy faces before the screen suddenly went blank...

      Neither of us moved or said anything for a moment, then, quietly...

      
        "Your Dad was getting sick. We both knew it would be all downhill from there on in. We wanted something for him to look back on and remember the good times. But the end came a lot quicker than we thought..."

      My mum's whole body was shaking. I held her tightly and cradled her in my arms, lavishing kisses onto her head.

      "It's OK... it's OK... it's OK..."

      We stayed in that position for a long time, and I managed to reach over and grab a couple of blankets and cover ourselves with them. There were no words for now.

      After a while Mum reached behind her head and felt for my face. I turned and kissed her hand. She turned her whole body round within my lap and looked up at me with her tear-stained face.

      "I must look a sight..." She wiped her cheek.

      "Deborah, Debs, you did what was right. I could never hope to replace Dad in your heart. I know how much... no, I don't know how much..."

      "Look," she pulled herself together, "it's history, it's what was, it's the past. Look at this as our present to you, the birds and the bees story that your dad wasn't able to give you." A weak smile.

      "So it's not true about the stork?"

      She grinned through the wetness. "No, Matt, no stork. And, umm..." She held my face in both her hands, "there's no Santa Claus either..."

      We kissed fervently.

      Later, we lay comfortably on the bed, casually tracing our fingers over each other's body, and I said to Debs,

      "By the way, earlier, you said you thought I was, umm, a little bigger than Dad...?"

      
        
      

      She looked down and cradled my penis in her hand, weighing it.

      "Hold on, I'll go get the tape measure..." and with that, she sprang off the bed.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Home from the Party

      The beginning was a bit blurry. A bit? Ha! I was blotto. Dave and Maggie, my heroes, somehow manhandled me out of their car and hauled me up the garden path to the house, where the front door was already beginning to open.

      How did I come to be in this state? Well, we were all students, and students and alcohol tend to have this fairly easygoing relationship, as well as the fact that our gang needed little or no excuse to throw a party.

      End of exams? Party!

      Friday? Big party!

      Winter solstice? Parteeee...!

      Brian and Gemma break up? Say no more...party...!

      Only thing is...I was Brian, and my breakup with Gemma had knocked me for six. The obvious solution in the eyes of my mates was to get me back on track a.s.a.p. The party they arranged was a barely concealed catwalk of new potential partners being paraded for my benefit in front of my increasingly unfocused eyes.

      But it was no good. The alcohol did not have the desired effect. So while the crowd wandered off to dance and copulate, I continued to drown my sorrows. At some point I was lifted bodily like a rock star and transferred across a sea of hands out to Maggie's car, good old dependable designated driver Maggie, who I attempted to give a big kiss thank you to, but who recoiled in horror at my disgusting state.

      I was thrown into the back to mutterings of, 'a towel, just in case', and '... if he throws up... he's your mate, you'll clean it...'

      So now here we were, and the door was opening. In the light of the hallway stood the curvy outline of my mum, my gorgeous mum, not with a rolling pin in her hand thank heavens, but with arms crossed.

      
        I imagined how I must look to her - a kind of mutant scarecrow, my arms draped across the shoulders of my pals, my feet dragging behind. I raised my eyes through a scraggle of hair to her lovely face.

      "Penny for the Guy Fawkes, Missus?" and my head lolled back down.

      Dave mumbled, "Pathetic" into my ear and they heaved me up into the hallway while Mum stood back, her housecoat wrapped around her ample bosom.

      "Where do you want him, Mrs. Denton?"

      "Well, let's see, there's a rubbish bin out the back, but the collection's not till Tuesday and he'll stink by then...even more so... just put him down on the floor for now, would you?"

      "Righto."

      And with that I was dumped unceremoniously onto the hall carpet.

      I heard them exchanging a few pleasantries and I could see they were all smiles, Mum included. Yay, did that mean I'd gotten away with it then? Maybe I could sneak into that cubbyhole under the stairs and she wouldn't notice and she'd go back to bed and I'd get up bright and early and...

      The door slammed shut. A firm grip on my collar abruptly ended my crawl on hands and knees towards the cubbyhole.

      "Not so fast, you."

      I was dragged backwards and set with my back to the wall. Mum leant over me, her housecoat now open, revealing a delicate white negligee beneath. As she bent over me, her breasts hung forward, unencumbered as they were by any bra. Damn my blurry eyes! Focus them!

      "Hello Mummy..."

      "Don't you 'Hello Mummy' me, young man. God, just look at you... no, don't look at you, it'll make you puke...What am I going to do with you?"

      
        
      

      "Is that a shpe... a shpesh... that a particular question relating to my present qu...umm, quandry? Or is it a more general observation? Like, 'what's life?'" I looked up at her, with my best innocent face, probably blinking far more rapidly than I intended. Then I looked down at her chest and my blinking increased.

      Mum pulled her housecoat together at the top and looked me straight in the eye - my left one, I think.

      "What has she done to you, you poor boy? Ah, she never deserved you anyway... Come on then, we're going to have to get you up into the shower and then off to bed... somehow... mmm, I should have thought of that before your mates left. So you'll have to help me out here... oof, you're like a sack of potatoes..."

      "You can call me 'Spud'..."

      She leant over and stretched her arms out underneath my shoulders and pulled. Her housecoat had dropped open again, and the only effect of her pulling was to thrust my head straight into the cushion of her lovely scented bosom. I dug my nose further into the chasm between her breasts and nuzzled.

      "Now stop that! You're lucky you're pissed and not responsible...otherwise..."

      "Otherwise you'd kiss me and...and let me hug you, and...?"

      "I'd slap you."

      "As in 'slap and tickle'?"

      "As in a slap and a boot up the backside..."

      "Ooh, that's kinky you know...snot my thing though. Did I say snot? I don't mean snot's my thing...I'm losing track here... I prefer the more straightforward stuff with a busty lady... yourself comes to mind..."

      
        "Me? I thought Gemma's your type?"

      "Yeah, but she's not you..."

      Wow, out of the mouths of drunks...

      All this time, Mum had been somehow tugging and hauling me to the foot of the stairs.

      Now she stood back, brushing the disheveled wavy hair out of her eyes, observing me, a strange smile at the corners of her mouth, breathing hard with the effort to get me this far.

      "Isn't that just my luck. I get compliments from this great guy and he turns out to be both drunk and my own son... Jeez..."

      "So write it down ver...b... verbatim... and I'll repeat it to you when I'm sober..."

      She just looked at me and, with some kind of tutting noise, said, "Ha! Yeah, right..."

      We both turned and looked upwards to the top of the stairs... oh what a long way... and all uphill.

      "That's a helluva long way, Mum..."

      Mum sighed.

      "Don't think for one minute I'm going to try and carry you up there."

      "Well let me carry you then..." I managed to swivel myself into a sitting position and stretched my arms out, grasping her by her calves. I tried lifting, but my hands just slid up to the smooth skin above the backs of her knees.

      "Oops."

      
        She just stood there laughing, with my hands pulling at the back of her legs, her hands resting on my shoulders. She allowed her knees to bend and was then squatting in front of me, our eyes almost level. One hand came round and stroked my hair away. Why was she looking at me like that?

      "You're so lovely," stroke, stroke, "I can see your dad in you," stroking my cheek, around my ear.

      "He was a drunken pig as well, then?"

      "Well, you stink like a pig, but you're delicious..."

      "I'm an acquired taste..."

      Then she leant forward and kissed me on my nose, my forehead, and a quick peck on my lips.

      "I'd give you tongue but you'd probably throw up all over me..."

      Had I imagined she'd said that? When you're drunk you can have brief moments of absolute clarity, can't you, and I'm sure that was one of these moments...or maybe not though...?

      She stood up again, still ever so close. Her housecoat remained open, her flimsy negligee on full view. It came down to just below where my hands were still embracing her legs. I could see them disappearing up into the folds. Yes, I could see my arms through the white silky material, just as I could clearly see her legs, rising and widening upwards until the dark patch of a mound pushing the negligee outwards at the base of her stomach marked her unattainable womanhood.

      Now this WAS clarity, and for that moment my stupor dissolved and it was as though I was observing Mum's thatch in glorious Hi-Definition, noting the vertical indentation and the individual spiky hairs penetrating the material. I was struck by how well-tended it appeared. I looked up into Mum's face and she was gazing down at me with some sort of emotion in her eyes...love? I reached out my hand, but with that movement, the spell was instantly broken and Mum pulled away from me.

      "OK then, let's try and sort this out, shall we?"

      My hand dropped back to my side.

      
        "I think it might be best if you try and crawl up the stairs on all fours... I'll be right behind you to support you... you think you can do that?"

      "'Course I can..."

      Left hand, right hand, left one again... My hands were making good progress, but the rest of my body didn't seem all that bothered about keeping up... until I was lying like a plank on the stairs, my feet still rooted to the bottom.

      "Houston, we have a problem..."

      "I think maybe it's time for that slap I promised you..."

      She brought her hand down hard on my backside, but instead of it urging me upwards, my only response was,

      "Ooh...! Don't forget to tickle me as well. I love that..."

      There was a snort of laughter from behind me, and then Mum's two hands pushing on my bum, her grunting, the whole weight of her body seemingly behind the effort. Still I didn't move - apart from me twitching my buttocks in her grasp. She in return pinched them hard.

      "Mum, that's foreplay..."

      "If that's foreplay to you, I think you need a few lessons, boyo..."

      "Yes I do...indeed I do...doodoodedoo... Will you teach me? 'bet you're a great teacher... you already know how to spank..."

      There was silence for a moment. Then Mum clambered up across me, using my head as leverage, and I saw her bare feet climbing to the top of the stairs. I raised my head.

      She stood there at the top, an enigmatic smile across her face and her legs apart in Wonder-Woman mode. Her hands rested on her hips, jutting them forwards and holding her housecoat open so that her whole negligee'd body was on display. Then she slowly started to hum. She didn't take her eyes off me. Then, "La lala lalaaa..." Her body began to sway in time to her own rhythm, her eyes half closed. Her hands came down to her thighs where she gently caressed them, then up again, threatening to bring the negligee with it and to expose herself. But at the last moment it was released and it slid back into place. One hand began to explore over her body. It drew a line down from her cleavage to her navel where she splayed her fingers and rubbed them across her belly. She closed her eyes completely but didn't lose the smile.

      "Lalalaleee..." Her hand came up and cupped first one breast, and then the other. Then with her index finger she made small circular motions around the dark areola. The index finger of her other hand came up and attended to the other nipple. Her head was now thrown back, her hips were rolling, and her fingers, one clockwise one anti-clockwise, were teasing her nipples to erection.

      "Ladahdadadadee..."

      She was building to a crescendo and she had my full attention.

      Then she was looking down at me. Her smile no longer the friendly sort, it was that of a temptress, a predator - purely sexual. It was daring me to act...

      Slowly, still humming her song of enchantment, she let the housecoat slip from her shoulders. Her eyes fixed on mine as it dropped to the floor, but my attention was now drawn to her figure, because the light, above and behind her, served to throw her whole body into sharp silhouette. Her legs still wide apart, I viewed the tops of them where they didn't quite come together in a point, but rather ended in a subtle ripple between them. Was this my first view of her pussy lips? From that shady junction, her legs curved down and burst forth from the flimsy material which might as well have not existed... her slim waist, one hand on her hip, the other toying with her hair... her breasts swaying hypnotically in time to her lilting melody. My body had lifted off the stairs and, although still on all fours, it had positioned itself into more of a crouch.

      She descended a few stairs towards me, pointing her toes downwards as she did so, swinging her hips expansively. Down another couple of stairs and she was now just two steps above me and I had to crane my neck to take her all in. I was like a dog under its master's control, waiting eagerly for an order. She smiled down at me through the valley between her breasts and bent over towards me. In that low-cut scrap of silk her breasts looked as if they were going to jump up and overboard from a sinking ocean liner. Then she reached a hand out towards me, turned it, and crooking one finger, beckoned me upwards.

      
        I might possibly have said 'Woof', my tongue might have been hanging out and I might have been drooling saliva for all I was worth, but as she turned away from me, swinging the globes of her ass full into my face and undulating her way slowly back upstairs, it did the trick.

      Somehow, now how did that happen? I was at the top of the stairs, while my head was still nuzzling around at her feet. I might possibly have licked at them, who knows...? It could be I howled like a wolf...I might have yelped like a mongrel... but I do remember looking up and seeing my owner was satisfied. She even bent over and scratched me behind the ear.

      At least she didn't pat me on the head.

      "Well that's phase one done and dusted... Now, shower. Mmm, something tells me this'll be fun... You think you can stand? Maybe try and crawl up that wall a bit..."

      My fingernails grasped at the wall but only succeeded in knocking over an ornament stand, with Mum doing well to catch the ornament, and pulling a picture down from its hook.

      "Oh well, I didn't really like that picture anyway...it was your granddad insisted we take it...he probably hated it as well..."

      But I was there now - I was holding the wall up, that funny, rubbery wall. I felt my way along it towards the bathroom. Luckily the door was ajar, because I tumbled right in.

      Mum was close behind me, muttering something about never having a camera when you really need one. I noticed she hadn't put her housecoat back on.

      "OK, get over to the toilet and sit on it while we get you out of those clothes, you smell like a brewery..."

      I crawled over to the toilet bowl, but my body apparently realized that it could now finally get rid of some of that queasiness it had been sensing for the last while and a half. It was as though the sight of the water in the bowl acted as a suction pump, and suddenly my whole stomach was being turned inside out... I retched... and retched...and, what the hell, I retched some more. And it's strange when you're resting with your jaw on the edge of the toilet while waiting for the next inevitable heave. You have the odd interval where you can observe your own personal diet from the last twenty-four hours or so. And they're quite correct in that old joke - you never do remember having eaten that carrot, but, yup, there it is, taunting you...

      
        
      

      I probably passed out for a while, because the next thing I remember was Mum flushing the bowl, even scouring it with the toilet brush, and my cheek being semi-glued to the sticky bathroom floor.

      "All out then, is it? Well, better out than in... Now take this and use it," she handed me a toothbrush, all ready prepared with a striped toothpaste, "and then let's see about getting you into the shower."

      She unstuck my cheek from the floor, dropped the toilet lid and somehow heaved me up onto it. I stuck the toothbrush into my mouth and jiggled it around a bit before Mum took over the duty like when I'd been a kid, showing me the correct way to brush - circular motion, inside, outside, don't forget the gums... She held a cup of water up to my mouth and I swirled it around a few times before spitting out into the sink. Well, at least in the direction of the sink... Then I took a couple more gulps before sprawling back against the cistern.

      "Right then..."

      "Mum?"

      "Yeah?"

      "Am I going to remember any of this in the morning...?"

      "Oh, I really, really, hope not..."

      "But why, Mum? I do want to remember. I want to remember how lovely you look and how sexy you are and how you should be giving me a rollocking bollocking but you're not, you're being so nice to me, and... did I mention how sexy you are...?"

      "You did. Thanks. It's appreciated. Doesn't do me much good, but it's appreciated."

      She had this great smile as she knelt in front of me and undid my shoes and pulled my socks off. And I could savor her delicious scent as she leaned up to unbutton my shirt and ease it down my arms and off my back. And how her arms stroked around my chest. And I could sense her hesitation before she reached for my belt to unbuckle it.

      
        "You'll have to, umm, stand up so I can get your trousers off..."

      Strangely, I had no problem at that moment just simply lifting myself up from the seat and, albeit swaying ever so slightly, standing there in front of her, her face level with the top button and the zipper of my pants. With a determined look, brushing the hair away from her eyes, she reached up and flicked open the button. On a whim, I reached out and stroked through her hair, smoothing it down over her ears, holding her head in both hands. She glanced up.

      "I'm supporting myself."

      I averted my gaze, I think, partly for my own sake, because I found myself looking straight down into the top of her negligee. I savored those exposed tan-lines - had her bikini been that small? I loved the fact that one thin strap of the negligee had fallen away from her shoulder and one breast was doing its very best to pop out. That breast was like a deliciously smooth, three-layer ice-cream - the bronzed milk chocolate area where she'd been exposed to the sun, then that area of creamy vanilla that had remained covered, and finally the dark chocolate area that I could just see, where her skin started to darken around her nipple. I fully supposed it to be tipped by a chocolate button...

      So I looked straight ahead. And why not? In the full mirror opposite I could see her there on her haunches in front of me, the thin material drawn tautly across her smooth white ass - all the whiter for that dark vertical crack between her cheeks. Again I marveled at how small that bikini must have been... half her ass must have been on show that summer. Where had I been when she was wearing it? I closed my eyes and my imagination saw us frolicking together on the beach, her in her bikini running away from me into the water in a fit of giggles and me catching up with her and pulling her underneath the waves for a submerged kiss...

      I was jolted back to the present when I sensed how she had now taken hold of the one side of my trousers and reached for the zip with the other hand. That zip seemed to take a long time coming down. I didn't remember it being so problematic, but it seemed to be making a slow click...click...click noise as it made its tortuous descent. Was Mum actually drawing this out? And was it for her pleasure or for mine? I felt my trousers being drawn apart and then being pulled down, all this in slow-motion. Maybe this is what being drunk does to you? It gives a false sense of the passing of time?

      My trousers were now below my knees and I felt how Mum had leant backwards to get the sight of my boxer shorts into their proper perspective. She made a low, kind of guttural, noise. I think it was appreciative...

      
        Then I felt her hands at my waist, inserting them under the waistband of my shorts at the back, to cup my cheeks before bringing them round towards the side and drawing them slowly down, first from behind, over my ass. Yes, it was slowly! No, I wasn't mistaken, I'm sure...

      I felt how the elastic of the shorts, when she released it, cushioned my butt underneath, and then Mum's fingertips had tiptoed round to the front. She seemed to take a deep breath, exhale, and then pulled down. I wish I could say my dick sprang up and out in the manly fashion you read about so much in erotic fiction, but I was sloshed, remember. Even so, after Mum had released it, nothing seemed to happen for a while, so I finally dared to take a glance down. Mum's nose was only about an inch or so from my cockhead and she was gazing at it intently. If I'd managed somehow to get a look into her face I'm sure I'd have found her almost cross-eyed trying to focus on it. She tilted her head to one side. Then to the other. And then back again. She pushed my pants and trousers further down towards my ankles, and this action brought her head a little bit further forward. How much? Well, about that inch which had previously been separating her nose from my dick.

      In a moment of...affection?... She rubbed her nose up against it, first to the left-hand side and then to the right, like wiping her nose with a handkerchief...and then, almost comically, she dipped her nose underneath it and, with a quick bounce, levered it up to above the horizontal. Then she let it drop. I don't think it dropped quite as far as it had been when she first extricated it, but...

      I closed my eyes again and lifted my face towards the ceiling, giving myself over completely to the sensation.

      Then both her hands had come up to my lower belly and her fingers had begun playing some sort of catch-me-if-you-can tune through the thicket of my hairs down there. This melody seemed to include a few sliding riffs, which she carried out by tracing with just her fingertips horizontally across my skin, quickly backwards and forwards, even running them round the back to the top of my ass, sending curious shivers through me.

      I looked down again. Did that cock really belong to me? Because it no longer hung in a brewer's droop. It seemed to be more like a thick conductor's baton keeping time to the jam session that Mum was performing around my belly. While her hands were thus occupied, she now leaned her cheek against the side of my cock, and wedged it there between chin and shoulder, almost as though she were listening to a message on her mobile phone.

      Then the call seemed to be over because she righted her head and took hold of my cock gently. It seemed, from the look of concentration on her face, like she was going to click 'end call' and then dial another number.

      But she cupped it in her hand, as though estimating its weight, and kissed its tip. This time though, there was tongue involved, and she licked it around the bulbous end. Then she looked up at me. And smiled. And, gripping it firmly at the base of the shaft, turned her mouth into an 'O' and proceeded to swallow it whole in a fashion I'd only ever seen before in the middle of the night on my computer screen. Her mouth remained there for a moment, while out of view inside her mouth feverish tongue activity was taking place, and then she slowly withdrew, my cockhead finally popping into view. I think it yearned to maintain the connection, because as she pulled her mouth away, still maintaining the shape of the circumference of my dick, a string of saliva came along with it, before becoming taut, stretching and finally snapping. She smiled up at me again.

      "Memories..." She said with a broad grin.

      She leant over and kissed it once more, then quite suddenly and decisively sprang to her feet, turned her back on me, reversed into me and, grabbing my arms, looped them around the front of her belly. My dick was firmly wedged between the cheeks of her ass.

      "Follow me."

      We advanced as one person towards the bath, which also doubled as a shower. We took small steps forward and I found that my arms had moved from encircling her soft belly, with the weight of her breasts weighing down on them, to actually cupping those breasts in my hands and massaging her erect nipples gently with my thumbs. I dropped my head onto her shoulder and she stopped.

      "If someone saw us now, what a sight..." she grinned, and brought one hand up to draw my face in to her cheek.

      Indeed what a sight. My world just at that moment only contained this soft sensuous woman in my arms, pressing back into my body. I hugged her more tightly and my hands slipped into the bodice of her negligee and stroked across her front. Its second strap also came away. She leaned back more and planted small, very juicy kisses onto my neck.

      "You sure you're still drunk?"

      "As a newt."

      "Mmm, OK then. Here we go."

      She lifted one leg up and across into the bath in preparation for stepping in. Although, just maybe, she hadn't thought this through to the end, because in opening her legs she allowed my dick to spring up into the now vacated space and lodge itself snugly into the crease of her pussy, the negligee offering scant resistance.

      She stopped. And she brought that one leg back a little bit, the effect being to clasp my dick more firmly into the crease. She wiggled her ass backwards and forwards a couple of times and let out a kind of stifled groan.

      "Lift your leg up into the bath as well. Help me out here..."

      I did so.

      "OK, keep holding on tight to me," I increased my grip on her breasts, "No, not like that, silly," laughing, "just to support yourself," I released them and held her by the ribs. "Alright, now bring your other leg up and into the bath."

      I did so, and mum brought up her other foot into the bath as well. Then she turned round on the spot, in the process releasing my dick from its stranglehold, and there we stood face to face, body firmly against body, gazing into each other's eyes.

      Mum brought her arms up and circled my neck and pulled my mouth down towards her lips.

      "I think it might probably be safe to taste you now," she said as she opened her lips slightly and placed them firmly across my mouth.

      Was it me pulling her further into me with my arms, one round her waist and the other pressing at her ass, or was it her lifting herself up and pulling me down to her mouth with her arms around my neck? Either way, we began to kiss with passion and affection and our tongues intertwined one the other like creepers along a trellis. She chewed at my bottom lip. I licked around her teeth, I nibbled at her earlobes. She inserted her tongue into my ear and with deft flicks had me shuddering in ecstasy. Down below, her pelvis was pressed hard up against mine and it was rubbing slowly from side to side around the ridge of my cock. I pushed forward.

      "I..yaheeeh...!!" In an instant, Mum had released me and ducked sharply away, in an effort to escape the solid torrent of ice-cold water that was suddenly cascading at full blast over her head. It seems I'd pushed her backwards and into the tap. She fell onto me and I, not being the steadiest person in the room at that very moment, slid backwards onto my ass and I grabbed wildly at anything for support. A drowning man will clutch at a straw. I grabbed at Mum's negligee.

      
        
      

      There was the sound of a long tear, and still among the tangle of our arms and legs, the water continued to flow. We spluttered and splashed and thrashed about like fish learning only late in life how to swim. And then finally Mum reached over to the handle and levered it shut.

      There was sudden silence except for the drops of water 'plitch', 'plitch'ing off us into the puddles around our asses. Mum's face looked towards me. I don't think she could see me because her hair which, before, had been bouncily wavy, was now one limp damp curtain in front of her eyes. I reached over to her and drew the curtain aside. She spat out water. She looked at me. She looked down at the torn negligee and totally exposed breasts. She burst out laughing. She reached down and lifted the remaining material over her head and threw it out of the bath and it landed on the now soaking-wet floor with a splat.

      "Change of plan. Let's forget the shower. We'll have a bath instead."

      She turned her back on me, towards the lever, adjusting it from shower to bath, and arranged that the temperature of the water was now nice and warm. She let it flow, and leaned back into me, taking my arms around her again while I adjusted my legs so she lay comfortably between them. She spoke quietly, almost to herself,

      "I've a suspicion that throwing ice-cold water into your face like that maybe acted as a shock therapy and maybe it's brought you back down to earth with a crash...? I'll bet you're now confused and you're thinking to yourself, 'Whatthefuck is this..?? How the hell did I suddenly end up here in the bath with my mum, and me naked and my mum naked into the bargain?' Is that what you're thinking?"

      I stroked her breasts fondly,

      "Nope. Sorry, still pissed as a pike..." though the mists were beginning to dissolve ever so slightly.

      "Alright then. Much as I'd love to lie here all night with you like this, my maternal instinct insists on getting you cleaned up. So, soap please..."

      We had the liquid soap of course, but Mum insisted instead on using a bar of soap which she said was more useful for investigating hidden facets.

      
        She turned round to face me, her bum resting on her heels, her breasts shiny and dripping. She dipped the soap into the water and started to lather my chest, my shoulders, under my arms, keeping her smiling eyes on my face all the time. Then she lifted her bum so she was kneeling upright, and reached over my shoulder to scrub at my back. Her breasts engulfed my face and I couldn't breathe and I found I had to open my mouth wide - to try to gulp in air of course. Mum was taking all the time in the world to scrub my back. First the one side of my spine, necessitating her left breast being inserted into my mouth, and then the other side. She sat back, satisfied, and then...

      "Oops, silly me..." The soap escaped her grip and she began a blind search with her hands to track it down. She found it but squeezed it too hard beneath the surface of the water, and it scooted off towards the tops of my legs. "Damn, where is it? Mmm...is this it...?"

      A soft tug along my shaft.

      "Umm, I don't think so, Mum...maybe it floated off in this direction...?"

      I reached forward, trailing along the inside of her leg, running a finger up and along to her labia, jiggling between them and sinking it effortlessly into her hole.

      "Could be...I think you're getting warm there...maybe it slipped...further inside though?"

      "Let's see..."

      I opened up with a second finger and Mum's eyes flickered slightly.

      "It's certainly slippery in there - a sure sign it must have passed by this way lately..."

      "Mmm...problem. Maybe it's stuck up there and it's time to send in something bigger to root it out?"

      "You mean send in the plunger?"

      She laughed.

      "You could say that...maybe if I..."

      
        
      

      She placed both hands on the sides of the bath and levered herself up, her legs apart and to the outside of mine, water streaming off her tits and pussy, and brought her whole body forward to hover above my waist, where my dick was playing 'submarines'.

      "Up periscope, Bri..."

      "Aye aye, Cap'n..."

      I levered my stiff dick into the vertical, and it broke surface, quite magnificently, I might say.

      Our complete attention was fixed on what was happening now between our two bodies as Mum lowered herself, adjusting slightly so that I was nicely centered on her, and then dropped with a sigh to tightly enclose my dick into the soft hermetic clasp of her cunt. I couldn't resist,

      "Lower the Mainbrace..."

      "Enough...!" She laughed and splashed water into my face.

      But now her countenance had turned serious as she lifted her bum slightly and then plunged back down. And again, a bit higher this time. She transferred her arms to around my neck. And higher again, increasing the tempo. Was she aware that I was watching her, her sticking her tongue out, and then biting at her lower lip in absolute concentration and appreciation of the sensations she was going through? No, her eyes were closed so that only her plunging, and the piercing of my dick and the thrills it was creating inside her, existed. She was now going over to turbo mode, and I'd swear the waves we were creating in the bath would have been equivalent to a couple of Katrinas in the Bay of Mexico.

      In my weakened state I did all I could to help her, pushing my loins up as much as possible to meet her downward pumping. But it was all I needed to do, because my dick had a mind of its own and was relishing the experience to such a degree that it pretty soon burst forth and spurted upwards into Mum's frantic cunt. It was only a moment later that she herself let out her own lusty scream, tightened her whole body around me as if she wanted to crush the breath out of me, and collapsed on top.

      We lay there for quite a while. Maybe I'd even dozed off again, because when I came to, the water seemed a bit chilly. I made a movement underneath her and this seemed to rouse her too.

      
        
      

      "Mum...?"

      "Uhuh...?"

      "I think I found the soap..."

      "Uhuh...where?"

      "I think it's lodged halfway up my ass..."

      Mum's whole body rocked in giggles. Then she lifted her head and resting it on her elbow looked me straight in the eyes.

      "You are the best thing for me since..."

      I waited for her to complete it, but she didn't. She rested her head back onto my chest.

      "Please tell me you're still drunk..."

      "I'm still drunk, Mum."

      "Well that's OK then..."

      The water really was getting cold now, and she opened the drain-plug. We slithered apart from one another and she got out first. I was happy to let her, because that gave me a far more relaxed view of her, toweling herself down, looking at herself in the mirror and rubbing through the mess that was her hair before smiling across to me.

      "C'mon, it's getting really late. Let's get you into bed, we've both had a, umm, hard night..."

      
        She pulled me out of the bath by my two arms and set about drying me off. This was a purely functional act and, except for another kiss on it as she passed over my dick with the towel, there was nothing to be construed in a sexual nature. We were comfortable in one another's presence.

      We left the bathroom hand in hand and padded our way along to... my bedroom. There, Mum threw back the blankets, puffed up the pillows for me and set me into bed before pulling the blankets back over me, sitting on the edge of the bed and kissing me chastely goodnight.

      Darkness enclosed me almost instantly, and I didn't wake up until the sun was very high in the sky the next day.

      I had a raging headache through which strange scenes were trying to invade my brain. I woozily made my way to the bathroom before realizing I was totally naked and stumbled quickly back and pulled on a pair of shorts. After a second more successful trip to the bathroom - what was that water all over the place? - I dragged out the first shirt and trousers my hand came across in my cupboard, and made my way downstairs, noticing in passing that something seemed to be missing off the wall by the top of the stairs.

      I stumbled into the kitchen where I found Mum at the kitchen table with her toast and coffee, glancing through the morning paper.

      "'morning, love...or should I say 'afternoon?"

      "Er, hi Mum..." I rubbed my unshaven chin.

      "A bit hungover, are we?"

      "Could say that, yeah..."

      I looked at her. There was something... no, for the life of me...

      "Let me pour you some black coffee then, I've just brewed it, and I'll find you a couple of aspirin in a moment. Well, it was a good party then? Your mates managed to set you up with someone new? I mean, that was the whole idea wasn't it?"

      She didn't seem that interested though, and her eyes returned to the article she was reading.

      
        
      

      "Yeah, no...tell the truth, I don't remember much. I DO remember someone kind of teasing me and us kissing, but..."

      Mum looked up from her paper.

      I plonked myself down beside her at the table and took a piece of her toast.

      "That's mine," she said.

      "I'll make you some more."

      "No need."

      I got up and put a couple of slices into the toaster and looked over at Mum while waiting for them to brown.

      "How did I arrive home last night?"

      "Two of your friends brought you home, a girl and a boy. A nice couple. They a pair?"

      "Um, yeah, sort of... and how did I...?"

      Mum was looking at me inquisitively.

      "...how did I get to bed?"

      She put down the paper.

      "Well, first off I had a hell of a time getting you upstairs, I'll tell you that for nothing. And after that I just decided I'd leave you to it. Judging by the noise and by the state of the bathroom this morning, you hosed yourself down and climbed into bed. Going by all the snoring you must have been out like a light the moment your head touched the pillow."

      
        
      

      The toast popped up.

      "Oh. Huh..."

      I returned to the table and started buttering the toast.

      "No butter on mine thanks, just marmalade."

      "Uhuh."

      Mum was reading the supplement in the paper and it was open to holidays in Greece.

      "You ever been to Greece, Mum?"

      "No, I've heard it's really nice though... all those islands..."

      "Yeah. White sandy beaches, the tavernas... you remember I went to Crete at the end of last term with a couple of mates. It was great. Probably not your scene though. All those twenty-somethings puking in the street..."

      I smiled to show I was joking.

      "Oh yeah? You don't think I could handle it?"

      She'd placed the paper down forcefully onto the table and I sensed the beginning of a lecture about sexism, ageism and a few more -isms, so I said,

      " 'Course you could. In fact, let's go off on a holiday together, you and me. I think you need it..."

      Oh my God, had I just said that she looked weather-beaten, run down, worn out and all that crap?

      
        But she brightened immediately.

      "I'd like that...You'd take me?... I'd even pay your share..."

      "Oh. Yeah, that'll be great. Maybe we could go to there ..."

      I pointed to the generic picture that illustrated some Greek island, the sea a vivid cerulean blue, the monastery on top of the hill a vivid white and the young people on the sandy beach exhibiting an exaggerated spirit of fun and healthy living.

      "If you like, I could start planning it. The dates, the plane, the hotel, hire car and stuff? Or you'd want a package deal?"

      I was eager to show I was eager.

      "I was reading just now that they do these things in Greece where you can rent your own cottage, right by the Med. Your time's your own, you buy your own food at the local grocer's, you eat on the patio and you swim to your heart's content... back to nature."

      "Mum, you're right. That sounds fantastic, let's do it!"

      "You're on... let's see, all I'd need is to pack a few light clothes together, a couple of pairs of sandals..."

      "And you can throw in that bikini of yours..."

      "Which bikini?"

      "You know, that small one. It'll be OK. Remote island, only a few people, all laid back..."

      "But Brian, I don't have a bikini..."

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Teaching Mum to Drive

      The immediate effect of a sunny, early spring day in England is something akin to one of those Disney movies where everyone and everything has been held in suspended, frozen animation until, with a flick of the wrist, the spell is released. Of a sudden it's a world in full technicolor, everyone is laughing, the public parks are strewn with half-naked bodies lapping up the rays, women are strolling around in skimpy dresses and the cafés have taken full advantage and dragged their tables out onto the sidewalk. Life is fun again and there's everything to look forward to.

      My mum seemed to have been infected by this new lust for life as well, and just this morning had dragged me out early to drive her up into town where she had shopping to do. With a glint in her eye she had emphasized shopping. Now shopping is not for provisions, shopping is for trawling the boutiques, trying on and rejecting shiploads of clothes, experimenting with newly-discovered scents, and discovering whether a diet through the cold winter months had succeeded or not, so that she too might burst out into the world like a newly-formed butterfly.

      That is why we'd made a generous estimate of four or five hours before meeting up so I could drive her home. I didn't mind, I had my university work to do, and so a coffee with my books, seated at one of those tables on the sidewalk was no big deal.

      I wasn't immune to spring-fever either though, and I was frustratingly well aware it had been quite a while since I'd had a girlfriend. So, with such a parade of feminine wares constantly to-ing and fro-ing, I was totally distracted and in the end simply closed my books, ordered another coffee and settled in to watch the free show. And what a show... asses wiggled, bosoms jiggled, hips swayed and whole expanses of flesh were displayed... I was in love with the entire female of the species.

      Even this pair of cougars loaded down with fashion bags, curling towards my table. I thought I recognized one. She was a pal of my mum from work at the local Health Centre. I hadn't seen her in a while and at first glance I didn't recognize her so casually dressed. Her mate was the one who attracted my attention though, in a creamy light dress that was low-cut and figure-hugging at the top and splaying out around the bottom, emphasizing the succulent motion of her hips probably accentuated by those killer heels. Her hair had blond highlights set into it and it fell lusciously in waves down across the spaghetti straps to her bare shoulders. She was laughing in agreement at something her friend had said, her eyes twinkling, and they barely threw a glance in my direction as they undulated past this gawky guy, probably sitting there with his mouth wide open, the cup halfway to his lips. Phew...

      Their subtle perfume lingered pleasantly in my nostrils, probably because I sensed they'd come to a stop behind me and were giggling at some joke or other. Scraps of their whispering came to me...

      
        "He didn't..."

      "I told you, didn't I...?"

      Then Mum's friend had turned back and was standing in front of me again, grinning widely.

      "Hi, we just passed by and I thought I recognized you. Jamie, isn't it? Jean's son? I'm Dianne, I work with Jean down at the Health Centre?"

      "Yes, of course. I'm sorry," I scrambled to stand up. "I thought it was you, but, you know, without the uniform..."

      "Oh, right - different clothes, different persona haha..." She glanced up and winked across to her friend.

      "Er, would you like a coffee? My mum's in town and should be back any time now. Maybe..."

      I was out of my league. This woman who was looking me up and down as though I was her next meal was experience in stiletto heels. I was just another notch on her musket. She was the Cleopatra to my little asp. I might get a nibble, but I'd die in the process.

      "Well I'm in a bit of a rush, but I think my friend here might like to keep you company..."

      Her friend came out from behind me and stretched out her hand.

      "Hello. Jamie, is it?"

      I clasped her smooth hand.

      "Yes, I..."

      I stopped. She was beaming. Her cheeks were like apples to either side of her broad laugh, her white, regular teeth all the whiter for their dark frame of lipstick; her neck all the longer for the scooped neckline and twinkling pendant lying in the valley between her breasts; her breasts all the more entrancing for the amount of flesh on show.

      "I... I... wow."

      "Well, I'll leave you two to it then, shall I? See you later then, Jean." She leant over and they exchanged kisses on the cheek. "You too, Jamie, 'bye..."

      With that she grinned at the two of us and, to Jean, my mum, mimicked a call on the phone as she sauntered away.

      "You can let go of my hand now, Jamie." She smiled. "If you want to, that is..."

      "I don't... I don't..."

      Only a few hours ago my bespectacled mum had waved me a cheery goodbye and strolled off, in jeans, blouse and useful shoes, her mousy-colored hair pulled tightly back into a severe bun, into the crowd and vanished immediately, her nondescript frame blending seamlessly into the jostle of people.

      Now, out of that crowd, had appeared this, this vision, this goddess... and I still held her hand.

      I must have seemed like one of those ventriloquist's dummies, wide-eyed and vaguely stupid, my mouth opening and closing but nothing actually coming out. So Mum put down her bags, reached out with her free hand and placed one finger over my lips.

      "Get me a coffee and let's talk."

      I did, and we sat opposite one another at the table. I hadn't taken my eyes off her even when ordering the coffee.

      "You don't have to look so stunned, it's me..."

      "How can I not look stunned? I mean, you're...stunning..."

      
        
      

      She blushed. "Why, thank you for that."

      "What's with the...?" I made circles around my eyes.

      "Contacts. I thought I'd give 'em a shot and they're very comfortable. I'm just sorry I didn't try them earlier, but then, you know..."

      I did know. As a family we'd been in limbo for the past eighteen months or so since Dad had passed away. We'd made the necessary adjustments over that time - I'd transferred my courses back to the local university instead of the other side of the country so that I could help Mum from home and be there for her. We'd downsized the car from the 4x4 to a secondhand Ford Focus and Mum had taken a job at the Health Centre.

      So, that first winter we'd just been numb. Come the summer we'd constructed our new reality, and sometime during this last winter, apparently Mum had decided to face the future head-on instead of simply surviving.

      "Mum, I've got to say it again, you're gorgeous."

      "But I'm still your mum."

      She'd dipped her head in an effort to make contact with my eyes which had been focused more on her significant bosom than on her face. She smiled as I found it my turn to blush.

      "So I take it you approve? With bits of me at least..." She said that with a laugh, thank heavens.

      "Of course I approve! Not that you need my permission of course... I'm happy that you're happy." My rampant tool certainly seemed overjoyed.

      "Mmm, yeah, that's what Phil said..."

      "Phil?"

      
        "He's a consultant over at the Centre, deals with trauma and stuff - it's not all broken bones and flu jabs over there you know. Anyway, he said that my being happy would rub off on those around me. And I can see you're happy..."

      "So you've got a Doctor Phil as an adviser?"

      "Haha. Yeah. A bit younger and a lot more hair though... and dishy with it too."

      "Oh, I see, so you two are an item then?"

      "Mmm... purely professional at the moment, but if I play my cards right..."

      And, I don't believe it, she puckered her lips at me and jiggled her front. I must have turned crimson at that, because she laughed out loud.

      "Sorry love, I'm a bit out of practice at the seduction bit..."

      "Umm, believe me, you've got nothing to learn..."

      We both laughed at that, but then mum's face took on a more serious aspect and she leant over towards me, grasping her coffee cup in both hands. I was a bit distracted because I thought one of her tits was going to dip into the coffee and I'd get to see her already flimsy dress turn transparent...

      "... more independent, I need to be able to come and go whenever I want..."

      "Er, what? Sorry, independent? You mean you're throwing me out?"

      "No, silly. I mean I don't want to have to rely on you all the time to go places - like today. I mean you've got better things to do than lug your old mum around everywhere."

      "But I enjoy lugging my once ordinary but now scrumptious mum around everywhere ... it's good for my image, the girls'll think I'm really hot, managing to hook a looker like you..."

      
        "Hooker? You think I'm dressed like a hooker?"

      She looked down at the amount of bosom she was exposing.

      "No mum - a 'looker' - 'hook a looker', not 'look like a hooker'..." I laughed. "I see the only ear treatment you had done was to get those fancy earrings..."

      "You like 'em?" She swung her head from side to side and her hair lifted to show off the pear-drop rings glistening in the sun.

      I leant back in the chair and took in the whole of her loveliness.

      "Yeah, Mum, I like them. And I love the whole new you."

      "Well good. Now, back to the independence bit..."

      I sighed theatrically, "OK, OK, we'll drop the curfew thing and I'll let you stay out 'til midnight. One minute more though, and you'll turn back into... what you were before."

      "Alright, fine. But in keeping with your Cinderella scenario, I want to be able to play with your pumpkin..."

      "What?" All sorts of lewd pictures flitted through my mind.

      "The Focus. I want you to teach me to drive it."

      "Oh. Oh... er, am I allowed to do that?"

      "Yeah, I checked it out. If you've had your license over three years, all we need is..." and she bent over into one of her bags, "these."

      She planted a couple of 'L' plates onto the table.

      
        "I can't really afford the expense of a driving school. It'd take me ages to pass, now I've got these blonde highlights..."

      I looked at her blankly.

      "Blondes? Dizzy blondes? It's a joke."

      I suddenly got it, and the two of us laughed together. It was real laughter, not the stuff where you're just going through the motions so as not to embarrass the other.

      We were still laughing and chatting happily when we finished and got up to leave, I took Mum's bags, and she sauntered off ahead of me back towards the car. This was my first opportunity to size her up from behind. Had she always had that gorgeous shape? Her buttocks swayed lusciously and the flimsiness of the material let me glimpse the small white triangle of her panties beneath, barely covering her cheeks. Her waist was slim and her hair flowed teasingly down her back, bouncing lightly with each step she took in those heels. Oh God, she was hot. I just thanked heaven I was carrying these large bags which served an extra purpose in covering my hard-on. To one side I caught the glance of a young fellow walking parallel to us. His gaze was also fixed on my mum's ass bobbing in front of him. He must have sensed me watching him and grinned, indicating my mum's ass and miming a 'wow, cor...!' I resisted the temptation to thump him one, probably because I silently agreed with his assessment. I glanced to the other side of me where some old geezer was wiping his spectacles and replacing them in order to get a better look.

      Mum turned to glance over her shoulder.

      "Oh, there you are, I thought I'd lost you." And she linked one of her arms through mine. The young fellow's eyes opened wide, and I grinned at him as though to say, 'you can look, mate, but she's all mine...'

      Reaching the car, we stowed everything into the back seat and got in, me for the time-being still in the driver's seat. I turned to Mum, while trying to keep my eyes away from her legs, where her skirt had ridden up to mid-thigh showing a glimpse of, what was that, stocking tops?

      "Well I guess you'll want to start learning as soon as possible then?" Concentrate, Jamie. Don't, whatever you do, don't look down at her breasts, don't gawp at her legs... I was all business. Yeah, right.

      
        She bit her bottom lip anxiously. "I guess so. Time and tide, and all that... Maybe you should tell me what some of the dials and things are? Like, what's that?"

      So much for concentration. She reached across to point at a feature, and I used the opportunity to glance quickly into her dress and file away the lovely picture of her breasts slung in their frilly white hammock, to be used in instant replay the first chance I got.

      "That's the cigarette lighter, but neither of us smokes..."

      "Not yet. Just wait till you've taken me out a few times, we'll both be chain-smoking by then..."

      We both smiled.

      "Look, maybe just watch me as I drive, and you can ask me anything you like?"

      "Oh. OK, let's see, have you got a girlfriend at the moment?"

      "Ask about driving!" I laughed.

      She knew I hadn't had a girlfriend since Jenny, whom I'd got to know when studying down south. We'd tried to keep up the relationship when I'd returned home, but, what with it being so long-distance, and what with Friday night student bashes serving to undermine it, it had eventually fizzled out. Nowadays studying was the most important thing for me. Well, I'd thought it was until spring had arrived...

      I sighed, "No, Mum."

      "You should. You're a handsome lad. If I was twenty years younger I'd be all over you." She was looking me straight in the eye, reached over and stroked through my hair.

      "You didn't see the bloke walking behind us when you took my arm. He thought we were a pair. He was dead jealous."

      "Really?" she grinned.

      
        
      

      "Yeah, and there was an old codger on the other side and we made his specs steam up..."

      Mum thumped me lightly on the shoulder. "Dopey." But we were laughing, the two of us.

      "Let's see then. Alright, gears. You always start off in neutral...this is neutral... you know what? Put your hand over mine as I drive and we can go through the gears together..."

      And so it was that we drove all the way home with my hand on the gear-stick and the vision's hand covering mine, not releasing it even when I had to transfer it to the steering wheel to make a turn. I don't know, but it was like there was an electric current between us. Maybe it was the gentle hum of the motor being transferred through the stick, or maybe it was her fingers playing a tune on the back of mine, occasionally squeezing while she was looking at me, but, to tell the truth, it was the most erotic sensation I'd felt in a long, long time. So erotic, in fact, that, arriving home, I excused myself and leapt up the stairs three at a time and into the bathroom, where I just had to relieve the tension in my pants. I closed my eyes and relived those moments of seeing the rise of her breasts, her swaying ass with the triangle of panty, those legs, those stocking tops - ohhhh... I opened my eyes again to find myself opposite the mirror, my jeans round my ankles, my pants round my knees and my engorged cock in my hand... and streams of cum halfway up the glass. I wiped it off, all the while thinking how insane this was - but the picture of her was now so deeply embedded in my mind that there was no denying that I had become totally infatuated - with my mum.

      The rest of our day was spent mainly with me sat at the dining table trying my best to look studious with a pile of course books. Naturally I placed the books in such a way that I had only to glance up and to one side to take in my mum's curvy body lying spread out on the couch with her feet up, having removed her heels and allowing her dress to rise up again to those stocking tops. No suspenders. Hold-ups. She, however, seemed to be engrossed in her own book, occasionally reaching down to scratch her leg above her stocking, and...

      "You've been on that one page a long time. You got to a hard bit?"

      But her gaze still seemed to be concentrated on her own book. I felt like a deer caught in the headlights. Were these magic contact lenses? Could it be that they could see straight through into my brain and know what I was thinking?

      "Er, yeah, it's very hard..." I was actually referring to my dick, but...

      She looked up and held my gaze.

      
        
      

      "You want some help from a dumb blonde?"

      "Only if you know anything about chemistry."

      "What's to know? I mean, it's only like me cooking in the kitchen. You mix a few ingredients together, and if they all get along you come out with a satisfactory conclusion and a tasty meal." She shrugged her shoulders and looked back at her book, a saucy Romance. Then, "They say love's like that. In this one the author even talks about 'Love's Chemistry'..."

      "You mean put the two together and see what happens?"

      "Yup. All sparks and firecrackers..."

      "And heat burning uncontrollably..."

      "Until they become as one..."

      "And fuse..."

      "And it all boils over..."

      "Then you've got to wipe it all up..."

      "And start all over again..."

      We both laughed then returned to our own books.

      ---------------------------------

      The next morning, after a restless night punctuated by frequent erotic dreams, I came downstairs, disheveled, to breakfast.

      
        
      

      "Mum, there's a problem. I went on the computer last night to find out about driving tests."

      "Oh?"

      "Yeah, it turns out you've got to pass your theory test first, so I can't take you out till you've passed that."

      "That's Ok, I've passed it already."

      "When was that?"

      "A couple of weeks ago. You think I just sit here watching the telly while you're up there on your computer studying and probably ogling porn?"

      I raised an eyebrow. She smiled.

      "The good news is that now I've got two years in which to pass the practical test, and," she passed a hand through her hair, "even a blonde should be able to do that..."

      "I think you'll pass first time, Mum, I mean, look at you..." I was doing just that while at the same time popping bread into the toaster, "You're the deadliest combination - intelligent and beautiful..." pause for a reaction - a hesitant smile, "If you make a mistake, your irresistible charm'll kick in and you'll just seduce the examiner."

      "Oh, really? And what if the examiner's a woman, you sexist pig?" a bigger smile on her face.

      "Then just discuss sexist pigs with her in that same tone of voice, jump into the back seat to engage in a bit of lesbian sex and you stroll away with all your boxes ticked..." I leant into the fridge for the butter and marmalade, "Oh, and if you want tips on lesbian sex, there's a good website on my computer upstairs..." I jumped as the dishcloth whipped across my backside.

      "Ow."

      
        Over coffee and toast we discussed our plans for the day.

      "I thought maybe we'd go out Cranford way, there's that disused airstrip over there. Lots of learners go there for the basics before daring to go out on the road."

      "Oh yeah, I've heard of that. Isn't it a place to go and make out in the evenings, like a drive-in movie just without the movie...?"

      "Yeah, that's the place...umm, so I've heard..."

      Mum smiled at me broadly over her coffee cup.

      "Well if you don't know, then maybe that's another reason for checking it out...for your future reference of course..."

      She winked and took a sip from her cup and said,

      "Alright then, let me just whip upstairs and get changed ..."

      She was wearing an old, pretty, flowered dress that she usually wore around the house because it was so simple to wear, just slipped it over her head and that was it.

      "Why? You can go like that, I mean no-one's going to see you. Even if they did, you'd wow their socks off just like yesterday..."

      "Jamie." She set her cup down, "I did not go to the trouble of reinventing myself just so I could watch some bloke remove his socks and inspect his toenails." She considered. "Now if he were to remove his shirt, that's another thing..."

      I looked at her blankly at that, but she just got up, laughed, slid her fingers through my hair to show me she was joking, and left to get changed. That was the second time she'd touched me like that... I shrugged it off.

      When she came downstairs again it was like a debutante's entrance to the ball. Her smooth bare legs in white heels were the first to appear, then the hem of a white knee-length pleated dress. As if in slow-motion so that I could appreciate every nuance, her hand came into view, lightly trailing along the bannister. Next, the bodice of her halter-neck dress. Not so décolleté as Marilyn Monroe's, but there was a definite resemblance. Did she pause at that moment on her way down the stairs? Because the moment seemed to stretch more than it should, as if she were giving me every opportunity to capture the sight before her smiling face came fully into view.

      "Well? What am I going to wow off? Socks, or shirts?"

      I laughed. "Do the Marilyn bit over the air vent, and you'll wow their pants off."

      "Oohoo!" she laughed and clasped her hands in front of her, and by so doing, squeezed her lovely breasts together, deepening the chasm between them. She turned her head coyly onto one shoulder and looked at me through smouldering lashes.

      "How's this?"

      "That's... that's..." I was gasping and grasping for a word, "umm, awesome..." Dick-teasing, sensational, amazing, wondrous, spectacular, jaw-dropping, HOT... "But you'll have to take them off..."

      There was a confused look on Mum's face.

      "Your heels. I mean your heels... yes, your heels..." Had she thought I meant her panties? In that moment I think maybe I had meant her panties. "You shouldn't drive in heels, it's dangerous. You got flats? Take a spare pair along just for the driving."

      "Oh, OK." And she turned round towards the kitchen to bring her other shoes. As she turned, I was half-sure I could detect the exposed swell of a breast at the open side of her dress. I might have been wrong but I think she wasn't wearing a bra.

      I went outside to attach the 'L' plates to front and rear. Anything to distract myself.

      I did need distracting. But... was she wearing a bra? How to find out? Concentrate! No, not on what it would be like to hold those breasts... and not on if she had taken her panties off... and NO, not on that! Oh God, how was I going to get through this?

      
        I drove us out to Cranford, and because I was trying to steal surreptitious glances down the dress of my mum, who again placed her hand over mine, I think I drove fairly erratically. But that's the one good thing about being a learner driver - people tend to give you a wide berth.

      When we arrived, there were already a few cars dotted around the tarmac, each wisely giving the others lots of space. One was hopping along like a frog, another braking with a tortured squeal of tires. In yet another, some husband seemed to be gesticulating wildly at his wife who was slumped dejectedly over the steering wheel.

      "Let's, umm, find a quiet spot..."

      "Good idea."

      We found one. It was along one of the approach strips off the main tarmac, half-hidden between the still waist-high grass and weeds. Mum reached down to slip off her heels and replace them with the flats. She was not wearing a bra.

      "Here we go then..."

      We both got out from our respective sides, went around and came face-to-face in front of the bonnet. Mum stopped me, grabbed me by my shoulders and pushing herself up against me, planted a sloppy kiss full on my mouth.

      She pulled back, smiling, "I just want you to know how much I appreciate you doing this."

      I smiled stupidly then continued round to the passenger door in a trance, my tongue savoring the dampness of her kiss and the pressure of her breasts.

      Her first efforts were... not a success. We officially joined the froghoppers association.

      "Try again, Mum, you've got to sense the moment the clutch is coming into play and at the same time give it some acceleration, otherwise you'll stall." We stalled.

      Mum leant her head on the steering wheel.

      
        "Grrr... I'm never going to get this..."

      "You will, you will, just be patient. OK. Look, you know what, I've got an idea." And this was such a risky idea...

      I told her to get out and 1 went round to her side. Leaning in, I moved the driving seat back as far as it would go, then sat down.

      "Maybe this'll work and give you more confidence."

      I pushed myself back as far as I could and patted the space on the seat in front of me, between my legs.

      "Hop in."

      A doubtful look crossed Mum's face.

      "What do you mean?"

      "You're going to operate everything, but I'll work the clutch."

      "Oh."

      And with that, she turned round and, pulling her dress tightly around her thighs, backed herself ass-first into the car. Pulled tight like that, it was as if her dress hardly existed and I was granted an intimate view of her tiny lace panties, the crack of her ass jutting up above them. Slowly - oh so slowly but not slowly enough - her one leg reached across me and she sat down, effectively straddling my leg. Wow, she was so warm down there. I immediately regretted wearing my light, cotton shorts. They wouldn't be able to hide any reaction, and reaction there was, as she continued across me by bringing her other leg over and sitting primly between my own. My dick was now being pinned upright into her lower back. Could she feel its heat? Could she not sense its throbbing? If she did, she gave no indication, and even pressed herself further back into the seat, wriggling her bum a bit to get comfortable. I gripped her by the waist, my fingers resting on the material of her dress with my thumbs latched onto her bare skin where the dress was scooped at the back. I leant my head onto her shoulder so I could see what was in front of us and, OK, I admit it, to gaze down into my mum's front.

      
        
      

      I was in heaven and I was in hell.

      "Right then," I said, pushing my foot down onto the clutch, "first gear, give it some gas...no not too much.." I lifted my foot and we pulled away smoothly.

      "Now," I pressed the pedal once more, "into second..."

      We repeated the procedure and even moved up into third and fourth, and then the opposite, eventually coming back to a stop in the same place we'd started off.

      Mum pushed back into me and reached one arm around my neck. She craned her head and pulled my face towards her and kissed me.

      "You're the bestest teacher ever. You deserve a reward." What better reward could I have had than being allowed to press up against a lovely woman, loop my arms around her waist and breathe in her intoxicating scent? I reached up and pulled her hair back and kissed her on the ear.

      "That's 'cos you're the bestest pupil."

      We both laughed.

      "Do you want to try it yourself now?"

      She wiggled in the seat again, nudging my dick from side to side.

      "Um, no, let's try it again a few times like this, I'm enjoying it."

      I had no objections either of course, and so we set off again. The best was when I introduced the reversing manoeuvre and mum had to look backwards over her other shoulder, which gave me ample time to study her over the near side, and note the way her breast tried to escape as she swung her body round and to enjoy the sight of the small mound that indicated her nipple.

      
        Mum was gaining confidence though and, what with continually taking my hand away and then replacing it after pointing things out, that hand had managed to slip itself wholly into the side of her halter top and rest itself softly along her ribcage. Was it because she was so intent on the driving that she didn't seem to notice my hand slip even further inside until it was resting on her stomach and the open palm feeling the rise and fall of her belly as she breathed in and out?

      She seemed to be entirely concentrating on her driving, but me, I was now concentrating entirely on how smooth her belly was. I moved my hand slightly and one finger entered the depression of her navel. I think unconsciously I began to move it in a circular motion around the belly button.

      "That tickles."

      OK, so she wasn't entirely concentrating on her driving. I went to remove it but she brought one hand across and held it firmly in place.

      "It's nice."

      Was that my permission to continue? She brought her hand back to the steering wheel and I left my hand where it was, motionless. Mum wriggled again and this made my hand slide horizontally across her belly. From that point on we continued in a kind of duality, Mum driving and me sliding my palm across her belly. Eventually both my hands inevitably found their way around her waist and inside her top, rubbing from her ribs at the side, then crossing in front of her and tiptoeing round to the other side. At the same time I was urging my hips forward and Mum seemed to reciprocate by pressing back into me. My fingers turned to a more circular motion and Mum wriggled again in front of me, until suddenly I felt the soft and warm weight of her breasts resting on the backs of my hands.

      Mum braked and came to a stop.

      "Maybe it's time for me to attempt a solo."

      It was a statement, not a question. Had I overstepped the mark? Was this the demarcation line? I extricated my hands from her top and she quietly opened the door, levered herself out and stood waiting for me to get out. I silently got out and faced her. She wasn't smiling - but then she was. She reached out a hand, smoothed my cheek and gently kissed it. Then she took a quick glance down at the obvious bulge at the front of my pants.

      "I see you enjoyed it too. We really do have to see about getting you a girlfriend. It's a pity to waste a place like this."

      
        
      

      We both looked around. We were practically hidden in the weeds and long grass. People looking in our direction would only see our heads and shoulders and the roof of the car. She reached up with her mouth and kissed me full on the lips. I'd been about to say something so my mouth was half open. A quick tongue darted in, swirled around my mouth and then retreated.

      "I told you, twenty years ago I'd have dragged you into those bushes and we'd have only been found a week later."

      I laughed an embarrassed laugh, but Mum had already slung herself into the driving seat and sat watching me, or rather, watching my bulge, as I made my way round to the other side, my dick pointing the way forward. I got in. Mum looked down at it, smiled, and, before turning her attention back to the road in front of her, slid her hand across it, squeezing slightly as she went.

      "Fair's fair," she smiled, thrust the lever into first, and with a screech of tyres, pulled away. She slammed it into second with hair-raising accuracy and then was already zooming it up into third. I gripped the seat. She was already up to fourth gear in full throttle and was screaming down the tarmac.

      "Oh, if this thing had wings..." she laughed and turned her head to find me scrabbling for the ejector release button...

      "Hahaha...!" she was grinning all over her face. Then we were approaching the end of the strip. Instead of going down through third gear, she slammed it straight into second and slewed round in proper movie stunt-fashion, then beat the crap out of the engine back to the main gate where she drew in to a perfect stop. She took her hands off the wheel, placed them politely in her lap and turned to me.

      "Well whaddya think, teech?"

      I allowed the blood to return from my ankles for a moment, then,

      "Bloody hell. That was... really impressive..." I nodded and grinned.

      "Yeah well, you gave me," she glanced back down at my pants, "confidence."

      
        "Maybe I should take over now 'til we get home? We don't want you getting banned on your first day for doing a ton in a thirty miles-an-hour zone."

      She laughed and got out. Once more we met in front of the car. Neither of us thought twice and exchanged a kiss on the lips.

      "We've got to stop meeting like this."

      On the way home, Mum stretched her hand out again, but not onto the gear-stick this time. She rested it on my thigh close by the edge of my shorts. As I drove I was very conscious of one or two fingers creeping underneath the edge towards my boxers. I changed gears carefully so as not to dislodge her hand. And in order to extend the sensations I was feeling, I slowed down as much as I could without annoying drivers behind me too much. The 'L' plates helped of course, and by the time we pulled into the drive, one of her fingernails was making more tentative explorations along the ridge in my underpants.

      I turned off the engine and swiveled towards her. It made her fingers nudge up against my dick. She gave it a quick squeeze and withdrew her hand.

      "All that... driving... has given me an appetite," she smiled, "I'll rustle us up something to eat. Have you got time tomorrow afternoon, after I've finished work?"

      Apparently it was all stations back to normal.

      "Yeah, sure Mum, I've," smiling as well, "enjoyed it too."

      "Well then," glancing down at my pants again, "you'd better go upstairs and see to yourself while I put something in the oven."

      I raised an eyebrow quizzically, but she just laughed and shoved me out the car door with both hands.

      "You think I don't know anything about men? By the way, thanks for letting me play with your, umm, pumpkin, haha." She pranced away. I'm sure she exaggerated the sway of her butt as she did so. Even in her heels it would have been remarkable, but Mum was still wearing her flats...

      
        Shortly after, the bathroom mirror received its now customary layer of cum.

      For the rest of the day, it involved us occasionally catching one another's eye then quickly looking away. Moving past each other in the kitchen we sometimes bumped one another accidently on purpose, but made a game of it by exaggerating the swing in our hips. At the kitchen table we sat facing, me with my gangly legs stretched out and Mum 'discovering' them and running her feet up and down them. All this was accompanied by smiles and laughs and good humor. Later, she passed by while I was reading and yet again stroked through my hair.

      It would be an understatement to say there was 'something in the air' that day.

      "What's a catalyst?" she asked suddenly.

      "Let's see. Well, it's something which provokes a chemical reaction between two things that wouldn't normally react with one another, but remains unchanged itself at the end of the reaction."

      "Oh." A pause. Then, "Like a Ford Focus maybe?"

      I put one finger to my lips and looked thoughtful. "Um, could be... or a pumpkin, maybe..."

      She laughed, reached down and kissed me tenderly on the forehead.

      "Goodnight then, Jamie, I think we've both had a... hard day. I'll see you tomorrow after work. You'll pick me up?"

      "Sure. Goodnight, Mum."

      That night the bathroom mirror was spared yet another drenching, but only because whole wads of tissue got a good beating and I later disposed of the pile down the toilet bowl.

      Something had to give.

      ...

      
        Next afternoon, I drew up outside the Health Centre just in time to see my elegantly dressed Mum storm out, slamming the door behind her. Even from fifty yards away I could see the anger suffusing her face. She slung her bag over her shoulder and strode like a wounded lioness on a revenge mission over to the car. She wrenched the door open and flung herself into the seat.

      "Just drive, Jamie"

      "OK. Do you...?" I thought to ask the question but left it unfinished as she sat there with her arms tightly crossed and her fists clenched. Should I tell her she hadn't put her seatbelt on? No, better not...

      So I drove out towards Cranford. On the way there, Mum's mobile suddenly trilled a strangely upbeat light melody. She glanced at the number and her face visibly relaxed.

      I pulled the car over to the verge.

      "Hi Dianne...yeah...yeah... I couldn't believe... yeah, that toe-rag, I just couldn't believe it... no, there's no other word for it, he's a total cunt. You WHAT?? In the nuts?? Hahaha... good job he works in the Centre then so he could get first-aid... personally I'd have slammed the door shut in his face and told him to come back tomorrow. I take it he won't be in tomorrow then? ...yeah, that'll teach him all about trauma... yeah... no, I'm with Jamie in the car... mmm, he is, isn't he?" She glanced at me, smiled, reached over and squeezed my hand softly. "Yeah, I'll tell him from you... well, not in those words, haha...Dianne, just...thanks for watching my back OK?... yeah, love you... see you tomorrow then, 'bye."

      She clicked off.

      "Dianne thinks you're the hottest thing on two legs. Well, she didn't say that exactly, but you get the drift..."

      I looked suitably pleased.

      "So Doctor Phil got kneed in the nutsack then?"

      "Yeah, he deserved it. He started pawing me all over at work, wouldn't lay off. We should have put him on a fucking leash, the bugger..." I hadn't heard this kind of language from Mum in a long time - I don't think I'd ever heard it. I was discovering a whole new side to her. In fact every day seemed to be bringing out a new side to her.

      "At least now he can probably be used as a stand-in for the real Doctor Phil..."

      "Oh, why's that?"

      "'cause when he started groping me I yanked his hair out..."

      "You did what??"

      "Yeah, turns out it was some kind of toupee..."

      The two of us burst out laughing, tears rolling down our cheeks. I held Mum in a tight embrace. We laughed into each other's hair. We hugged until it hurt. We kissed. And we kissed again. Then we pulled apart. I kept my hand on her cheek, smoothing the hair away from her face and, with my thumb, wiping away the tear-marks which had smudged her makeup.

      "Nobody should ever hurt you, you're too lovely a person...I won't let them hurt you."

      The tears welled up in her eyes again and we were embracing all over again. I stroked her hair, I stroked her back, I stroked her cheeks, I stroked her neck, I licked around her mouth, then she'd opened her mouth and our tongues began their own version of stroking one another.

      Coming out of our embrace, I think we suddenly realized we were parked on a main road, and passers-by seemed to be looking at us as if to infer, 'go get a room'.

      I turned in my seat. "Let's drive... and, oh, put your seatbelt on?"

      She did so obediently, and we pulled out into the lane, hand-in-hand.

      We reached Cranford and instinctively I turned into our secluded little road off the main tarmac.

      
        "Well then, Mum..."

      "Call me Jean..."

      "No..." Her eyes opened wide.

      "No?"

      "No. Can I call you Jeanie?"

      She laughed. "Of course, Jamie. 'Jamie and Jeanie', I like that..."

      "So do I."

      We were at a metaphorical crossroads. And the lights had just turned green.

      "You want to drive?" I began opening the door.

      "Wait."

      She got out and came round to my side.

      "Push the seat back."

      I did so, and she turned around and backed into the car as before. This time though she did it even more slowly and more blatantly. She flipped her dress up at the back, exposing her cheeks bursting out of her miniscule, lace-edged panties, then lowered her butt onto my leg and rocked on it from side to side for a few moments. As she brought herself over my leg and onto the seat, she raised her dress even higher and spread it so that my legs were completely covered. She smiled at me over her shoulder. Her bum was positioned even further back than before, and she lifted herself and then relocated so the ridge of my cock was along the groove of her panties. My legs were tight against her bare legs.

      
        "This is still not right. I think I can make us a bit more comfortable," she said, and brought one hand behind her and expertly flipped the button on my shorts and pulled down the zipper. She didn't need to part them at the top, my dick did that job for her.

      "There we are..."

      I lifted the back of her dress and gazed down in wonder. My hard-on was pointing out of the top of my boxers and was wedged tightly along the crack of Jeanie's panties.

      "Alright then?" She turned her head and smiled back at me. "Away we go then... don't worry, I'm on the clutch this time..."

      She pulled away nicely, while at the same time lifting and lowering her ass.

      "I never noticed before," she said, "but this road is very bumpy."

      Repeatedly she lifted and lowered her ass along the length of my dick, while I, for my part, reciprocated from the seat.

      "I believe you're right..."

      I gazed in rapture at my dick frotting along her crack. I held onto her hips, then, seizing the moment, hooked the delicate waistband of her panties, stretched the elastic to either side and, the next time she lifted herself, I drew them underneath her cheeks and down to her thighs to expose her smooth white globes. Oh my God... Jeanie bounced even more.

      I brought my hands down to my own pants and at the right moment whipped both my pants and shorts down over my ass.

      The sight made me almost cum on the spot. My bare dick was frantically rubbing up and down along the bare crack which Jeanie seemed to be moving in all directions.

      Then, "Mmm, this seems like a smooth stretch..." and she lifted herself entirely off the seat and waited, two hands on the wheel, one foot on the gas and her bare ass in midair.

      
        I didn't know if she was driving slowly, quickly, or even in the right direction, I just didn't care. If we drove off a cliff now I would die happy.

      I levered my dick underneath her and ran it backwards and forwards along her labia. Then it was pointing straight up underneath her and I felt her warm soft pussy lips envelop the head.

      Gently, she lowered herself onto it until I was throbbing inside her up to the hilt. We stayed like that for a few moments and I felt her contracting and releasing the muscles of her silky warm cunt around my whole length. I watched hypnotized as her pale bum clenched and relaxed, clenched and relaxed...

      "Uhuh, I think it's getting bumpy again..."

      She raised herself slowly and my shaft came back into view, the whole juice-covered pole, until I felt my knob-head approach her entrance. She sensed it too, and plunged back down again on top of it.

      Again she raised her ass. Again she let me skewer her. And again. She was audibly groaning and began to increase the tempo. Up and down, up and down, her hands gripping the wheel and her front lying on top of it. Everything was vibrating until I could hold it in no longer and I pushed upwards and gushed into Jeanie's slick, sloppy, slithery, wonderful cunt. She herself doubled her tempo a few more times, and with an actual scream of delight came herself with a tremendous shudder.

      Her body seemed to collapse entirely over the steering wheel, thereby operating the horn, and I realized belatedly that we were now hurtling along the tarmac, and with a lunge, I reached past her, grabbed the wheel in both hands, and hauled it to one side, braking at the same time. We slewed to a halt and the motor stalled on us. I hadn't been able to operate the clutch as well.

      We just sat there for a while, Jeanie impaled on my lap, breathing heavily. She turned her head around to weakly smile at me, her hair drenched in sweat as though she'd just given birth to triplets.

      "Thanks, I needed that..."

      I smiled back and hauled her off me onto the passenger seat. There was cum everywhere. With her dress waist high, Jeanie reached down to her wide-open cunt from where it was still oozing out. Looking me straight in the eye, she dipped her finger inside and then brought it back up to her mouth and licked all around it.

      
        
      

      "Nectar..."

      We were suddenly interrupted by the sound of another engine close by, and another 'L' plated car drew up alongside.

      The window wound down and a concerned face looked across.

      "You two OK? I saw your car seemed to be out of control there and weaving around a lot - I thought you were going to come a cropper there. You all right, missus? You look like you've just seen death..."

      "Yes, I'm fine, thank you. You're right, I'm just coming back down from heaven..." and she smiled sweetly at him while, out of sight, rubbing a hand along my cock.

      I assured him we were both alright and that it was my first time with my mum and that I'd got a bit overexcited.

      "Yeah," he said, "that's the trouble teachin' your own family to drive, innit?" He gave a meaningful glance over at his own son nervously gripping the steering wheel in the prescribed ten-to-two position. "No dual controls. Stop it before it starts, that's what I say. Well, take care then..."

      And with a jaunty wave, he pulled away from us.

      Jeanie and I just looked at one another.

      "If he'd got out of his car..."

      "If he'd just leaned over a little bit..."

      "If he'd taken a closer look at your mouth..."

      "What?"

      
        I reached over and, with my finger, wiped away a small glob of white cum from its corner. She grinned and took hold of my hand in both of hers and sucked it off my finger. Then she sucked up and down the whole length, licking around it while holding my gaze...

      Tauntingly slowly she withdrew my finger from her mouth and lowered her gaze down to my cum-covered pole. She swept her tongue around her mouth as if to say, 'yummy', and re-positioned herself so that she was now kneeling on the seat. She grabbed hold of my length and her head descended and, at the same time pulling at her skirt, the bare mounds of her ass came up into view. The blond streaks in her hair became like waves in a stormy sea as she engulfed me, swallowed me whole and bounced up and down like a distressed dinghy. I grabbed hold of both her butt-cheeks and simultaneously lifted my hips to try and pull her further into me. I caressed them, I kneaded them, I explored the crack between them. One of my fingers blindly discovered her puckered hole and started to curl around it and to make investigations deeper inside. This initiated tiny squeaking noises and she adjusted her ass to give me better access.

      Once again gushes of my cum jetted upwards, only this time to find their way deep into Jeanie's throat. She clenched her ass around my finger and held it there tightly. Not in my wildest dreams had I envisaged this scenario. Not after endless hours of searching the hottest porn sites had I found anything to reflect what I was experiencing now.

      Jeanie released my cock and lifted her head. Her arms went around my neck and her open mouth covered mine, her tongue pushing my own cum deep into my throat. Together we swirled it around. I thrust out my tongue and scooped out more cum. She thrust hers out and took it back. Then we were both kneeling facing one another, my one hand around her neck and one open palm stroking her ass. Both her arms were round my neck and we looked into one another's eyes, rubbed noses, pecked affectionately at each other's lips and cheeks and nibbled at each other's ears.

      A short while later we exited the disused airstrip at a sedate pace. We passed by the car with the nervous father and his son, and he gave us a double thumbs-up. We smiled and waved back.

      On arriving home we parked the car in the drive, got out of our respective sides and I waited patiently a couple of feet behind Jeanie as she fiddled with the lock and opened the front door for us. She went in first, not looking behind, and I nonchalantly followed her, one hand in my pocket, using the other to close the glass-paneled door after me. We both took a couple of steps further inside and then turned and ran into each other's arms, frantically trying to rid each other of our superfluous clothing. When they were in a bundle at our feet, we held each other at arm's length and gazed appreciatively at the sight, this first time that we'd seen each other like this totally naked. Jeanie grinned and did a slow twirl for me, holding my hand above her head, like in the dancehall, so I could inspect the whole package. I did likewise for her. She took in my erect cock and tight ass with the same hunger that I marveled at her trim waist, pale bum and heavy breasts which still did a good job at defying gravity.

      
        Then I cupped her breasts gently in my hands, fondled and smoothed across the pert erect nipples and knelt down in front of her, kissing and licking each one in passing. Her pubic mound was now in front of my nose, a petite triangle surmounting it. I pressed my nose in and the crevice gave token resistance before softly parting. My tongue came out and I licked as far along her labia as I could. Jeanie squirmed and pressed her mound further towards me, parting her legs slightly. Her fingers were tangling themselves in my hair, and when they tugged a bit more sharply, I guessed that my tongue had found her right button. Her knees bent and her legs parted further as she leant backwards, her arms supporting her. My nose and tongue followed her until she was lying fully back on the carpet and she brought her legs up and linked them behind my neck. I half-lifted her by the legs so she was now looking up at me as I slurped and munched away at her cunt. I watched her watching me as I worked, until she closed her eyes and threw her head back in rapture.

      "Aaaahhh!! Uhh...Uuuhh...Aaaahhhh... I love you soooo much...!"

      I undid her legs from around me, parted them widely and thrust my dick deep into where my tongue had been just moments before. I humped and humped her for all I was worth, her fingernails were making a jagged pattern across my back and then they were grabbing at my bum and squeezing my cheeks like someone dying of thirst trying to squeeze out any last drop of water.

      "C'mon, c,mon, c.mon... ooh, God...!"

      The dam burst open and I gushed into her yet again to a sound from below like boots running the hundred meters through deep mud... oh fuck, it was so good...

      Exhausted, the two of us lay there side by side, an unusual picture, naked on the carpet at the bottom of the stairs, surrounded by the accoutrements of family life - pictures on the walls, a coat-stand, various shoes and slippers, a dainty table... and our clothes strewn all around. I made a bundle of them as a pillow for Jeanie's head and I rested my own head on an elbow, drawing lazy circles around her breasts, toying with her nipples, occasionally reaching over to suck on them and lick them. Jeanie's eyes were closed and there was that smile on her face once again as she gave herself over completely to the sensations I was providing.

      Suddenly she opened her eyes...

      "A movie. I want to go and see a movie...! Will you take me to a movie?"

      "What? I, umm, I don't know if, umm, I don't know if there's anything good on anywhere, I mean...I could..."

      
        
      

      She caressed my cheek.

      "I'm told there's a good one on over at that new drive-in. You know, the one out Cranford way?"

      A lightbulb came on.

      "Ah, that one, let's see. Well it's almost dark, I guess they'll be starting very soon won't they?"

      "Yeah, and it doesn't matter if we miss the beginning, I'm told it runs on a loop, and..."

      "You want to bring popcorn?"

      "Yeah... oh, no, better not, it tends to get lodged in all the cracks..."

      "Oh, so you've been there before then?"

      "Well, once, a while back. It's best in a back seat..."

      "Do I have to get dressed up?"

      "No. How about me?"

      "Yes."

      "Yes?"

      "Yes, your Marilyn dress. Just leave your knickers off this time..."

      "But I don't think there's any hot air vents around here..."

      
        "We'll call in at the gas station. They've got free air there for the tyres..."

      "Oh, OK then..."

      *****

      Mum passed her driving test first time. I asked her how it was. She said it was fine. Turned out the examiner was a woman. She said thanks for letting her look through that website on my computer. She smiled, winked, squeezed my dick and pranced away, swinging her ass. How did she do that? I mean, she was wearing flats...

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Crossword Puzzles

      "Five down. Keeps your money. Something, something, n, something, e r..."

      I looked up from my book.

      "Wanker."

      Mum burst out laughing, her head bobbing up and down in my lap. It was one of those uncontrollable things where choking, or snot coming out of your nose, or an unexpected fart could have been the unfortunate result. As it was, she managed to cover her mouth while her laughter continued and tears streamed down her cheeks.

      "Oh dear...pass me one of those tissues off the table, would you...?"

      I held onto her soft waist with one hand and stretched round the end of the sofa to grab a handful of paper tissues.

      She wiped her eyes while returning to look at the crossword puzzle in the newspaper folded in front of her.

      "Haha. Oh. Well if that's right, then five across, famous outlaw, is 'willythekid'..."

      "Sounds about right to me..."

      "Alright then, clever git, let's see how good you really are. Mmmm, here we go then. Seventeen down. No letters yet, nine letters - 'mutual satisfaction'.

      "...Yesssssss...!!"

      Mum's laughter this time was a cackle. This time snot really did erupt from her nose and she did let out a short fart while grasping hold of her stomach.

      
        I took the newspaper off her and wafted the air around us before rolling her gently off my lap and onto the carpet.

      I looked down at her, sprawled there, clasping her stomach and laughing, not heeding the fact that her black pleated skirt had ridden up to give me a great view of a wide expanse of thigh and almost, but not quite, her knickers.

      "More tissues, Gary..."

      I duly obliged and then sat back, patting my lap and stretching out a hand to invite her back up. She grabbed hold, and as she lifted herself up I took the opportunity to glimpse down and into the cleavage of the red blouse which hung away from her body as she leant forward. Her gorgeous heavy breasts were nestled loosely in a frilly white lace hammock and I could see through the gap between them down to the tight elastic clasping the weight to her chest.

      Suddenly my invitation, to return her head to where it had been resting just a few moments before, didn't seem such a wise move. As she stretched out onto the sofa and lowered her head back into my lap, she brought one hand round to the nape of her neck to keep her shoulder-length auburn hair in place. As she smoothed her hand across, her knuckles brushed over the hillock of my semi hard-on. She didn't react, but pressed her head firmly back down as though to test its bounciness, and even moved it from side to side to get comfortable. She winked up at me.

      Just at that moment, Dad came back in from the kitchen after preparing himself a half-time sandwich and a cup of coffee. He wasn't a happy soul. Well, I mean, would you be, if you supported Newcastle? The match was being broadcast live and they were already finding themselves two-nil down, so now he was steeling himself for another forty-five minutes of unmitigated torture. They were playing away. If it had been a home match, he'd now be over at St. James' Park, sobbing with the best of them. He settled, muttering to himself, down into his armchair opposite the television. It's no life being a Newcastle supporter...

      Mum returned her gaze to the crossword and I returned to my book, willing my dick to think of other things besides the fact that if Mum were to turn her head slightly, she could begin to nibble at it... oh God, I was making it worse...

      Because my face was hidden from her by my book, Mum couldn't see that I was free to roam my eyes over her whole, albeit clothed, body as it stretched out along the length of the sofa. I gazed at the sliver of pale skin that was exposed because of the undone button where her blouse tucked into the band of her skirt; the skirt fell around her waist and dipped over her pubic mound and down into the crevice between her slightly open legs. It stopped at just above her knee, and then her long, long legs continued down to her bare crimson-painted toes...

      
        
      

      I was nudged back to reality by Mum tapping her pen on my book. I put it to one side. She was smiling and pointing to the puzzle with her pen. She'd filled in a new line - 'Roman god'. Four letters. She'd written 'Gary'. I raised an eyebrow, returned the smile and took the puzzle off her. I quickly scanned the clues and filled in an answer. I handed the paper back to her. She looked at it and a broad smile crossed her face. Seven across. 'Goddess of love beauty and sexuality'. Nine letters... mmm, Aphrodite? No. I wrote in 'mymumanne'.

      Mum grinned, seemed to bite her bottom lip and mouthed a 'thank you'. She then brought one finger to her lips, kissed it and brought it up to my mouth. I didn't kiss it. I licked it. That was it, we were now playing a secret game, just the two of us. Dad wasn't included. Anne returned her finger to just in front of her own mouth, looked up at me, stuck out her tongue and licked around the tip too. I let out a short gasp, but managed to break the hypnotic spell she was casting over me, grabbed back the pen and paper and entered a few more letters. The letters broke out of the crossword frame altogether. I hadn't filled in a new clue. Onto 'yesssssss' I'd added 'ssssSSSSS!!'.

      She was giggling silently. She raised her knees so the paper was now resting against the tops of her thighs. As she'd lifted them, her skirt had dropped back towards her waist. If it weren't for the newspaper I'd now be staring full-on at her panties. As it was, at the side of her skirt I could just detect a tidbit of white frilly lace. My semi hard-on was now a full-blown rager. Mum nudged it with her cheek and looked me straight in the eyes. The tip of her tongue licked around her lips. She wrote down, 'uteezer' in a random space.

      I bent my head, took the pen, found another space and wrote 'cuzovu'.

      She smiled. In another space I filled in 'btw' and waited for her reaction.

      She read it and looked at me quizzically.

      I looked for a nine-letter space, wrote into it and regarded her with my own smirk.

      She read, 'icurbelli'

      Again she looked puzzled, but then realization dawned and she looked down to see her own navel on full display through the gap where her blouse was unbuttoned. It was her turn to raise an eyebrow.

      She wrote.

      
        
      

      I read, Fourteen down: 'uvoyeuru'

      I turned the paper round to my side, added my bit and turned it back to her. This time she had trouble keeping it in and I had to hold her tightly until her laughter subsided. I'd drawn bold circles around the 'yessssSSS!!...'

      I glanced over towards Dad. He was engrossed in his team's Waterloo. If he'd glanced across at us, he would have only seen the arm of the sofa, the top of Mum's head and the folded newspaper resting on her knees. Mum also did her best to look over towards him, but without moving her head, could only swivel her eyes round. She looked back at me. I did a small shake of my head. No, he couldn't see. Mum reached down and undid the second button at the bottom of her blouse and parted it even more. She looked up at me and nodded almost imperceptibly, then lowered her legs, opened the pages of the newspaper fully and, idly, as though short-sighted, began to scan the headlines, hiding her face from me and the rest of her body from Dad...

      Revealed in front of me now lay this curvaceous body with its clothes in mild disarray. I'd been given permission and was completely free to let my eyes wander and linger over any part I wanted. Her blouse was open from waist to mid-chest and her skirt had stayed where it was after she'd straightened her legs. Her pussy mound was on full view through the semi-opaque material of her lacy panties. Short dark hairs protruded through the holes left by the flowered pattern embellishing them. My dick gave an involuntary jerk and Mum squeezed her cheek up against it.

      This was it. I took a deep breath and reached out my hand and placed my palm, fingers splayed, gently down onto her belly. I rested it there for a few moments while it rose and fell serenely with her breathing. I crooked my fingertips and felt the buoyancy of her smooth flesh. I made small circular motions around her navel, my fingertips barely grazing the skin, provoking a tremble throughout her frame. They brushed lightly against her waistband at the bottom of the circle and just under the next fastened button of her blouse at the top.

      Mum let the newspaper half fall forward and, out loud, asked, "So how's your book, Gary?"

      I looked at her blankly.

      "Your book, is it interesting?" Her eyes swiveled urgently back and forth to where I'd placed my book on the arm of the sofa.

      
        I suddenly caught her drift and reached across to retrieve it while Mum glanced innocently up at the ceiling, a faint smile at the corners of her mouth.

      "Oh yeah, it's great... you wouldn't like it though - all blood 'n guts..."

      "Yuk."

      "No sensuous kissing, no heat of passion, no throbbing members...membership..."

      "Ah well..."

      My one hand now held the book open, my other returned to Mum's belly and Mum herself returned to examining the newspaper in detail.

      Softly, she said to me, "Pity this is only a five minute newspaper."

      What was it with me? Was I so slow on the uptake? Because a moment later one of her hands crawled below the paper, grabbed hold of my one caressing her belly and pulled it up to rest upon her breast. She moved the paper away from her face and raised both eyebrows towards me. I lifted my hand away from her breast and a flicker of...surprise?... disappointment?... crossed her face. But when I reached down and undid the next button up, and then the next, she returned to the printed word. Her blouse was now only being held together at the top. I parted the sides of it and gazed down in rapt delight at the two patterned mounds jutting upwards. I smoothed my hand over the one and then over the other. The darker flesh indicating the border of the areolas was peeking over the rippled top edges of her bra. I delved underneath the tight band of elastic, lifted my hand at the wrist and brought my fingers down to embrace the whole of her breast. I grasped her aroused nipple between my index and middle finger, and started to softly manipulate it, while my other fingers and thumb kneaded around the rest of her mound. Mum wriggled the top of her body and...

      "Just what the hell do you think you're playing at?!??" My dad's enraged voice.

      Mum jerked herself upright, snapping the flaps of her blouse tightly together and fastening it while I tugged the hem of her skirt quickly back down to its respectable position by her knees. Both our hearts stopped.

      "Didn't they teach you anything about defending, you wimp? Oh, for fuck's sake...!!"

      
        
      

      Apparently Newcastle were about to go three down. Mum sighed.

      "Jack, could you keep your voice down a bit? You just scared the living daylights out of us...we're trying to read over here..."

      "Oh, sorry love, sorry Gazz, but that pillock couldn't defend a nun from a bishop... you watch, we'll sell him in the next window, mark my words..."

      Mum turned and looked at me. And she grinned...and brought her head back down to my lap.

      "Oof, this isn't as comfortable any more. Do you think we could make a little adjustment?"

      She turned her face towards me, brought her far hand across, grabbed hold of my zip and yanked it fully down in one smooth motion.

      "Maybe that'll do..." She swiveled her head to peek at the bulge jutting from my open fly.

      "Nope. Still not right. A bit more..." And her hand delved into my pants, into the waistband of my boxers and fished my erect dick out from its nest. With it firmly in her hand she gazed at it in obvious appreciation.. My own gaze was equally held by this fantastic sight of my own mother openly grasping the circumference of my cock along its length and looking lovingly at my dickhead, already dampening around its tip. She glanced up at me, smiling, as her opening mouth inched its way forward. I realized in that fraction of a second that if dad were only to turn in his chair he could probably see what was happening. So I reached across for the newspaper, turned in his direction and leant over the arm of the sofa. At the same time I opened the newspaper to the centre pages. This action hid Dad's view of us and at the same time pushed my dick forwards towards Mum's waiting mouth.

      "There was something I wanted to see in here...now, umm, where was it? Someone told me U2's got a gig coming up sometime at St. James'..."

      "Better be when the season's over then," muttered Dad, "Don't want that bunch of arseholes carving up the pitch..."

      
        So he could still hear us then. Maybe there was a lull, or the ball had gone out for a goal-kick or something. But he never took his gaze away from the TV. Besides, I was barely listening to him because Mum's mouth now had my cock firmly buried inside it up to the hilt. She was looking up at me as she let it slither out again, wet with her saliva. Then in it went again, this time at an angle, and Mum's cheek bulged with the shape of my cockhead. In, out, in, out, her cheek expanded and deflated like a bellows. All the while her tongue was engaged in feverish activity swirling around my knob-end. Oh jeez, I was going to cum any second now...

      Mum took my dick fully out of her mouth and licked around the bulbous end, keeping her eyes on me all the time. Was that an evil glint in them? My face must have been a complete mixture of terror and ecstasy because at that moment I felt the familiar surge begin to erupt. But Mum, with lightning reflexes, jabbed her open mouth back onto my dick and I came and came and gushed straight into the back of her throat. She was managing to swallow most of it, but as my cum was emptying down her gullet, I was refilling her mouth at about the same rate. Eventually it seeped out around the sides and dribbled down onto her chin. When she was satisfied I'd emptied everything into her, she lazily let it swim out through her lips, leaving a white string of cum behind it. There was jizz hanging from her bottom lip as well as her chin and, as though I didn't already know it, she opened her mouth wide to show me the white pool being swirled around inside by her tongue. She then swallowed it.

      She grinned the biggest of grins. For my part I made nervous glances towards Dad. Suddenly, Mum brought one hand up to her mouth,

      "A...a...ah...tschoo...!!"

      "Gesundheit."

      "Bless you."

      "Thanks. Oh, hand me another couple of tissues from over there could you, Gazz?"

      I smiled at her deception.

      "Sure. Anything for you, Mum."

      And I really did mean that. I handed her the tissues and she first wiped around her mouth, teasingly lapping at a gob of cum which was hanging just out of reach at the corner of her cheek. I reached across with my finger, scooped it up, held it out to her and she sucked it off me and into her mouth. She made one last swipe across her face and looked up at me enquiringly. I made a small nod that she was now clean, and she took out another tissue and set to work on my knob. She looked like she was diligently polishing shoes, humming along as she went; with the tissue in both hands she worked her way from this side to that side down to the tip and then underneath to repeat the same action. I think she was aided in this by the fact that all this rubbing served to resurrect my limp dick, and by the time she'd finished, it was again bouncing jauntily in front of her face. But time was not on our side. I glanced over at the TV and saw the match clock was already on 87:42 and ticking.

      "Ah shit, I've had enough of this..." growled Dad

      No, no...please don't get up!

      "I don't know why I let myself in for this bunch o' pansies every week. If I was manager I'd sack the lot of 'em and bring in my old schoolmates. Now they were what you could call a team, they could wipe the floor..."

      His monologue continued but he didn't get up. He wasn't one of those supporters who left the ground ten minutes before the final whistle in order to beat the crowd, he was a real trouper and he was staying up to the bitter end.

      Meanwhile, Mum was calmly trying to wedge my cock back into its lair, but was having a few problems due to its rigidity and, I'm proud to say, its length, and the relatively small opening offered by my fly. As the seconds ticked by, I saw she was getting more and more frustrated and there was a real danger she would end up trying to bend it out of shape, or even worse, snap it, in order to get it back in. I saw her turn her hand into a fist and I jerked upright. Was she actually going to try and punch it back in??

      "No, don't!!", and at the same moment an instinct for self-preservation made me cover my dick with the more than slightly ridiculous protection offered me by the newspaper.

      Dad sat up and swiveled his head round towards us, startled.

      "What's up with you?"

      "Huh, it's cramp. Dammit, I'm getting cramp. Mum's giving me a dead-leg the way she's lying on me..."

      
        "You're right. Come on Annie, give the boy a bit of space can't you? You're smothering him, poor lad."

      "Yeah, Mum, come on, give me a break, move over..."

      Mum did so with a bemused look on her face. As she did, the sodden tissues fell away and onto the floor.

      Dad got up from his armchair. Game over. He turned towards us and looked down.

      "Wow, that's some coughs and sniffles you've got there. Just don't breathe over me, alright? I don't want to catch it..."

      With that he picked up his plate and coffee cup and sauntered off into the kitchen.

      Mum's eyes followed him until he was out of the room. Then she looked at me, raised the newspaper from my lap, bent over, kissed the tip of my dick and replaced the paper before following Dad out to the kitchen. Just before she left the room, she said over her shoulder,

      "Oh, by the way, it's upside-down..."

      "What is?"

      "The newspaper..."

      Rather foolishly in retrospect, because of course there was no one else left in the room, I looked down into my lap, realized she was right and swiveled it to right side-up.

      -------------------------------------

      Mum prepared us all something to eat later, though only something light because, after all, it was Saturday and we'd each of us got places to go later. I was off to meet a few friends from the university over at a dance venue close to one of the halls of residence, while Mum and Dad were off to what Anne called the post-mortem for Newcastle with some of Dad's mates down at the pub. She said the club had died and been resurrected so many times that they ought to make a zombie movie out of it. As a neutral, I thought that was quite funny.

      But there was an avoidance of eye contact, at least on Mum's part, as if there was a realization that we'd gone a bit - a bit?? - too far earlier and maybe needed to back up. But I wanted to give her some kind of reassurance. While she was washing a couple of pots over at the sink, I leant across with my own empty coffee cup and whispered, "Seven across."

      She said nothing, but washed my cup, put it to drain, wiped her hands, went through to the other room and picked up the paper. Aha. 'Goddess of love beauty and sexuality.' My mum, Anne.

      She put the paper down and walked back past me with barely a flicker of recognition. Under her breath she said, "Fourteen down."

      She was playing me at my own game. I strolled over to the paper to remind me what fourteen down was. 'uvoyeuru'.

      I turned, She was framed in the doorway to the kitchen. I said,

      "Seventeen down."

      We both burst out laughing because we immediately recognized that one.

      'YesssssssSSSSS!!'

      Dad came through at that moment.

      "What's the joke?"

      Mum: "Newcastle United."

      And simultaneously I said, "Your team."

      We smiled at each other.

      
        
      

      "Well ha ha to you too. One of these days..."

      Mum said, "Well, on that very distant day, we'll dig you out of your grave to pass on the information..." and went out to get changed for the evening.

      I wanted to follow her up to the bedroom so I could stand behind her while she was looking in the mirror undressing, and help her slide out of that blouse and skirt...and that bra...and those panties...to stand wedged up behind her naked form and reach round and cup her breasts...push my dick between those cheeks...

      As it was I had to twiddle my thumbs for the next half-hour before going out myself, so I just waited. When she came down a while later, Dad of course was getting impatient because, as a man, he'd been ready for the last fifteen minutes.

      But even he seemed to catch his breath for an instant when she made her entrance.

      She was wearing an understated little black dress which came to an abrupt halt well above her knees. At her ample cleavage, her breasts were making a sustained effort to push themselves up and over the top, while down below, her feet were perched precariously on a pair of strappy black heels, adding yet more length to her already long, curvy legs. She'd teased her hair up at the back while leaving a couple of wavy strands hanging down over her ears. Those ears twinkled with droplet rings which matched the necklace around her throat.

      All this I took in at one glance. As did Dad. Apparently we were both just sitting there with our mouths wide open, Like father, like son.

      "What? It's too over the top for the pub? Too chavvy? Should I change?"

      Together we blurted out, "You're kidding, no, it's great!... No Mum, it's fantastic... No Annie, you'll wow 'em all tonight, I'll have to guard you with a shotgun...Mum you're hot!..."

      She seemed to consider this for a moment.

      "Hmm, OK. Jack, go start up the car, I've just got another couple of things to see to..."

      
        "Alright. But don't take as long as it took you to get dressed..." And he went out, swinging his car keys.

      Mum stood there looking at me with a quiet smile on her face. Then she laid her hand on one jutting hip. And gyrated it. Then she sidled slowly up to me, swinging her ass from side to side as she did so, her front jiggling with each step of her heels. At that point she was barely a foot and a half in front of me and my nose was level with her navel. She bent down towards me from the waist. I had trouble focusing on the deep chasm which had appeared between her breasts, they were that close. She bent even lower, then took one of her fingers, placed it in between her lips, licked it and slowly brought it down into her cleavage. She thrust it down between her tits and then brought it out as though scooping out a portion of ice-cream. She placed it between my lips which willingly slid open and sucked in the whole length.

      While I was thus occupied, inhaling her soft fragrance as I did so, she brought her head round to one side and whispered into my ear,

      "This is all for you. And if you're a good boy, then tomorrow I might give you a treat..."

      "Mmmmm?"

      "Mmmm. Four letters, ending in c, k."

      My eyes opened as wide as they could.

      "Mmm MMM mm???"

      "Aha."

      She kissed me on my forehead, extracted her finger, swiveled on the spot and sashayed out the door without looking back.

      How long did I remain motionless? I dunno. All kinds of permutations were swirling around, jostling for position in my head. Dot, dot, c, k...oh...my...God!! I stumbled into the bathroom not knowing whether to wank or collapse. I opened the cold tap and doused my face in the water and looked up at myself in the mirror. There, right in the middle of my forehead, was the bright red outline of Anne's lipstick. Like a well-taken fingerprint, only hers could ever be a straight match for that. For a second I considered keeping it there as a badge of honour, a medal, but...but...I wiped it off. No sense my mates seeing it and giving me the third degree...but I so wanted to keep it there, incriminating though it was...

      That evening passed in a slow blur. I wished I could wind it up and fast-forward it to the next day. So slow. I joined in half-heartedly with the joshing, flirting and ribbing that seemed to be a constant in meets between my mates. I even danced a bit with a girl called Kay, but found myself making comparisons between her and Mum...Kay came in second, and not just by a head...she was really, I mean really, nice, but simply paled in comparison with Anne. It wasn't only this new teasing sex thing we'd got going on between us, it was the whole rapport of ideas and sense of humour and meeting of minds where we seemed to complement one another in most things.

      Even though I bowed out early, I only just managed to catch the last Metro back at midnight. The whole affair might have gone on till dawn; seeing as it was the weekend. I could have dossed out on the floor in one of my mates' rooms of course, but understandably I was eager to get home.

      When I arrived the house was already in darkness. British pubs have these strict licensing hours so Mum and Dad had probably been back quite a while. I didn't turn any lights on and just felt my way upstairs and into my room. I shrugged off my clothes down to my boxers, and stumbled along to the bathroom to clean my teeth, all the while imagining Anne just in the next room, probably wearing next-to-nothing. Maybe nothing at all? Should I peep in as I passed? No. There's a fine line between bravery and foolishness. I might try to bend that line a little bit, but if it snapped, my head would be on the block.

      So I padded back to my own room and threw myself down onto my bed. It was as though I could smell her fragrance all over again. Ah yes, I was sure I could. I closed my eyes, a wide smile on my face, and replayed the view of her looking up at me with her mouth full of my rampant dick. I grabbed hold of said dick and in my masturbatory pleasure, my head swept from side to side...

      The action in my fevered imagination was so realistic, spurred on by her distinctive scent which filled my nostrils as though she were lying next to me.

      Hold on.

      I COULD smell her scent...

      It was coming from that side, next to my pillow...

      I reached across and... came into contact with a pair of panties...

      
        
      

      I flicked on the light.

      Not just any panties. Her panties. Anne's panties. Panties she'd been wearing just a short time before. Those panties through which I'd contemplated the rise of her pussy mound and noted the few spiky hairs that escaped its confines. I sniffed them. Panties which had held her labia in place as she'd walked, sat, stretched, and...I sniffed them again...squirted into when I was tickling her belly and massaging her breast.

      I didn't need a pillow that night when I finally fell asleep. My cheek rested on those panties.

      ---------------------------

      " 'morning, sleepy head, I've brought you a cup of coffee. So come on, rise and shine..."

      Mum threw open my curtains and I was blinded by the glare of the sunlight which poured into the room.

      "Oh, umm, 'morning Mum..." Yawn. "Can you put it down there on the table for me? Thanks..."

      I lifted my head but felt something stuck to my cheek.

      "Okay, here you are then. Oh, and I think those might be mine..."

      She reached across and gently, as you might do with a plaster, peeled her crumpled panties away from my face.

      "I think you'd better have a good scrub on that side of your face, you've got a flowery pattern all over it. Your dad might wonder why."

      She smiled, turned and left, swinging the panties over her shoulder as she went.

      When I went downstairs shortly afterwards, Mum was nowhere to be seen. Dad said she'd just gone out to the newsagents for the Sunday paper and some fresh rolls for breakfast.

      
        
      

      "Oh and by the way, she says thanks for offering to mow the lawn and wash the car."

      I stopped in the middle of putting bread into the toaster. Huh?

      "What's come over you?" He grinned. "Never mind, she said she'll see you right afterwards, whatever that means..."

      I looked at him blankly.

      He continued," 'course, if you're in the mood, I've got a couple of quid, I can give you a whole list of..."

      "Whoa! Slow down Dad, I'm doing this out of the goodness of my heart. Profit doesn't come into it..." Yeah, right...Mum's words came back to me - 'If you're a good boy, tomorrow I'll give you a treat...dot, dot, c, k...'

      I surprised myself, and, I think, Dad as well, by going straight out to the garage and pulling out the lawnmower to set it up. Just at that moment, Mum came back through the front gate, with a bag of provisions, and stopped to smile at me.

      "Well, we are eager beavers, aren't we? I wonder what brought that on?" She licked across her top lip.

      "You think you'll get extra credits...?" She laughed and continued up the path. "Oh, I'll call you in when breakfast's ready..."

      I was already half-way through the job when Mum called out the window for me to come and eat. I went in to find a full English breakfast on my plate. It seemed to be twice the size of Dad's portion. Usually, I'd have just grabbed that piece of toast or something.

      Dad had taken the sports supplement from the paper and was already engrossed in the mathematical permutations which might give his team any chance of avoiding relegation.

      I looked at my loaded plate and raised an eyebrow.

      
        
      

      "Well," said Mum, seriously, "I think we've got to build up your strength. I want you hundred percent fit." She looked at me in all innocence as I ate... and rubbed my leg underneath the table. I dropped my fork.

      As I bent down and to retrieve it, I looked up and across towards Mum's legs. She'd arranged them in that classic feminine pose where her feet were spread but her knees were clamped tightly together. As I momentarily enjoyed this view, her knees slowly parted, stopping with a gap of a few inches between them, before being drawn together again. But almost immediately they started to open once more, only this time slightly wider. A thin, gauzy white vertical strip appeared at the junction of her legs. Then she closed them again. Then they reopened... even wider. The triangle and strip of her tiny, transparent panties, wedged in between the cushions of her pussy lips, was on full display for just an instant before the loose folds of her skirt fell in between her thighs, effectively obscuring my view. But my memory had indelibly registered the way the material had given me a clear, almost uninterrupted view of the hairs on her bush and the beginnings of the groove leading down into her pussy. The strip had delved in between those lips and disappeared as though it was being sucked inside.

      I scrabbled around as if the fork had fallen beyond my reach, not taking my eyes away from Anne's legs. At that moment one of her hands reached below the table. The index finger pointed at my face and then pointed towards her crotch. Then once more at me. Then two fingers took the hem of her skirt, lifted it and drew it up towards her lap. Her legs were still placed about two feet apart.

      Her fingers released her skirt and it remained wedged across the top of her legs. Then her hand came back underneath and made a leisurely tiptoe stroke down along the length of her panties. Bringing her hand back up, she allowed one finger to push against the material and even more of it disappeared up into her crack. Now the outer lips of her labia were pouting out around the strip and the inner lips were beginning to make an entrance.

      Down came her finger again, and this time it hooked into the crotch, eased it juicily out from between her lips, and pulled it to one side. Her other hand now suddenly made an appearance and joined the first on the other side of her pussy. After a brief instant, knowing she was teasing me by drawing out the moment, she eased her lips apart and displayed the pink, juicy insides fully to my gaze. And as if not sure that I was properly focused, she opened her legs even wider. Then she dipped one finger deep inside herself, swam it around, withdrew it, brought it up above the table and then she closed her legs. Show over.

      Of course I knocked myself on the edge of the table as I re-emerged, jolting it as I did so. But Dad, even though still engrossed in the sports pages, automatically grabbed hold of his coffee cup when I banged my head, as though such a thing were a daily occurrence, but otherwise he didn't pay me any attention. Mum seemed to be drinking her coffee in an excessively refined manner, with one finger stuck out as she held her cup by the handle.

      
        
      

      She glanced over at me and, as though being annoyed at my bad table manners, she tutted,

      "Oh, Gazz, you're such a messy eater, you've got tomato sauce at the side of your mouth..."

      I licked to either side but couldn't find anything.

      Anne reached across with the finger that had been jutting out from the cup handle, and made as if to remove something from my cheek. She then inserted the finger into my mouth.

      "No, no, here... there you are..."

      I sucked the pussy juice off her finger.

      "Thanks, Mum."

      "My pleasure..."

      With a cheeky smile she then proceeded to totally ignore me and went back to her own portion of the Sunday paper, while chewing on a piece of toast.

      That was it for the rest of breakfast and, to the casual fly on the wall, we were probably a fairly generic picture that was repeated in many houses up and down our road - a family around the breakfast table, each absorbed in his own little world as reflected in the choice of newspaper supplement. Few words were exchanged except for the occasional 'Pass the butter', or 'You want that last piece of toast?' or a comment on an interesting tidbit of news.

      I finished eating and clattered my pots together before taking them over to the sink and casually mentioning that I was going out to finish the grass.

      "Okay, love." Mum barely glanced up from her fashion article. "Don't get too sweaty..." And with that she did look over to me and it was with a humorous glint in her eye.

      
        My lawn mowing efforts didn't take too long. Of course they didn't match the immaculate squares of the pitch at St. James' Park, but I reckoned I'd managed a fair representation of a green chess board. I stood back and, wiping my brow, observed it with pride.

      Behind me, Mum said, "Well, if you don't get your degree at least you'll be able to earn a bit of cash with the grass cutting thing..."

      I spun round and she was standing very close up behind me with a cold glass of juice in her hand.

      "Here you go, Sparky..."

      She handed it to me and I downed it in one go. While I was thus engaged, Mum stroked her hand across my chest, admiringly.

      "Mmm, like in one of those porno movies... wifey comes out in her seethru negligée while the gardener's flexing his muscles in a tantalizing fashion..."

      I grinned and flexed the biceps of my right arm. Mum squeezed it appreciatively.

      "Ooh, I'm impressed..."

      "But you've forgotten the negligée bit..."

      She glanced down at herself.

      "Yeah, I'm a bit overdressed..." Only a bit, I thought. I could whip that dress off her in a flash... "I do have a nice seethru negligée though..."

      "Uhuh..."

      "Uhuh indeed... which reminds me, you've done a good job here... and I promised you a treat..."

      "Uhuh... 'something, something, c k', wasn't it, if I, umm, remember?" Could I forget?

      
        
      

      "True. Come with me round the side of the house where no one can see us."

      She turned, tugging at the bottom of my T-shirt, and led me willingly round to the side of the house, where she threw me up against the wall. She pressed her upper body against me, my arms circling her waist, and she spread her legs wide across the outsides of my thighs.

      "Here it comes..."

      Her head went round to the side of my face. She used one hand to pull a few straggles of my hair away from my cheek, blew gently into my ear, and then I felt a damp wash stroke messily up across my face from chin to eye-socket.

      She pulled away.

      "There you are."

      I looked at her blankly while wiping my cheek with my forearm. "What...?"

      "What's wrong?" A wide-eyed, deadpan look on her face. "Something, something, c, k...? L.I.C.K..."

      Still she looked deadpan. At least she did until she saw the dawn of realization cross my face and I started to make a lunge towards her. She let out a raucous yelp and fled screaming and giggling towards the kitchen door.

      She burst through it with me in hot pursuit. Dad was just that moment coming through into the kitchen from the living-room.

      "Heh, heh, what's all the palaver...?"

      Mum laughed and hid herself from me behind his protective frame.

      "It's your obnoxious son, he was going to wash the car and he said he'd hose me down as well..."

      
        
      

      She peeped out, holding on to his elbow and grinning from behind it.

      "Yeah? Well, it'll have to wait then, 'cause I need the car. You'll have to hose her down later, Gazz."

      "Where you off to?"

      "Just round to your Auntie Jean's. Her car's packed up on her again and she wants me to give it the once-over...don't know why she doesn't just buy a new one, she's got the cash..."

      "You'll be long?"

      "A couple of hours. I'll get her to make me some lunch as a down-payment. See you later..."

      And off he went to his sister's, Jean's, pulling the kitchen door to behind him.

      Anne and I stood watching each other and listening. The car door slammed. The engine revved. The car was thrown into reverse and Dad backed out of the driveway.

      Mum smiled. She was slipping her shoes off as she spoke. "So, how does one do a 'once-over', anyway...?"

      It was as though she'd called, 'on your marks... get set...', because she just spun round on the spot and raced out of the kitchen with me closing in on her tail. As she sprinted past the sofa she grabbed hold of a cushion and threw it wildly behind her, approximately in my direction. I simply fended it off in midair, vaulted the sofa using my other hand and made a perfect Spiderman landing in front of her. I grinned. She grinned. Then she tried to escape again but I was too fast. I grabbed her, screaming and laughing, by the waist, slung her nimbly over my shoulder and made my way, caveman-style with my quarry, towards the stairs.

      As we started up them, she thrust both her hands down into the back of my pants under my boxers and grabbed hold of two full handfuls of my ass. For my part, I flipped her dress up, tugged the back of her panties below her cheeks and caressed her beautiful globes.

      
        By the time we'd reached halfway up the stairs, she'd already brought her hands out and was now trying to lever my pants down over my ass too. A dangerous game. I got to the top just as the pants were pushed right down and arrived at my ankles. But I didn't stop, and continued in tiny steps, a bit like one of those Japanese women you see in traditional dress, towards Anne's bedroom. There, I kneed the door open, hobbled across and threw her onto the bed. I stood looking down at her lying there, resting on her elbows, her dress unashamedly up around her waist, while she remained transfixed by the sight of me, just in my T-shirt, my pants round my ankles and my pole sticking out proudly in front, directly at her.

      Her look then turned serious, and she lifted herself from the bed and walked, stumbled almost, straight into my arms, wrapping her hands around my neck, pressing her body up against me and attaching her wide-open mouth onto mine like a limpet. We kissed greedily as though we could never satisfy our appetites. She laughed as I licked along her cheek in retribution. I trembled as she stuck her tongue into my ear. We both smiled as we planted kisses all over the other's face.

      Then I turned her to face the full-length mirror, with me standing right there behind her.

      "I have to do this," I whispered, "you're so beautiful..."

      I lifted the hem of her dress and marveled as her smooth thighs came into view, then her hips encased in their wisp of gauze, then her trim waist, then the heavy breasts in their matching bra, which bounced joyfully as I swept the bodice up above them, her long neck, and finally, as I threw the dress to one side, her smiling face topped by its mussed hair.

      We stood there gazing into the mirror, my dick pressed hard into the groove of her bum, just as I'd imagined it, my arms around her cupping her breasts. She herself reached round her back and undid the clasp, and from the front I eased the straps off her shoulders and pulled the cups away and down. Her breasts were an awesome sight to my eyes; they were magnificent, the proud, erect nipples set in the center of those pale orbs, highlighted by the dark brownish-red of her areolas. I brought my hands to her hips, hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties and eased them down so she could step out of them. While I was kneeling there, I placed kisses on each of her ass-cheeks. As I stood up again, I ripped my own shirt off over my head and disentangled myself from my pants. We were both now totally naked. It felt so right.

      She reached up behind her with one arm and drew my head down into her neck where I licked and bit and sucked her. Then she was turning in to me and was thrusting her pelvis forward to meet my dick. I walked her backwards towards her dressing table and as she felt it press against her ass, she sat back onto it. It looked like it had been manufactured with just this sort of episode in mind, because, with her arms clasped around my neck, she opened her legs wide and wrapped them around me, pulling me into her. My dick didn't need guiding, it had been waiting for this moment for a long time. So, I guessed, had Anne, because her pussy was already sopping wet as my knob-head was drawn unerringly to its entrance and slipped smoothly inside.

      
        
      

      We paused momentarily to savour that moment of my cock bulging the walls of her hot sheath. And then we both pushed forward. Her head rolled back as she appreciated that extra bit of length from our mutual push. Then I drew away and then slammed back inside. Her legs were pulling me, her heels dug in around my waist. Then I was thrusting and thrusting and thrusting. The dressing table was rocking dangerously and multiple bottles of lotion, nail lacquer, perfume, began to tip over and roll drunkenly onto the floor. But we paid them no heed. There was another crash as a framed picture of a young me smashed into pieces. How symbolic... I lifted her, her legs still gripping me tightly, and walked her over to the bed, almost stumbling over the junk now strewn around beneath us. But I laid her down, gazed into her eyes and increased the tempo of my jerking. We were both on the verge... her 'yes... yes... yesssss...c'mon...!!' egged me on until the spasms of my cum ripped through my lower body and I was loading Anne's cunt to overflowing with my sperm. And she was laughing and wiping the sweat from her face and then from mine...

      We lay there in that position for a while, me on top, stroking her face

      Anne said, "See, I told you not to get too sweaty... you've only got so much to spare..."

      I whispered, "Do you mind if I swear a little?"

      She giggled, "You might as well...I don't think we've got many boundaries left..."

      "Okay then. I just wanted to tell you... that was fucking brilliant!!"

      Anne burst out laughing, and in so doing, compressed the walls of her cunt around my recovering shaft. I gently began to push into her once more. She gently responded. This time she allowed me to rest my upper body on my hands so I could gaze down at her breasts as they quivered like jellies from the vibrations. She was stroking my face too, but as the tempo increased, she transferred her hold to my shoulders, digging her nails in with each forward stroke. And by the time we came again, she was clinging on to my butt and whispering sweet obscenities into my ear.

      Dad arrived home about an hour after we'd tidied up and resettled ourselves on the sofa. On hearing the car, we had time to make ourselves presentable, and when he came through the door, Mum was stretched out on the sofa with her head on my lap. I had my book open, right side-up, and she had the newspaper opened to the weekend crossword puzzle. It was a cryptic one. It might take a long time.

      "This is ooh, so hard..." said Mum, the pen in her mouth.

      
        
      

      Dad thought she meant the puzzle, but I knew she meant the dick that she'd gone down on just a few moments before with her bare ass in the air, and which was even now eagerly pressed up against the back of her head. Just the thought that she was lying there without panties...

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Anyone for Tennis?

      When I first realized that, sexually, my mother was a very desirable woman with all those attributes a young man could ever wish for, and not just my 'Mum', it didn't dawn on me gradually, but rather it hit me, literally, straight between the eyes.

      The occasion was Mum's old college friend, Nancy, paying us a visit together with her American husband, Ray. Fiona and Nancy hadn't seen each other in years now that she lived stateside, even though they were in constant touch through Facebook, exchanging news, gossip and, I don't know, recipes?

      I drove Mum to the airport to meet them when they arrived, and I stood with her, surveying the crowd, when I heard a high-pitched screech of delight,

      "Feeeeeeeee...!!"

      I turned to see this blond-haired, low-cut crimson-dressed fashion model type, with waving arms swinging manically through the air, trying to gallop out of the Arrivals Hall towards my mum but being restricted as she was by her combination of extremely high heels and her tight, tight dress. The male contingent of the Arrivals Hall stood momentarily transfixed in their appreciation.

      "Nanceeeeeee...!!"

      The gesticulations were reciprocated by my mum far more efficiently since her dress was much looser and her heels a lot lower. The two of them seemed to meet like a pair of car-crash dummies and the volition pressed each one into the other, threw their arms around each other and mashed their full breasts upwards and backwards into their chests. They hugged, they laughed and they kissed and they kissed some more.

      I know, looking back, that I should have realized far more quickly that my mum was desirable. I mean, I was standing there with open mouth taking in the lusciousness of her friend Nancy without it occurring to me that they'd shared a dorm at college together for a couple of years before Mum had dropped out to have me, and so they were both about the same age.

      Over Nancy's shoulder I saw behind their overladen luggage trolley the athletic figure of husband Ray, the epitome of what we British used to think of as American before we were exposed to movies like 'Super-Size Me' - he was tall, tanned, muscular, blond of hair and white of tooth - and he was apparently very successful in the company he'd helped to found.

      Coming around the trolley, he enthusiastically embraced and kissed my mum. Then I was introduced.

      "Tom, hey, man, how's it going?" and my hand was enclosed in this bone-crushing grip. I hated Ray already.

      But I so didn't hate Nancy. My hand was taken and I was pulled in towards her perfumed chest. And a kiss was placed on each cheek.

      "My, you're a handsome lad! Fee, I think the last picture you sent me of Tom, he must have had freckles all over his face and was paddling around bare-assed in the sea with his bucket and spade... but this, mmm, this is something entirely different!"

      She held me at arm's length and looked me over appraisingly from top to bottom. I felt that her eyes lingered momentarily on my crotch in passing, but, yeah, that was probably just my infatuation.

      The small talk flowed easily between us as we led them out and we were already all smiles and laughter. Ray's gleaming teeth seemed to be making steady inroads into my mother's affections as she looked alternately from the one, her long-lost friend, back to the other, this walking ad for kicking sand over beach-bum losers.

      They had insisted on staying at a hotel in the city centre during their visit because our house was relatively small - it might have been OK for a couple of nights, but it would have been a squash - but as I followed Ray and the two women from the hall out onto the concourse and I eyed the spring-laden ass of Nancy in front of me, I thought that a squash might not have been a bad idea at all.

      And they weren't staying at just any hotel, oh no - it was the flashiest one in town equipped with swimming pool, gym, sauna and tennis courts. This had been the deciding factor for Ray who, apparently, followed a strict regimen in order to look the way he did - It seems those looks came at a price but, what the hell, they were floating on money, as I found out when we rolled up to the hotel entrance. A valet sprang out of nowhere to take care of the luggage and his smile didn't even flicker when faced with the impressive number of suitcases that faced him on opening the rear hatch of the car. Yet another insisted on whisking the car away from us and disappearing with it round the corner.

      Inside, the hotel oozed opulence. Definitely not one of those places where the floor carpeting turns threadbare the moment you reach the first landing. On the drive over, Ray had said he wanted to get a taste of the real England, so it occurred to me that if that's what he wanted, then maybe they should go live at our house while we could 'suffer' the hotel.

      Anyway, we saw them settled in and arranged to meet at our's later for one of Mum's home-cooked meals and then we left them to their own devices. The valet seemed a bit miffed that he had to go back and bring out the car he'd only stowed away a quarter of an hour before, but I was still more miffed when I found we were expected to tip him - and we weren't even staying there...!

      Back home, Mum put the finishing touches to one of her special Italian dishes, while I busied myself with setting out the table. Then all was ready and Mum just had to go upstairs to change into something more suitable. Had she felt a little dowdy opposite the fabulously dressed Nancy? Or was it what I suspected, that she wanted to impress Ray? Whatever the reason, when she came back downstairs it was a transformation.

      She'd now gained several inches in height with her new choice of sling-back heels, her hair which had been tied back now hung in gentle waves down over her shoulders, and - and her shoulders were bare except for the spaghetti straps of a clinging black dress that plunged dramatically at the front and displayed the demi-globes and aspects of the inner chasm between her breasts to full advantage. But to whose advantage?

      I had no time to take this all in or even wonder whether I should be taking it all in because at that moment a flash of headlights through the window announced the arrival of our guests' taxi. I threw Mum a reassuring smile as she tugged at the bottom hem of her dress which seemed to insist on riding up, and hurried to open the door to greet Nancy. Well, OK then, Ray and Nancy...

      Nancy didn't disappoint. If Mum's cleavage had been a ski slope, then it was one for beginners. Nancy's, in comparison, was the large hill ski jump, with her silky cream dress holding on to her breasts purely by virtue of the thin halter neck. I would have loved to take a step back to observe the whole thing, but I was again grabbed and pulled to her chest and given a large kiss, this time on the mouth.

      "Mmm, yummy, can't get enough of you. There you go, Tom, stick that in the cooler." she meant the bottle of wine which she thrust into my hand, but I thought maybe I should join it there as well, such was the effect of Nancy's kiss. I'd just been given my first boner of the evening.

      It was the first of many, because sitting across from her at the dining table I was afforded tantalizing glimpses now and then of extra reaches of her buoyant breasts as she stretched across for the salad bowl, as she turned to touch Ray on the arm, as she leant over to caress Fiona's forearm when telling her something funny. She smiled each time she caught my eye roaming. So it's safe to say I was probably stiff for the duration of the meal.

      
        
      

      Afterwards, Ray and I sat finishing off our first bottle of wine while Nancy and Fiona went out to the kitchen to wash up and catch up on more personal stuff, girly-type stuff I suppose. Ray casually interrogated me as to whether I enjoyed sport, apparently a favorite subject of his. When I told him I played rugby at college he was at a bit of a loss as to the rules, so I casually mentioned it was a bit like American football but without all the timeouts and without any of the protective padding. I also added that usually an ambulance was put on standby for the game, and it was considered dull if at least one player wasn't rushed off to casualty in the middle of it. He accepted my sly dig with equanimity, and asked if I played tennis, since he liked to get a few sets in once a day to keep the muscles toned. Apparently tennis courts were basic requirements in American homes. He said he would usually play against Nancy, but he was bored with winning all the time.

      "You should play against my mum, she loves tennis, and she's good. I'm afraid my level's probably like Nancy's, and you'd wipe the floor with me..." So I gave him that one. It was one-all in our unspoken game of one-upmanship.

      "Let me just go get us a refill." I indicated the bottle we'd drained and took it out to the kitchen to find Mum and Nancy standing together in a very, very close embrace.

      They drew apart, smiling, with no sense of embarrassment, and the two of them looked me over, both of them glancing, for some reason, at my crotch. Had Nancy been telling Mum how she'd managed to get an instant reaction from me and that at their age they were still well capable of seducing lads like me? I stuttered something about the wine and turned and bent down into the fridge. Something told me the two of them were taking in my ass as I did this, so in a perverse moment I squatted down by the fridge door and was aware I was presenting them a view of my builder's crack. I took a bottle out and turned just as Nancy was nudging my mum in the ribs, the two of them grinning widely. I took the screw and deftly started to uncork the bottle. Nancy stroked my arm muscles appreciatively and purred,

      "Mmm, you're so strong..."

      "Nancy, now stop it! Look, you've got him blushing all over, poor lad..!"

      And they closed in on me from either side, Nancy's pneumatic breast pushing into me from the right while Mum's pushed in from the left. They stroked my hair and arms and actually cooed.

      "He's very much like Alan, don't you think, Nance?"

      
        "Mmm, you're so right, and if he's got all of Alan's, umm, attributes, then he's probably got all the girls begging as well, just like we used to beg, remember?...so, has he?"

      I'd heard of Alan. Were they talking of the Alan who'd impregnated my mum and then went off on a gap year from which he never returned? People reckoned he'd gone native in the Far East and that that accounted for most of the population explosion over there. It certainly accounted for why I'd never known my father.

      Mum looked at me, cupping her chin in one hand, "Well I THINK he's probably built like Alan, but you know how it is, when they reach puberty they get a bit shy about their tackle..."

      Mum was really teasing me...I think... I raised the bottle. "The wine, remember?"

      Like a gentleman, I held the kitchen door open for them, but they laughed and insisted I went through first. I felt their eyes undressing me as I did so.

      Back at the table, Ray mentioned that we'd been talking about tennis and how I'd told him that Mum was quite a decent player.

      "So how about, tomorrow, the two of you come over to the hotel before lunch and we'll set up a game of doubles to give us an appetite?"

      He looked at each of us expectantly, one eyebrow raised. The thought of Nancy in a short tennis skirt made my decision a no-brainer. Mum said she was a bit out of practice, but she was also up for it.

      The decision made, we downed the second bottle. There might have been a third as well, or even a fourth, it was flowing just as freely as the conversation.

      During that conversation I discovered that Ray's money had been made on a whim. His family had already been fairly well-off when an old college mate of his had had an idea for some app on the internet. Ray had financed the development of it on condition that they went halves on any profit, and when it was sold on to a major company, he suddenly found he was loaded down with serious wealth. He himself knew nothing about the ins and outs of cyberspace, so while maintaining a nominal directorship he took the money, reinvested most of it and he and Nancy lived comfortably from what rolled in.

      
        So he didn't actually do any work per se, he just dabbled in things when they happened to come his way and take his fancy. So were his fingers about to dabble in my mum? Was my mum taking his fancy?

      Perhaps. I mean, I guess Nancy must have told him a bit about Fiona. After all, they'd been friends at college. My mind went back to what I'd interrupted and seen when I went into the kitchen... mmm, apparently, very good friends...

      The wine had succeeded in loosening my tongue and my inherent shyness in front of strangers had disappeared along with it, and maybe that's why the evening had rolled along so successfully. So, as we cleared things away after our guests had left, I casually threw out the question,

      "So, Mum, how good friends were you and Nancy in college then...?"

      Fiona stopped what she was doing and pondered the question with a smile on her face.

      "Ooh, Tom, aha... at that age, well, your age, I suppose, everyone likes to experiment, you know?... expand their sensations, get to know what it's like to try, well...everything, really... just to see if you might like it..." She didn't seem to be saying this directly to me. She was, rather, staring vacantly into space, reminiscing.

      "...all those new experiences and discovering parts of you that you didn't know could be excited like that..." She hugged herself pleasantly.

      "So you and Nancy...?" Did I dare complete the sentence? I didn't need to.

      "Haha... Nancy was and she still is. I think she actually only fully realized it when we shared a dorm room together... a dorm room can be so cramped you know? Well, you do know, of course... and first thing in the morning and last thing at night the two of you are lounging around on the bed in just your underwear, telling each other stories about your own experiences, just for fun, just to see if you could get them jealous or aroused..."

      Mum's reminiscences seemed to be in full swing now, so I dutifully kept silent.

      "Mine certainly got her aroused...I had good old Alan to thank for that...and I didn't scrimp on the details either...I was serving up some of the juicier bits when it dawned on me that in the meantime she'd come across to lie there with me on my bed and was egging me on to tell her more, more... had he touched me here?... had he licked me across that bit? Which bit?... she'd stroked across my lower belly to show me just where...ooh, it was so nice, that..."

      Fiona suddenly seemed to notice that she had been rambling on a bit to me, her son, and so she abruptly stopped.

      "Anyway, you don't want to know about all that..."

      But I do! I do...!

      "It was so long ago..."

      So? This was with Nancy...tell me more!

      "Anyway, it's late and I'm off to bed. Could you unzip me?" and she turned her back towards me and lifted her hair away from the fastening at the back of her dress. I lowered the zip as far as, I guess, just above the line of her panties, and this exposed the thin line of the black strapless bra across her smooth back. She released her hair and held the dress to her chest as she turned back to me and kissed me on the cheek.

      "Thanks, Tom. Get some sleep, we've got to thrash them at tennis tomorrow. National pride and all that..."

      And she turned on her heel and started up the stairs. My last view of her was her gorgeously smooth back and a glimpse of her flimsy black panties beneath that hem which at some point in the evening she'd given up trying to control...

      The next morning we drove over to the hotel to find Ray and Nancy waiting for us in the reception, already decked out in full tennis gear. Nancy's was everything I'd masturbated to the night before - a very tight top outlining her nipples and the exact curves of her sports bra above which her breasts thrust out magnificently, and her pleated skirt only just managing to cover her ass. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, held in place by a silk scarf. Shimmering earrings danced from her lobes as she jumped up and hugged me like a long-lost castaway. I could certainly get used to this.

      She escorted Mum to the ladies' changing room while Ray pointed out the one for the guys. It didn't take me long to change. After all, another T-shirt, white shorts, a pair of socks and trainers and I was ready. Mum, however, seemed to take an age.

      
        
      

      "They're probably just catching up again," sighed Ray, noting my impatience.

      And that's when it dawned on me that I could never ever have any chance with Nancy. She just wasn't interested in guys. And suddenly, a different light was shed on what they were up to in that dressing room. Likewise, I guessed Ray would never have any chance with my mum either...

      But Mum wasn't lesbian, I was sure of that. Over the years she'd had, and enjoyed having in the best sense, quite a few boyfriends and had grown fairly attached to a couple of them before finding out that one was already married and the other was cheating on her behind her back. I supposed something like that might drive someone back into the arms of a former lover...had she been her lover?... and now I was totally confused. Was Nancy's marriage to Ray just one of convenience? And if it was, what did that make Ray?

      Nancy and Fiona strolled out onto the court, nudging each other's shoulders and laughing at something Mum had said. To say that they were relaxed in each other's company was to understate the case.

      After knocking the balls around for a while to loosen up, we eventually started the game. Ray had a very powerful serve and Nancy at one point felt she had to remind him that this was only a friendly match and to keep his fetish for winning under control. But all-in-all it was very even. Mum seemed just as competitive as Ray, and I managed to control my impulse to stare down Nancy's top every time she approached the net and crouched, waiting for Ray to serve. She kept smiling at me. She knew how much was on show. Talk about gamesmanship...

      That's when it hit me, literally.

      I was facing Ray's serve and we were at break point. The determination was evident in Ray's face, and Nancy was upping her gamesmanship by crouching even lower opposite me on the other side of the net and jiggling her tits. I averted my eyes in order to concentrate, but as I did so I swivelled them further than I'd intended. There in front of me, just off-centre to Ray serving, my mum was crouching just as low as Nancy, her legs spread far apart and her butt swinging lazily from side to side. Her snow-white panties had ridden up into the crack of her ass and it was as though she was waiting to be taken, doggie-style.

      I should have, but I couldn't take my eyes off that marvelous sight. My mum's ass was truly magnificent and delicious and...

      
        Apparently that's when the ball from Ray's serve hit me straight between the eyes. Ray had aced it. And I was out for the count.

      As I came to, it was to find my head being supported by a folded towel, and four gorgeous smooth breasts dangling in the air close above my eyeballs. Ray had apparently run off to find the hotel doctor. I tried to mumble something but was shushed by Mum, who stroked my hair away from my face.

      "Just lie still, we're seeing to you, love..."

      In a half-whisper, Nancy had added, "Well, if we're seeing to him... you remember, Alan..?" and I think maybe she'd nodded down towards my crotch.

      "Nancy..! How can you think of something like that at a time like this..?!"

      "What? Come on, we're alone, no-one can see us...go on, just a quick peek before Ray comes back...please?"

      "Ohhh...oh, alright then..."

      And I felt the cool air down below as I think it was Mum who stretched the elastic of my shorts and boxers away from my stomach.

      "Wow..."

      "Wowsie-wow..."

      "Alan and a half..."

      "Alan plus plus..."

      "Alan deluxe..."

      The elastic snapped back into place with a twang as I heard the approaching footsteps of Ray and the doctor.

      
        
      

      It was decided there was no lasting damage, though to be on the safe side they should take me up to Ray and Nancy's suite, where the doctor would look in on me again, later.

      Ray decided that he still had weights to press before lunch, and Nancy went off to find if their room service stretched to non-residents too, leaving Mum to set about getting me showered and changed. Looking in the full mirror I saw this huge crimson spot above the bridge of my nose and knew it was going to be painful for quite some time. We were both still in our tennis gear while Mum set about gauging the temperature of the shower - it was either the shower or the Jacuzzi, and Mum laughingly said that Jacuzzis are for when you have special friends over.

      "Come on, get your gear off and get in the shower, you'll feel a lot better..." and she proceeded to lift my shirt over my head and pulled my shoes and socks off my feet. I stood there like I was incapable and let her get on with it. Then I was down to just my shorts and boxers, and still I didn't move, so Mum tutted and yanked them down to my ankles. I stepped out of them and walked into the shower and simply stood there facing the wall, the water cascading over my head. It wasn't that I couldn't move, it was rather that I'd suddenly been overtaken by this flood of new feelings and realizations towards Fiona. Pictures flashed through my mind of how beautiful she was and how I'd never really seen it until now, in all ways and not just physically...there were so many other things. I loved her insecurities, like when her dress had risen up...I loved the way her face lit up when she was happy, the sparkle in her eyes like when she'd first caught sight of Nancy in the airport...her smooth back as I'd helped her unzip the dress... and of course that bullet to the brain during the tennis match.

      I heard Mum let out a sigh again behind me and before I knew it she was reaching in and lathering soap all over me.

      "Turn round, I can't reach..."

      I turned and saw that the water was also splashing over Mum, and her hair and tennis outfit were also getting drenched. Reaching out my hands and pulling her in towards me seemed such a natural thing to do, and she didn't resist, rather she giggled and began to soap me further down, juggling across my balls and along the length of my shaft. She was tight up close to me and, taking more soap, she reached around and, after soaping my back, began to massage it over my ass cheeks and along the length of my crack. She was smiling up into my face just as I was smiling down into hers, taking in all the loveliness that was there, the water from my chin and nose rolling off and down across her cheek. Then she was on her tiptoes and kissing me. My dick was rock hard between us and was pressing urgently into her stomach. She returned to a standing position, but then was on her tiptoes again, then down and then again on tiptoe. She was wanking me off with her belly.

      I took hold of the bottom of her tennis vest and drew it up over her head, throwing it to one side. Then I took the button and zip at the side of her short pleated skirt and released that too. She half-turned in order to help me, stepped out of it and was left in just her matching white bra and panties, both of them now totally transparent.

      "Ah, what the hell..." She herself reached round and unhooked her bra and swept off her flimsy panties in one smooth motion. Then she was back in my arms, hers linking round my neck, and kissing me, then she was licking on my ear, chewing at the lobe. I tilted my mouth to her neck and she arched her head backwards to give me free access and I nibbled and sucked at her, eliciting guttural sounds from her throat which vibrated between my lips. My hands roamed freely over her familiar but oh-so-new curves, squeezing and caressing

      She drew her upper body away then, and in the valley between her breasts I could look down and see my dick wedged firmly upright between us. Fiona gazed down at it, raised her eyes to me, smiled evilly and athletically she jumped up, her hands still around my neck, and locked her legs tightly around my waist. Then she was sliding down over my hips, wiggling from side to side until her ass had centred itself over my cock... I felt the tip meet the soft lips of her cunt. With very little pressure they slid open. I raised myself up and she slid further down, and there she was, impaled to the hilt, the inside of her cunt feeling hotter and more slippery than the water that was flowing over us. We rested like that for a moment, possibly lost in the complete wonder of it.

      There was a short rap on the bathroom door.

      "You two OK in there? I've just been down and arranged for them to bring lunch up to us. Umm, take your time..."

      "Yes, Tom, do take your time..." Fiona whispered into my ear.

      I did. At least I did to begin with. I leant her back against the wall and gently began rhythmical thrusts, backwards and forwards, each forward push eliciting something between a sigh and a gasp from Fiona's lips. Our eyes were locked on one another. Then we were taking up the rhythm and Fiona was bouncing her ass up and down just as energetically as I was throwing myself up into her. I felt myself losing control and I was now pumping her for all I was worth. In that incredible increased blur of motion the two of us came together, straining into one another, she was scratching at my shoulders, biting into my neck and I was spurting hot streams into her while her legs clenched round me in her own rapturous orgasm. I kept her suspended there while I kissed every bit of her I could reach with my mouth, my teeth, my tongue...then we were just pressing into one another, enjoying the slithery contact of each other's flesh, the unfamiliar view of things previously always covered...

      Fiona released the stranglehold she had on my waist and slipped to the floor, my dick reluctantly sliding out of her. We kissed affectionately.

      
        
      

      There was another rap on the door. Fiona sighed.

      "Okay Nance, don't get your knickers in a twist, we're almost, umm, done..."

      Mum turned off the shower and we stood observing each other, smiling. She stroked my cheek and looked down at my still half-stiff rod and made a silent 'yum' while licking her lips and stroking its length. I for my part cupped her beautiful breasts and caressed in wonder across her aroused nipples with my thumbs. Then in unison we both sighed, laughed at the coincidence, and stepped out of the shower. We dried one another off...it didn't occur to us to take the towels to our own bodies...and wrapped ourselves in those matching fluffy toweling robes the hotel had provided before walking out to face Nancy who was waiting with arms crossed.

      "The... Jacuzzi was nice?"

      "Shower..."

      "Aha...so I guess...?

      "Yeah, soaking wet..."

      Another 'aha', and she phoned down to the gym and asked Ray to pick our things up from the changing rooms on his way back up.

      In the meantime I'd crossed the room and ensconced myself into one of the sofas opposite Fiona and Nancy. The two of them sat down together and were now eying me speculatively.

      There was a short silence which was in danger of becoming a long silence.

      "So, this Alan fellow sounds interesting..."

      The two of them exploded in laughter.

      
        "Yeah, you could say that...ah, you've got a lot to thank Alan for, Tom... for being here, for one thing..."

      Nancy added, "That was partly my fault as well I think, though, wasn't it, Fee?... mea culpa...?" She presented an enquiring look to Fiona.

      "...well we can't be sure..."

      "...no... one of those things you can put a claim in for or against..."

      Me: "I'm getting confused."

      "So you should. The moment of your conception was, ah, let's see, a confusing couple of minutes...I'm guessing you've gathered by now that your mum and I had a 'thing' going...?"

      "Nancy! We decided we wouldn't tell...!" Fiona exclaimed with an obviously pseudo look of shock on her face.

      Fiona and Nancy sat very close together - shoulder-to-shoulder, in fact - on their own sofa opposite. Nancy's fingers went round the back of Fiona's head and began to stroke through her hair.

      "But he's got to know sometime, Fee...he's said himself he's confused, so let's put him straight. Here it is: Tom, I seduced your mum."

      Mum's mouth opened wide as she searched for a response.

      "You did not! I knew about you all the time and I brought you out...! It was me, I made all the moves..."

      "Maybe, whatever... Tom you're looking pale... except of course for that big flower in the middle of your head, ha-ha... you okay?"

      I nodded blankly.

      
        "Well anyway, Fee here was having it off with Alan at the time. I didn't want to break them up 'cause I knew that she," sigh... " wasn't into me in the same way I was into her, so..."

      "So we 'accidently' arranged a threesome..."

      I do believe my mouth was now gaping wide open.

      "...and it was lovely, it really was. Everybody was getting bits of everybody else and I could engage your mum without coming out openly..."

      Mum: "The trouble was..."

      Nancy: "Yes. The trouble was, Alan got so excited he came inside Fee before managing to pull out properly. He'd thought he'd be real macho and spurt it all over our faces, but most of it landed inside your mum. He didn't really care at the time and changed position so he could keep coming over her tits, while I attempted to save the day by sucking out what he'd left inside of her..."

      I'm sure my jaw was by now resting on the floor.

      "...there I was, being a good girl, lapping it all up, but I think when I pushed my tongue in to scoop it out, well, I probably only managed to push most of it further inside..."

      "Bottom line, we think it was Nancy who managed to inseminate me..."

      "...like one of those vets down on the farm..."

      They both burst out laughing again. And then they were mooing like a pair of cows. I for my part was left dumbstruck.

      Then the door opened and Ray came in, the perspiration glistening on his forehead.

      "Phew, that was a good workout, they've got some good equipment down there. Good instructors as well... oh, here's your stuff. I'm just going for a shower then I'll be ready for lunch." He took in the two toweling robes we were wearing. "Hope there's a spare robe left for me..."

      
        
      

      He went into the shower. Through the door, we heard him say, "So when was the tsunami?"

      As he was showering, there was a tap at the door, and our lunch was wheeled in by two efficient maids and set up at the table. I was still wondering at the size of their suite and the fact that it even had a dining table - I mean, when Mum and I went on holiday, we talked about the kind of hotel room where you changed TV channels with your foot from the bed, and not this, this transplanted mansion. One of the maids told Nancy that their hire car had just arrived as well and that they could sign out for it at reception.

      "Well, this ought to be fun," smiled Nancy, "Ray's never driven on the left before. He says that why he'll never go to Canada..."

      We looked at her blankly.

      "An in-joke, ah well... and me, I've not driven since I left the country. So, you two dare to come for a ride with us afterwards? See the sights?"

      We flustered and blustered, but yeah, of course, why not? But we were patently nervous. That largely disappeared though when we followed them down later to the lobby to find a glistening late-model Beemer convertible waiting for us out on the forecourt.

      Ray, being the alpha male that he was, took charge of the key, operated the lock from a distance and immediately proceeded to get in on the passenger side. The rest of us stood back and grinned. After a second, the door opened again, Ray got out and, without a glimmer of acknowledgement, walked round the front and got in once more, this time into the driver's seat.

      Out the window: "You lot coming, or what?"

      Luckily the car was completely automatic, so at least he didn't have the hassle of changing gears. Slowly, and I don't think this model of Beemer had ever been driven so slowly, we edged out into the traffic, Nancy up front with Ray. Nancy seemed to me to be gripping her side of the dashboard very tightly, because her crimson fingernails were leaving some deep indentations in the leather.

      I was glad I was in the back-seat, and not just because I happened to find myself cuddling up there with Fiona either. Up front, Nancy seemed to be ducking and covering her eyes constantly, emitting tiny little squeaks of terror. I do believe she was in danger of pissing herself. I think her actions were certainly pissing Ray off.

      In the back though, I reached across and held on to Mum's hand, squeezing it reassuringly because of a shared sense of danger, and also...because I wanted to. My other arm went across the back of the seat and drew her close in. I rubbed up and down her shoulder and her fingers came up to stroke my hand. If I died now I'd die happy.

      A few more screeches and some swearing from the front persuaded me that dying might actually be unavoidable in the very near future, so reluctantly I piped up from where I was and told Ray to pull over at the next layby. Without voicing any doubt over his right as the alpha male to drive us all to our deaths, I suggested that maybe I get in the front with him, just until he got accustomed to the roads, since I was the driver with the most experience...over here! On British roads! Ray definitely had the most experience on roads in the States, yes...

      We got out and adjusted our seating arrangements. I'd intended being brave and letting Ray continue to drive with me as his wingman, but he also got out and moved round to the front passenger side - he was going to let me pilot the plane. Fair enough - a Beemer, wow...

      I settled into the luxurious seat which I electronically adjusted to my size, tapped a few co-ordinates into the Waze navigation app, lowered the top since it was a glorious day, flicked it into drive and with a satisfying scrunch of gravel, tapped onto the gas pedal and found myself very, very quickly in the fast lane...again, wow...

      Unlike before when those in the front had no time at all to observe what was going on behind them for fear of losing control, I obeyed my old driving instructor's directions and glanced frequently in the rear-view mirror. Fiona's and Nancy's heads were touching. Their hands were at each other's faces, they were kissing. Fiona broke it off first, smiling, caressed Nancy's cheek, turned her head to catch me gawping, and she winked...

      We were now into narrow country lanes, and I didn't want to tell them that the dangers we'd faced previously were still ever-present, due to my spending just as much time staring into the back seat as I did driving. The women's hands had now disappeared into each other's blouses. Through Fiona's, I could see that Nancy had wormed her hand underneath her bra, levered it up and was massaging my mum's tits. Fiona for her part seemed to have lost her hand somewhere round Nancy's waist. I think she might have been delving into her panties. I adjusted the rear-view downwards...yes, she was...

      By now we were well into rural English countryside - green meadows dotted with sheep, cows, horses, and every now and then we passed through quaint villages which seemed to be cocooned in some nineteenth-century time-warp. Pulling over a particularly beautiful rise which gave out onto a panoramic view of the landscape, I swung the car off the road and switched off the engine. We were momentarily lost in admiration of the view.

      I'd already indicated to Mum that I was going to stop, so by the time Ray turned round in his seat to exclaim, "Hey, Fiona, you Brits have got just the quaintest countryside here..." the two had adjusted their clothing and were sitting politely apart.

      "Mmm, you're right, Ray, we're so lucky..." Mum smilingly agreed...

      We got out to stretch our legs and to stroll along the meadow. Ray strode slightly ahead of us, taking in the scenery while behind, Nancy and Fiona pressed in on either side of me, holding each other's hand behind me and also taking a few seconds to stroke up and down the length of my back and across my ass... was that Nancy or Fiona...or both? It must have been Fiona, mustn't it, I mean Nancy wasn't into guys... but I did remember her saying Alan had made her beg for it...and I was supposed to be 'Alan Deluxe', so...

      Ray turned back towards us and the two women relinquished their hold.

      'So, what about this pub you mentioned, Tom? You say we should make for there? I mean I can't go home and tell them I've not been to a typical English pub..."

      "Well it's a sort of pub, but they lay on gigs there and they've got a couple of tribute bands appearing tonight...it's on our way back and just under an hour's drive if I only tickle the gas pedal. We can have some pub grub..." Ray looked confused at that, "... and take in the show, there'll be dancing and stuff..."

      "Sounds great, let's do it."

      So we all piled back in. I recalibrated the co-ordinates, and because it was turning to dusk and getting cool, I closed the top and it now became very cozy inside the car. Glancing back I saw in their smiles that Fiona and Nancy thought so too.

      On this stretch I paid far more attention to the road due to Ray's small-talk and the fact that it was fairly dark in the back seat, severely limiting my voyeuristic tendencies. We made good time to the pub, but it was already totally dark by the time we arrived and the indistinct bass rhythm of the music was already penetrating the air. I thought Ray would be happy to tell his mates about this place, originally an eighteenth century turnpike roadhouse but extensively expanded whilst still keeping most of its character. The dance venue was out back, discreetly camouflaged from the road and blending in with the scenery. The timbered ceilings and antique furnishings, some original and others not so much, all received the accolade of 'quaint' from Ray and he was ecstatic about the whole atmosphere and the piping-hot food served along with 'Real Ale'.

      The music by this time seemed to be getting louder and so, instead of just sitting there tapping our fingers along to the beat, we decided the gig was now in full swing and moved on through to the venue. I assured Ray that there was a bar there too.

      This was a totally different atmosphere - the music, a lot from the late 'sixties, 'seventies and 'eighties, was being lapped up by the audience, mostly of my mum's age but with a spattering of younger people too, and they were an enthusiastic, gyrating mass in the middle of the floor. Dances I'd not actually seen performed live before were being played out eagerly in front of my eyes. Rock 'n Roll and some version of the Twist seemed to be firm favorites and we were sucked into the middle and were soon bopping along with the best of them. Fiona and Nancy were in their element here and were like a couple of teenaged school-kids down Memory Lane.

      They even managed to exhaust Ray and myself and the two of us retreated to a table on the sidelines from where we could keep a watch over them. Not taking his eyes off the dance-floor, Ray leant over to me and said he could easily get used to this stuff...

      "Stuff..?"

      "Yeah, you know, the dancing. It's a much better way of keeping in shape than going to the gym, and..." he surveyed the gyrating bodies, "...the scenery's a lot better too..."

      He also mentioned to me that, by the way, he'd be away for a couple of days from tomorrow, since he was jumping down to London to check out a couple of investment opportunities.

      "I know I'm not the best driver on Brit roads..." I raised an eyebrow which he acknowledged with a resigned shrug of his shoulders and an 'eh', "so maybe I'll leave the car with you and you can take care of the ladies while I'm gone...?" I hesitated. "...but only if you want to, of course..."

      I hesitated again, "Okay that might be fun..." My dick certainly thought it might be fun, And just then Nancy raced off the dance-floor, grabbed her husband's jacket off him and ran back out, over her shoulder giggling, "We haven't got our handbags..!"

      Out on the floor, she dumped Ray's jacket unceremoniously in a heap between herself and Fiona and the two of them pranced around it like in the old pictures where flocks of teenage girls would dance together around their handbags before being picked off one by one by potential Romeos. Fiona and Nancy weren't waiting for any suitors though and they waved us back out onto the floor to join them. Then suddenly, perfect timing on their part, the music had turned to a slow. I found myself at that moment close by my Mum and she grabbed hold of my hand and pulled me in. I encircled her waist while she drooped her arms over my shoulders, her head into the fold of my neck and her chest and lower body firmly up against mine. I breathed in her scent. I let my cheek swim through her hair. I allowed my hands to squeeze her waist gently...and I didn't tread on her toes.

      She pulled her face away, still holding me round the neck and smiled up at me. "Did you mind, you know, me and Nancy?"

      "No Fee. I can see the two of you have some kind of special relationship going..."

      "You called me 'Fee' Tom... I think I like that... by the way, the Special Relationship is an arrangement between the British and US governments..." she paused. "Mmm, so I guess it does relate after all, ha-ha..."

      "By the way, Ray told me earlier that he's off down to London tomorrow and he's left me strict instructions to look after you two..."

      Fiona stopped dancing abruptly.

      By chance the song also came to an end at that moment and she immediately released me, strode across to Nancy and took her by the hand, shouting over her shoulder as she dragged her away that they were both just off to the loo.

      Ray scooped up his jacket and the two of us headed over to the bar. Since I was driving I just had a Coke, while Ray seemed to have acquired a taste for our Real Ale which he quaffed in large gulps.

      "Wow, it gives you a thirst, all that dancing... Nance and I haven't done that in a long time... I can see she's really enjoying herself here, so I'm happy as well - thanks, Tom." And he gave me a friendly slap on the back. I was warming to him.

      The ladies came back in and both Nancy and Fiona were beaming. They pulled us straight back out onto the dance-floor, Ray just managing to down the last of his beer as Nancy dragged him away. We took the opportunity to switch partners for a couple of numbers, during which in the middle of one particularly bouncy item Nancy showed me just how very bouncy she could be. And she didn't take her eyes off me. But when the next slow came up, I found myself back in Fiona's arms. She brought her mouth around to my ear and whispered,

      
        
      

      "You remember this morning when I said the Jacuzzi's reserved for when you have special guests over?"

      I nodded, "Uhuh..."

      "Well, Nancy wants to know if we can be her special guests tomorrow..."

      I looked across to Nancy and Ray. They were also dancing arm-in-arm but she was watching me over his shoulder and making slow circles around her lips with her long, slick tongue...

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Jack and the Beanstalk

      On my job application I hummed and hawed over my curriculum vitae. I'd filled in all the mundane stuff about education, qualifications and that, but I knew these people were interested in whether I could put myself out there, stand up and be counted, not be afraid to make a fool of myself in front of others.

      So, after 'stage backdrop design assistant', I wrote 'back end of a cow'.

      Then I clicked on 'send', shrugged to myself and thought, well, I probably won't hear from them again.

      ---------------------------

      When Mum said she was going to show me her costume for this year's pantomime show I had trouble containing my enthusiasm. This was because I still had vivid memories of last year's outfit where she'd played, among other non-speaking parts requiring a quick change of costume, a belly-dancer in the local repertory's slapstick version of Aladdin. For a bit-player, her performance had certainly impressed, and the lead actor admitted later he'd almost forgotten his lines while trying to control his hard-on. In rehearsals, she'd played it straight, but, come the show, it was almost as though she was giving the poor Genie a lap-dance. Mum certainly knew where her talents lay.

      So this year, her reward for that performance was...

      My jaw dropped.

      "Well, Mikey?" asked Mum.

      Her voice was a bit muffled, since her head was covered with the rolling eyes, the lolling tongue, and the misaligned horns of a black and white cow. Her legs were encased in pants made from the same colour, held up by braces, ending in oversized hooves at the bottom.

      At that moment, Dad came downstairs, holding a long, tufted tail over his arm as you would a handbag, and sporting huge udders dangling from around his waist.

      
        "I feel a right pillock."

      "So you should, Dad." It was hard to control my laughter, so I didn't.

      But this was part of life in my family. I'd been brought up to appreciate the way Mum eagerly took part in every production of our local am-dram society and succeeded in dragging my ineffectually complaining Dad along with her. Her enthusiasm was so infectious that even I was drafted in with my do-it-yourself talents to help with building the scenery. What she lacked in stage skills was made up for by her unwavering commitment. No part was too small, and I guess you could say that playing the pantomime cow in this season's production of 'Jack and the Beanstalk' might be considered a small part.

      "So, how does this," I indicated the joining of the two of them by bringing my index fingers together, "work then?"

      "It's fairly easy," said Dad, as though taking me through a particularly difficult algebraic equation, "Your mum stands more or less upright as the front of the cow, while I bend over, holding her at the waist, and act as the back half..."

      He showed me by bending over, grabbing hold of Mum around her middle and resting his head on the upper edge of her ass. He jutted his own ass backwards, flicking it to make his tail swish.

      "...then we just have to co-ordinate leg movements and away we go."

      "Umm, okay, but doesn't it offend your masculinity that you've got to be the one with the..." I mimed milking a cow.

      "I saw that," said Mum.

      I wondered how she saw it through that head, but said nothing.

      "I'm offended that you should impugn your father's artistic integrity...besides which, it's totally sexist."

      We all laughed. "Yeah Mum, you're right. It's Dad wears the udders in this house. And, Dad? You wear them so well."

      
        
      

      He whipped me one with his tail.

      When we were all ready, we piled into the car and I drove us across town to the theatre. This was to be their first rehearsal at the venue where I'd already been kept busy for a few weeks now helping to construct the backdrop. While we drove, Mum kept her cow's head on just for a laugh and we drew some remarkable double-takes from other drivers along the way.

      "I've got to get used to looking out through this fine mesh by the nostrils - this thing's not really constructed very well at all, it's so clumsy...and all these buttons and things make it difficult to get out of when I've got to change costume."

      "Oh," I looked round hopefully at my bovine passenger, "you're playing other things as well...?"

      "Yeah, I'm also 'second buxom village wench', and after Jack climbs up to the giant's lair I'm in a cage in a bikini waiting to be prepared as dessert for the Giant's lunch. I've got a feeling I might be ladled with chocolate sauce for that one since I won't have to change costume again. The director mentioned something about us acting out some kind of a wrestling match in jelly."

      My mind, not the car, went into overdrive.

      When we got to the theatre we went our separate ways - me to the scaffolding of a half-erected giant beanstalk, while Mum and Dad joined the group of actors and director in a semi-circle of chairs to discuss the performance.

      From my viewpoint up at the top I was able to survey most of the action down below. There were dressing rooms for the main actors, but those bit-players who had to perform quick costume changes in between scenes had to do so simply behind any convenient bit of scenery available. For example, Jack's mother's house was obviously not actually a house, but rather just three strategically arranged rectangles of plywood serving the purpose of a façade. So when the actresses, my Mum included, chose a hidden place to change, they did so behind the walls of the house. The house without a ceiling. Open to the view of anyone sitting on a giant beanstalk. Like me...

      But amongst actors, even amateur actors, there's no room for embarrassment when shucking off their costume to replace it with another, because while you might have only a minute or so to get ready for the following scene, the rest of the cast are working to their own similar time restraints as well.

      
        And this is what seemed to be bothering our autocratic director today. He was shouting at the cast in general, while waving his arms around, that the action must flow smoothly, no awkward pauses between scenes. So it was to my good fortune that he insisted on going over the scene changes several times, holding a stopwatch to eliminate wasted seconds during the changeovers. I took a timeout on my perch to sit and marvel at how the four bit-playing ladies, my mum among them, would run behind the scenery, lift their dresses, unzip their skirts and, ooh, shake off their bras and be practically naked for a few wonderful seconds before pulling on their next costumes, straightening themselves out and jumping back onto the stage to perform some version of a hayseed Can-Can. I just loved the theatre...

      Our director, Bernard, seemed to be having a few problems though with Daisy, the cow.

      "Ellen, dear," He called everyone 'dear', "we've still got to shave a couple of seconds off that costume change into the cow. Now I know that's difficult for you because you're just coming on after the busty wench scene, but perhaps you and David can help one another out there...mmm?"

      It was not a question, it was a command.

      "...and the two of you, I want to see a bit more action from the cow. Remember we're playing it for laughs. A little skip from the hind legs and a jump and a wiggle won't go amiss. Let's take it from where Jack's leading you downstage along the road to market shall we..?"

      So Jack entered, stage-left, lamenting the fact he had to take his beloved dear old Daisy to market, while Daisy for her part made a game struggle against the rope, even pulling Jack back over onto his backside which got a few laughs. She stopped to nibble some grass here, listen to the twittering of the birds there, and skip to a tune that was being played by the roadside over there...

      "More lively, Daisy, try doing some sort of jig, you're a happy old cow..!"

      It was their first attempt at this, so there were no markings onstage as to where exactly they should perform their impromptu dance. So, to the urging of, "More lively, get into the rhythm..!" Mum swung her front round, Dad followed suit behind her and promptly dropped off the stage and into the orchestra pit.

      All action stopped at that point, with the ridiculous sight of the front half a cow looking behind her in surprise, others peering down from the stage into the depths, and yet others who were taking a break leaning forwards from the stall seats to get a better look.

      
        Then a load groan came from below. People, including myself, quickly clambered down to Dad who was lying in a grotesque position on the floor. It was already obvious from the way he was lying there prone that at the very least he'd broken his leg. While an ambulance was called and while the director fretted, and while Mum, having taken off the head, leant over him, her face full of concern, black humour was already making its way to the surface.

      "Maybe we should call the vet...?"

      "...a good piece of sirloin for supper..."

      "I think we should put Daisy out of her misery. Anyone got a shotgun?"

      Mum and I escorted the paramedics and the stretcher out to the ambulance and, since I wasn't involved in the rehearsals as such, it was decided I'd accompany Dad to the hospital.

      After a couple of hours of X-rays, discovering that as well as a multiple fracture of his leg he'd managed to break his arm as well, and after making sure he was comfortably tucked up in a ward bed, I made my way back to the theatre.

      I found that rehearsals had just finished for the day and Ellen and Bernard were left sitting huddled in urgent, whispered conversation, centre-stage. I'd already phoned ahead to inform them of Dad's condition, so, hurrying towards me, Bernard left out the small-talk and got straight down to business.

      "Michael, dear, I'm so awfully sorry about David and all that, but you must realize this has put us into rather a quandary regarding the part of Daisy the cow, and I'm afraid time is very much of the essence. We've got a couple of understudies, you understand, but they're for the main parts of Jack and the giant. We've got no understudy for the part of Daisy. So...we were just wondering, Ellen and I..."

      I glanced behind him to where Mum was anxiously chewing at her thumbnail, looking at me imploringly. I knew how much this meant to her.

      "So you want me to replace Dad in the cow?"

      "Well, you know all the scenes, and with a bit of practice at home to catch up..."

      
        The two of them were now biting their thumbnails.

      "...and it's easier for me to find other help in building the scenery, or, if you might want to do both...maybe...perhaps?"

      Bernard raised one eyebrow. Mum raised both.

      "Yes, of course I'll do it, I mean, the show must go on and all that...?"

      Bernard heaved a sigh of relief and Mum grinned at me widely, tears glistening in her eyes.

      "Good. That's very good. Michael dear, you're a trouper, and that's the highest accolade anyone can give. It's the equivalent of a medal for valor. Now I won't keep the two of you, you've got your costumes, so, go..! go...! the curtain is about to rise, applause awaits you! I'll see you both tomorrow at ten sharp..."

      Then he made a show of crossing the fingers of both hands and knocking on the wood of every piece of stage scenery he could reach. A bit over-the-top, but, well, actors...

      ...

      We went by the hospital on our way home, but Dad was out for the count, I guess on pain suppressants. A kind nurse assured us that he would be fine but they'd have to keep him in for at least a couple of days since the leg break was not so simple, but that he should be out by the weekend.

      A relieved Mum and I drove home. She smiled across at me and stroked my cheek.

      "You're an angel. I love you." and she leant across to my seat and planted a kiss on my ear before snuggling closer and wrapping an arm round mine. She rested her head on my shoulder.

      "I think your dad did that on purpose though," she giggled.

      I looked round at her and found my mouth was in her scented hair.

      
        
      

      "He never wanted to do the acting bit anyway; he only did it so I wouldn't keep nagging at him..." She giggled again. "So, can I now call you 'Michael Backend'?" Our family name was Townsend, so it had a certain ring to it.

      "Only if I can call you 'Ellen Frontend'..?" I'd just called her by her first name, possibly for the first time ever, but...

      "I'd like that." She reached up and kissed my ear again.

      I leant over and kissed her hair. She squeezed my arm. We remained like that until I drew the car into our drive and we both got out, each of us pulling part of a cow corpse behind us.

      Mum was eager and chatty as she prepared us a light meal, and it was as though she'd completely forgotten her mangled husband lying in the hospital.

      Then it was time.

      "Let me just freshen up with a shower and we can get down to business..."

      "Okay. When you're finished give me a shout and I'll have one as well..."

      After my shower I come back downstairs in clean tee-shirt and shorts, to find Mum waiting for me on the sofa...in a bathrobe.

      "Okay, Mike, Mister Backend haha, if we're going to do this we're going to have to do it properly, okay?"

      "Sure, Mum, I mean, Mrs. Frontend. What happens now?" I went to put on my part of the Daisy suit.

      "No, not yet..." She stood up, undid the tie at the front of her robe and slid it off her shoulders and let it fall onto the carpet. She stood there in just her bra and panties. I gawped. They were only semi-opaque, and I could see straight-off the dark outline of the areolae and the press of her nipples against the thin silk fabric of her lacey white bra, the top of her ample breasts bulging tightly over the top.

      
        
      

      Down below, her matching panties were equally ineffectual in hiding the dark vertical landing strip of her neatly shaved pubic area. She stood there with a half-smile.

      "Take it in, Mikey, get it over with. Don't tell me you've not already had an eyeful, I saw you voyeuring from up there on that beanstalk, don't say you didn't."

      Damn! It hadn't been as dark as I'd thought...

      "I...I...umm..." I hadn't taken my eyes off her body.

      "...and when you're comfortable with your old mum, we'll start rehearsing our part...oh, and by the way, take off your shirt and pants..."

      I raised my eyebrows.

      "You don't know it yet, but it gets very hot inside that costume, and under the floodlights we'll be sweating like pigs...or cows..."

      I took off my shirt and dropped my pants. Mum admired me standing there in just my boxer shorts, my dick semi-hard because of...oh hell...my mum.

      The only time I'd taken my eyes off her curvy body was to pull the tee-shirt over my head, and that was only a split-second.

      She looked me up and down with a satisfied smile on her face, her gaze flickering only momentarily as it passed over my crotch.

      "Mmm, maybe we should have persuaded Bernard to let us play a horse instead..."

      I didn't know what she meant by that, but before I had chance to reply, she stepped forward and took both my hands in hers and placed them onto her hips. Her own hands she put round my neck. Her breasts were pressed up against my chest...and my dick was jutting out into her lower belly. Without acknowledging that fact, she kissed me on the nose and said,

      
        
      

      "Alright then, your poor, crippled old dad showed you earlier how to position yourself, so..." She released her hold on me and spun round so she was facing away, but with my hands still on her hips. I took in her lovely fragrance. "Okay, Backend, reverse until your head comes down to reach the small of my back..."

      I did so and, oh God, as my head came down I saw that her panties were hardly covering the cheeks of her ass and the beginning of her crack was visible a couple of inches above the waistband.

      "Okay, you have to rest your head down there, it's important you have good contact so you know what moves I'm going to make and so you can follow me, because you won't be able to see a thing..."

      My forehead rested in the small of her back which left my nose to nestle comfortably between the beginning swellings of her cheeks. And my mouth...no!...Mikey, don't you dare stick out your tongue and lick her...!

      Her own hands she brought up to her waist to cover mine.

      "Alright then, let's try a little trot round the room, shall we? I'll start on my right foot and you on your left, otherwise it'll look, umm, even more strange than it is...maybe close your eyes?"

      We did a few successful circuits of the living-room, Mum indicating with the pressure of her hands when she was going to turn left or right. A double press was to stop or go. I did as I was told and really did keep my eyes shut, but doing this only increased the sensations of her perfume and the indescribable pleasure of the rhythm of her ass cheeks against my face. When she stopped abruptly though, my mind was understandably elsewhere, and I fell up against her, almost toppling her. My hands released their hold on her waist and went around to the front to catch her by the stomach and my lower body pressed into her back.

      "Umm, sorry..."

      "That's okay..."

      Her hands covered mine, and for a moment she pressed them into her belly before taking each one and wrapping them tightly round herself so we were standing with no space at all between us. I felt her bottom momentarily push back onto my cock. Then she brought one of her hands up behind her and stroked my cheek.

      "Looks like this could be a long evening, Mikey. What say we break open the wine and lighten the mood...?"

      I spoke softly into her neck, "Yeah, that'd be great, Mum...Ellen...Mrs. Frontend..."

      She laughed and released me and without looking behind, sauntered out of the room, her ass bobbing along hypnotically. I followed her through to the kitchen to find her bending over with her head inside the open door of the fridge. Her pantied ass jutted out behind and I was free for that moment to simply stand there and appreciate its wonderful contours. She wiggled it twice and then straightened up and turned, a bottle of the white in her hand.

      She was smiling, and glanced down at the tent in my boxers.

      "You voyeur, you..."

      She walked across to me. Did her hips always swing so much? And she held the chilled bottle against my protrusion.

      "Maybe that'll cool you down a bit...?"

      "I...I...I'm sorry, Mum, I can't help it, it's just...Mum, I'm sorry, it's just, you're so lovely, you're gorgeous, you really are, I never realized, you're..."

      Mum was standing there with such a warm smile, patiently watching me getting redder in the face and blabbering on, then held one hand behind my neck and drew my face in towards hers. Our lips met and already her tongue was pushing its way urgently into my mouth. I wrapped my arms around her and pushed my whole body up against her wonderfully soft being. She giggled into my mouth as the chilled bottle was pressed tightly between us like an intruding iceberg, and we tottered to one side so she could extract it and place it onto the work-top.

      With that hand now free, she brought it back and clasped the length of my rod and a guttural moan escaped her throat. While our tongues excavated one another's mouths, she jerked at my dick through the boxers, but, not satisfied, started to tear them down my legs before pulling at her own panties. My hands came round the back of her and helped in pushing them down over her ass cheeks. I continued to push them down and bent at one leg in front of her in order to loop them off her ankles. My mouth found itself opposite her lower belly. I started to work my way back up again, with the help of her fingers tugging through my hair, my hands enveloping her breasts and my tongue making darting explorations around her navel up to the underside of her bra where I tried vainly to insert it through the extra space offered between the two cups.

      But she was having none of this messing around. She yanked me upright by my hair and we were again tightly together, our arms around one another, my dick wedging firmly upright against her belly. She backed herself up towards the table, pulling me along with her.

      "I lead, remember...?" My mouth was eagerly exploring the length of her neck so my only sound was some muffled note of agreement.

      And then the bottom of her ass was being wedged against the edge of the kitchen table, but I continued to push her and she continued to pull me forward until her back was lying on top of the table and my weight was firmly pinning her down. I felt her legs part. My dick was still firmly up against her belly, so I moved my lower body away until it sprang jauntily free, and on its reverse spring back upwards was already tickling at the entrance to her hot and damp cave. I so wanted to thrust it straight in there and then, but I pulled my face away from hers and observed her as my cockhead slowly parted her lips, made a tentative foray inside but then retreated to the very edge. I still had my reservations even at this very late stage. I mean, after all, she was my... Her eyes had flickered and a smile had started at the edges of her mouth, but when I withdrew slightly, so her smile lessened...so I knew what it was she wanted, and then I was pushing back in again and her smile seemed to widen the further I plumbed her depths. Then it was completely in, even though I was still pushing for that extra centimeter, and my balls bounced against the edge of her ass and that smile spread across the whole width of her face...and that smile was for me and for what we were doing together.

      I started to push and pull gently, in and out of her, luxuriating in the hot damp suction that was her cunt, but she didn't want gentle, she was lifting her ass towards me as I pulled out, unable to wait for my next push forward and with the realization of this my thrusts became quicker, harder, more animal-like. I raised my chest away from her and lifted her bum and the backs of her thighs so her ass was up in the air and in that way we mated furiously, her, tipped backwards at a crazy angle on top of the table until we were both screaming, my body was jerking with a life of its own, my cum was spurting hotly into her depths and she was crushing my waist between her thighs as she gave herself delightedly up to her own shrieking orgasm. I'd never cum like this before, with such abandon...and so, it seemed, neither had she.

      As I came down from my high, my cock still languishing inside her, her legs now placed back on the floor with her knees swinging open and shut like a swing-door wafting in the breeze, I surveyed my mum lying there with her eyes closed and a broad grin across her face. She stretched her body below me with arms clasped behind her head and arched her back in pleasure so that her breasts thrust themselves upwards. I realized the incongruity of the fact that she was still wearing her bra. I nuzzled my face into it and felt around her back for the clasp which I deftly flicked apart.

      
        
      

      "Mmm, you did that very well Mikey, I can see I'm not your first..." The long lashes of her eyes, however, remained shut. She was giving herself over to the sensations.

      I didn't reply, I just grinned to myself and gazed down as she brought her hands up and round to my neck so I could draw the straps off her shoulders, and I paused there momentarily in awe as her bosom was exposed to me.

      I'd seen it before from up on my perch of course, swinging hugely as she'd performed her quick-change...it occurred to me that maybe she'd done all that that for my benefit? But now the pale breasts lay there relaxed on her ribcage, open to the full inspection of my eyes and hands. I felt their unexpected weight as each hand took charge of its own tit, and each thumb kneaded at the dough of her flesh and caressed around and across her nipples. These were rapidly becoming aroused as they reacted to my touch, and soon they were standing proudly like volcanoes jutting up from the landscape.

      The view made my dick involuntarily jerk inside her and she instantly opened her eyes at the sensation. She smiled, and I lifted her head from the table so I could kiss those lips. Her arms and her legs both encircled my back and I lifted her bodily off the table and walked her out of the kitchen and through to the sofa in the living-room, all the time my lips glued to hers and her pussy impaled on my newly hard pole.

      As I laid her down we began now to make proper love...the timing of the strokes, the delaying of orgasm until feeling that the partner was also on the verge, the licking, the gnawing, the chewing, the giggles, the snorts, the unselfconsciousness of displaying every aspect of your body to inspection, the cuddling, the caring...

      We must have dozed off for a while afterwards because it was late evening when we woke, but we didn't mind. We even resumed our rehearsals, but these now took on a comic turn. We figured that we could now get away with a more daring combination of our bodies inside the cow costume, and this involved Ellen leaning her body further forward and my hands cupping her tits rather than holding on to her hips. Since we were totally naked this inevitably led to me taking her from behind and grinding her ass into the carpet.

      Apparently there was also a point in the show where the cow had to lower its head to chew at some grass. Of course, Ellen could have knelt on her knees to do this but, instead, she was determined to show me her flexibility by bending from the waist. This thrust her ass directly into my face and I immediately took my opportunity to push my tongue out and into her pussy, licking along the folds until I came to her clit and swirling my tongue around it. She writhed and squirmed and gasped and with her hands, held her ass out for more. This led to a complete collapse of the cow upon itself, because we were now doing a full dress rehearsal, and what must have looked very odd indeed - the front of a cow with its legs up in the air and splayed, and the back of the cow with its legs kneeling, cushioned by the huge udders, its ass in the air and strange slurping, chomping noises coming from the middle section.

      A variation on the theme was our invention of a pantomime Aardvark and a pantomime Camel, but I won't go into those. Suffice it to say that Ellen was very amenable and adaptable and...pliable. And she also extracted a promise from me for us at some point to try all the animals from aardvark and on through to zebra.

      Then we fell asleep again in each other's arms on the carpet. It's amazing how comfortable udders are when used as a pillow...

      We awoke to the sun gleaming through the windows, took one shocked glance at the clock and were immediately on our feet and rushing up the stairs, me pulling Ellen behind me, into the shower, very tempted to soap each other's parts but with no time at all, rushed out of the shower, dragged on clothes while we were still damp, and raced out to the car.

      "It's OK, slow down, we've got time..."

      "But we've got to visit Dad in hospital first...!"

      "Oh, right, well...speed up then..."

      I looked round at her with a crooked grin on my face.

      "What? What??...it just slipped my mind, that's all..."

      I laughed and stroked through her hair, partly from affection and partly from the fact she'd had no time to comb it before rushing out, and then returned my concentration to the driving.

      By the time we reached the hospital we'd already formed a plan, and as we slewed to a halt in the car-park Mum leapt out to go straight up to the ward while I headed for the gift-shop to get, umm, flowers, chocolates, biscuits and a couple of magazines (for Dad) and a hairbrush, sandwiches, coffee, deodorant(!), face-wipes and more biscuits (for ourselves). Then I took the stairs two at a time (it was a hospital after all, you'd wait all day for the lift..!) and strolled nonchalantly into the ward to find a picture of domestic bliss with Mum ensconced in a chair next to Dad's bed, stroking his face, holding his hand and commiserating.

      
        
      

      "Hey Dad, lying down on the job again, eh?"

      "Yeah, it's a good job if you can get one..."

      I reached over and took his other hand, the one heavily encased in plaster, and sat across from Mum. "Here, these are for you. A bit cheesy I know, but..." and I drew out the flowers, the magazines and the chocolates. "No grapes, I'm afraid, maybe tomorrow."

      "That'll be fine, thanks. What I could really do with though are some basic toiletries..." He dragged his fingers through his disheveled hair, trying to make some semblance of order. Mum tried to help him. "...like a comb at least..."

      I reached into the plastic bag. "Da-daah!" Mum gave me a bemused look as I handed him the hairbrush, but I simply shrugged. "...and, if you turn out to be a really unreliable patient, then da-dah-daah!" I brought out the packet of hand- and face-wipes.

      "Ah, those'll be perfect. They let me eat breakfast by myself but half of it ended up all over me and they won't let me out of bed yet..."

      I got another bemused look from Mum.

      "Anyway, your Mum's told me everything," I nervously glanced across at her. "about how you're going to take over from me and that you're both in a hurry for rehearsals so don't let me keep you, I'll be alright here, they've got some really pretty nurses, I think one or two of 'em would suit you, Mikey...not at the same time, of course..." He laughed.

      "Okay then, Dad," I said, standing, "We'll come back in the evening and you can introduce me to a few..." This time Mum's look was accompanied by a smile and a barely noticeable shake of the head. I guess I was already taken for tonight.

      We made our departure with a final call to me from Dad to keep my Mum firmly under control and keep a firm grip on her while on stage. I assured him I would, and he shouted, "And remind her who wears the udders in our house!" as the doors swung shut behind us.

      
        We were alone in the lift going down, so we naturally turned into each other's arms and smothered each other in kisses until the jolt of the floor told us the door was about to open.

      "Just one more thing..." I threw her the car-keys and ran over to the gift shop where I bought yet another hairbrush and packet of face-wipes from the same assistant. She was about to make some smart-ass remark as she handed me the change but I'd already turned and was on my way out the door.

      We made record time over to the theatre, taking in our breakfast of sandwiches and the, by now, lukewarm coffee as we did so, but still managed to arrive ten minutes late.

      We didn't think Bernard had noticed because he was arguing some finer point of acting with the giant. But then he turned to us and tapped his watch, "Punctuality, my dears, that's one of the basic guarantees for a successful performance. I'll let it go this time IF you can show me you've been doing your homework? It's out of sequence, but I want to see if we've got all the basics for this scene, so go get made up and we'll start and, remember, disappointment is not on the menu at this stage of the game, okay?" We nodded agreement and in a couple of minutes flat were prepared for our debut. Even Bernard seemed pleasantly surprised.

      "Alright then. Jack and Daisy, enter, stage-left." He sat back in his director's chair like Woody Allen and waved us forward.

      We played it for all we were worth. We managed to bamboozle Jack up in his own length of rope, we tipped him over with our nose, we tugged, we skipped, we ate grass, we frolicked, I tickled Mum resulting in a wonderful jig any Irishman would have been proud of, and we flopped, Mum on my lap while I secretly caressed her tits, into a sitting posture to show that Daisy was officially now on strike and had no intention of ever going to market.

      Applause reached our ears. It was from the whole cast and, more importantly, from Bernard himself. As we parted and Mum removed the head he was already rolling towards us, clapping his hands with real enthusiasm.

      "My dears, my dears, that was an Oscar performance...Bravo!"

      There were more echoes of 'Encore!' from around the theatre.

      Mum had been right, it had been hot in that costume, even rehearsing without the stage lighting, and as we smiled and shook hands and received pats on the back, we felt how much we were drenched in sweat. We gave each other a platonic 'well done' hug in full sight of the crew, and then we went backstage to sit down and recover.

      "Phew!" I said, "Well that was good exercise for losing a bit of weight..." I reached across with my finger and wiped away some beads of sweat that had appeared across Mum's cheeks before, for some reason, inserting the finger into my mouth and sucking it. Mum seemed impressed by this. She reached across to me and likewise slid her index finger across my cheek, scooping up the salty liquid and inserting it into her mouth - only, her version was to insert her finger, extract it, insert it yet again and plainly lick around its tip. Then, keeping her mischievous eyes on my face, she reached over and, with the same finger, stroked slowly down the length of my dick through my pants before bringing it back up, re-inserting it into her mouth and sucking, slurping and nibbling at it like a lollipop.

      This was one of the most erotic actions I'd ever encountered in my life and the effect on my dick was positively explosive and it threatened to leap out of my pants all by itself, jump on her and have her there and then.

      Mum glanced around us to right and left, took me by the hand and led me into the changing room of the eponymous Jack. There was a star on the door, but the only star I could see at that moment was Ellen.

      "He won't be back for a while, they're doing the 'Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum' scene and Bernard isn't too happy with it at all. Good old Bernard, haha..." and with no further ado she locked the door, swiveled round to me, knelt down, yanked my shorts to my knees and extracted my dick from my boxers. With only a moment's pause to appreciate its length and thickness, she brought her head forward and simply swallowed it whole. It literally vanished into the depths of her throat. Though it had disappeared from view, the actions of her teeth and tongue and possibly even her gullet told me that it was still very much there. It was being given its own personal Swedish massage, Thai massage and, I don't know, Burmese massage? inside Ellen's mouth.

      I was beginning to wonder how she was managing to keep breathing when it suddenly began to make a re-appearance, now slick with Ellen's saliva. She extracted it completely and surveyed my cockhead, turning her head to examine it from different angles. Her tongue snaked out and wormed its way around the knob-end and probed at the slit. At the same time her other hand had crept underneath between my legs and was now supporting and teasing my balls while an extra finger was tentatively exploring around my anus.

      Then my dick disappeared once again into the depths of her mouth, only this time it was more temporary because she straightway began jerking her head forwards and backwards like a piston gathering steam. In no time at all her head was a blur of motion and my cum began its inevitable surge up my length. When at the same time she pushed that foraging finger right up inside my ass, it burst out of me like a Texan oil-well. I came and I came into her accepting mouth which was still lunging in and out. I grabbed at her hair and pulled her face hard into my groin. She stayed there as my pulsating jerks filled her mouth and I felt her struggling to gulp down all the quantity of cum that I was spurting into her. But she did swallow it. Every drop. As the waves subsided, her eyes down below lifted to meet my astounded gaze from above and she grinned as she extracted her mouth from my length with a satisfying slurp. She sat back on her haunches and observed her work, then efficiently drew my boxers back up my legs and over my dick, releasing the waistband with a snap, and then tugged my pants back up and fastened the top button. She patted my dick. I simply stood there in awe of her until there was a rattling at the door. Either we'd been in there longer than I thought, or the 'Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum' scene had gone swimmingly. Ellen jumped to her feet and calmly opened the door. A confused 'Jack' stood there.

      "Sorry about that, Lionel, but Mikey injured himself a bit during our scene and I had to see to him. He was a bit embarrassed, hope you don't mind?"

      "No, of course not. Mi casa es tu casa. Very good scene, by the way, even if you did manage to tip me arse over tit out there. We should polish that up a bit, it was fun and it could be one of the showstoppers. Talking about that, I think we're seeing the light at the end of the tunnel. Bernard just complimented us on the 'Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum' scene. A rare event, so I think we're on the home stretch."

      "Hey, that's great. You know, this year I'm having such a good time at rehearsals. I don't want it to end..."

      Lionel was confused again. "But what about David in hospital?"

      "Ah, David, well you know he's not really into acting. He took it a bit too literally when he was told to go 'break a leg'. He told us from his bed that it was kind of a relief to be out of it...a high price to get out of it, haha, but still..."

      "Well you've found yourself a good replacement here in Mikey," He turned to me and clapped me on the shoulder, "Congratulations, welcome to the tribe!"

      I thanked him and then Ellen and I wandered back out to the front.

      As far as the show went, that was more or less the sum of my contribution, as one of the understudies was quite capable of joining in with the general dancing and crowd scenes, and I was now free to go back up the scaffolding to resume construction of the beanstalk. Bernard was satisfied that we owned the main cow scene, so I wasn't required for the time being.

      
        As for Mum, her subsequent scenes needed repeating a few times, and it was just for me she would change with her back to the other girls and remove her bra and swing her tits at me with a knowing smile.

      We left in the late afternoon to multiple smiles and waves and 'dears' from Bernard, and drove ourselves back home, our tiredness suddenly overtaking us. Mum took me upstairs by the hand and into her and Dad's bedroom. We went through into their en-suite, dropping our clothes haphazardly behind us along the way, and this time we spent a leisurely half-hour or so facing one another in the bath, her toes playing with my dick and juggling my ball sac, and one of my big toes, for its part, trying, successfully, to access her pussy. We flicked each other with water, but our eyes were heavy, our lids drooped, and finally it was Mum who jerked me awake to the realization that the water had gone cold around us. We got out of the bath together and she wrapped the two of us into her bathrobe and, like two peas in a pod, we made our way over to the bed and I think we were asleep, arm-in-arm, before our heads reached the pillows.

      Of course we again awoke to discover that we'd overslept. Again we leapt up, scrambled our clothes together and again raced out to the car to rush to the hospital. Again Mum had forgotten to comb her hair so again I went into that gift-shop...

      We had many, and created many of our own, diversions along the road towards opening night. We completely revamped the Daisy costume, streamlining it by replacing the buttons with Velcro strips and transferring the udders from an appendage attached to my waist to an integral part of the skin itself. This released my body to give better movement and...okay, better access to Mum's gorgeous assets and also better reception of her hand sneaking behind her to wank me off mid-scene. Inside the costume we could also assemble a variety of props, like the squeeze bottle we introduced for squirting out milk every time Jack's mother claimed we were no longer being productive. From Mum's report I managed to get her right between the eyes in one rehearsal.

      Opening night was a roaring success, and even Dad was given a prime position in the middle of the front stalls to watch us. The show received standing ovations and the crowd began a rhythmical clapping of 'Cow!...Cow!...Cow!...Cow...!'

      Mum's final scene had been the fight in, it turned out, custard, so she was not ready for this. She quickly slipped out into the wings where I was waiting and we smoothly slipped into the Daisy costume and pranced back out to a roaring reception. We did a more vulgar repetition of our jig, squirting other members of the cast and the audience like a Formula One winner would squirt champagne, and the curtain fell to whistling applause. There were numerous curtain calls before we were finally allowed to leave the stage with the feeling of a job very well done. Bernard even promoted us from 'dears' to 'darlings', a rare privilege.

      A few weeks later I was called for a job interview, and the lady interviewing me said,

      
        "By the way, that cow thing...it wasn't you appearing in 'Jack and the Beanstalk' in town this Christmas by any chance, was it?"

      Fifteen minutes later I left the building with strict instructions to report to her desk at nine o'clock, Monday, sharp.

    
  
    
      Librarians

      Grrrrr...there was no way in hell I could concentrate under these conditions, so I slammed the books shut and slouched off to make myself a coffee. Maybe they'll ease up a bit shortly? I gave it half an hour, but, no, the hammering and drilling emanating from the house next door only increased, the walls trembled and the surface of the coffee in my cup seemed to be taking on a decidedly whirlpool effect.

      The Whittakers, lovely neighbours as they were but who saw themselves socially as upwardly mobile, had decided to do a loft conversion and turn their attic into a fully outfitted extra room, including a dormer window jutting out from the slanted roof - it was no little undertaking ...and I was suffering the consequences. They'd made their profuse apologies of course, and promised to restrict any large amount of noise to within normal work hours, but none of that helped me preparing for my finals in a couple of weeks.

      So then I'd suddenly had enough. With a broad sweep of my arm I scooped my books, notes and assorted paraphernalia into my briefcase and slammed the front door behind me as I strode out to the car. I hoped my slamming it would alert them to my annoyance, but it only coincided with one of the hammer blows, so went sublimely unnoticed.

      I pointed the car towards the public library where Mum was now working. It wasn't our local neighborhood library, the one she'd worked at previously. That one, she'd said, had had no choice but to downsize as a reflection of our increasingly electronic age and so she'd transferred to a much larger one closer to the centre of town which had far more facilities. I'd never been to it, but Mum had told me she enjoyed the atmosphere there and so I thought, if there was anywhere in town conducive to getting some work done, it was going to be there.

      I sauntered in and was about to present myself as Natalie's son to a lovely older, but very sexily dressed lady librarian sitting behind the counter, and ask where there was an available study corner, when an old chap, leaning heavily on his cane, rushed up, insofar as he was able to rush up, and in a wheezy voice asked,

      
        "Is Natalie in today? Is she here? Am I on time?"

      The librarian looked up at him sweetly, and with a friendly smile said,

      "Yes, Mister Nicholson, you're okay, you've still got time, she's just down in the basement at the moment, getting ready..."

      "Oh good, thank you very much." and with that he hobbled away behind some sets of shelves.

      I was about to open my mouth again when yet another fellow, smartly dressed, but again of more than pensionable age, walked by and said, "Yes...?"

      "Yes, Freddy, go right on through, she'll be there in a few moments."

      Two more men of similar age shuffled by, and to these she simply smiled, nodded and, with her pencil, pointed them in the same direction as the others.

      In the momentary lull, I took the opportunity to say, "Hello, I'm a student and I was..."

      Again she smiled sweetly. She was very attractive and my eyes worked overtime trying to keep a direct line between her eyes and mine and not let them drop down into the crevice that was her bosom, very evident from the three buttons of her blouse which she'd left open at the top. Where was I? Oh yes...

      "...umm a student, and..."

      "You need a corner to study?"

      "Yes, yes, that's it, I..."

      She laughed and stood up, leaned towards me across the counter...ohgodohgodohgod...and pointed with her pencil in the same vague direction she'd sent the others.

      
        "Follow them, but just before the room they're going into...you should catch them up, they're not very quick haha... there's a green door which leads into several study alcoves where you have computers and wi-fi for laptops and it'll be nice and quiet, will that be okay?" She smiled at me, the eraser-end of her pencil tapping on her snow-white teeth inside the oval frame of her crimson lips.

      "Y...Y...Yes, indeed, thank you..."

      She continued to lean across the counter and I sensed how her eyes were following me or, more exactly, following my ass as I walked away.

      "If you need any help, I'll be here..."

      I looked back at her over my shoulder. She was eating me with her eyes. The pencil had been lowered and was now gliding up and down between her breasts. I gave her a friendly wave of acknowledgement. "Thank you..."

      I followed the last old geezer round a bank of shelves, and entered the study alcoves just as he sped, actually sped, into the next room where he seemed to be greeted by an already substantial crowd and a shuffling of feet and chairs.

      I guessed my mum, Natalie, would come by at some point and I'd be able to greet her, so in the meantime I spread my revision stuff out at one of the tables and settled in to work. The door to the adjoining room was half-open and I was thinking of closing it, but the low murmuring of the, what was it? a pensioners' forum? didn't bother me after the cacophony of noise back home. They seemed to be in lively spirits, chatting animatedly and with an air of anticipation among themselves, but suddenly fell quiet and turned their attention in one direction when the door to their room squeaked open and a sexy voice which I think I last heard used onstage by Jessica Rabbit, intoned,

      "Hello, boys..."

      I could almost hear the fawning in their voices as they replied.

      "Good morning, Natalie..." "Hello, Natalie..." "Wow, you're looking good today, Natalie..."

      And in the same purring tone, "I always look good, boys, it's the way I'm drawn haha..."

      
        Natalie? My Mum, Natalie??

      "Freddy, you're looking all spruced up, you've got a date?"

      "Maybe. Maybe with you, Natalie, if you'd be so kind..."

      I peered into the room via the narrow space afforded me between two of the computer monitors. This...siren...there was no other word for it, was bending over the Freddy fellow and stroking lovingly through his thinning white hair, the large globes of her half-exposed bosom thrusting forward into his face.

      "Oh Freddy, you know I'd love that, I mean, I can see it in your face, and," she drew a crimson tipped fingernail down from his nose, across his mouth, all the way down over his belly as far as his belt, "...other places as well, that you're a man who means business..."

      While she was bending over, others in the group were also taking the opportunity to peer down into her dress, and from behind her to appreciate the curve of her bum There was even one leaning over to try to get a glimpse up her legs.

      "...but you know my heart belongs elsewhere..."

      "Tell me who it is, Natalie, tell me and I'll fight him for you..."

      "You mean a duel?" She looked shocked, holding up a hand to cover her mouth.

      Freddy stood up and stretched out his arms, "For you, yes, to the death...!"

      "Mmm..." she glanced down past his waist, "well I can see what your weapon of choice would be..." And she drew a fingernail over his crotch.

      Everyone laughed and Freddy sat down again, pumping the air, "Yes. No contest."

      I was sitting there transfixed, my revision work instantly forgotten. This was my mum? No, surely not? I mean, I knew she was well-endowed, bosom-wise, and shapely, but she'd always dressed so conservatively, almost as if to hide the fact. Even this morning, I'd seen her leave the house after breakfast in what you could only call a typical librarian's uniform - white buttoned-up blouse, dark jacket, matching dark skirt falling to well below the knee, sensible shoes, a bag over her shoulder, her hair done up into a tight bun.

      Now though, her blond hair was down and swirling freely around the base of her long neck, she was encased in a form-fitting little black dress, her shoulders bare except for fragile spaghetti straps which seemed to be having trouble maintaining the cradle that was her front, her breasts spilling in a lively fashion over the top and jiggling, as they now did as she strolled in a provocative fashion towards the front of the room, stroking the cheeks and hair of her adoring audience and bumping her butt against pliant accepting shoulders as she went. That was where she vanished from my narrow vista so I quickly got my stuff together and, in a crouching run, moved swiftly across to another table to obtain a better vantage point. What was I doing? You might well ask that, but as for myself? I didn't ask. I was just as entranced as these old lechers in the other room.

      Her face with its smoldering eyes was beautiful and demanding of attention as she levered herself up to sit on a table before them, displaying a good length of nyloned leg and the beginnings of that darker band that was the top rim of her stocking. Stockings? When did Mum ever wear stockings and not tights? She was suddenly glamorous like one of those old-time movie-stars, a more mature Jean Harlow, maybe?...only in full glorious Technicolor, the pink tongue now making lazy succulent motions backwards and forwards across her upper, ruby-red lip as she surveyed her captivated audience.

      One from the obliging group hurried forward with a chair and put it in place to support her stiletto-heeled feet. Stilettos?? Then before sitting back down, he quickly returned to the front again to swivel it round so that its back was not hiding any element of those long, long, smooth legs. He stood back to admire his handy-work, which I later discovered was vital since it had raised the height of her knees every so subtly. It now put everyone's eyes on a level with those knees. She smiled.

      "Thanks, Eric, you're delicious." She reached out a hand for Eric to kiss. "Now, let's see, where had we got to in our story?" she thumbed through a worn paperback which had been lying on the table. "It wasn't the duel, though I've a feeling that might possibly come later..." She smiled towards Freddy.

      There was a flurry of helpful voices, of which one rose above the rest, saying,

      "You were...umm, I mean, Lady Constance was lying on the bed in just her negligee, contemplating what you'd, I mean what she'd just seen of that strapping servant lad when he was swilling himself down, outside in the back courtyard..."

      
        "Oh yes, thank you, Willy, I remember. I think we all remember why it made such an impression on her?" The throng laughed. "I think perhaps he should have been named after you, I mean, that was his main attribute after all..."

      "No, no, it was me named after him. My Mum took one look at me and said, 'That's a Willy if ever I saw one.'." He sat back, pleased with himself. Natalie raised one eyebrow and smiled, knowingly.

      Then she crossed her legs with a swish of the nylon, provoking an instantaneous response from the men who all leaned forward as one. Her crotch had momentarily flashed red...if you'd blinked, you'd missed it...and her upper leg was now exposed to the top of her thigh, putting on show the full, daintily patterned, top of her stocking, with a band of creamy flesh above it, and a couple of the taut silky red straps and fasteners that held it there in place. With one crimson finger-tipped hand she stroked up and down her leg while she searched for the correct place in the paperback.

      "Ah, yes. Here we are..." and she observed the group through her long dark eyelashes above the pages of the book.

      All shuffling ceased. Like a head teacher, she had complete control over her minions.

      All ears were focused on her voice in the same way as all eyes were focused on the garter straps caressing her thigh.

      Her voice oozed a deliberate passion as she began,

      'Had he caught a glimpse of her up there, as she'd backed away from the window and into the shadows? Maybe he'd seen the curtain move. She couldn't be sure. All that Lady Constance knew was that she was in complete turmoil as she returned to the deeper recesses of the bedroom, her long flimsy negligee billowing out behind her, outlining the voluptuous curves of her still lithe body in the flickering candlelight. Her breath came in sharp pants...'

      Natalie held one hand up to her bosom.

      'The sight had been a complete, an utter revelation to her as the object of her unbridled desire had stood there ladling water over his naked, sunburned body, wiping the grime of an arduous day's work from his muscled torso. Colin's penis, she could see, even in that half-light, was so deliciously proportioned. It was something she'd only seen before when her parents had taken her round the farm during the rutting season. Her dear mother had explained to her that such was the way of things and that, if she was very lucky, then when her time came she might also be taken in such a wild fashion. As an afterthought and with a sigh, her mother had added that for that, though, she'd have to be very, very lucky.

      Now she flung herself down onto the bed. No, quite frankly, she had not been lucky at all in that respect. That shriveled weed that Lord Chelmont, her husband, called a dick had only provoked scorn in her and left her shamelessly unsatisfied. This was a result of too much in-breeding, perhaps? So what if he was of noble descent going back many generations, and money was not even a matter of concern between them? - she could buy whatever it was that her heart desired - but nothing could ever buy the heart and love and penis of this strapping youth called Colin. She was married, and that was it - not so much for better and certainly it was for worse.'

      Natalie's hand was now exploring along the upper reaches of her chest, softly releasing the straps which controlled her dress.

      'She knew she needed the loving touch of a real man, a man who would take her into his arms, embrace her, smother her breasts in warm wet kisses, explore her hidden niches with his tongue, press his strong body onto her weak and pliable form, uncover erogenous zones that even she was as yet unaware of...she would show scant resistance...'

      Natalie's hand was now delving inside her own top and making urgent circles around her breast. The matching red of her bra came into occasional view, but it was the presence of the engorged nipple as it was manipulated beneath the thin cloth which held everyone's gaze. Her eyes closed and she repeated,

      'scant resistance...'

      She laid the book on her lap and, her head flung back, began to tug at her own chest with both hands...

      "Oh yes, ohhh..."

      Then she seemed to remember that her purpose in being there was, after all, to tell a story. Her eyes opened and she released her breasts, though the bra remained exposed where she'd pulled her dress down at the front to engage in her hot fantasy, the straps hanging loosely over her upper arms. She took up the book again.

      '...and so she lay spread-eagled on the bed, the negligee sprawled wide across her form, the excited nipples jutting upwards as though they could slice through the fine lace like a pair of daggers, the bristles of her mound forming a rough area through the smooth material like new shoots in the sand after a brief desert rain, before dipping down into the now widening oasis that lay hidden between her thighs...'

      Natalie's legs had unfolded. She was now alternately looking at the page and then closing her eyes while probing at the inner reaches between her legs which had slid open to accommodate her fingers. Her hand moved up and down towards her crotch, titillating the insides of her thighs, and the hem of her dress eventually gave up its attempt to retain some token of modesty and remained there, concertina-like, in her lap. I took a brief moment to glance at her audience, and without exception, each had his hand busy down below, engaging in ever less furtive jerkings of his own. Some had even released the zips of their pants and extracted their own tool, without bothering to obscure the fact. I looked down to find my own personal tent that was also pressing urgently upwards from my lap. I leaned back in the chair and pushed my hips forward. There was no way I could resist the urge to stroke it in response to my own mother's wanton display, so I did stroke it, vigorously.

      'She allowed her hands to roam freely across her own aroused form, and in her fevered imagination it was as though he was there with her in the room, as though he'd lowered himself down beside her, his breath blowing a gentle whisper across her distended nipples, and as though it was his hand that was beginning to gently explore what, up until now, she'd only allowed her husband to touch. So her own hands emulated what she knew he would want to do, copying what she knew to be their mutual desire. But it was not she who was doing the directing. Her hands seemed to have adopted a life of their own and to know instinctively where the epicenter of her desire was to be found.'

      Natalie was by now running her hand up the inside of her one thigh, traversing the material of her damp pantied crotch, and down the inside of her other. Her dress was up almost to her waist. Her legs had opened far wider to accommodate her movements and now her knees were splayed as far as they would go. Ever so gently, she laid herself back onto the table-top and held the book up above her face with one hand and resumed her probing with the other. The further she probed, so it seemed to her that her legs were not spread wide enough.

      She lifted them until the stiletto heels were poised on the ledge of the table. And then she managed somehow to widen her legs even more.

      'Constance's fingers had rucked up the hem of the fragile wispy negligee and she was now frantically making passionate love to her own soaked pussy lips. She raised her bum to more easily gain access and, like strumming at a well-tuned string instrument, two of her fingers slid her lips apart while a third toyed around the sensitive nub that was her clit.'

      Natalie's fingers had likewise also begun to focus in. They no longer tiptoed up and down her thighs, but stroked vertically up and down the equally soaked and now fairly transparent material of her panties. As she delved into the crease, so her panties disappeared with them into the crack, her labia free to jut out and form soft cushions around it to either side. Maybe the material of her panties was preventing the deeper access she needed. Whatever the reason, she extracted her fingers, hooked them around the material and levered them to one side. Her full, pink, wide-open cunt was now on free display to the transfixed eyes of her onlookers who had suddenly forgotten how to blink, and to their mouths which had suddenly forgotten how they should breathe. Then there was a discreet movement, and out of the corner of my eye I was aware of one fellow taking out a pair of spectacles and placing them on the end of his nose and screwing up his face to obtain better clarity. Everyone seemed to exhale in unison, some with a whistle, others with a gasp. And then their activities down below resumed with an added urgency.

      'She thrust more fingers inside of her slick, sloppy, slobbering cavern. "Oh, Colin," she gasped, "Oh Colin, how do I tell you I need you? I have to have you now..! Come to me, pleeease..!" and by pushing all of her fingers inside, she thought she might somehow appreciate a poor estimation of the girth of Colin's tool rampantly jabbing its way into her depths. It was indeed a poor approximation, but it was at least succeeding in eliciting a trembling response from her which grew and expanded until her whole being was juddering uncontrollably. "Oh Colin, oh Collllliiiiin, ohhhhh..." '

      Up on the table, Natalie's jerkings were paralleling the wild frenzy of Lady Constance in the book. Several of the audience had stood up and were approaching her. Not timidly, but brazenly. Freddy was at the forefront, his hand gripping the base of his engorged purple-headed knob which he pointed straight towards Natalie's open and willing mouth. She turned her head towards it and he thrust it right inside through those painted lips, deep enough to make a sudden bulge appear at the rear of her cheek. He pulled back and lunged it forward again. Natalie let go of the book and used that now free hand to reach round the back of Freddy's ass and to pull his dick further forward into her mouth. All around her now, men were crowding in and openly caressing her legs, exposing her tits, holding onto that hand which was slithering diligently in and out of her pussy and helping to speed it up. White streamers at some point began to fly through the air and spurt at crazy angles across her dress, over her breasts, up the insides of her thighs and into her hair. Freddy's cum, though, was nowhere to be seen because he had already ejaculated fiercely down her throat with an ecstatic groan of pleasure, turning his face up towards the ceiling or to his god, and thrusting his hips forward, ensuring that Natalie had swallowed every drop before extricating himself from between her lips, allowing her to lick up the remaining dribble from his knob-head. She was now gasping and utterly soaked from top to toe, she could scarcely open her eyes because so much was caked across her lids.

      Her devoted subjects had all discharged their loads wildly, but, to my eyes there was something about her, I was guessing that she herself had somehow failed to climax - maybe it had all been just part of an improvised plot?

      Freddy, ever the gentleman, reached down to his trousers, pooled around his ankles on the floor, his bony ass jutting almost comically upwards as he did so, and took out a laundered white handkerchief which he unfolded and handed to her to wipe away the larger patches which decorated her face. One spectacular globule hung from her lobe like an expensive diamond earring.

      
        
      

      "Thanks, Freddy..."

      "It's my pleasure, my dear."

      "Mmm, I could sense you were pleased...", smiling up at him and offering to return the handkerchief which he understandably refused.

      She picked up the dog-eared paperback again, and while at the same time still lying lewdly across the table, not bothering to cover herself nor bothering to close her legs, she leafed through it until she had retrieved the part where they had left off. She began again even before the men had all returned to their seats, still zipping and buttoning up their pants.

      'Constance's hand was covered to well past the knuckles with her own thick juices. She had jerked through several climaxes, but still she felt herself incomplete. She raised her hand to her lips and sucked at the nectar that Colin, young and so handsome Colin, should have been drinking...'

      Her own hand, she scooped through the cum of various admirers and leaned her head back to let it drip stickily into her mouth.

      'Oh Colin, if you only knew what you were missing, what I could give to you...

      A slight movement in one of the darkened corners of the bedroom, a place where the candlelight was dim and where the shadows played their nightly games of catch me if you can, made her sit up abruptly, all her senses acutely focused on, what was it? an intruder? But it might, oh heart, it just might be...'

      "Colin?"

      "Lady Constance."

      I strode naked and deliberately slowly through the assembly, all heads turning towards me as I did so and bodies parting to make way for me. An expectant hush fell over them, watching, entranced, taking in my youthful physique, muscled and toned, as I made my way up to the front. I'd already shed my clothes while still back in the study room and without a second thought I'd stepped through the door and closed it silently behind me. Again she barely whispered,

      
        
      

      "Colin?"

      "My lady."

      I padded forward, my feet bare, my outrageously stiff tool out before me, pointing the way. That way was towards this vision on the table, lying back still on her elbows, her legs up and open, still with her panties but minus her heels. Her garments were simply a series of strips entwined around her body - her red bra half-hidden below the weight of her breasts, then the dress which had already been small but was now both pulled down to her waist and rucked up to the same degree. Below that, and framed by her garter belt, her panties were now a strand around her lower hips, exposing the slit and neat triangle of the hair that adorned her cunt.

      Her confused face, actually lower than the tops of her knees, was a conflict of emotions - surprise, indecision, concern, inquisitiveness, they were all battling to see which would come out on top. Shame did not enter into it. She seemed to have that same dilemma I'd had earlier with the librarian outside, and didn't seem to know where she should look. Unlike me though, she gave in to her curiosity and peered down at the outline of my approaching, nodding cockhead, pointing in an almost threateningly deliberate manner towards her. She bit at her lip and her eyes widened with what Constance might very well have described as 'unbridled lust'. And that was the emotion which finally won out, for as I drew nearer, she smiled, lifted her ass and whipped the panties off her legs with one swift motion. She smiled expectantly and sat upright, balling the panties inside her palm and then lobbing them across to the audience who lunged for them with shouts of delight as girls would a bouquet at the wedding.

      "You're here, Colin, finally...I've waited so long...". She reached out a hand and grasped my length which was already nudging her legs between her knees. She pulled it in towards her and held it there fast between her hot thighs.

      "My lady, I heard your cries of distress. I thought something was amiss and so made haste to your side to protect you... were these peasants interfering with my lady?"

      With a jerk of my thumb over my shoulder I indicated the rapt onlookers behind me. Holding me by the waist and enveloping my thighs between her knees, she peered around my body at them and, laughing, said,

      "No, my sweet, they were just keeping me safe until your arrival..."

      
        And with that, she looped her arms around my neck, brought her ass forward and, locking her legs around my waist, threw her cunt almost savagely onto my rigid stick. I brought my mouth to her waiting lips but before we locked in a kiss, I smiled and whispered,

      "Mum, I can't believe that you are so unbelievably slutty..."

      "And it's all for you, Colin..."

      I lifted her from the table and wedged her firmly on top of my cock. Either she was very tight or, like the Colin of the story, I was 'deliciously proportioned'. I jigged her up and down, her breasts rubbing delightfully against my chest. I spun her round so our appreciative audience could get a better view of her ass pumping my pole. We even did a sort of victory lap around the room with Natalie bouncing urgently on my rod while I smothered her in kisses. The crowd were egging us on, "Go, go ,go...!"

      We'd just completed a whole circuit and I was resting my ass back on the table while Natalie continued to pump me, when the door flew open and a desperate voice cried out,

      "Natalie! Shush! For Heaven's sake, keep it down a bit, can't you? There's a student next door and he's trying to stu..."

      The sexy lady from reception stopped in mid-sentence, her eyes glued to the ass of my mum pummeling up and down in quick-fire motion on my now very slick and drooling rod.

      "Oh, mmm, I see you've already met...well, carry on then, don't let me, er, disturb you, er..." and she reversed back out of the room, eyes still riveted on the action before her, and quietly drew the door to.

      I turned, lifted mum off my dick and placed her onto the table. She looked tormented for a moment and kept her arms around my neck, "No, I've got to cum again, I must, make me cum again Colin...!"

      But I just grinned at her and said, "Oh, don't worry, my Lady, I'm going to make sure you cum alright..."

      I released her arms and she permitted me to turn her so that she was now placed with her elbows and knees on the table, and then I jumped up there as well, and poised myself behind her.

      
        "'Tis the rutting season, dear Lady Constance..." and I thrust my dick right up her chute. I started off on my knees too, but quickly adopted a pose which guaranteed deeper thrusts and, standing with knees bent, straddled her, leaning across her back, my ass going like a piston and my hands for the first time kneading those breasts which swung so deliciously below. I humped her for all I was worth, the crowd behind us egging us on. The rules of silence in a library had long gone out the window, and the people were cheering, I was grunting like a hog, and Natalie let out something between a scream of ecstasy and a cry for help as she collapsed underneath me, exhausted, onto the table. It was just as I was approaching my own climax and I rammed hard up into her before exploding with such gusto that I feared for one moment that I'd split her in two. I kept on jerking into her until my dick had been completely drained, and then lay on top of her for a few more moments, kissing her shoulders and bussing the nape of her neck before pulling out of her to the accompanying sound of a satisfied 'shlupp'.

      We got a standing ovation.

      Freddy even approached and said, "Sir, you are a worthy opponent and I hereby concede defeat. Well done. Just one thing - make sure you look after her from now on, she's a treasure."

      "I will Freddy, you can be sure of that." And we even shook hands.

      Natalie squeezed herself out from beneath me and rather incongruously arranged her hair through her fingers.

      "Boys, boys, we're not finished yet..." Everyone looked at her in surprise before she took up the book again, opened it to the last page, waited until she had everyone's attention, not that she had ever lost it, and in her most Jessica Rabbit voice, read...

      'The duel was a foregone conclusion. Colin stabbed Lord Chelmont straight through the heart. Papers were later found, proving that it was really Colin who was the rightful heir to the estate. Natalie and Colin were married as soon as was decently permissible and they were last seen riding off on a single horse into the sunset. The End.'

      She slammed the book shut and threw it over her shoulder.

      Applause followed.

      
        People started to file out of the room, thanking us and congratulating us as they went by, and we started to mop up some of the sticky mess that was left behind. I think a bucket of hot, soapy water would have been the best solution.

      As the last one shuffled by, Natalie turned to him and said,

      "Oh, by the way, Leonard, you're a couple of weeks overdue on that Grisham thriller you took out a while back. We've got a waiting list for it, so you'll have to pay a fine...either that, or give me my knickers back..." She smiled her most alluring smile.

      Leonard sheepishly extracted Natalie's red panties from his pocket and held them up to his face, blithely inhaling deeply from the scent.

      "If it's alright with you, Natalie, I think I'll hang on to your knickers...cheap at the price...", and he smiled and returned them to his pocket. He waved goodbye as he left the room.

      "Go get your clothes on," said Natalie, nudging me, "I can manage this. We can't have you walking out of here stark-naked..."

      I took both her breasts in my hands and bent over to kiss them for the first time. From kissing them I progressed to licking them, and from that to sucking, her nipples expanding and hardening exponentially.

      She was trembling from the effects, but gathered her strength to push me away by the shoulders, saying,

      "Now go, go...! Otherwise we'll never get this done..."

      I kissed her on the lips and turned to leave the room. I looked back at her and she was already staring at my ass. What is it with these librarians?

      Back in the study alcove I bent to retrieve my boxers, when a low voice behind me purred,

      "Don't feel you have to dress on my behalf..."

      
        I spun round and saw that the first librarian was standing there blatantly observing me from top to bottom. For some reason she was still holding the pencil. She sashayed across to me until she was standing only inches from my face. Then licking yet again around her damp lips, she reached down and pulled her skirt up as far as her waist. I looked down and saw a pair of silky white bikini panties pulled halfway down her thighs. She wiggled her hips and released the skirt at one side to reach out for my dick with her pencil. She inserted it beneath my knob-head and levered it up, already half-excited, in the direction of her cunt. In a low voice, she said,

      "That was an interesting show you two put on today. Hot...very hot indeed. You'll have to come back on Thursday as well, then it's my turn to read to them...gives 'em something to look forward to and keeps 'em off the streets haha...You wouldn't believe how much our membership has increased since we introduced 'Storytime'... I'm thinking perhaps, 'Watership Down'? It's something to do with rabbits, and..." she bounced my cock with her pencil, "...you know what those pesky rabbits are always getting up to...that's why there's so many of the buggers..."

      The door opened and Natalie was standing there, still slightly disheveled and looking like a whore from straight off the streets, with arms crossed.

      "Bridget, if you don't remove your pencil from Colin's cock this very moment, I'll...snap it off...your pencil, that is...not my beautiful Colin's cock..."

      And then the two of them collapsed in laughter.

      Understandably, I went to the library most days from then on to study...and receive cups of coffee...and free entertainment... I somehow managed to sweep through my finals.

      It turned out that Natalie and Bridget's impromptu story mornings were held twice a week on those days that the head librarian absented himself from work. At some point though, word must have got back to him about the popularity of the event because on one sudden occasion he invited himself to attend. Not only that, but he insisted on reading the story himself. His favorite, apparently, was P.G.Wodehouse, and that morning's story was an adaptation from a couple of shorts about characters called Jeeves and Bertie Wooster. It elicited a few chuckles but just as many efforts to stifle a yawn.

      I'd become a regular member of the forum, of course. I was the youngest by far, never having missed an event since that first occasion, and since I was majoring in English Lit at the Uni, I was already well acquainted with the Wooster characters and could concentrate all my attention instead on my lovely Mum, Natalie, sitting just behind and to one side of her boss. She watched me just as attentively.

      
        With a small flick of my head and eyes, I indicated her skirt.

      She lifted it.

      There was a sudden stir around me and a couple of the pensioners awoke from their induced comas and sat bolt upright.

      I pointed with one hand and opened two of my fingers.

      She spread her legs wide.

      The head librarian droned on.

      With my index finger I made a side-sweep,

      Natalie obediently inserted her hand beneath the hem of her skirt and with one finger, hooked her lacy white panties to one side.

      The head librarian was pleased that we seemed to be hanging on to his every word.

      I joined two of my fingers together and made a short scooping motion.

      Two of Natalie's fingers disappeared down the side of her panties and slid smoothly into her opening.

      I motioned up and down with the same fingers.

      Natalie began slowly to frig herself, building up steam as she went.

      I made a V-sign with my fingers and wiggled my tongue through its centre.

      Natalie burst out laughing.

      
        
      

      Luckily, this occurred at the very moment the head librarian had read out a quirky anecdote from the book. He'd been unsure how it would be received, since the humor was a bit dated, but since his audience was a bit dated too, he was relatively unsurprised by the enthusiastic laughter that it generated.

      And so it went up to the very end. He was so proud of himself by then and not a little overcome by the warm response and applause he received as he closed the book. He considered his effort so successful that he even thought about changing his days off in order to become more involved and available. It took a fair bit of effort on the part of Natalie and Bridget to persuade him that he was too important a figure for day-to-day activities like 'Storytime', and should devote himself to weightier issues like the insidious creeping of the Internet into the reading habits of the general public.

      By the time they'd finished persuading him, it was almost as though he believed that he'd been the one to instigate the whole thing himself, and of course he promoted this view of things to his superiors on the city council. The outcome of that, though, was that, one Thursday not long after, I found myself easing open the door to the reading room and making my way carefully through the phalanx of bodies that were waiting there. I felt hands grabbing at my jeans and smoothing my ass as I passed by. Entering into the role, I even bounced my hip off of a few shoulders as I went.

      Reaching the front, I turned to face the audience and lifted myself up onto the table. I was casually dressed in just jeans and a rather tight T-shirt which tended to show off the contours of my muscles beneath. With a smile for all, and a gaze at the expectant faces scattered around the room, I said,

      "Ladies, it's rather hot in here today. Please feel free to adjust your clothing as you see fit..." and I opened to the beginning of a new chapter while these ladies, who were all of a certain age, began to take off their shoes, loosen their top buttons, some more than others, and adjust their cleavage.

      "Now, where were we...?"

      From somewhere towards the back came the reply,

      "Marianne had followed Rodger down to the river and watched him strip naked before he dived in. So she's managed to get a gawp at his bum but now she's hidden herself behind a big tree and she's waiting for him to come out of the water just so she can get a gander at the size of his willy..."

      "Eunice, and here was me thinking you hadn't been paying attention last time..."

      
        
      

      Laughter.

      "Very well...

      'After what seemed an age, Rodger finally turned his body back towards the near riverbank and swam towards his pile of clothes with those elegant and streamlined strokes that were the hallmark of the complete athlete that he was. When he sensed the pebbles in the shallows beneath him, he pulled himself up and stood there, still up to his knees in the water, his legs spread apart, the water draining off his thick manhood as though he were taking an urgent pee. He shook himself like a shaggy dog and his penis slapped heavily from side to side against his loins...'

      Next to me, I felt Natalie's hand suddenly tiptoeing around the gap that was between my belt and the hem of my shirt. Her fingernails scratched their way upwards until they'd found what they were looking for and began to tease around the area of my nipple. Her other hand was already reaching over to release the clasp of my belt...

    
  
    
      A Classic Pose

      My mate Kevin and I were in the front room going over each other's efforts to represent on paper a gorgeous and naked twenty-five year old who'd been the latest life model to sit for us – actually, contort herself into all kinds of positions for us – and were getting particularly enthusiastic about one of my sketches where Jane had sat opposite me, leaning backwards with legs slightly apart and looking me straight in the eye, almost daring me to lick my lips at the sight. I'd taken the dare and stared back into her face, not drawing, just taking in her beauty as if considering it, until a small smile had crept into the corners of her mouth. Then with a self-satisfied smile of my own, I'd settled back to begin the drawing. I think it's called 'rapport' with the model. She really was lovely, and it was my good fortune that she'd chosen this one as the last pose for the afternoon, a thirty-minuter where I could go into great detail, as opposed to the other shorter and rougher sketches. Maybe it was an optical illusion because I hadn't seen her move that whole time, but I certainly had a good view of her pussy lips by the end of the session which I was sure I hadn't been able to see before. Luckily too, as well as depicting her smile, that had been the last facet of her that I'd concentrated on. Kevin leaned over my shoulder and exclaimed,

      "Phew! Kenny, you horny dog, you...!"

      He took the paper in both hands, brought it up to his nose and sniffed...

      
        "Jeez, I can almost smell her pussy...!"

      Then he brought it down to his waist and started humping himself into it, making lewd, groaning noises...

      "Ooh, yeah, that's it baby, c'mon, c'mon...!"

      Laughing, I grabbed it away from him.

      "Stop that, you'll smudge it...if not even worse..."

      "Yeah, let me do worse, I wanna leave her a tribute. It'll be a new thing we've invented. We can call it 'Interactive Art', or something. People will go wild for it..."

      "I think there's already something by that name – but I do admire your enthusiasm."

      We were both standing there in appreciation of her two-dimensional wantonness when the front door abruptly slammed and I knew we had only a couple of seconds before Mum popped her head round into the front room to greet us. We were quickly throwing the sketches back into their folders and turning back round with innocent looks on our faces when she entered. She stopped. There was a bemused look on her face.

      "Alright, you two, what have you been up to?" She crossed her arms. "Gawd, the last time I saw expressions like that was when Kenny was caught with his crayons as a kid, trying to improve the look of his granny's living-room wall. Come on, own up."

      She cast a glance at the table behind us where part of one of my sketches was still peeking out – a representation of a smoothly contoured female leg with a cutely defined ankle.

      She'd let out an 'Aha...!' before we'd managed to close ranks and conceal the goods. She prised us apart and reached for the folders. She opened them up and cast casual glances across our efforts.

      "So this is what I'm supporting with my hard-earned cash then, is it?" She tutted and threw them back down on the table. "I'll bet she was good-looking before your artistic efforts got to work on her... Kenny, be a love and make me a cup of coffee would you? I've been on my feet all day. Not like this lucky bitch..."

      
        
      

      And she flung herself down onto the couch, flicked off her heels and lifted her feet up onto the coffee table, wiggling her stocking-clad toes. As I went out into the kitchen, she was already asking Kevin, whose eyes were fixed on the amount of leg she was exposing, which folder was his, and was asking if maybe she could have a closer look? He must have agreed, I mean, he'd have agreed to anything my mum had asked him, because when I came back in with her steaming mug, she had already become involved and was pointing to something in his work.

      "...you see, you're concentrating too hard on one or two of the elements where you should be looking at the creation as a whole...then when you get to this bit, you see? You've got no space left on the page and you've had to twist it unnaturally to fit it all in...this part is good...this part is excellent, but the whole thing doesn't gel because you didn't consider how they relate to one another..."

      Kevin was looking at her appreciatively, and I didn't know if this was because he fancied her, which I knew he did, or whether he really found what she was telling him to be important.

      "Doesn't your teacher teach you the basics...you know, the geometry of the composition?"

      "Uh, no, not really, he just tells us to, like, go with the flow, express our individuality, enjoy the process...uh, that's crap, isn't it?"

      "Kind of. Look, give me a piece of paper..." She reached into Kevin's folder and took out a clean sheet. "Pencil." She held out her hand and Kevin promptly placed a pencil into it. "You've got another one as well, a softer one? Maybe a 4B or something?" She took the second pencil as well. "Alright then, Kenny, love, go sit over there." I did so. "Don't just sit, lounge about like a slob, like you usually do." Then, hooking up her skirt, crossing her legs and using the folder itself as a support, she started to sketch me. While Kevin peered over her shoulder, either at the work or to try to get a better glimpse down her blouse, I got to see from my low angle that Mum was wearing thigh-high stockings, that a pale fleshy band of her upper thigh was making itself evident between stocking-top and skirt, and that she was wearing white panties. Her eyes flicked rapidly between me and the sheet of paper. I gave my own face a vacant look so she couldn't tell I was ogling her legs. It worked.

      "Look, forget you're drawing a person, he's just another object."

      "Thanks, Mum."

      
        "My pleasure. Alright his head's here, his feet are there, which makes his left arm approximately... here, and his right one... there. Palm here, elbow there, crotch there...right?"

      "Right..."

      "Wrong. I told you. Look at it geometrically. If his crotch is there, then his left elbow should be approximately just above, not below his waist and out at this kind of angle between head and toe. So let's adjust that a bit. That's why we're using the hard pencil, so we can easily correct mistakes before we get to the finished article where it's too late. I told you, you've got to look at all the bits in relation to one another. You see? I've barely been sketching for a minute and we already know how his extremities are going to sit inside the rectangle. Not too small, not too large. Now more detail..."

      I think she was unaware that the rocking of her leg with the folder as she explained to Kevin was edging her skirt up even more. I was sure by now that I could detect the darker shade of her pussy enclosed inside the daintily patterned cotton of her workaday knickers. Apparently oblivious to my gaze because she was looking at all parts of me except my eyes, her hand fairly flew across the sheet, darting backwards and forwards as it roughed in the different elements.

      "Now the softer pencil, no details yet, just to place the shading..." I think she was talking to herself, she was so engrossed in what she was doing.

      "Wow, Mrs. B., that's amazing...there's practically no detail at all but I can already see Kenny there...you're a whiz...!"

      "Thanks, Kevin. So you've got the idea?"

      "Yeah, I think so. I think I've just learned more from you in the last few minutes than I've learned all this term in class...How come you know all this stuff?"

      "Well..." She hesitated, took a sip from her coffee and, "...well, okay then, let's tell the truth shall we?" She took another sip and placed the cup back on the table. "I was actually an artist's model myself, way back in my giddy youth..."

      In unison we spluttered, "What?!?" "You what???"

      That was sufficient to draw my eyes from her pussy up to her lovely face

      
        
      

      "I thought you said you were studying Mediaeval History or something, you know, before Dad, you know...?"

      "Knocked me up?"

      I squirmed slightly. "Umm...yeah."

      "I think that's probably why he was so intent on knocking me up. He'd eyeballed some of the pictures my famous artist painted of me and it kind of, umm, lit a spark haha..."

      "A famous artist?"

      "It's a bit complicated. He wasn't a famous artist at the time. He is now, though."

      Our looks and open mouths were egging her on.

      "Actually you can see a couple of his pictures of me, the ones that gave your dad the hots so much, hanging in the City Art Gallery, and, before you ask, no, I'm not telling you who the artist is or which ones are of me, so you can get that pornographic vision out of your little heads straightaway."

      "But how did this fellow get you to pose? Were you hard-up for cash?"

      "What, are you two looking for chat-up lines to get girls to strip off or something?"

      "No, no, of course not (ha...!). We were just wondering..."

      "Actually if I remember rightly he did have a good line. I was in one of the art galleries standing looking at a mediaeval picture depicting the Muses, each of them topless of course. He was standing next to me and casually said he had this theory that this kind of art was the original version of the Playboy magazine. Because at the time there was very little access to printed material, he reckoned that people in the Church, and royalty and stuff, they got their jollies by commissioning soft-porn works of art like that one. And that it was all accepted as above-board because in theory they were representations of important historical scenes whereas in fact they were just saucy pictures of the neighbor's daughter who worked in the greengrocer's round the corner."

      
        
      

      "The original Photoshop. Can I write that one down?"

      "Be my guest, but don't forget you've got to deliver the line with a lot of charm..." She smiled.

      "Like he did?"

      "Well, let's just say I'd started to pose for him by the time the sun went down."

      Mum was laughing at the memory while we were trying in our own minds to picture the scene. She was craning round in her seat while speaking to Kevin, and this was serving to make the buttons strain at the front of her blouse and her crossed legs to unconsciously loll open even further. I was still lounging in my pose, and my cock was, quite independently, having its own reaction to this and to the thought of Mum strutting her stuff to a perfect stranger. She then resumed her sketching and her glance swept across my crotch, pausing momentarily.

      "You see, Kevin," she turned to him and pointed towards my crotch with her pencil, "that's why you should always start with a hard-lead. Sometimes you're forced to make a few alterations in the middle of things..."

      Kevin looked across at me and grinned. He knew just what she was referring to.

      They laughed together and she continued to sketch for a couple of minutes more before turning the finished piece to show me. Kevin was laughing his head off. She'd given me a cartoon boner.

      "Mum...!!"

      "What? I work in a hospital, you think I haven't seen one of those before? Besides, it's called 'artistic license'..."

      With that, she put the sketch to one side and downed the rest of her coffee. She then stood up and straightened her skirt.

      "Okay, I'm going for a shower now. Kenny, set the table. You want to stay and eat with us, Kevin?"

      
        
      

      "No thanks, Mrs. B., I'm off to practise some of those tips you've given me before I forget. Thanks again!"

      "Alright then. Kenny, you put your sketches away as well. I don't know what happened with that detailed one, but it's a bit smudged. Is that 'artistic license' as well?" She raised one eyebrow with the hint of a smile crossing her lips.

      Kevin quickly made good his exit.

      So yeah, Mum worked in admin at the hospital. Getting pregnant with me had derailed all thoughts of academic achievement, but she was sufficiently grounded to take it all in her stride. My Dad. Had he done anything other than impregnate Mum that I should give him that name? Because he seemed to flee the scene as soon as it went up the chute, and he never became a significant player in our domestic life after that.

      I now realized, after watching Mum sketching away with a smile on her face, that maybe I'd inherited some of her artistic leanings, and I think perhaps with this graphics course I was doing I might be vicariously fulfilling some of her own ambitions. Whatever the case, she certainly didn't stint when it came to helping me out with my studies. Money was tight but she never made me feel as though I owed her. If anything, she seemed to be proud of me and I wasn't going to disappoint her.

      As we settled down to our tea, I was obviously still intrigued by the revelations of her past, and I kept probing as to who this famous artist might be.

      "Wait a minute...Oh no, you didn't used to weigh around two hundred and eighty pounds and go by the name of 'Big Sue' did you?"

      She burst out laughing at that one and said that, no, she wasn't 'Big Sue', and anyway that picture was now in private hands and not in a gallery. One of those new Russian oligarchs had bought it and put it up in his bedroom. The perv.

      "Well maybe in that case you should tell them that you're the model from one of those other pictures, and some Russian or Sheik with all his barrels of oil will come and buy you, or rent you, and you can live in luxury the rest of your life? You do deserve it..."

      "Oh, I deserve to be hired out like a cheap whore, do I?"

      
        
      

      "No, no... I mean you'd be so expensive that..."

      "You should think well before finishing that sentence, buster..."

      I blushed and took the hint. I closed my mouth.

      "Not that I don't think I couldn't still impress a few oligarchs..." and she thrust out her expansive bosom and put a dainty hand up to her neck. "You think I've still got it?"

      " 'Still got it'?? Mum, you crazy? You've got it in spades! Everyone I know...ah, er, maybe that one's the sentence I shouldn't finish..."

      "Everyone? Does that include Kevin as well? Mmm, I thought he was trying to get an eyeful over my shoulder..." But she didn't sound angry at all. "Well he's good-looking, so I'll take that as a compliment then..."

      "Just so you know, Kevin worships the ground you walk on. If ever you need your shoes shined, Kevin'll be round to lick them for you. Don't tell him I told you."

      She laughed generously and pushed her chair back from the table.

      "Come on, we're going out."

      "Where to?"

      "You'll see. I know you won't rest until your curiosity's been satisfied, so..."

      "The art gallery?"

      I was instantly on my feet and clearing the pots from the table.

      "Just leave 'em, the gallery'll be closed soon."

      
        
      

      So it was that, half an hour later, we found ourselves strolling in through the grand sweeping doors to the Gallery of Modern Art, an imposing edifice in itself, though looking rather confusingly dated, having been built during Victorian times with a Neo-Gothic façade. While I was getting my bearings, Mum took a hold of my hand and pulled me straight on ahead. She was holding it very tightly, perhaps in apprehension as to how I would react, and she led the two of us, leaning in, shoulder to shoulder, like boyfriend and girlfriend, down a wide corridor towards the Millennial European Artists section.

      "I'm just a bit nervous." She said.

      "Oh. Why's that?"

      "Why do you think? Because I'm voluntarily taking you to see a couple of pictures of me naked, that's why."

      "Oh. Well that's okay, I mean I've seen you naked before."

      She stopped. "When?"

      "You remember, that time I was dying for a pee and I rushed into the bathroom, not realizing you were having a shower?"

      "Oh yes. But I thought you looked away? And anyway I drew the shower curtain across."

      "Yeah, well, not quickly enough. And I've got this great photographic memory. I seem to remember you needed to shave your armpits..."

      I winked at her and smiled, nudging her shoulder. She nudged me back, smiling as well, "You dirty beast. Anyway, I got a good look at you as well."

      "What??"

      "Well you were in such a hurry you already had it out while rushing through the door. You've not got the patent on photographic memories, you know."

      
        
      

      I stopped on the spot, before she pulled me forward again with a "Don't worry, I was really quite impressed." It was her turn to smile, and she pulled her tongue out at me.

      We made a few lefts, then a couple of rights, and then in the middle of a large white room she brought me to an abrupt halt.

      "Close your eyes."

      I did so. She turned me ninety degrees.

      "Open them."

      I did so.

      My mum was gazing back at me. Naked. And so much larger than life.

      A lot younger, but those piercing blue eyes and the way she cocked her head were unmistakable to me. The artist had caught her in a moment of dressing or undressing, and one arm was up and adjusting the hair at the nape of her neck.

      "Well?"

      I gave it a few seconds before answering.

      "You really do have a thing with armpit hair, you know?"

      "You!!" She thumped me on the shoulder, then grabbed me by the elbow and slid her other arm around my waist and drew me close. She rested her head on my shoulder and let me continue my appreciation of the work. It was an exquisite piece. You had no choice but to wonder at such a body, but her eyes seemed to follow you as you were doing so, they seemed to know exactly where you were looking and what you were thinking. So you couldn't disassociate the body from those eyes. It was a weird feeling. If you wanted to try and get to know the woman in this painting, it would have to be on her own terms.

      
        
      

      "Mum, it's magnificent," she squeezed my waist, "but you made it easy for the artist."

      "How?"

      "Well you handed him all the raw materials on a plate." She squeezed again.

      She said, "You know he painted the Queen as well later on, don't you?"

      "Yeah, I know. But she's almost ninety. Did he make her look like a wrinkly version of you?"

      Mum burst out laughing at the thought and turned to kiss me on the cheek just as I turned my head in order to land a kiss in her scented hair, and our lips and eyes momentarily met. There was an additional moment of silence, and then,

      "I don't know if I should show you the other one."

      I raised one eyebrow. It was her call.

      The other one was only a few frames away, and I stopped in shock when I saw it. The pose was almost identical to that of the model, Jane, that last pose which I'd pored over so diligently just this afternoon. That pose that had made Kevin almost cum in his pants. This one was pre-pussy lips display though, but you sensed that if the painter had just thought to finish his work around the groin area, and hadn't painted it from the very start, the final picture might have been significantly different. But that would have put it distinctly into the porn category and would never have come to be displayed so proudly in this gallery.

      "Phew."

      "Yeah, you're right. Yours was better."

      "What do you mean?"

      
        "That sketch in your folder this afternoon, I know it looks so much like this one, but in my opinion you found things in the model which he didn't. I mean, he's good...but you're special."

      I looked at her.

      "You don't believe me?"

      "I... I..."

      We'd turned towards one another and I was holding both her hands in mine.

      Then, at the same time, "Can I paint you?" "Will you paint me?"

      Confusion reigned for a split second before we fell into a close, laughing hug. Her whole body pressed up against mine and we exchanged kisses in each other's hair, on our cheeks and, after a pause, upon each other's lips.

      To one side, someone emitted a short, respectful cough. A uniformed gallery guard was observing us.

      "Yes, that picture does seem to have a certain effect on some people. I suppose it must mean the artist was very successful. But can I suggest, you, umm, find another place to celebrate it?"

      This was the roundabout British way of saying, "Hey, get a room."

      "Of course, our apologies." Mum grinned, and we turned away towards the exit, my arm over her shoulder and hers around my waist. I took a single glance back at the picture, at my mum, sprawling rampantly nude with a smile on her face that I knew was just for me.

      *****

      We hadn't talked much on the way home. I guess we were both digesting the step we'd just taken, and it seemed appropriate that when we stepped over the threshold into the house we realized we were also about to cross another threshold of a completely different sort.

      Once again, simultaneously, "You're sure about this?" "You're sure you want to do this?"

      
        
      

      We spontaneously burst out laughing and fell once more into an embrace, only this time our lips met immediately, our tongues writhed into each other's mouth, our bodies left little space for air between them and our hands explored one another's face, neck, back, and lower down to our asses, pulling each other inwards. Then breathlessly we held each other at arm's length and began slowly to divest ourselves of our own clothes, not looking away from each other's eyes as we did it.

      Okay, maybe momentarily, like when she'd shucked off her blouse and deftly released the bra-strap at the back, allowing her already hard-nippled breasts to burst out of their cage.....and maybe when she'd released the catch and zip of her skirt at the side and allowed it to slide down to her ankles, revealing her high-cut, semi-transparent panties. Okay, and maybe when she hooked her thumbs into them at the sides and slid them smoothly down over her ass and crotch and made a dainty one-two dance to step out of them.

      And maybe her gaze had also faltered after I'd taken off my shirt and crossed my arms and yanked the T-shirt over my head and thrown it to one side. And just maybe when I'd slipped out the rivet button of my jeans, greased the zip down and with my hips swinging side-to-side, managed to do a couple of one-legged shuffles to extricate my feet. And...and this was a definite, not a maybe, when I'd pulled down my boxers and then straightened myself up to face her again, and my cock, granite-hard it seemed to me, sprang upwards and outwards to her loving gaze.

      Then we both openly allowed our eyes to wander all over, to take in and to appreciate the vision that was standing before us. Mum turned a full circle so I could take in every aspect of her, and with a laugh even raised one arm so that I could appreciate how smoothly shaven her armpits were.

      I also turned round and when I had my back to her, I felt her approach and rest her palms over my ass-cheeks. Then she slid her hands up and round to caress my nipples before dipping, with spread fingers across my flesh, to take hold of my cock and to cradle my balls. Her body pressed up against me and I felt the balloons of her breasts distend as she forced her soft flesh onto mine, and the tickle of her pussy hair as she rubbed it from side to side against my ass, all the time her lips nibbling and licking at my ear.

      My own hands I slipped round my back to caress up and down the swell of her hips and onto the cheeks of her luscious ass. She swiveled me round on the spot by virtue of my dick and we were once again into each other's mouth, slurping and sucking and probing. By now our breathing was building to a crescendo and our hands were eagerly exploring, roaming and plucking at anything we could find.

      Then Mum pulled away and took me once again by the hand, this time to lead me towards the stairs. As we made our way up, her ass swung like a pendulum before me and I just had to stretch out my free hand to feel its bounce. This made her stop in mid-stair, and she turned her head to look down at me. She smiled such a sexy smile, then released my hand and she bent forward, supporting herself on one of the stairs further up. Her ass jutted out right into my face. I grasped it in both hands and drew her cheeks gently apart. There was her darker brown puckered hole, and further along the crack, her soft pussy lips seemed to be already damp in expectation. She thrust her ass out even further and those lips met my outstretched tongue which delved right between them and into her hot cavern.

      She let out some sort of gasp and a groan as I slipped my tongue out and along her groove to search for that small nubbin, alternately diving in and swirling around and then surging forward to tickle around her sensitive clit. My tongue was being drenched as I performed the act, and a sudden series of jerks and a shudder and a strangled 'Ohhhh..!' that went through her told me that, oh good lord, I'd just made my very own mother cum.

      One hand reached out behind her now and she grabbed me urgently by the wrist and hurried me up the remaining stairs and into her bedroom. There, she let go of me and flung herself backwards down onto the bed, laughing, the springs bouncing so that it was almost like a trampoline, drew her knees upwards and outwards and threw both her hands out towards me in welcome.

      I flung myself down between her legs and my stiff prick gouged straight into her already sopping hot hole. It was as if I'd been waiting an eternity for this moment, and I gave her my all. I rammed into her with my tool, I ran my hands over and squeezed every available part of her body and my mouth was trying its best to suck and gnaw at her incredible tongue, nose, ears, neck....

      She herself was making these squealing noises, enjoying every moment, lunging her own body back up at me as I pummeled downwards, scratching her fingernails across my ass and up my back and bringing her legs around my waist to give her more leverage and lock me into some kind of tight judo hold.

      When my mouth wasn't covering hers she was laughing and groaning and making these high-pitched squeaks and cumming as though she'd never cum before. As I felt my own seed begin to collect at the base of my knob and exert pressure behind the dam, I dragged her ass up off the bed and held her lower half in the air as I slowed my thrusts but pushed even harder into her cunt as my hot juice suddenly burst through and plunged into her depths. There was so much of it. I hadn't even been saving it up for her but it was now as though I could actually flood her with my sperm. With every push now, our bodies were making these squelching noises and I felt that I'd filled her so much that every extra push I added forced what was already in there to somehow find a way out by any means that it could.

      I collapsed on top of her and she released the stranglehold she had on my waist. She ran her fingers through my hair and we kissed long and slow. After a while I raised myself up on one hand and peered down at her heavy breasts which now lay placidly across her chest, with her nipples defying gravity and sniffing at the air above them.

      "Hello, you two. I don't think we've met."

      "Yes you have, you just don't remember."

      "Mmm. Maybe you should remind me?"

      "I can do that." And with that she swung herself from underneath me and turned me over so that she was now straddling my semi-flaccid cock. She sat upright and then leant forward on her arms, allowing her breasts to swing freely beneath her frame and just below my chin.

      "Which one do you want to meet first?"

      "I don't mind, they're both kind of spectacular."

      "Smooth talking bastard."

      "The one closest to your heart, then."

      "Wow, you actually are a smooth talking bastard haha." And she leaned forwards and to one side and inserted her left nipple into my mouth. I gladly opened up wide and curled my tongue around it.

      "And while you're busy doing that, I hope you don't mind if I do this...?" and she clenched her pussy lips together around my cock and began a gentle up and down motion of her ass. There was a reciprocal hardening of her nipple and my cock. Her eyes closed and the tempo of her rocking increased. To help her, she lifted her hands off the bed and gripped at the headboard behind me. This enabled her to push down harder, and her nipple swung out of my mouth and her heavy breasts started to swing wildly in conjunction with her thrusting. It was spellbinding. I reached up and took both globes in my hands. I was surprised at the fullness and weight of them. As my mum increased her speed and threw her head back, my thumbs played with her nipples which were both now jutting proudly out from their base. When I could time it right I was also able to open my mouth, shoot out my tongue, and momentarily lick around them before her backward motion each time swung them away from my reach.

      
        She was now speeding up as I had done just a short while before, and I joined in again with her thrusts because my dick had fully recovered and yet again was on the brink of release. She came before I did and pushed back on the headboard so she was impaled upon me as deeply as possible, and in that position she once again allowed a tremble to course its way through her whole being before collapsing with a gasp onto me. With another few thrusts I was also cumming yet again.

      This time we didn't move for quite a while afterwards and when we did it was as though we were glued together. Our pubic hairs parted like a Velcro fastening, and we got up and made our way as one person through to the en-suite shower where we luxuriated in the steam and the freedom to explore one another fully and at our leisure.

      Of course Mum went down on me. Of course I went down on Mum.

      We went back to the bed, still as one, and took a single glance at the mess we'd made before it was my turn to take her by the hand and we padded through to my own bed. There we snuggled up and played with each other until drowsiness overtook us and we fell, spooned together, into a deep sleep.

      *****

      I awoke first, and, quietly so I wouldn't disturb her I got out of bed, still naked. I padded over and sat in a chair so I could take in her loveliness lying there on her front like a puppet whose strings have been cut, her limbs at all angles, one breast spreading out to the side, her hair in messy disarray and a small smile still playing at her lips.

      She'd been satiated by our lovemaking. Hadn't we both. But she was really out for the count. Oh hell, had I shagged her senseless? I observed her from up close. She was a picture.

      A picture...

      I reached across and took a clean sheet of paper from my folder, moved the chair to a better angle and began to sketch. She moved around occasionally, exposing different bits, until she was eventually on her back, one hand trailing on the floor and the other an open palm thrown back into the tangle of her hair. Her nipples looked so soft to the touch, but then after a few minutes, it seemed that they'd hardened and were jutting defiantly upwards. Was she having an erotic dream or something? Or...I looked at her face. Her tongue was poking out at me through her lips and she was regarding me across the room through half-lidded eyes.

      
        "It turns me on to have you looking at me like that."

      Her legs played with the blankets until they had been thrown off the bed and onto the floor.

      Then she spread her legs wide.

      "You like that pose?"

      " 's okay." Her smile slipped. "But it's better in close-up." Her smile returned.

      I threw the pencil and paper to one side and leant in for a better appreciation. I licked up the inside of her thigh and at the junction of her legs I dug my nose in between her cunt lips, then brought it out to replace it with my tongue.

      "It's a professional thing," I whispered up at her, "to effectively reproduce such a vision, it has to be juiced up as much as possible." She laughed and pushed herself forward and my tongue began a slow piston action in and out of her slit, sometimes speeding up and sometimes altering direction to hook onto the small nubbin of her clit. She writhed in pleasure and grabbed hold of my hair by both hands, tearing at it. It was deliciously painful. As she climaxed, she shrieked and gasped and threw her legs around my back, urging me further inside. As she came I felt my tongue drenched in her fluid and like a naughty boy who can't get enough of what was on the plate, I lapped up what was around her entrance and pulled my face out. We grinned at each other as I licked around my mouth like a cat.

      "Just like the cat and the cream...you've emptied me out, I think I'm in need of a refill..." She looked down towards my wood.

      "Do you always have that of a morning?"

      "What, this..?" and I swung the pendulum in her direction. "Yeah."

      "Dare I say 'lucky me'?"

      "I'm the one who's lucky..."

      
        "No. Me."

      "No. Me."

      "No. Me."

      "No. Me, me, me, me..." and I dived on top of her......

      *****

      It was a few weeks later that our class had another life study at college. We all sauntered in and placed our easels in a circle around the chaise longue where the model would sit, lean or strut her stuff. Kevin had been reminding me all morning of the last session we'd had and said his dick was yearning for the same girl. I told him the model might be a bloke this time since we'd not had that for a while now. He told me not to be a cunt, stuffed gum defiantly into his mouth and chewing angrily, took up place in a position across from me in the circle.

      When we'd all settled down, the door to the storeroom at the side of the class creaked open and a woman strolled out barefooted and enclosed in a floral robe from neck to ankle. She was holding her hair across her face, but when she reached the chaise, she let the robe slide smoothly to the floor, brushed the hair out of her eyes with both hands and staring into the middle distance adopted a casual pose leaning against the seat. I only glanced briefly at her nakedness because my attention was elsewhere.

      Kevin had stopped chewing. In fact his mouth hung open and I could see the white wad of gum just lying there on his tongue. He looked at me. He looked back at the model. He looked at me. I raised an eyebrow. He looked back at today's model, my mum.

      The model didn't pay anyone any notice, however, she just posed. Kevin began chewing again, vigorously. She gave him no attention in spite of his wriggling around and dropping his charcoal several times.

      She went through several poses, turning each time to give every student a fair range of views. When she turned vaguely in my direction she looked me briefly in the eye and winked. Other than that, we were simply student and model, in no way related.

      
        Then came the last, longer, half-hour pose, meaning she would lounge across the chaise since that was the easiest to hold for an extended period.

      And for that she adjusted herself to face Kevin, looked him straight in the eye, leaned back on her elbow...and opened her legs. I could just see from my slight angle that she was smiling at him, too.

      Kevin, for his part, was transfixed, but this was not an artist's attempt at a rapport with the model. He was simply rooted to the spot.

      Then the spell broke and he resumed chewing even more vigorously than before. His hand seemed to be shaking on the paper and he appeared confused as to what he was supposed to be doing.

      That's when the gum became lodged in his throat.

      It was not immediately clear what had happened, other than that his attention was no longer completely fixed on my mother's pussy lips. His face was suddenly turning red and he was bringing his hand up to his throat. He struggled to his feet, and now everyone's attention had become focused on him as he spluttered and tried to retch.

      In that confusion it was Mum who reacted. She leapt up and ran towards him, grabbed him, swiveled him round so she was placed immediately behind him, and linking her arms to the bottom of his diaphragm she straightway began to exert a series of upward jerks.

      To the uninitiated it looked strangely like she was trying to shaft his ass with a strap-on. But that was only a momentary vision, because her Heimlich maneuvers didn't seem to be working, and time was passing and Kevin's face was rapidly turning blue and he no longer seemed to be reacting. Mum released her grip and laid him down gently onto the floor.

      "Phone for an ambulance...now!" she shouted to nobody in particular, and everyone reached for their mobiles.

      "And a knife, I need a knife! One of those Japanese knife things, you've all got them in your kit...one of you...now!"

      Her voice was complete authority and within seconds the whole class was rooting through their equipment and were proffering their knives which were usually used for cutting through cardboard for mounting pictures.

      
        
      

      She grabbed one of the small knives from a girl student who was also kneeling next to her. "Hold his head so it doesn't move." She did so. Leaning over him on her haunches, her naked breasts hanging low below her ribcage, Mum felt around to the front of Kevin's exposed neck with her delicate fingers to just below his Adam's apple. There, she placed the knife horizontally against his skin, seemed to take a deep breath herself, and applied pressure. The skin gave way easily.

      "And I'll need a tube... the casing from a ballpoint pen maybe...somebody prepare one." She wasn't looking at anyone in particular, she was completely focused on Kevin.

      Again the class reaction was immediate and we were all fumbling for pens. Our teacher was equally as compliant in following her instructions.

      Meanwhile she'd made an incision of perhaps half-an-inch across and a little blood leaked out from Kevin's neck. It wasn't the gushing spurts we were all probably expecting after having been brought up on innumerable horror movies, though, it was merely a small trickle. She laid the knife to one side and inserted a finger into the hole she'd made, moving it around in a circular motion.

      Around her, many hands were now holding out the plastic from disassembled ballpoint pens. With a brief decision, Mum grabbed one and inserted it into the hole she'd made. She leant forward, her ass in the air, and sucked into the tube. Seemingly satisfied, she then breathed into the tube a couple of times and Kevin's chest began to rise and fall...then it was rising and falling of its own volition.

      "Tape. Masking tape, please..." She stretched out her hand and took hold of tape which somebody had apparently pre-emptively prepared.

      To another student: "Rip some strips off." She continued holding the tube she'd inserted into Kevin's throat. "Lay them around the tube to hold it in place and seal off the cut." The student was admirably calm in doing so. Mum was projecting an air of complete authority.

      Kevin was already beginning to come round, his eyes were flickering but as yet he was not focusing properly. His mouth opened, but Mum clamped her free hand across it.

      "Don't try to speak. At all. Just breathe." She smiled down at him. "Dopey." She stroked through his hair. "You're going to be okay, just lie there." Even now, as Kevin's eyes regained their focus, the first thing he seemed to be attracted to was her breasts. Mum seemed to take this as a sign of his returning to normality as she leaned back and asked about the ambulance. "I guess class is over for today, I'd better go with him when the ambulance arrives. What's your name, love?" she indicated the girl who'd been holding Kevin's head.

      "Mandy."

      "Okay then, Mandy, keep him in that position, make sure the tube doesn't slip further in or it'll block his airway again. Can you do that? I'm just going to get dressed..."

      She agreed she could, and Mum got up and walked back to the storeroom to retrieve her clothes, her ass even now swinging hypnotically as she did so. All the parameters had abruptly changed, and now she was no longer a model, she'd become a naked woman in the middle of a fully clothed group. There was a sensuality to her movements which hadn't been obvious earlier. She closed the door behind her.

      By the time she came out, an ambulance crew had arrived. They'd been prepared for the worst, but after a couple of glances at the patient they were satisfied the immediate danger had passed. They seemed to recognize my mum by sight and exchanged a few pleasantries as they prepared to stretcher Kevin out to the ambulance.

      Mum still hadn't acknowledged me, and even now as she held on to Kevin's hand and accompanied the stretcher out to a burst of spontaneous applause from the group, she only had eyes for him. She bent down and whispered something into his ear and then had to hold him firmly down as he reacted.

      I went to visit him in the hospital after the surgeons had removed the blockage and replaced Mum's temporary fix with clean white dressings. He'd been advised not to try to speak, but he felt he had to tell me something and he beckoned me closer and into my ear, he croaked,

      "I didn't know what had happened and suddenly I seemed to be there on that stretcher. Your mum...your mum, she bent over me and she said..."

      "What did she say, Kev? What?"

      "She said...she said that was the best Deep Throat she'd given anyone in a very long time..."

      And with that, he started laughing. This set off all kinds of alarm signals, nurses rushed in and I was subsequently booted out of the ward.

      
        I looked back on that, later. My mum leaning across Kevin, tending to him, was such a Classic pose. I could have painted it and transferred the scene to a Biblical epic, or perhaps a Greek myth, or maybe a mother tending to a wounded soldier, dying in her arms. Nobody would ever know it was just stupid Kevin who'd let his chewing gum manage to go down the wrong hole.

    
  
    
      An Epic Novel

      
        Note to self:
      

      Let's see, I've started typing this out on the laptop at home with the intention of writing a debut novel -- I'll throw out a few ideas as they come to me and see if I can't come up with something vaguely appealing -- hah! I'm sorry, but this sounds so ridiculous even as I'm typing it in. I mean I'm doing this because my Uni professor in English proposed it as a way of starting things off -- the first tentative steps in a hundred-mile journey, so to speak.

      Write about what you know, Alan, he said. But I don't know anything. Okay, that's not quite true, I mean, I got into university so I must know something, mustn't I? Yeah. They're not the things that go into a novel, though. What goes into a novel are the trials and tribulations of real life's obstacles and how they're overcome (happy ending) or not (tragedy).

      Well, reader (me, for now...), that's a start, I suppose. So tomorrow (set myself a timetable?) I'll build on this incredibly weak preamble and, perhaps, come up with a few solid ideas.

      Must try harder.

      But I'm trying! It's just, well, I just need something to concentrate my mind while trying to write. In the old days, you remember you could chew on your pencil while watching the clouds float by o'er vales and hills outside the window. You really can't do that with a laptop, there's nothing to chew on. Maybe the flash drive? Wow, now there's an idea -- an edible flash drive. Not edible as such -- I mean, that'd defeat the whole purpose...unless you were a spy, of course. No, the sleeve of the flash drive could come in different flavors...interchangeable for the hesitant future would-be writer. Nicotine flavor?

      Stop it, your mind is wandering again. Okay then, concentrate. Let's get back to basics. I'm trying to write a story -- let's see, probably one that is light but dramatic? Romantic but not slushy? Sexy but not trashy, and...why am I pacing my room, like an expectant father? Inspiration is what I need, so let's see...sexy? Well, my Mum's sexy, but you're right I really shouldn't go there. Who else is sexy? Besides the long list of movie stars of course, I mean, I want to keep it real...

      
        Now that I've mentioned 'sexy', I suppose I'd better hide this file away in a deep folder inside another deep folder somewhere so that Mum doesn't come across it accidently. She's not computer-challenged, to put it in politically-correct phraseology, she's simply disinterested and only uses the laptop to access her emails. Even those are not very hot (yes, I've been through them -- I mean, wouldn't you if the account was left open out there on the table for all to see?) So, no secrets there. She seems to actually lead quite a boring life even though she's pretty. Why? I dunno, don't ask me...

      Still, I should be careful -- I mean, I've already used the word 'sexy'; how long will it be before I start to use words like 'orgasm' or 'cunnilingus' or those other words I used to look up surreptitiously in the dictionary (I still think it strange how the dictionary in the public library used to seem to fall open at these pages...). Alright then, this SEXY little piece will go into the folder I use for 'those' pics I like to keep to myself.

      I'm all a-tremble.

      Mum has just brought me some ointment (?) and a cup of coffee and said I seem a bit worried, and stroked my hair.

      Well, I am trembling.

      You'll see why when I take you through it. You'll remember (well, it was only yesterday, duh...) I was looking for things to inspire me to write something perhaps along the sexy line?

      I've admitted Mum is pretty. If I wasn't her son I'd say she's probably the hot fantasy of most of the men in our street. The hypnotic sway of her ass as she sashays down the road in clothes which might try but fail miserably to hide her curvaceous full body probably ignite a simmering jealousy in all those unfortunate wives who suffer badly by comparison. But she seems quite oblivious to the effect she has on others. Anyway, I'm her son, so let's keep it on the straight and narrow and say she's pretty (...and pretty hot - sorry, couldn't resist it).

      So with a curious feeling about this enigma that is my Mum, I found myself drawn to her bedroom in search of inspiration. It was still early afternoon and she wouldn't be back from work until later, I'd have enough time to enter her inner sanctum and root around for... whatever.

      I know, I know -- you're saying, 'Well it didn't take him very long to go from planning a sequel to a Tolstoy novel to rooting around in his Mum's knicker drawer'. Remember I'm still in the planning stages here and, after all, even Anna Karenina must have worn some kind of underwear occasionally when she wasn't doffing it under the noses of appreciative cavalry officers.

      
        
      

      A lady's bedroom is another world. Apart from the heady scents which make you feel giddy and light-headed, and the various ointments and unfathomable unguents which share any and all available horizontal surfaces with endless shades and thicknesses of makeup, there is a sense that you are making an unforgivable intrusion into her private space, and that entry is strictly by invitation only.

      But in my defence, I'm young and therefore irresponsible.

      As I delved into Mum's panty drawer and was hooking out various frilly items, noting in passing that they included a black suspender belt, and holding them up to the light to see to what degree they were see-through, there was a sudden rattling of the front door and a bang as it closed behind "Oohee, Alan? It's me -- you home yet?" my mother.

      If I'd had a spare half hour or so to solve the problem, I might have gone onto something like Twitter and typed, 'Hey. Got a problem and need quick advice...' and then taken the best reply as the most suitable solution to my quandary.

      As it was, this was a WTFOMG?!? moment.

      I could a) shout out, "Yeah, I'm in your bedroom perving your knickers!" resulting in immediate homelessness and ostracization from respectable society, or

      b) close the drawer, exit the room which Mum will see me coming out of and have a maximum of about four seconds to come up with some lame excuse before breaking down and pleading for mercy in a flood of tears, or

      c) do what I did, which was to quickly close the drawer and scoot myself under her bed while drawing my legs up to my chest and praying to everything that is sacred that she wouldn't notice me. I'd seen it work on stage in many a farce, so...

      Yeah, you're quite correct. Within the space of a couple of minutes my projected literary masterpiece had sunk from high art down through cheap fap material to finally rest in the stinking cesspit that is low farce. Go figure.

      So there I was under the bed and there were Mum's legs in a down-to-the-knees-length dress, nylons and three-inch heels pointing towards me. She'd called again a couple of times while making her way upstairs, and the sound of my bedroom door opening and closing told me she was doing the rounds and ascertaining that she was indeed alone in the house.

      From five feet or so above her trim ankles, she let out a deep sigh and flipped her shoes off in my direction, narrowly missing my head. I couldn't very well shout out, 'Oi! Watch where you're kicking those things!' She'd have had a heart-attack.

      Then the hem of her skirt defied gravity and rose up and out of sight, there seemed to be a bit of a wiggle while one leg was raised and then returned, bare, to the carpet. The same process was immediately followed with the other leg, and then her two bare, ruby-red toenailed feet were standing there side-by-side playing out some kind of rhythm on an invisible carpet keyboard.

      Then followed the soft 'swish' of her bundled-up tan hose and white panties falling onto the bedroom carpet just in front of my nose. The fragile panties formed a cosy, frilly number eight shape, the kind they make you decipher on a webpage to check you're not a bot, nestling inside the dark brown cocoon of her tights. I was entranced (as well as still being scared shitless, of course...), but the spell was broken the very next moment by the depression of the mattress above me as Mum lay down on it. There were now mere millimeters between my head and the bed springs.

      Nothing seemed to happen for a while as Mum seemed to bounce a little bit and adjust herself for comfort, pressing my ear down repeatedly as she did so. But then she emitted this low growl, a sound completely alien to anything I'd ever heard come out of her mouth until this moment. As it was still reverberating around the bedroom, the bed itself began to rock. Other noises emanated from her throat, some quiet, "Yeah, yeah, c'mon, c'mon...", some like steam escaping a burst pipe, "Oooooh, ohhhh, urrrhhh..." some screamed to the rafters, "Fuck me harder, you fucker, that all you got?! Oh God, if only you were black, now DO meeeee...DO me right up for fuck's sake..! umpf, umpf...That's it screw me senseless... you can have my ass as a reward!!...yeah, I thought you'd like that you dirty bugger..."

      And the bed for its part did a tremendous job under the circumstances -- she was bucking, she was writhing, I could only imagine the contortions she was going through as she lifted her ass high in the air and then had it pounded back down only to lift it up again in anticipation.

      Her screams and pleas were becoming more and more high-pitched as she approached a strangled cry to go down in history. "Aieeeooouuuh...!!" would be an approximation to what I heard -- but imagine that sound as it would be yodelled by someone who's just been bayonetted.

      Then with a thump of her body back onto the bed, all became quiet except for Mum's gasping as she took in gulps of air.

      
        
      

      What now?

      The bed bounced again, only this time relatively gently, and there were Mum's feet once again, only this time pointed away from me. Then her flowery dress fluttered to the floor, followed a couple of seconds later by a white bra.

      Mum's feet padded away towards her en-suite bathroom. My God, she must be totally naked! I only had a split-second to jut my head out from my hiding place and take in two lovely swings of her gorgeous pale ass before she entered the bathroom and swung the door shut behind her. Almost immediately there was the sound of rushing water as she turned on the shower and began to adjust the temperature and that was my signal to get the hell out of there.

      I couldn't get back to my room quick enough, but, oh, she'd checked there, hadn't she? -- so I slid quickly on tiptoe down the stairs, quietly exited the house, pulled the front door gently to behind me and went off down the pub for half an hour to give what I estimated was a respectable amount of time and also to go over and make sense of what I'd just been through. As I sat over my pint, I rubbed my swollen ear. It had taken a thorough pounding up there in Mum's bedroom. Mum, my Mum, this gentle creature who is always ready to offer up a smile of assurance, of encouragement, this soft, pretty face that is one of the foundations of my whole being -- my Mum, wow, my lovely Mum&#xad; is a slutty tigress!

      So, a short while later, noisily re-entering the house, still rubbing my swollen ear, I encountered Mum sitting demurely in an armchair, legs crossed at the ankles and wearing fluffy pink slippers, perusing a magazine and sipping a cup of coffee.

      "Hey, you."

      "Hi, Mum."

      "Why are you rubbing your ear?"

      That flustered me straight off, and I garbled something about not looking where I was going and walking into a lamppost (Ha! Really? That the best you can come up with? You can see how I would have immediately crumpled under any form of interrogation earlier. Shine a torch in my eyes and, "Yes. I'm guilty, take me away, lock me up, throw away the key..." Weep weep...)

      
        "That 'cause you're drunk? I can smell the alcohol on your breath."

      "No, no. I met Luke on the way home and he persuaded me to go have a pint with him. He's got girl problems and wanted someone to talk to." (I think I'm getting better at this.)

      "Luke? I can't believe he has problems with any girl. He's a hunk."

      As she said this a small smile spread across her lips, and now I've just realized something I forgot to mention about him. He's black.

      "Well even the best of us have our off-days."

      "Mmm, I see you're including yourself in 'the best'. Does that mean your girlfriends haven't any cause for complaint? No, don't answer that, and just what is it with your ear? It looks like you've come out of ten rounds in the boxing ring. Come over here and let me have a closer look..."

      I went over to where Mum was sitting and knelt down in front of her chair. She leant over to observe it closely, giving herself a better view and also giving me an equally good view down her neckline to find she hadn't bothered putting a bra back on after her shower. The tan-lines adorning her ass were now replicated low down across her breasts, just above her dark nipples. (What is this? Normally I would have averted my gaze out of respect, but now her whole body was like a magnet to me...) She blew on my ear and I winced. So then she gently licked it and that sent a quiver through me. The scent of her freshly showered body filled my nostrils.

      "Ooh, it looks quite nasty, you sure you weren't squashed under a meat truck?"

      Should I answer that? I didn't. It was hopefully a rhetorical question.

      "I'll get some ointment to cool it down."

      "Okay, well I'll be upstairs. I'm in the middle of this project I'm doing for English."

      So I made my escape as quickly as possible, probably walking at an odd angle because of the boner I was trying to disguise.

      
        Which brings us up to the present. Mum applied the ointment and dabbed some on my nose for good measure, served me a mug of coffee with some biscuits, again looked worried about the (mental?) state I was in, gave me a warm hug and kiss on the cheek and left me to my work and my reminiscing.

      I'm not making much progress, am I?

      How to continue?

      Well, it's next afternoon. I spent last night in a fitful sleep. As you can imagine, a lot of things were swirling through my head. Strangely enough, it wasn't having to lie through a matinée performance of Mum's greatest fantasy, i.e. being shafted by a Big Black Cock, no. It was immediately afterwards when I watched her pale, smooth bum swing through that door. She's got an incredible bum! There are still vague bikini tan-lines around it from that scorcher we had last summer. You should have seen her in a bikini, wow...I'm only a poor English Lit student so I don't have the words to describe it (don't tell my professor...) -- but put it in the context of her slim waist and long, long legs and add the bit where it wiggled (winked?) at me as it went sauntering through the bathroom door and you'll begin to understand the passion stirring inside me.

      As for the novel, ah yes, that epic novel... to get back to why I'm writing this in the first place, I'm now toying with elements of Madame Bovary, a wife enchanted with illicit romance (but, I think, without the agonizing death by arsenic...) together with elements of myself in a version of the young Holden Caulfield trying to come to terms with what is happening around him.

      You (whoever you are) have not read this yet so you can't tell me whether to run with the idea or use it for fire-lighting.

      I've just had an enforced break. Mum came in and asked could she use the laptop to send off some emails and family pics to an old school-friend. I duly signed out and placed this epistle safely into its assigned cubbyhole.

      She must be a really slow typist (strange, because I know she types a lot at her job...) and it took her ages before she returned it to me. She was quiet when she handed it back. I asked was there any more of that ointment because my ear was still bothering me. She silently went and brought it, but instead of coming across to me and applying it lovingly to my ear, she flung the tube across the room from the doorway with a "Humpf!" and stalked out, leaving me nonplussed.

      Hmm...

      
        
      

      Okay then, it's now around forty-five minutes later and I'm still sitting here unable to continue writing. Why? Because I'm confused, conflicted, concerned, con... (add your own).

      I can just see my professor getting all excited over this state of affairs --

      "This is really marvelous, Alan. Now we're getting somewhere. Use it, Alan, let the turmoil show through in your writing..." and then the question, "What's the problem? Where's the problem? Why is there even a problem?"

      It's my Mum.

      "Your Mum's a problem? Do tell..."

      Alright, you asked for it. My Dad died about four years back, and since then, my relationship with Mum has evolved into a sort of co-dependency, a kind of protective bubble for the both of us. (The professor's hanging on to my every word. Is that because he got a good look at Mum on Open Day last month and decided she's hot?) We've got each other's backs, so to speak, and I won't allow anything or anyone to hurt her. She for her turn dotes on me and I'll do anything not to disappoint her. Just now, this one act of her throwing the tube of ointment across at me and slamming the door behind her makes me feel I've done something unforgivable and I simply don't know what it is. It can't be the fact of me sneaking into her bedroom, which I regret and not just because I was almost caught, because she doesn't know about that.

      I think it's simply that I'm in love with her. No, not as mother and son. It's difficult to explain these feelings. It's in everything. I find myself looking forward to her coming home from work in the afternoons so we can do things together, I love laughing with her, I love her in the morning when she's in the kitchen in her ratty housecoat and dishevelled hair, preparing me breakfast, I love secretly observing her break apart and hide her secret tears at some silly Rom-Com she's watching for the fifth time on the box. Those kind of moments are when I want to make her world better, to hold her close in my arms and hug her and kiss her and... maybe I should stop there?

      I've got to laugh. I've just imagined my professor on the edge of his seat, tongue hanging out, urging me on, more, more, wanting the full dirty.

      The fact is, there is no dirty.

      
        I love my Mum with all my heart, but that's it. (Cue: disgruntled professor marking my paper 'Fail. And don't bother seeing me after class.')

      Now I really am going down the pub.

      You'll never guess...

      ...where I'm typing this from, the next day.

      I'd stayed at the pub until Last Orders. A couple of mates had turned up, Luke one of them, girlfriend in tow, and we all had a good time. As usual, at some point, our bladders fit to burst, we all trooped off to the Gents to do our stuff. You don't think I was being too gay when I nonchalantly took a surreptitious gander at Luke's penis as we were standing there, do you? I mean, I had to see what all this kerfuffle was, about BBCs.

      Okay, sigh, that's one up to Luke.

      We all said goodnight and I turned down their offer of a late portion from the local chip shop and made my way slowly back home. I took my time because I was still trying to figure out how to repair whatever it was I had to repair in my relationship with Mum. And it was with a deep foreboding that I went through the garden gate, walked up the path which I wished were infinitely longer, and used my key to open the door to discover...

      "Hi love! Great, you're just in time! I'm about to watch 'Notting Hill' on the box. Yeah, yeah, I know it must be about the sixth time I've seen it, but for some reason I feel like, tonight, it's really appropriate. D'you wanna join me on the couch?" and Mum expectantly held out a glass of red wine towards me.

      I was dumbstruck for the moment. Not just because of the wine which, in retrospect, was the second glass she'd poured out, the first already sitting waiting on the low coffee-table, but the fact that she was wearing a diaphanous black negligee that was low, low cut at the front, obviously braless, and swirled down to her bare feet. Her hair was loosely up at the back, and the hand which wasn't offering me the glass was fiddling with a black satin bow which was the only thing holding the outfit together at her breasts.

      I took the glass, apparently still at a loss for words, and Mum stroked my cheek and turned to the couch, revealing that the back of the negligee was cut even deeper than the front, almost down to her ass. She'd also turned off the main light and the only illumination was from a tabletop lamp at the far end of the room. Thus, as she strolled away from me, her whole body was outlined as a curvy black silhouette and, no, she didn't, did she? seemed to exaggerate the swing of her hips.

      Smoothing out the wispy satin beneath her, she plonked herself down at the far end of the couch and crossed her legs, which allowed for a slit in the material to open up and reveal a long expanse of smooth thigh, and patted the place beside her.

      "Come on, you, snuggle up."

      Had I entered a parallel universe? Should I go back out and come in again?

      I didn't, because her open smile was irresistible. I took off my jacket and put it, threw it, somewhere, anywhere, and went across to where Mum was already folding her feet up onto the cushions. As I sat down, she hooked her arm around my neck and pulled me in for a big kiss on the cheek. I knew from the glossiness of her lips that if I was to look in the mirror now, I'd find a perfect oval replica of those lips in an understated tone of red just below my eye. And her perfume. What was that? I tried to decipher it from all those scents I'd experienced when trespassing into her territory (momentary twinge of guilt which passed almost immediately), but no, I couldn't place it. And just because of that it was suddenly extra-special.

      She left her arm dangling round my neck while taking a sip from the wine, and asked me about my evening. As I gave her my bland reply about meeting up with the mates, she seemed to be paying rapt attention to what I was saying, while at the same time describing small circles around my ear. As the circles decreased in circumference, I winced slightly as she swept across a particularly sensitive spot.

      "Oh my poor baby, is it still causing you problems?", and with that she brought my head down gently into her lap so she could get a better look. She brushed the hair away from my ear and leant forward. Out of the side of my eye I was aware of the orbs of her breasts hovering above me, and, below, I was aware of the heat rising from the junction of her belly and lap.

      "Mmm, I dunno..." she leant back, then forwards again, which provoked a swing to her breasts, and I could feel the in and out movement of her belly as she breathed, "I'm no expert but I think maybe we'll have to amputate..."

      So saying, she licked her index finger and inserted it into my ear and swirled it around a couple of times. The resultant frisson through my whole system seemed to please her.

      
        "Well, you've still got feeling there..."

      We both laughed, and I raised my head, perhaps quicker than she had expected, and it bounced off the heavily weighted breast above it.

      "Oops." Was all she said.

      Then she seemed to come to a decision, bent down further and her lips were now suddenly full on mine, exerting a gentle pressure. The softness of them slid apart, and now she was enclosing my mouth in hers until her tongue started to explore at my teeth and, when I opened my own mouth, linked up and coupled playfully with my tongue. Her arm was round my neck as was mine round hers and we both adjusted our heads to the best angle by which to suck at each other's throat from the inside.

      Then we took our hands away, took our lips away, backed off a little and stared into each other's eyes.

      "It's probably best not to tell anyone about this," Mum whispered.

      "That's alright, I might tell myself sometimes but don't worry, I won't believe it."

      Mandy actually cackled at that, and I loved her for it.

      Yes, I've not told you yet, but Mum's name is Amanda. I thought this might be a good place to mention it.

      By this time (actually had been from the moment I stepped through the front door and saw how she was standing there) my dick was rock-hard. This vision from my ultimate sexual dreams and fantasies was here playing them out for me. Dreams, though, lack all kinds of things like colour and smell, and Mum's scent was intoxicating, and the heat coming off her could ignite the both of us in an instant. This was so not a dream.

      "Mum, I've got to tell you some....."

      "Shh..." She held a finger up to my lips. "It can wait."

      
        
      

      She reached down and took a loose end of the bow holding the negligee at her chest, twirled it between her thumb and forefinger, and then inserted it between my teeth. She raised an eyebrow.

      With the satin string clenched in my mouth, I pulled my head back, but the cord was longer than we'd both estimated and stubbornly remained tied. I pulled back a bit more and comically overbalanced off the sofa, landing flat on my back on the carpet with Mum above me, the top of her negligee suddenly gaping wide and her heavy breasts with excited nipples erupting out of it and gazing down at me. With a giggle and another 'whoops', she tumbled down after me off the sofa and I found myself pinned beneath her, supine, my face wedged between her breasts. She wiggled her chest from side to side and I was caressed by her warm, pneumatic flesh.

      Down below, her legs slid apart but then she brought them back together again to hold my hips imprisoned between her hot and surprisingly strong thighs. She rocked back slightly and I felt my dick penetrate into the crevice that was her ass. A familiar growl emitted from the base of her throat. I'd heard that growl before up in her bedroom when she was coming to the boil.

      She rocked again, harder this time, and sat up, squatting on her haunches, balancing her hands on my stomach and thrusting her exposed breasts out. I could feel the knob-end of my penis trying vainly to separate her pussy lips.

      I reached down, flicked the button of my jeans and slipped the zip all the way down and my dick lost no time in springing free.

      Mum too, she reached down to brush the flimsy material of her negligee to one side, grabbed my dick between thumb and forefinger, then with her remaining fingers pulled the crotch of her tiny panties away and pushed my dick all the way up inside of her.

      A gasp escaped the two of us. The sublime heat and slickness of her tunnel stunned me momentarily before she started to ride me, gently at first, but then, egged on by my reciprocating thrusts, like a bucking bronco. To her credit she remained firmly in the saddle in spite of me lurching wildly, attempting to impossibly get more of my dick inside her than had already been sucked in. To my credit she didn't ask for me to be replaced with a black man.

      Her warm sandy hair had come loose and now ran in rivers across her shoulders, and as she swung her head from side to side it thrashed around her face in swirls and eddies. Her heavy breasts tried vainly to keep up this side-to-side swing until I grabbed at them and began to knead them, luxuriating in their weight. She was wildness personified.

      
        Our rutting was building to a noisy crescendo, with caveman-like grunts from me as I pushed my ass up again and again off the floor, and encouraging squeaks and snorts from Mandy as she thrust herself down again onto my rod like a nail-gun. It flashed across my brain that I was simply being used as her sex-toy, making up for all those years of self-denial or, where that hadn't been possible, self-indulgence.

      But as we both gave ourselves over to our own unrestrained, riotous climaxes I knew it wasn't just that.

      As her cunt repeatedly squeezed and released my dick in order to milk every drop of cum out of me, she opened her eyes and gazed down at my face, smiling, and silently mouthed the words, 'I love you', before returning her gaze to the ceiling, closing her eyes again, arching her back and giving herself over to the sensations that were coursing through her lower body. Her fingernails made grooves in my chest. She was probably gouging out whole gouts of blood, but I didn't care.

      I loved everything about this woman. I didn't care how she wanted to use me, just as long as when she did, it was often.

      Like a deflated balloon she finally collapsed on top of me and we lay there sweatily entwined, exchanging wet kisses, laughing, kissing again and then simply hugging one another.

      Did we fall asleep for a while? I think we did because the next thing I remember was Mandy pulling at my arm and urging me to follow her upstairs to bed. She'd already removed her negligee and panties and set about getting rid of my pants and boxers too. She tugged them off my heels and got her first good uninterrupted view of my dick, sticky from the mixture of my cum and her juices which had seeped back out of her in our post-coital embrace.

      She observed it with a wicked smile on her face, took a hold of it, licked around the knob-head, and without taking her eyes off my face, proceeded to swallow me whole.

      My God, Mandy is the perfect woman. She sucked me dry and didn't spill a drop.

      The stairs in our house, like most in suburban England, are fairly narrow, so we couldn't go up them two abreast. I selfishly let Mandy go first. Why selfish? Because this afforded me the vision of Mandy's ass swaying succulently up the stairs mere inches in front of my transfixed eyes. Oh, if I could only have converted that into a GIF, I would have played it endlessly as a screensaver on the laptop.

      
        Upstairs, we went into her bedroom (!) and into her shower where we languidly rinsed each other down, taking the opportunity and time to get to know the intricacies and pleasure spots of each other's body. And then into bed, where we toyed, spooned, and fell into deep sleep.

      When I awoke, Mum (should I call her Mum, Amanda, or Mandy from now on?) had already gone off to work and left a note for me by the kettle (yes, always a cup of coffee first thing to start the day right -- she knew that). On it she'd written - 'Sorry for spoiling your study schedule yesterday (not really, haha...). On my way home I'll bring us back some Chinese takeaway, Love, Mandy, xxxxxxxxxxoxxxxxxx

      Well, I guess it's 'Mandy' from now on!

      So I'm writing this in Mandy's bed, a pile of pillows supporting my back and the heavy scent of 'woman' in the air. Ah, isn't life wonderful?

      Okay then, finished that and I'm off to my afternoon lecture at the Uni.

      Place this file deep, deep, deep into the recesses of the laptop memory, close file, sign off -- done.

      9/10 V. Good! Watch those comma splices.

      What the............?!?

      How the...?!???

      When the...??????!!!!

      Add the word 'fuck' to all of those.

      I sort of, kind of stumbled/rushed/toppled downstairs to the kitchen where my mother (!) was licking her fingers after finishing off the remains of the Chicken Chop Suey (her favorite).

      I turned the laptop screen towards her. It was my turn to raise an eyebrow.

      
        "Comma splices -- yeah, you've gotta watch out for those. The Grammar Police don't like them, especially in the States. Not that they give a damn over here of course, I mean, it's just your style, after all. I think it shows..."

      "Mum..!!"

      She had a quirky smile at the edge of her mouth.

      "Yes, darling son of mine?"

      "How did you..? When did you..?" I think my needle's stuck.

      "Ah, you mean how did I chance upon your Roswell, top secret, your eyes only, sex file?"

      "Well, yeah..."

      You remember a couple of days ago I wanted to send off some family pics to my friend?"

      "Yesss..."

      "Well I'm a complete nubbin when it comes to computers and I forgot where I'd put the pics I wanted to send..."

      "Yesss..."

      "Well this woman at work told me a dead easy way to find them..."

      "Oh?"

      "Yeah. You just go into that search box thingy down at the bottom left and type in dot jpg."

      Silence.

      
        
      

      Added silence, though I think Mum could sense the cogs turning in my brain.

      "Yeah, well I did that, and what do you know, all these tons of pictures came up, probably every pic from every file in the computer..."

      Was she expecting me to say something?

      "Well, there were so many it was almost as hard as looking through the files by name, but nevertheless I started to trawl through them and..."

      "And?"

      "And woohoo, up came lots of pics of a, let's say, 'saucy' nature. I thought they might be of your Aunty Jane, I mean she's got a rather promiscuous side to her, but even she wouldn't..."

      "Wouldn't what?"

      "Spread her legs like that...unless she was well paid of course, haha..."

      "But this specific file here?"

      "Oh, that was easy. I just looked at the root file for these pics -- it's written at the top, you know -- clicked on that and -- dadah! All the pics appeared in one group. Plus, I might add, an obscure Word file which intrigued me."

      "And just why did it intrigue you?"

      "Maybe because it was in a folder listed as -- Christopher Marlowe subjunctive clauses subsection xii stroke iii. By the way, you should be more careful there. I loved the character Christopher Marlowe from when we watched 'Shakespeare in Love', you remember, we were cuddled up on the couch and watched it together? You must remember, because I burst out crying and you had to console me. Anyway, I might have been tempted to open it just because of his name."

      
        My whole body sagged and I sat down with my head in my hands. I tried vainly to think what secrets I'd divulged over the last couple of days. While I was doing that, Mum continued...

      "So after looking at the first bit I was understandably pissed off at you for going through my stuff, although I did get a laugh over how you injured your ear..."

      "I know, I know! I did try to tell you..."

      "Yes, I know, sweetie. But then the next evening I read the continuation where you imagined a discussion with your tutor, professing all these hidden feelings and, well, you know how I'm a sucker for romance, and all these feelings for you simply bubbled up to the surface..."

      By now she was running her fingers through my hair and down across my cheek.

      "And you confirmed them all in the latest episode."

      She embraced me and kissed me hotly on the lips. Again our mouths opened to facilitate tongues. The temperature (mine) was definitely rising and I couldn't blame it on climate change.

      Then Mum (okay -- Mandy) ingenuously said,

      "You mentioned 'cunnilingus' in the first bit."

      "Can we forget that?"

      "No. I'll tell you a secret. You know me and your Dad, we got married very young..."

      "A bit before my time."

      "Only a little...and your Dad was, let's say, a tiny bit reserved when it came to making love. We never discussed what each of us liked. We never really experimented. We did it in the back seat of the car of course like everyone else, but let's say we never got round to, kind of, having fun with the gear lever very much..."

      
        If this was an analogy it was a bit confusing.

      "Anyway, I'd never heard of 'cunnilingus', but I'd heard of cunnilingual, so I thought maybe it's something to do with being bilingual, but a bit more..."

      "Well, it is sort of a play on tongues...So Dad never...went down on you?" (I couldn't believe I was referencing my late father so candidly)

      Mum was standing there wringing her hands, apparently not knowing how to proceed.

      "Maybe I could show you..."

      "Would you?"

      She stood up in front of me, where I was kneeling, and looked down at me, a smile creasing her face, as I took hold of her calves and drew her close, the material at the crotch of her cotton dress rubbing up against my nose. As it did so, I could feel the intricate lace pattern of her panties moving underneath.

      Like one of those old-fashioned photographers, I lifted the hem of her dress and ducked my head inside. The material was thin and it suffused the white of her panties in a pale bluish hue. They were even smaller than her bikini bottoms, so this caused her tan-lines to stand out almost like they were being illuminated by blacklight at a disco. Her pubic mound pulled the panties taut at the front. I lifted my hands to gently caress it, then brought them round to the back across her bum. I hooked my thumbs into the elastic waistband and drew them down, slowly, slowly over her cheeks then moved my hands round to the front and eased them further down over her small, well-tended thatch of pubic hair.

      I stopped then and just took in the beauty of her, the deep groove bisecting the hair with an embankment to either side, delving in between the top of her legs and begging to be excavated even further.

      I felt Mandy's hands on the sides of my head, urging me forward. On the outside she must have looked like an enormously pregnant woman about to give birth, but instead of trying to press the offspring out of her womb, she was eagerly trying to do the opposite and pull my face inside of her.

      
        I pushed Mandy's panties down past her knees, at which point they dropped to her ankles, where she lifted one foot to let them drop off and then parted her thighs to allow me access.

      With my hands grasping her bum, I pulled her onto my waiting tongue which slid the whole length of her crack, and then I pulled back, hooking my tongue deeper between her folds which eagerly parted at my touch. The moment my tongue reached and toyed with her clitoris this elicited squeaks and squeals from above.

      I left one hand where it was, caressing her bum, and I brought the other round to the front and began to manipulate her outer lips while, for the moment, backing off from her clit. She wanted my tongue to stay there but she'd have to wait. With my middle finger I delved into her vagina while still teasing around her opening with my other fingers. She was contorting herself to get the most out of her exhilaration.

      Again my tongue took exploratory excursions along the insides of her labia, sometimes taking broad lunges inside, sometimes content to just paddle along. But then I was back to her clit and this had her writhing. I knew it was bringing her to the boil because she had brought one of her legs up and over my shoulder in an effort to squeeze out more of the delight I was lavishing on her.

      And then the explosion.

      I stuck the middle finger of my hand holding her bum right up into her ass.

      She screamed in surprise and excitement and leapt forward onto me, bringing her other leg up and over my shoulder.

      The motion threw me backwards and I found myself once again on my back, only this time, my face engulfed in the flow of juices pouring out of Amanda's cunt as she came and came while licking my whole face with her pussy.

      I lay there for a short time enclosed in my little light-blue tent, safe from the world, encased between my Mother's legs. She was breathing heavily and I lifted my hands to her belly to track and stroke the movement of her breaths. Then light streamed in as she lifted the hem and looked down on my face.

      "Wow, Mum."

      
        "Wow, indeed. Where on earth did you learn that technique? It certainly wasn't on the syllabus in my school."

      "Oh, that? Yeah, well, you know when you go into a search engine looking for info about something or other..?

      "Aha..."

      "...and then it refers you on to other things and before you know it you've spent half the morning browsing after just wanting just one tiny bit of info..?"

      "Uhuh..."

      "Well that's what happened when I looked up 'cunnilingus'. I came across an interesting sub-heading called 'Venus Butterfly'..."

      10/10 Excellent! See me after class and bring the gear stick.

      I told my professor I'd thrown out my original draft and was taking a new direction but which would still revolve around experiences at home.

      "Wonderful, Alan! Be certain to include your mother for it to be authentic..."

      I told him I'd see what I could do.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      A Picnic from Heaven and Hell

      My Mum was restless. She'd changed her position on our sofa at least four times now while being totally engrossed in her paperback novel. She'd started off conventionally, sitting upright with the book on her lap and her legs together to support it, but then she'd taken a couple of cushions, adjusted her skirt beneath her and lain back with the book held high above her head. That hadn't lasted long either though, and her arms probably ached, so she'd scooted round and lay on her side. That position proved unsuitable as well, so now she'd adopted a strange, and to me very provocative pose where she lay on her front, her head hanging over the arm of the sofa with her heavy breasts wedged up against it, and the book lying on the floor.

      This might not have been her favorite position, but I have to say that from my vantage point it was certainly one of mine, so I appreciated it while I could. I was sprawled in an armchair opposite, and the view certainly had a lot going for it. The only way it might have been better would have had to involve the loosening of certain items of clothing. Since I was sure nothing of the kind was likely to happen in the foreseeable future, I resigned myself to taking in the firm round swell of her bum underneath the thin cotton skirt -- so thin that I could have traced the outline of her panties beneath it. I could see they were small and trimmed with lace edging, and through the delicate mesh of the skirt's material and by screwing my eyes up a little bit, I could even see that they were a snowy white.

      It crossed my mind that I should get out more. What was I doing taking perverse pleasures from eying up my own Mum?

      To turn a page, she had to bring her nearside arm forward, resulting in a flash of the side of her (matching!) white bra and a lifting of the bottom hem of her blouse to show a strip of lily-white flesh at her waist.

      Ah, this was better than the TV any day -- an unprogrammed reality show where you never knew what was going to happen next. What did happen next was that our lovable cat Toots decided to take an interest in her reading as well and promptly placed himself like a huge fat bookmark between her pages. Mum shooed him away and, miffed, he jumped up onto the back of the sofa. From there he eyed Mum's bum just as intently as I was doing but, unlike me, couldn't resist such temptation and sprang down onto her lovely buoyant cheeks which wobbled under the impact.

      Mum was used to his crazy antics and hardly moved, other than to clench her cheeks alternately in an effort to unbalance him. But our Toots is never easily unbalanced, and he rode her arse like a true surfer. Mum for her part gave up and allowed him to finally nestle there in the soft valley of her backside. I was so envious of the way he was able to freely rest his head into the niche offered between her bum cheeks and the top of her slightly open long legs.

      
        
      

      The show didn't end there though. Anyone who's ever had a cat will know that it has to arrange its sleeping pad just so, and this is engineered by picking at the material it is lying on with its front claws. Not deep enough to scratch, but certainly deep enough to bunch up the material beneath it. In this way Toots bunched up Mum's skirt at the back and in no time at all I was being offered a great upskirt view of Mum's white pantie-covered bum entirely on display, her legs splayed enough that I thought I could just make out a few wisps of itinerant pussy hairs projecting from around the edges of her panties as they swept down between her cheeks. It was only when Toots didn't stop there and decided to rearrange her panties as well that Mum finally lost patience with him and swung up and round to give him a flick with the book and shoo him away. The book swung out of her grasp and landed with a thump onto the carpet in front of me.

      "Get off me, you little pervert..!" she shouted at the spooked cat as he leapt off her and up over the back of the sofa. Mum was momentarily distracted and lifted one leg to regain a sitting position and to adjust her skirt. Oh vision. This allowed me a virtual paparazzi pic of her legs when they were open at their widest juncture. I might later take this memory of her panties clinging to the sides of her pussy lips up with me to my bedroom where I would then use it extensively in one of my increasingly frequent sordid Mum-fantasies.

      So, all in all, this was turning out to be one of our regular lazy weekends where we'd both fallen into the habit of doing as little as possible. After the three years since Dad had died I no longer felt I had to be at Mum's side on a regular basis to support her, but I had chosen to study from home instead of my first intention which had been to move away and attend Uni at Manchester or London. Now I was here because I could help out with the rent and also because I felt so comfortable in her presence. She was my Mum after all, but she was also my friend, which might go some way towards explaining the confusion I felt as a young horny fellow in the presence of a lovely, well-rounded woman who could effortlessly turn many heads in the street.

      I bent over and picked up her book, glancing at the title, 'Picnic at Hanging Rock'. Pleasant memories immediately came rushing back to me of those careless days out by the river, climbing trees, swinging on ropes, blankets spread out on the grass with all kinds of yummy delicacies with which you were allowed to make a beast of yourself. It was clear what we should do today.

      "We should do that." I said, indicating the book.

      Mum smiled, looking at the title. "It might take at least one taxi and a couple of buses to get there. It's in Australia."

      "Oh. No, but the picnic thing. You remember we used to go, a whole bunch of us, with Auntie Jill and Fiona?"

      
        
      

      I called them 'Aunties', but they were really neighbors from where we used to live. They'd had five kids between them and we'd all used to pile onto the local bus, loaded down with bags and hampers, and ridden out into the countryside and set ourselves up where there'd been woods, a bend in the river, long stretches of pasture and, strategically for my Dad and 'Uncles', a village pub not half a mile away.

      "Mmm, what I seem to remember from those jaunts was having to dunk your head into the river to wash it when you somehow managed to get it layered in strawberry jam. I got soaked. I felt like one of those poor women you see on the television having to do their washing in the Ganges..."

      "C'mon Mum, I'm all grown-up now. I promise I'll keep the lid on this time..."

      I gave her one of my best cutest grins and she seemed to look me over as though assessing whether I really was all grown-up now. I must have passed the test because she sighed, "Well I think we could both do with a bit of fresh air instead of being cooped up in here all day long...so, okay, why not?"

      Having come to a decision, we both began scurrying around like hamsters getting the gear together for our picnic. If we weren't going to cook, we were going to gorge ourselves on other things -- anything which could be spread or heaped between two slices of bread, so Mum dumped onto the table all kinds of items we might take with us, undecided about the strawberry jam until I took it from her hands with a laugh and added it to the growing pile. In no time at all we'd assembled everything we figured we'd need and I'd stuffed most of it into my old hiking rucksack while Mum took the rest in her own smaller backpack.

      Of course, she felt she had to change clothes for our epic journey which she did by changing into a light pink summer dress with an additional cardigan should it turn a bit chilly. This was England after all, which meant that even though the weather might be fine in the morning there was no guarantee against snow in the afternoon. Still, within an hour of deciding, we'd already hopped onto a bus and were on our way out into the countryside.

      Sitting there beside me on the bus, I could see that Mum was really looking forward to our day out. She seemed to be beaming with expectation, and her laughing face in profile made her look a lot younger. Not that she was old by any means; after all, she'd had me straight after school. No, she looked comfortable in her own body. Which meant I had to take a pic of her so I took out my phone and quickly clicked a shot off before the moment was lost.

      
        "No!" she laughed and put up a hand to shield herself from the phone. "Put that thing away, Jamie, we're going for a picnic which means back to nature. No mod-cons. At all." She paused, then nudged my shoulder. "Show me."

      I did. The picture was actually quite artistic in spite of me having no time to frame and focus it. The sun reflected off the sunglasses she'd shoved up onto her head, her auburn hair shone, her eyes glistened and her regular teeth gleamed healthily in an unself-conscious laugh.

      "Okay, you can keep that one."

      We chatted about where we were going and the things that had inevitably gone wrong on previous outings, which in their way had only made the days out more happily memorable, and we were both laughing as we got off the bus outside one of the local villages.

      Oh. It seemed modern life had intervened in the meantime. Where there had been a stile to gain access to a ramblers' footpath, the low wall was now stretched over with barbed wire. Foundations for houses, cement mixers and builders' rubble were all too evident on the other side, as well as a sign warning trespassers of a fate worse than death should they encroach on the property. We stood there indecisively.

      "You don't got to worry about that sign any," piped up a voice from behind us. "That comp'ny caused a right stink when they started buildin'. They's the ones doin' the trespassin'." This wrinkled old lady stood there defiantly, daring us to commit a crime. "It's down in t' church ledger since olden times -- that there's a public footpath an' they've no rights to go blockin' it off. So you can go through if you like. No one'll stop you. They reckon they're gonna leave a space through t' property anyway once it's done, but they gotta put up a sign 'cause of t' insurance comp'ny."

      And with that she ambled away.

      Mum and I smiled at each other.

      "Shall we?"

      "We shall...not sure about this barbed wire, though."

      "That's okay, I'll hold it down with my foot while you climb over."

      
        
      

      I climbed up a couple of steps onto the old stile and Mum gave me her hand for balance while I trod the wire down. She stepped up past me and her scent wafted by me as she delicately put one foot across. Her bum was opposite my face and I wondered fleetingly whether I should hold her there as well, just for extra balance, of course. I must have been distracted because she took a tiny leap and when she released my hand, I also released my foot from the wire. One barb hooked onto the trailing hem of her flouncy dress, and as she continued her motion forward and down, it both lifted the hem and effectively ripped a vertical tear up the back, right up to the seat of her panties. Mum let out a shriek and made a good impression of a helicopter veering out of control as she spun this way and that trying to see what damage had been done.

      "Oh no...oh the fuck...oh shit...oh bollocks!"

      She frantically felt behind her to assess the damage, her hands flailing horizontally to find only fresh air behind her legs, and then vertically to find that that fresh air went up as far as her ass. She spun herself round to see if anyone had seen, but there was only me there, albeit with my mouth hanging half open in momentary disbelief and playing back the last few seconds to see whether it was my fault.

      Mum looked up imploringly at me as she turned her behind away and used both hands to clench the two halves of the skirt of her dress together.

      I found my voice. "Mum, calm down, calm down...let me have a look..." Had I actually asked to have a look at my Mum's backside? "...at the damage, let's see what the damage is. Please?"

      I stepped down from the wall and joined her there. I could see that her day was ruined before it had even started.

      "Turn round. It's okay, no-one can see, we're behind the wall."

      Mum scanned the horizon three-sixty degrees, bit her lip and then turned her back to show me the damage. I crouched down so the rip was now at eye-level and pondered the options. It was a lovely sight and I could have stayed there all day, my nose and eyes only inches away from Mum's lovely bum, the taut white silk stretching across her globes and the bottom of her cheeks pouting out from below the delicate lace. The darker vertical shadow beneath the material made me want to insert both my hands underneath and fondle the bounciness...

      "Well?"

      
        
      

      Mum's no-nonsense tone brought me back to reality.

      "You got any safety pins? Clips or anything like that? Don't women carry those sorts of things around in their purses?"

      "Mmm...Let me see...No! I must have left them behind with my petticoats, my manicure set and my mascara..."

      Okaaay then. A sore point. Then I was struck by an idea.

      "Alright, I've got it..."

      "I bloody hope you've got it, because the state I'm in, I'll be the butt of wolf-whistles all the way home. And not just from the blokes, probably from that Linda Slater as well"

      "No, we don't need to go home, we just need a bit of privacy..."

      Mum looked at me quizzically. I held up a finger.

      "I've got an idea, and you're about to find out that you didn't waste your money by sending me to university to study engineering. Well, not all your money. I did spend a bit in my first year getting smashed out of my brain..."

      Mum glared at me.

      "Anyway, look, for now let's take your cardigan, tie it round your waist, and then it'll hang down behind and cover the rip -- at least temporarily until I can repair it."

      "You can repair it?" A glimmer of hope.

      "Of course. That's what engineers do, Mum, they solve mechanical problems. It's easy-peasy."

      
        I smiled what I hoped was an encouraging smile. It took Mum a moment to mull it over but then she shrugged in a resigned fashion and sighed, "Fine...but just know I will be wanting my money's worth." Then she smiled back and it was all okay.

      We made our way through the deserted building site and out into the undulating fields beyond. In the distance, cows surveyed us impassively.

      I turned to Mum and said, "This must be pasture for those cows over there, so watch out you don't...." There was a squelching sound as Mum's left foot trod squarely into the centre of a fresh cowpat. She stopped with her foot still there, immobile, and when she lifted it there was a sucking noise as her bare foot lifted out, leaving her trainer embedded, the pungent liquid which had been hidden beneath the thin scabby layer now oozing inwards to fill the vacant space.

      Mum looked down in disbelief. I think I saw a tear forming in her eye. "Nooo...! They're my best trainers! They cost me a fortune...!"

      I saw that Mum was tipping over into crisis mode, so I stepped in quickly, reached down and extracted the shoe with a further 'Slurrrp' which would have done credit to a Don Martin cartoon. I poured out the gunk and then scooped out most of the rest with my fingers and a handful of grass.

      "Eww..."

      "I'm sure you had to do worse when I was a baby, didn't you?"

      "True, but we had running water and wet wipes and stuff."

      I wiped my hand across the grass, and with my other hand took out a plastic bag from my backpack and dropped the offending shoe into it then put the bag back into the pack.

      "My shoe! How will I walk now??"

      I transferred the rucksack to my front, smiled at Mum and turning my back to her, said, "The river's not too far, and it's downhill. Madam, your steed awaits."

      Mum giggled and jumped up onto my back, her arms around my neck and my arms cradling her beneath her thighs.

      
        
      

      "Gee up."

      We wended our way delicately through the cow minefield, out through another field and then the landscape dipped down towards the river valley. All this time, Mum was hugging me from behind, squeezing me with her thighs and occasionally licking my cheek and playfully kissing my ear. She wasn't too heavy at all. I was in good shape because of my football sessions at Uni, while she had also been persuaded by her mate at work to put time in at the gym and to start jogging. I think the gym bit was also designed to get her out of the house and back into society.

      I had no complaints. In fact with her bum bouncing along in the small of my back, her breasts wobbling against my shoulder blades, and the soft scented feel of her cheek pressing up against mine had a not-unexpected arousing effect on me. The rucksack at my front wasn't weighing down too much anymore because it was now being supported by my rock-hard horizontal cock.

      We eventually came down to the river and walked along its bank until we came upon an ideal place; flat, grassy, shaded by trees with a background melody of the water gurgling its way across smooth, worn rocks. Mum whispered into my ear, "Whoa, boy."

      She alighted and I lifted the pack off my front and stretched myself backwards, arms akimbo, to straighten myself out. Mum's bemused stare reminded me that my stretching backwards had only served to push my waist forward, and with that, my hardened cock even more so. Flustered, I busied myself with the blanket we'd brought along and began hauling stuff out of my pack. Busy, busy, busy, intent on setting out our picnic spread and not at all interested in the woman by my side who I could see out of the corner of my eye was smiling affectionately towards me.

      "Aren't you forgetting something?"

      I looked up and prayed to hell I wasn't blushing.

      "You promised me I'd get my money's worth and you'd solve the problem of my dress. So just how do you reckon on doing that, Mister?"

      I figured that if my dick was hard now, then what I was about to propose might have undesired consequences.

      
        "Umm..." I looked for how to break it gently. "I know how to do it but you'll have to trust me. Do you trust me?" I looked straight into her eyes. She looked directly back at me, stepped close, brought a hand up to my cheek and kissed me on the lips.

      "Of course I do."

      "Then you'll have to take off your dress."

      She raised one eyebrow and there was just the hint of a smile.

      "It's alright, there's no-one around. And look, if you like, you can wear my shirt in the meantime."

      Without waiting for an answer I clumsily wrestled my shirt open and tore it off my back, holding it out to her as a peace-offering. She didn't take it immediately, but stood there staring at my bare chest. I was breathing heavily. I think she was, too. Then without another moment's thought, she inverted her arms across her front, leant down and hoisted her dress up and over her head. Her disheveled hair with its jumble of waves reappeared below the neck of the dress and she shook it out as she released her arms from the shoulder straps. This also made her front shake, and the cups of her low-cut bra swung heavily from side to side. I was immediately enthralled.

      "Jamie...the shirt?" She was holding the dress out towards me as barter for the shirt. As I lifted my eyes reluctantly from her chest, the smile on her face had spread wider.

      "Not bad for an old crone then?"

      While I was stuttering for some kind of response, she came up to me again, tossing me the dress and taking my shirt, put an arm around the back of my head and, pressing up against me, gave me yet another kiss on the lips. The way she pushed her belly up against me, there was no way she didn't feel my erection.

      And there was no way I couldn't feel her heat either.

      But then she was all business. The mother in her had taken over. She pulled away, stroking across my chest with widespread fingers, and as she pulled on my shirt, but without bothering to button it up, she said, "You do what you've got to do with my dress and in the meantime I'll set out a spread for lunch. Would that be a suitable division of labour?" She sexily jutted one hip to the side and just stood there like a nineteen-sixties' Penthouse model in open shirt, skimpy panties and thrusting bra showing just a hint of nipple, one hand held out in supplication.

      "Er, yeah, sounds good, and, since I've got to say you now look like a sixties' Penthouse model, how would you feel about a new, sixties' style dress?"

      "You mean like a mini?" She was intrigued.

      "Well, I'm going to have to cut some off the bottom and then reposition the bits to suit a new design, so it's going to be shorter. It's just up to you how short..." It was my turn to raise an eyebrow.

      "Well I don't want it so high that we go home and have Mrs. Wilkinson saying, 'there goes that slut again...'"

      I laughed out loud. "Okay then, leave it to me. I'll see to it down by the river so you're not interrupting me all the time with comments."

      "Who, me?"

      She was smiling as I took my handy folding knife from my pack and made my way down to the river. As I strode away I looked back and she was reaching across the blanket for something just out of her reach. Her breasts swung heavily out from the shirt below her chest. I tried to put her out of my thoughts, which was difficult since the scent of her perfume and body was woven into the material of the dress I was now holding. I held it up to my nose and took in a deep draught. Goddammit I was so hooked. Resolutely I sat down by the river bank and forced my mind onto the task ahead. What it involved, and what I was successful in doing, was to cut off an approximately three inch strip from all around the bottom of the dress. That strip I then cut into pieces of about four or five inches in length. Punching holes into the material on either side of the thankfully vertical tear, I tied a knot to one end of each length, threaded it through and then tied it off on the outside. I repeated this down the length of the tear and even added a couple more ties further up towards the waist to make it look like it was part of the original design.

      I was quite pleased with my work of art, and was just imagining Mum wearing it, now showing a further expanse of her long legs, when there was a terrified shriek from the direction of our picnic. I jumped up, dress in hand, and raced up the incline, my knife at the ready, prepared to defend my mother against whatever it was. I came upon her shrieking and frantically waving her arms around as she tried to defend herself from...a couple of bees. I wafted the dress around and around and thankfully they buzzed away. I saw the problem. Mum had opened the strawberry jam and the bees had straightway been attracted to it.

      
        "Ow, ow, ow, ow...!" Mum's tears this time were real and plentiful. Apparently after opening the jam, she hadn't been able to resist spreading some onto a piece of bread and tasting it. However, as she did so, a dollop of it had slid off the bread and down into the valley between her breasts. One of the bees had zeroed in on it and dive-bombed her, resulting in a painful sting just towards the underside of the breast.

      "Ow, ow, ow, oh shit, ow...!"

      Without thinking twice, I pulled the shirt off her back and with little resistance and a lot of reassurances I laid her down as gently as possible onto the ground while reaching behind her to deftly unhook her bra. I simply lifted the cups up and over the tops of her breasts, then lifted the breasts themselves up so that I could get a clear picture of the situation. Yup, there it was, a small but razor-sharp needle embedded in the skin just below her right breast. I took my knife and flicked it open and to the side of my vision I sensed Mum's eyes opening even wider in a renewed fear of what I was about to do. But it was okay, I simply swiped the back of the blade several times across the stinger, and in this way I eased the little bugger out of her flesh. I flicked it away, before realizing I was still holding the whole mound of my mother's tit in my other hand. Her nipple sprouted upwards between my fingers.

      My hand seemed to have a mind of its own and had begun kneading the doughy mound quite unnecessarily.

      I looked at Mum. She looked at me. Then looked down at her tit. Then up at me. And then down again at her tit.

      In the meantime her nipple had hardened and thrust itself upwards in spectacular fashion. My two middle fingers had closed around it and were now starting to rub it up and down together with the rest of her breast. I quickly improvised.

      "Umm, I need to, umm, massage it to get the blood circulating, to, disperse the umm..."

      "So it won't drop off?" She was laughing at me. I laughed along.

      "Yeah, I read it in a manual somewhere...honest."

      "Oh. You mean that one you hide under your mattress?"

      
        "Funny."

      "Well since you're at it, I mean, you do know that blood has to circulate around the whole body? So..." She glanced down at the other breast. I smiled and brought my other hand up to enclose that one as well.

      I was building up a rhythm with my fingers as Mum's head sank backwards and she closed her eyes, a smile across her lips. She arched her chest upwards, eager to accept the massage.

      "Mmmm, I think I'm finally getting my money's worth out of you. Mmmm..."

      It seemed so natural to me that I should lean in and plant a kiss onto her full, warm, damp lips. I held my mouth onto hers and she responded with a short flick of her tongue across my teeth. The second time she did it, I caught her tongue with my own and then suddenly we were going at it with wide open mouths, exchanging saliva, our tongues wriggling and writhing inside one another. Mum's arms came round my neck and she pulled me onto her. Then one of her hands was exploring through my hair while the other one adjusted the angle of my head, all the better to devour me.

      I released her breasts and wrapped her tightly in my arms, running my hands up and down her smooth back, smothering her with wet kisses.

      "Ow, ow..."

      "Sorry."

      The pain of the bee sting was still making itself felt and I wasn't helping any by crushing myself on top of her. I rolled myself over and hauled her along with me and now she was the one on top, straddling me, layering me with kisses on my mouth, my cheeks, my ears which she chewed on as her mouth passed by on its way to my neck.

      Then she sat upright, the heat of her lower body pressing down onto my crotch, her thighs enclosing my hips. I drew the bra straps off her shoulders and tossed the bra itself to one side. She looked down at my chest and spread her fingers across it, circling my nipples.

      "I read the very same manual, haha..." She licked both her forefingers and brought them down onto the tips of my nipples and started to tease them.

      
        
      

      "See, it's not only women's nipples become erect when stimulated." She was watching in some amusement as I reacted to her fingers. Then she was looking straight at me, a serious look in her eyes. She said nothing, but levered herself forward and brought one heavy swinging breast down into my mouth which was opened wide in acceptance. Down below, Mum's thighs were working hard around my erection. She pressed, released and pushed down, pressed, released and pushed down like a bellows. I pushed upwards in response and pretty soon the whole rhythm of our bodies was building to a crescendo. Small intermittent grunting noises were coming from Mum as she reached towards a climax, and I myself knew I was going to blow at any moment. That we came together must have been coincidental, but the shouts we made when it happened succeeded in scaring all the birds out of the trees around us.

      Mum rolled off me and we lay there next to one another, both of us still breathing heavily. I levered myself up onto one elbow and lazily took in the whole expanse of her body. I knew it was allowed. Her eyes were closed. I knew she was giving me the time to take her all in -- the disheveled hair, the long neck already showing a couple of hickeys, the heavy breasts lounging to either side of her rib cage, the indent of her navel rising and falling, the mound enclosed by her now soaking wet panties, the length of her smooth legs descending to, appropriately enough, the one sneaker she was still wearing.

      I plucked a blade of grass and stroked it across her cheek. She smiled and reached out for my arm, still refusing to open her eyes. She drew my hand across her breast, swirled it around the nipple a couple of times and then brought it down to her navel. With one finger I investigated the indent and she squirmed.

      "Oh dammit, I've really got to pee..."

      Her eyes sprang open and she leapt to her feet, scanning around and choosing an appropriate clump of bushes to crouch behind and do her stuff. I might have made her cum, but she obviously wasn't confident enough with me yet to let me see her pull down her panties and squat and pee in front of me. Well, a work in progress, I thought.

      She was gone only a few moments when her, by now, familiar shriek once again cut through the quiet of the countryside.

      "Ow, ow, ow, OW...jeez, I don't believe this, it's ...ow...!!"

      What the...? She had leapt up and her bouncing head had appeared, and her shoulders, and she appeared to be yet again pirouetting on the spot.

      
        
      

      "Mum, what is it!? You need my help?" I jumped up and once again raced forward to save the day. Her panties were round her knees, the top of her legs clenched together. Behind her was a large, darker green, damp spot among the...nettles...where she had squatted to take a piss. She turned round to show me her now mottled bum with an angry splosh of red marks stretching across it, all the redder because of the paleness of her ass. If I'd had the time to think about it at all, I would have marveled at the luscious roundness of her bum and how it set off her trim waist. I would even have rushed home for paints and an easel in order to depict her at that very moment.

      But the tears were gushing from her eyes and she was craning her neck to somehow get a look at the damage. She vainly tiptoed her fingers around to the violated skin but it was far too painful to touch.

      It was now my turn to bite my bottom lip because perversely, I had the urge to burst out laughing. Let's face it, my Mum was jinxed. At least, today she was.

      I came forward. "Take them off." I indicated her panties.

      Obediently, numbly, in some state of disbelief and simply following orders, she brought her ankles together and the panties slipped down to her feet. I picked them up. They were sodden. I looked at her. Suddenly she was the spitting image of that famous painting by Botticelli, you know the one, the Birth of Venus, where she stands naked, her hands are vaguely covering her intimate parts, not out of any kind of modesty, but, well, you've got to put your hands somewhere, haven't you?

      I put my arm around her shoulder and led her without resistance back to the blanket.

      She was mumbling. Not to me, particularly. Probably not even to herself, but she let out a string of disconnected words, "That book...cursed me...supposed to be true...ow, fuck...they never found them...why...am I bad...?"

      Then she seemed to draw herself together and clung to me, her cheek damp on my shoulder.

      She lifted her head, "Jamie, I'm in pain."

      I shushed her and got her to lower herself slowly onto the blanket, taking care that she shouldn't sit but rather to lie on her front. I covered her with the light material of the reassembled dress so that any errant bee might not be tempted to try for a revenge attack on her lovely body.

      
        "You lie there, it's going to be alright, I'm going to scout around for some dock leaves, they're supposed to take the pain out of the sting. You're going to be okay, you'll see." I stroked her hair, kissed her and wandered off in search of the elusive leaves. 'Elusive' is right -- there wasn't a dock leaf to be found for love or money.

      When I got back to the picnic spot, Mum seemed to have pulled herself together a little bit and she was leaning up, the pain relegated to yet another inconvenience that was trying, and still failing, to spoil our day.

      She smiled as I gloomily approached with arms out wide to show her I was empty handed. I plonked myself down next to her.

      "Maybe if we dip you in the river that might wash away some of the sting?"

      "If today's anything to go by, you'll dip me in the river and I won't sink and it'll just prove I'm a witch and you'll have to burn me at the stake." We both laughed at her joke.

      I hesitated. No, I couldn't possibly...no, it probably wouldn't work...

      I looked into Mum's eyes and she was still grimacing as the nettle stings continued to hurt and irritate her.

      "Mum, there's this...no, forget it."

      "What, you've suddenly remembered a miracle cure based on some old wives' tale?"

      She was obviously joking, but I said, "Actually you're quite close, but, no...it's...no."

      "Jamie," she pleaded, "at the moment I'm in great pain and any feeble remedy, any at all, which might stand an even minute chance of working will be given a standing ovation..."

      "Spunk."

      "What?"

      
        
      

      "Sperm, spermatozoa, jizz, semen, seminal fluid..."

      "Huh? I can see you've made both a wide-ranging and intimate study of the subject, and that's normal in somebody your age, but...?"

      "Covering the area with sperm will both insulate, protect and soothe the area." I wasn't looking at her, I was trying to extricate a piece of dirt from beneath one of my fingernails.

      "Oh. I think I should really get a copy of that manual of yours."

      She reached out and lifted my face by the chin. "Let's go for it, then."

      She was smiling widely, but stopped when I idiotically asked, "But how?"

      "Umm, let's see," She supported her head with one hand under her chin, tapped a finger against her teeth, gazed into the sky and said, "I think there's only one of us round here with a bagful of sperm. I got some from my last boyfriend, well, quite a lot actually, but I stored it in the freezer, and that's at home." She observed me innocently.

      "But..."

      I got no further. She reached across and yanked the zip of my pants down. She was fumbling at the top button when I said, "Stop. I can do it."

      She immediately stopped, drew back her hands and clasped them together, looking at me with a renewed face full of virginal expectation. I stood up, released the button of my pants and let them fall to the ground. My dick was already tenting my boxers which were still damp and sticky from our earlier exertions.

      "And...?" She reached forward. "I'm not going to be the only one in a permanent state of undress round here." Before I could react, she'd lunged for the waistband of my boxers with both hands and yanked them down. Well, to tell the truth she only managed to yank the sides down. My protrusion was a rampart against her invasion. I slipped my own hand in and levered the elastic over my dick and it sprang joyfully upward.

      
        Neither of us moved for a few moments. In the same way Mum had earlier allowed me to take my time surveying her body, so I looked away and let Mum take in mine. It seemed she was only interested in one part of me though, because soon enough I felt her hand cradling my dick and I looked down to find her with an intent look on her face, taking it in from every angle. She stroked it tenderly, smiling. Then she grasped its whole circumference tightly in her hand. Then she began to slowly move her hand backwards and forwards. As blood surged into it and it expanded in length and girth, she took her hand away, spat into both of them, returned the two of them to my dick and began to apply herself to the job with gusto.

      On her knees now, the concentration on her face was intense as she worked on me. Her face was only inches away when it suddenly occurred to me that we would have to collect anything I might ejaculate, which I felt was going to be any moment now...

      "Mum, we've got to..."

      I needn't have bothered though, because just then her mouth opened as wide as it would go and she leant forward and clamped it onto the end of my rod. She released the grip of one hand and sent it delving underneath to cup my balls with her palm while one or two of her fingers made probing enquiries at the entrance to my asshole. The moment she delved deeper it released the built-up pressure inside my dick and I felt my cum immediately surge out into her mouth. I couldn't help it; I know we wanted to collect it, but the intense thrill of cumming into my own mother's mouth made me grab hold of her head, jerk forward and try to ram it as far down her throat as I could.

      But Mum was single-minded and knew what we were here for. She pushed me back with both hands so she wouldn't gag, took one of my hands from her hair and placed it below her mouth which was already filling to overflowing as my cum seeped out from between the corners of her lips. She pulled my dick from her mouth as I was still spurting and directed it into my hand. To this she added what she'd collected in her mouth, and I cupped both hands in front of me in order not to lose a drop. Mum then grabbed my dick and squeezed it tightly so as to extricate anything still remaining.

      She was indeed all business, because as soon as she was sure we'd collected as much cum as possible, she immediately swiveled round on her knees, leant forward onto her forearms and thrust her speckled ass up to my inspection. Her cheeks were wide, and the puckered entrance to her asshole crowned the luscious vertical ripples of her labia. I know I had a job to do, but I couldn't resist the temptation to bend over and take in Mum's pussy from up close.

      "Slap it on, Jamie, thick and fast."

      
        I held my hands over her ass and opened my fingers to let my cum dribble down between them. Then I turned them over and with widespread fingers started to gently massage it into her damaged flesh.

      "Ow! Ow...! Easy does it, Jamie..."

      The rash across Mum's bum was substantial. She must have lost her balance while straddling the bush and sat down onto the whole clump, because the angry red spots spread across the entire width and had even made their way round to the side. My cum was spread very thinly across the affected area.

      I didn't know if it was enough. It could be we needed more.

      "Is it helping?"

      "I think so." Her muffled voice face down in the grass. "It still hurts, though." She swayed her ass from side to side as though to collect any breeze that was coming our way.

      "Mum, there's not enough...the rash is covering most of your bum...and we need enough to seal the wounds..."

      Mum didn't answer immediately. What she did do was to spread her knees further apart.

      "Well, you've got the solution to that."

      She inserted one hand between her legs and prised her pussy lips apart with a couple of fingers. Her head turned towards me, still on the grass.

      "Is it too soon again? You just do what you have to do, Jamie, whatever it takes to get more of that lovely juice."

      So I did just that. I leant down and first rimmed her ass with my tongue. As she oohed and wriggled, I replaced the fingers at her pussy with my own. I inserted a couple and felt how slick and warm and inviting her channel was. I slid my fingers up and down at her entrance, feeling for that nub which sent shivers through her as I passed over it. I began to wank her off and the groans and sighs she emitted and the clasp and release of her cunt muscles around my now three fingers up her had the desired effect on my cock.

      I might have cum only minutes before, but the sight and feel of this glorious woman offering herself over to me had the desired effect. I was even harder than before and I nudged myself forward on my knees so my cock-head was at the mouth of Mum's cunt.

      This was a strange moment. As I pushed myself into her furnace I realized I couldn't just hump her for all I was worth -- her ass-cheeks wouldn't take me thumping up against them. So I had to fuck her without actually touching her there. It was new and thrilling to me, I was able to look down and see my dick pistoning in and out of her pussy, I could see the labia appearing and disappearing through the airtight suction of my thrusts and I could see how slick the veins in my dick had become with her thick juice.

      My rhythm sped up until my dick was a blur and Mum seemed to be urging me on "Yes..Yes...!" and then suddenly I was cumming yet again for all I was worth. I whipped it out just as the first ropes splashed up against her bum. I didn't know I had so much. Her bum was oozing with it. This time the covering was complete and I even had cum left over on the ends of my fingers. I didn't think twice and offered them into Mum's mouth. She sucked them one by one, looking me straight in the eyes as she did so.

      Her pain miraculously eased off and pretty soon she was able to lean up and she took my face in one hand.

      "Come here."

      Our mouths met and we lay there, her on me, my fingers in the tangle of her hair, and we kissed and embraced. Our only item of clothing was her one sneaker.

      Sex definitely does give you an appetite and, still naked, Mum set about preparing us huge sandwiches filled with meat and cheese and pickles. She was suddenly very talkative, not through any sense of embarrassment over what we'd just done -- I think it was quite the opposite, and from now on I knew our relationship would be on a different plane. She even casually mentioned that she'd have to take regular samples of my sperm so she could store them against a rainy day.

      She was chattering away so much and was so happy that I wasn't able to get a word in edgeways.

      Maybe that's why I didn't tell her I thought I'd just seen something long and slimy and with many legs climb up and burrow into her sandwich.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Home, Unexpectedly Early

      What do you say and do when you come home unexpectedly early and open the door to find your mum there on the couch, head tilted back towards the ceiling, with gasping mouth open, feet up on the cushions wide apart, skirt rucked up to her waist and lace panties dangling off one ankle as the blur of her hand sweeps the dildo in and out of her squelching pussy?

      If you're anything like me, you say nothing at all and slide silently back out the same way you came in.

      Which I did.

      I gave it a minute and then re-entered the house, but this time, clumsy me, tripping over the threshold and bouncing off the side of the door with a loud curse. For good measure, I called out, "Yoo-hoo, anyone home?" before taking a deep breath and tentatively pushing the living-room door open once again.

      My Mum now sat there looking slightly disheveled but otherwise respectable, dress straightened to below her knees which were now firmly together, one hand combing back through her auburn shoulder length hair. A glimpse of white patterned lace indicated where she'd pushed her panties almost out of sight beneath the couch. She seemed slightly out of breath and there was a certain ruddiness to her cheeks.

      "Hi Mum...dadah!" I held out the bottle of wine I'd thought to buy on the way home.

      "Davey! Hey, what a surprise!" She gasped, breathlessly, "I thought you weren't coming home till tomorrow?" She held out both arms to greet me but she didn't get up.

      "Nah, I finished everything up early. Studying can wait. My only thought was getting back to see you..." I leant over to let her kiss my cheeks, and her hands wound themselves round my neck, pulling me further in. As I stepped forward I simultaneously gave her panties a surreptitious kick so they were now hidden completely beneath the couch. Held tightly inside her linked arms, I sensed how much her right hand mingled the aroma of her scent with that of fresh pussy.

      "I ordered pizza on the way home, so there'll be just time to chill the wine before it gets here."

      
        
      

      "Ooh, lovely!" But she still didn't get up to take the wine I was proffering her through to the kitchen.

      It was then it occurred to me that perhaps it was because she wasn't able to get up, because... well, because maybe she hadn't been able to get rid of all of those items she'd been playing around with before I'd interrupted her. Perhaps -- just perhaps -- the dildo was still hidden beneath her skirt. Perhaps...oh. Perhaps it was still there inside her?

      "Leave it to me, I'll stick this in the fridge and set the table then, shall I?"

      "You're an angel, thanks Davey."

      "No problem." And I turned and went through into the kitchen and put the wine in the fridge. That took barely a minute though, and when I came back out into the lounge it was to find myself presented with the vision of the pale, smooth, bare globes of Mum's ass in the air beneath her skirt as she knelt down and was frantically searching for something underneath the couch. The still-damp lips of her pussy and the puckered entrance to her asshole divided her bum neatly into two. And not a dildo in sight.

      "Have you lost something?"

      Mum jolted upright, still on her knees.

      "Umm, no, it's okay, I was just looking for the, er, the pen I had earlier for doing the, umm, crossword..."

      "Oh. Where'd you see it last?" I asked, starting to bend over to look under the couch.

      "NO! Umm, I mean I've suddenly remembered I had it in the kitchen for jotting down the grocery list..."

      "Oh, okay then, I'll go find it..."

      "NO! I mean, no, leave it, it really doesn't matter..."

      
        
      

      I was quite enjoying this.

      Mum got to her feet and came over to me. "No, all that's important is that you're home safe now...", and on tiptoe she wrapped her arms around me, kissed me heavily on the neck and pushed her soft body up against me. That certainly distracted my attention.

      "Mmm, you taste delish. Now," and she patted me on the chest, "you go set the table while I go change into something more suitable..."

      "Suitable? What do you mean? You've not looked in a mirror lately? You're gorgeous..."

      That was a bit over-the-top since she was still obviously flustered and her hair looked as though she'd been hauled through a hedge backwards, but to tell the truth it did something for her. She did look wildly beautiful. I held her gaze for maybe a moment too long because she self-consciously dragged her fingers backwards through her mop and her face became even redder.

      "You...." she smiled and patted me even harder on the chest, then turned away to leave the room to go get changed. I lowered my eyes to follow the wide arcs of her pantie-less ass as it swayed lusciously beneath the flimsy covering of her dress. As she was about to leave though, she looked back at me and I just had time, at least I think I did, to lift my gaze. She saw that I seemed to be making no evident movement towards setting the table, and brought a finger to her lips as though apparently just remembering something.

      "Ah, umm, in the kitchen, there's a nice...a nice tablecloth...up in the top cupboard...I mean, if we're doing 'special', like..." and she smiled and motioned me towards the kitchen.

      I thought, alright, I'll be a good boy and give her ample time to remove her panties and dildo from their hiding-place. Though if the dildo had joined the panties underneath the couch it was probably now full of the fluff that had attached itself to the pussy juice still covering it. This vision swam through my mind and I grinned to myself as I turned away and went back into the kitchen. Even as I closed the door behind me, I could imagine Mum now frantically diving her hands under the couch to retrieve her lost property. Finding and then holding up a now hairy dildo for dubious inspection. I laughed.

      But whilst setting the table I had time to replay the scenes of those last few moments in my head. Over the years I'd had the occasional glimpse of Mum's more intimate parts, but only an upskirt flash here before she'd repositioned her skirt, or a down-blouse glimpse there when she'd bent over while wearing a low-cut summery dress. But this was in a completely different league. This was Premier League stuff. And I'd just joined the Supporters' Club.

      I finished raiding the fridge and prepared a Greek salad, and was setting the table when the door-bell rang to announce the arrival of our pizza. I fairly leapt towards the door, whipped it open with a stupid grin on my face, unceremoniously grabbed the pizza box and grandly over-tipped the delivery boy before closing the door on him and rushing back to the kitchen. My God, this was almost like my behavior on a first date or something. Why was I so tense and eager? After all, it was only my mum. Jackie. Yes, she had a name, Jackie. In a major shift of emotion I was suddenly seeing her as a fully rounded person, with likes and...and she liked...ummm, well, what did she like? What were the things she didn't like? And what made her laugh? Maybe I could be the one who makes her laugh? Wow, talk about pre-date nerves. What, just because I'd been given this unexpectedly raw glimpse into her private life and I wanted to somehow be involved in it?

      I was definitely confused. This really shouldn't be happening, but I was suddenly desperate to impress her, to show her that...well, I suppose, that we were good together. That the scales had suddenly tipped and that we could share more than was usual in a mother/son relationship? That she could treat me as an equal? That she could let me...no, no, NO!! Don't even think that!

      But at least maybe let me kiss her...and not on the cheek, either...but squarely on the lips.

      My cock had already galloped ahead of my thoughts and was creating a visible bulge in my pants. It seemed to know something that apparently I'd still not been able to put into words.

      Jackie came in just I was uncorking the wine, and she stood there for a moment in the doorway until the 'pop!' of the cork broke the spell. She laughed.

      My eyes, meanwhile, had been drawn towards her silhouette. She'd changed out into a figure-hugging sleeveless red dress, elegant in its simplicity, and as she stood there in the doorway, legs slightly apart, the light which I'd left on in the hallway when I'd answered the door served to outline in detail the smooth curve of her legs fully from her knees up and into her crotch.

      "You're spilling the wine!"

      "Oh, shit...umm, sorry..."

      I poured two glasses and held one out for her. I held her gaze as I did so. It wasn't difficult. This person standing in front of me who I'd always just seen as 'Mum' truly was gorgeous. She'd now fluffed her hair up at the back, with strands curling down around her long neck and leisurely over her shoulders, she wore a simple chain necklace with a matching bracelet and she seemed to have touched up her lipstick and added blusher to her cheeks.

      But I was the one blushing.

      She asked, "You like it?"

      "I love it."

      "It's the body."

      "What?"

      "What are you talking about?"

      "What are you talking about?"

      "The wine."

      "The wine? Oh. Yeah, the wine..." I stumbled for words. "Well, I...I remembered you liked it. And you commented once that you'd acquired a taste for it, so..."

      "When was that? It must have been ages ago. We've not had expensive wine like this in a long while."

      "It was back at Aunt Chrissie's birthday do, you remember? Or maybe you don't. The two of you were knocking it back like there was no tomorrow. You were hammered, the both of you."

      "So you trying to get me hammered again, then?" she asked with a grin.

      "Well I only got us the one bottle, so...."

      
        She nudged me in the ribs with her elbow. "Just kidding." Then she linked her arm in mine and I led her across to the table. "Mmm, nice spread. Very Mediterranean. It reminds me of that holiday we had in Rhodes, way back, you remember, low lighting, very romantic..."

      Of course I remembered -- it was the last holiday we'd spent together before Dad died. I saw the tears welling up in Mum's eyes, so I said,

      "Well, that's soon sorted, then. All we need is," and I quickly skipped over to Mum's CD collection and hooked out a mix that I'd compiled just for her after that trip, the one to which Dad and I would theatrically groan aloud each time she played it.

      "And..." I opened one of the drawers and brought out a couple of candles which we always kept on standby in case of a winter power cut.

      It only took a couple of minutes until the whole living room was transformed. The mundane clutter of daily life retreated into the shadows and our whole world suddenly shrank to just the two of us and our table with a simple yet tasty meal, being serenaded softly in the background by some bloke with a Latin accent. I'd finally come to appreciate what Mum saw in the music.

      She sat across from me and the candlelight reflected in her eyes as we brought our glasses together and clinked them in a wordless toast. It also shone on her full lips and made them appear, what can I say, juicy. And after she took a sip from the wine they looked even juicier. I tried to imagine what it would be like to kiss them, to lever them open to taste the tongue inside...

      "You look like you're lost in a dream." She'd caught me staring. "Well, actually it's you who looks like the dream. Has anyone ever told you you're very handsome?"

      "You did. Lots of times over the years...you're still kidding me aren't you?"

      "Haha," She took a fork-full of the salad and chewed it. "Actually no, not this time. I hope it doesn't give you a big head if I tell you that, quite objectively speaking, you're a heartthrob. And that's not because of this," she swept her fork around in the air, "atmosphere. But because you just are. You're good-looking, you're kind and..."she looked down towards my chest, "you've got terrific abs, haha... Okay, now I'm kidding."

      She giggled like a girl and I joined in with her. All the tenseness of anticipation that I'd felt earlier simply melted away and we fell into easy conversation. We talked and laughed about shared experiences -- even exchanged the pieces of Bulgarian cheese and black olives from our salads, passing them over on the ends of our forks, offering them straight into each other's mouth. This was a real date. During a lull in the to and fro of our observations, Mum started to hum along to the music, and her head started swaying from side to side along with the rhythm. I refilled the wine glass in her hand, and she started to swing the glass from side to side as well, her eyes closed.

      I pushed my chair back and got up from the table, walked quietly round behind her and, resting both my hands over her bare shoulders, planted a kiss on her neck. She replied only with "Mmmmm..."

      I took the glass from her, placed it on the table and taking her hand, urged her up from the seat. She did so and turned into my arms. I placed one of my hands in the small of her back. She lifted her hand on that side and placed it on my shoulder, toying a little with a few strands of my hair that fell across my neck. I took her other hand in mine and led her out into the middle of the room, making turns around the furniture in time to the background serenade.

      I don't know why I was doing this -- I'm a hopeless dancer, but it just seemed natural. Don't ask me what the rhythm was -- a waltz? I don't know. I just know that she adapted her body to mine as I led her to revisit the different corners of the room as we swayed past them.

      Jackie -- I could only think of her as 'Jackie' -- pressed her curves up against me and rested her head on my shoulder and we turned as one body to the sound. Her breasts were pressed hard up against my chest, and she looked up at me, smiled a huge smile and returned her head to my shoulder. I let my face fall into her hair and I breathed in her exquisite scent. I kissed the top of her head.

      The hand holding her at the small of her back had meanwhile inevitably slid downwards and was now to be found pressing against the cheeks of her bum. She acquiesced to this by pushing her own self further into my groin until suddenly seeming to realize where it was all going, reached her arm behind her and hoisted my hand back to its original position. She smiled up at me.

      "Not tonight, Romeo." She whispered, and kissed my cheek before releasing herself from my grasp.

      She led me by the hand back to the table and we didn't mention it again. We polished off the bottle with another toast, Jackie proposed it -- to romance. We both smiled and looked each other straight in the eye.

      That night was feverishly active for both of us, albeit in separate bedrooms. I relived the feel of her body in my arms, the give, the bounciness of her ass, the knowledge that when she'd changed her clothes she'd found herself a fresh pair of, judging by my fingers, tiny panties to replace those lacey ones from under the couch. I relived her thrusting herself up against me, knowing that there was no way she couldn't be aware of the raging hard-on inside my pants.

      
        
      

      The low-level thumping emanating from the next room told me that Jackie was working out to those very same memories.

      The next morning I surveyed Mum warily and wearily from across the breakfast table. I think we'd both shagged ourselves out during the night. My imagination had run riot and it had certainly been the best vicarious sex I'd ever experienced. But where I probably had bags the size of dustbins under my eyes, Mum was up and about and bursting with energy. Go figure.

      "Have you got anything planned for today?" she asked as she passed the toast across to me.

      "Umm, no, not particularly. Probably get down to a bit of course revision but there's no pressure as of yet. Why? What have you got in mind?"

      "You'd never make a negotiator. You should always ask what I've got in mind first before admitting you're free, and not the other way round..." She smiled and took a bite out of her toast, leaving a couple of crumbs round the edge of her lips. A tongue snaked out and hooked them inside. Like one of those animals trapping a fly. What do you call it, some kind of lizard...anyway it was very erotic, it seemed...

      "Are you listening?"

      "Uh?"

      "I was saying I want to go through a lot of the old stuff I'm never going to use again...bag it, bin it, take it round to the charity shop...I'll probably need your help and advice and those really strong arms of yours. What I should maybe keep as well...and it might include some of your stuff, so if you've got any porn mags hidden around, maybe now's a good time to...remove them?"

      I should have been shocked, of course, when she said that, but after yesterday's 'session', things had subtly changed between us. I merely smiled and crooked an eyebrow.

      "Alright. Give me half an hour."

      "What!?" she spluttered, "You've got so many porn mags you need to hire a crane...??"

      
        She was laughing, but I had half a mind to suggest we might need the crane to remove some of her dildos. I didn't suggest it.

      "No. I've only got..." I looked at the ceiling "...just the one. The rest of the stuff is under bookmarks on my computer..." My turn to smile. "I just need another coffee."

      She looked at me with the beginnings of a smirk. "Hard night, was it?"

      She didn't wait for an answer, but sprang up and started clattering the pots into the washbasin.

      So half an hour later we stood up in the loft with a roll of plastic bags.

      "I thought we might as well start from the top and work our way down. The stuff we decide to throw, we'll bring it down into the garage and then it should be no big deal to transfer it from there."

      A glance around the loft was a throwback to my youth -- and to even before I was born. Mum said if there was anything of real sentimental value I could keep it, but otherwise we should bite the bullet and chuck it out. I saw that a lot of items were the kind of thing you might see on 'Bargain Hunt' on the television -- various ornaments and knickknacks inherited or brought back from holidays. The suitcases were another matter. Clicking them open, we found old clothes which had gone out of fashion a long time back -- so long ago in fact that we wondered whether they might be due for a comeback.

      Jackie opened one and discovered a hoard of Go-Go type outfits. She held up a miniscule mini-skirt to her waist and laughed, saying, "Waddya think?" and waddling her hips sexily.

      "You weren't arrested, wearing that?"

      "Well I wasn't...maybe your dad should have been, though. After he saw me wearing it he couldn't keep his hands off me...I remember he took a couple of pictures of me wearing it at a disco. They should be in one of the old albums somewhere if we come across them..."

      I immediately resumed my search with a renewed vigor.

      We didn't come across the albums. What I did come across though when I opened one of the suitcases was a strange costume in glittering blue sequins.

      
        
      

      "And this?" I held up the two-piece outfit comprising a top and yet another tiny, matching miniskirt, both of them shimmering in the light of the bare bulb which illuminated the loft.

      "My skating outfit...!" She came across and took it from me, holding it out to appraise it. "Have a look, there should be a pair of ice skates in there as well..." Indeed there was, a white pair of boots wrapped up in a heavy cloth. "Wow...!" She exhaled.

      "You used to skate?"

      "Yeah, I did. I started in school. The boys used to play rugby and football and the girls would do hockey and ice-skating. I was quite good and entered a couple of local competitions -- that's why my Mum bought me the outfit..."

      "Put it on."

      "Don't be silly, it won't fit me any more..."

      "Put it on." Well, one can only hope.

      She looked at me. I could see she was dying to try it on again, if only to be disgusted at how much weight she'd gained in the meantime. I was guessing not much because she did work out pretty regularly.

      "I had to wear it with thick tights because it gets pretty cold out on the rink...and white flouncy underskirt and knickers...you know, when you have to..." and she flicked her leg up behind her.

      I rooted around inside the case, but couldn't come up with any white, flouncy items.

      "Put it on." I tried to keep the eagerness out of my voice.

      "Mmm, you're eager..." Okay, so I failed. "Alright then..."

      My broad smile matched hers.

      
        We went back down to her bedroom and Mum closed the door behind her, saying she'd call me when ready -- but only if she'd not busted the seams while trying to get into it. I went downstairs to make myself yet another coffee, but it lay immediately forgotten on the table when Jackie called for me to come back up and I did so, taking the stairs two at a time.

      For the second time in a couple of days I took a deep breath before opening a door to my mother. This time she was stood, surprisingly tall because of the skates, towards the back wall of the room. She smiled, raised her arms out to either side, and turned a full circle for my viewing pleasure. My mouth was agape, I think, because this was a real spectacle. The frilly underskirts and panties she'd found to substitute for the originals peeped from below the hem of the skirt which blossomed out around her bum. Her breasts were busting teasingly up over the top of her low-necked sequined blouse and threatened at any moment to make good their escape. I approached and held her arm high so she could pirouette beneath it. She only did it once for fear of cutting a hole through the carpet with her blades, but once was enough. She held her head high like a ballet dancer and stretched her other arm out in an elegant curve. I'd never noticed her neck was so long.

      "Can I breathe out, now?" she laughed.

      "Yeah." She did so, and was relieved that there was no tearing sound or popping of buttons as the costume exploded. She walked awkwardly towards her full-length mirror and took in the picture that was before her. She drew a hand down across her belly, but didn't really need to -- the costume fitted her like a glove. My own eyes were drawn to the jut of her bum which she was shaking from side to side to make the costume sit right. Again, a familiar sensation was beginning to make itself known down in my pants.

      "I can see you, you know."

      I'd forgotten this was a mirror, and, unlike mine, her eyes were not drawn solely to the shape of her arse. But she was smiling, and shook it again, I think just for me.

      "Boys. Just like your dad. Okay, now shoo." She sat on the bed and began to take off her boots.

      "Why?"

      "Oh, you think I'm going to stroll round the house all day in this getup while you just sit there ogling me and my knickers?"

      
        "Well you could do. I mean, without the skates it's probably very comfortable, isn't it? I mean, lots of room to...stretch and all that..."

      She looked like she was considering it. Then a light seemed to flash in her brain.

      "That suitcase, was there anything else inside?"

      "Yeah, a couple more clothes, no skirts or anything though."

      "Stay right there." And with that she left the room and I heard her clattering back up into the loft. Five minutes later she was back down again with a bundle over her arm.

      "Alright, I'll keep these on for a while..." A gleam in her eye, "if you agree to wear these..." and she thrust the bundle into my arms.

      I looked at it, confused, and then spread the items out on the bed. There was a pink shirt endowed with ruffles all the way down the front, there was a short black bolero-style jacket hemmed in the same glittery blue as Mum's outfit, and there was a pair of unbelievably tight black velour trousers with the same trim down the length of the legs.

      "There you go. Only worn once. By your dad."

      "You've got to be kidding me. There's no way Dad would have worn these...!"

      "Oh, but he did. Just the once, mind, but his mates teased him something terrible and he never wore them again."

      "You mean he went out shopping in these?"

      "No, silly. He accompanied me to skating practice and was trying to make an impression on me. In those pants I can say he certainly did that. Trouble is, a couple of his pals happened to be there too, just mucking around, and when they saw him..." Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. "It was a straight choice between his macho persona and me."

      
        "But you won out."

      "Eh, eventually, but not that time. I used my other girly wiles to hook him afterwards. Meantime, he went back to his football and left me in peace for a while." She gave me a knowing wink. "So...?"

      The prospect of a day with Jackie wandering around in some kind of tutu was crucial to my decision.

      "But I don't have to go outside...?"

      "Oh my God, you are just the spitting image of your father. No. Of course not. Though I might invite the postman, the plumber and the electrician round for a cup of tea..." She laughed and almost choked on her own joke.

      I picked up the clothes and turned to go.

      "Where are you off to?"

      "To get changed."

      "Uh-uh." She shook her head. "Here." She pointed to a spot on the floor and then lifted her feet onto the bed and lay back against the headboard, hands behind her head. "Why should you have all the fun?"

      The effect of her lying back on the bed was that it lifted her skirts at the front and I was presented with the sight of Mum gazing at me over a mountain of frills. I could only see the top of her head to her nose and eyes, so I didn't know if she was laughing at me again, but I did know through my peripheral vision that she was fully exposing her panties to me. I was dying to look straight at them but didn't dare. My dick, however, had no such qualms, and strained to be released.

      She leisurely crossed her legs at the ankle and brought her arms down to smooth the skirt across the front. She had been grinning.

      "When you're ready, of course..."

      
        She was so making the most this.

      With a lopsided grin that more or less acknowledged that she had me in a corner, I looped my hands across and began to lift my T-shirt.

      "No! Wait, stop, stop..."

      I did so and looked on as she made a more comfortable mound out of the pillows to rest her head against, opened a bedside drawer and took out a mint which she popped into her mouth, readjusted herself, and, with a wave of her hand, said,

      "Okay, go on."

      Oh, she was having so much fun.

      Again, I crossed my arms to the hem of my shirt and began to pull it up towards my face, exposing my midriff. Okay, I thought, she wants a show....with it pulled up, I slowed the pace down and swung my hips, then pulled it further up to give her a view of my nipples, all the while humming a tune. I raised my arms high over my head and made a show of extricating my head at the neck. Then I eased the shirt off the ends of my arms.

      With my head exposed again, I saw that Jackie wasn't particularly looking at my face. She was chewing on her mint and scrutinizing my chest. I swung the shirt a couple of times round my head and hoisted it in her direction. With lightning reflexes she caught it midair and held it up to her nose, inhaling my scent. Then she flung it to one side and, describing a circle with her index finger, indicated that I should continue.

      She was not going to be distracted now, because my fingers were playing with the buttons at the top of my pants. I flipped them open to expose the top of my black boxer shorts and then, holding one side steady, took a hold of the zip and began to ease it gently down, swaying from side to side, all the while showing her a greater expanse of my boxers.

      I'd only seen this rapt attention from her at the climax of reality shows on television... but I'm guessing that to have it in glorious 3-D added a new aspect. Without taking her eyes off me she reached across to her drawer, extricated another mint and popped it into her mouth without looking, chewing furiously. I clicked the zip down. It was about halfway and I sensed I was having to exert more pressure to perform the operation because something down there was exerting its own contrary, outward pressure.

      
        
      

      My Mum's eyes were boring into that point at which my fingers held the zip.

      I'd been to a couple of stag parties with my mates where they'd had strippers. I must have been paying some attention to them at the time because their tricks came naturally to me. The fun was always in the 'tease' part of stripping, leaving the audience holding their breath to the last moment.

      So I turned my back on Mum.

      She emitted something between a groan and a whine.

      I unzipped my pants all the way, allowing my dick to tent my shorts at the front, out of Mum's view. Then I raised my arms and clasped them behind my head. At first I just threw my hips from side to side, but then developed this into a circular motion, all the while feeling the weight of my pants as they slid lower and lower down over my ass. Their descent was halted around mid-thigh because I was standing with legs apart. I twisted round at the waist and saw Mum with one finger in her mouth and her other hand delving into her panties through the top of her skirt. I brought my legs together and the pants made their final rapid descent down to my ankles. I bent from the waist, thrusting my ass out at her, and lifted one leg, hooking the pants off at that side and then with a kick of the other leg, sending them sailing through the air.

      Did I dare turn round? Teasing's all well and good, but when she caught sight of my ramrod stiff pole?

      I postponed the inevitable and kept my back turned. There was no voice of dissent from my audience, so I continued. I was arms akimbo. I cheekily wiggled the little fingers of both hands and then inserted them under the waistband of my boxers. I stretched them out to the sides and shifted my ass within the added circumference.

      Then slowly lowered them. There was a gasp of breath from behind me as half, and then all of my butt came into view and I let the elastic flip back so my ass was now supported by the waistband.

      I turned slowly round but stopped sideways on to my Mum who was now leaning forward in anticipation. This I only saw out of the corner of my eye because I was seriously afraid of catching her gaze.

      I needn't have worried. Her attention was not on my face.

      
        I stretched the elastic with both hands along half the length of my knob and used it to press it downwards. Then, almost like rolling a condom off, I rolled it as far as the tip, held it there for a moment and then released the full length.

      The knob leapt into the air and, with a short bounce, remained at about forty-five degrees off the vertical.

      I turned to give her the full frontal and levered the boxers down around my ankles as well.

      I slipped one foot out and flicked them up like an expert footballer, caught them and tossed them to Mum. She caught them with the hand which wasn't down her panties.

      "Mum, those pants of Dad's look very tight...I'll end up talking with a squeaky voice and I don't think I'll be able to wear boxers under them, they're too baggy...I'd probably need something tighter..."

      "Uhuh..." She sniffed the boxers and put them gently to one side, possibly to use later.

      "A kind of jockstrap...keep me in place..."

      "Mmm..." Her eyes were focused on just that place.

      "I've not got a jockstrap, though..."

      "Uhuh...pity...oh, wait..." She came back to her senses. "I know..." She swung her feet off the bed, reached across and slid open her knicker drawer. She drew out a thong in silky green.

      "This'd probably do you..." She observed my dick as though taking exact measurements in a lingerie store.

      "Yeah, you're big...okay, you're very big...you're a whopper, haha..." she grinned, "but these are totally stretchy...Come here."

      I walked towards her, strangely without embarrassment, and stopped in front of her still sitting on the bed, her face level with the purple head of my rod.

      
        
      

      She stretched the thong between her hands.

      "Alright, step into them."

      I rested my hands on her shoulders for balance, and as she reached down with the thong so that I could step into the proffered leg holes, her forehead collided with my knob. She moved her head to one side and nudged it away but it knocked back again against her ear.

      The moment I'd stepped into them though, she leaned back and pulled them up to my ball sac, and then, stretching the material at one side, grabbed a hold of my dick, hoisted most of my apparatus into the hammock and patted it down. I saw how small her hand was in comparison...and I'd felt how she'd quickly squeezed me in the process.

      Then there was a delay which seemed to stretch on as I remained standing there and Jackie's face remained only inches away from my dick.

      I was about to turn round to the costume I was supposed to be trying on, when she seemed to come to some decision, took a deep breath and sighed. Then she took the front of the thong in both hands and scooted it back down my thighs. Taking firm hold of my base and, leaning forward and opening her mouth wide, she took my whole length straight down her throat, her nose delving into the tangle of my pubic hair. My hands which had been at her shoulders transferred themselves to the back of her head and, entwined in her hair, urged her further forward into my crotch.

      I looked down. It was as though I was dick-less. Then simultaneously she started to ease her mouth and oh so red lips away and I also drew back away from her. But we both knew the other's intention, which was immediately to ram back onto to my base. We did so and I felt my dickhead penetrating the depths of her gullet which she was able to miraculously hold open in order to receive it. Again we pulled back and again we rammed in.

      Our rhythm built up and pretty soon I was jerking in and out of her mouth for all I was worth. The hot slippery tunnel between those ruby lips, and her acrobatic tongue ensured that my climax arrived pretty much sooner than later. I was rapidly building to a crescendo and jabbering that I loved her when my dam broke and I was pouring all of my thick cum into her. I continued my frantic jerking and she continued slurping and swallowing the river that was flowing into her throat. As I looked down to watch my cock alternately appearing and disappearing into her mouth I saw that she was laughing at the same time. It was a laugh of pure release and, if this had been a Hitchcock movie, you would have taken her to be a mad woman, simultaneously laughing and foaming from the mouth.

      
        When the flow had subsided, she took my still-rigid pole out from between her lips and began to explore it. She lapped around the head, sweeping up any last drop and taking the odd trip with her tongue down underneath the length of my shaft until she reached my balls where she toyed with them, one by one, sometimes nibbling at them and sometimes taking them wholly into her mouth and swirling them around.

      I reached down towards her waist and hooked my fingers into her panties. She understood instantly and stood up from the bed, leaving her ruffled panties and tights back down around her knees. She wrapped her arms around my neck and we fell into open-mouthed kisses. Then she raised her arms and I took the bottom of her sparkling blouse and inverted it over her head before throwing it to one side. She pushed up against me again and I felt her hard nipples thrust into me and the mass of her breasts swell out around the sides. I think those breasts were the only part of her that I hadn't had the luck to see during this last day or so, but they could wait a little while longer, as the two of us dropped onto her bed wrapped in each other's arms.

      She tried to open her legs only to find her feet hampered by her tights and panties. A flurry of leg activity quickly released her and I felt the insides of her thighs return to caress my waist and the spiky hairs of her bush tickle the end of my knob. And then her heels were digging into my back as she clasped her lower body to me.

      It hadn't been long since I'd released into her mouth, but I was again at full hardness and my dick slipped straight and true into her hot depths. Her eyes widened with delighted surprise as I filled her cavern, already lubricated and lush in anticipation. We humped and bumped and laughed and snorted and whimpered as we went through the whole gamut of emotions. I managed to make her come several times before she finally pushed me off her body and we lay exhausted side-by-side, drenched in the sweat of our lovemaking.

      When my breathing had returned to normal I turned my head and took in her lovely face. She turned hers to look back at me, smiling. I stretched my hand across to stroke her cheek and she brought hers up to hold it there, then turned and kissed it.

      On a sudden whim she turned herself over towards me and lay on top before pushing herself upright to straddle my hips and smile down at me. She leaned forward and splayed her hands across my chest and her heavy breasts hung like ripe luscious fruits below her ribcage. I reached up towards them both to squeeze and caress them and she let me choose my favorite by bending her torso and letting me suck around the nipple of that one, which reacted like my dick in that it majestically sprouted into my mouth. I tried the other and it performed the same feat.

      Down below I couldn't see because of her flared skirt, but I could feel the hot crease of her bum wedging my dick into its crevice. She started to rock backwards and forwards and her ass depressed itself onto me and the cheeks slid open to accept me while her breasts swung heavily to and fro in front of my mesmerized gaze.

      As my dick penetrated her yet again and as she increased the tempo, she said to me, between pants,

      "By the way...mmm... when you...ooh...when you do a..." She bit on her lip, "striptease...you should always...aaah...take your socks off first...wow...men look...oh god...really, really silly...naked in just their socks...aaaarghh..!!...I'm cummmmiiinnnnggggg...!!!!"

    
  
    
      If I Had the Words

      "Mr. Peterson."

      "Sir?"

      "If a gumboil could boil oil, how much oil could a gumboil boil, if a gumboil could boil oil?"

      The class tittered. The last lesson of the afternoon was always open to interpretation, being General Studies, and Steven Smaley, or Smelly Smaley, our lecturer, would use it to stretch our minds in ways not laid down in the curriculum.

      "Don't really know, Sir."

      "You have to be precise, Mr. Peterson. Do you know or not know?"

      "Don't know, Sir."

      "Well thank you for that small effort, at least. Umm, Mr. Riley, could you perhaps enlarge on Mr. Peterson's broad statement?"

      I put down my pen and appeared to ponder the question before saying,

      
        "Well, this is an assumption, isn't it, Sir, that a gumboil could actually boil oil. Is it its own oil that's being boiled? Or are we using the verb in its strictly transitive case where the gumboil is transformed into some sort of power-source to boil other people's oil? Personally, I think the exact quantity boiled would be irrelevant considering the labor involved in registering such a small amount -- depending on the size of the gumboil, I mean. My mate down the road had this huge gumboil..."

      "Thank you, Mr. Riley. I have in my mind a vivid picture of your mate's gumboil."

      I must say he did do a fair impression of my accent.

      The class tittered again.

      "But you are quite correct when you say it is an assumption. We go round assuming that the world we live in tomorrow will be very similar to today's, and we have adjusted our way of life to accommodate that. But survival cannot solely rely on such an assumption. It has to depend also on how well we can adapt to change. What if..." and here he brought out a copy of the Daily Star, "as this reputable broadsheet maintains, having sifted through the astounding number of females with adorable assets, what if next week, Earth will be bombarded by dozens of asteroids which will in all probability wipe out ninety percent of the human race?"

      He looked around the class and his gaze fell again on Pete Peterson.

      "So, Mr. Peterson, what will you be doing this time next week?"

      "Same as everybody else, Sir."

      "Oh? And what might that be?"

      "Shitting myself, Sir."

      "Fair enough. Do you, perhaps, see any way to profit from this situation?"

      I stuck my hand up.

      
        "Mr. Riley, yet again?"

      "I'd use any spare money to buy shares in a toilet-roll company."

      Smaley smiled. Smiley Smaley? And pointed at me.

      "Now that is anticipation. Mr. Peterson, come the end of the world, you'd do well to stand next to your friend here. Thank you very much, class. For next week, assuming that we'll still be here of course, I want you all to have considered an assumption that involves something that does not exist today, but, to everyone's surprise, might happen tomorrow. So your assignment is simply 'If...' Now, if you'll all leave the class and let me get back to my terribly informative newspaper...apparently Celebrity Big Brother is claiming all the headlines...governments might collapse, but..."

      Pete Peterson and I lurched out into the quadrangle with a ball at our feet.

      "Kev, you're such a toady. 'Please, sir, me sir...meee!' "

      Everyone seemed to be doing a fair impression of my accent today. I felt I had to make some effort to get back into Pete's good graces - "If old Smaley could lick dicks, how much dick could Smaley lick if Smaley could lick dicks?"

      Pete appeared to consider this, but apparently his mind was headed in a different direction.

      "If Kev's best friend could cum up Kevin's mother's bum, how much cum could his best friend cum up Kev's mum's mummy-bum?"

      I flung the ball at him and it struck him full in the stomach.

      "Oof...!"

      "Keep my Mum out of your filthy mind, you perv. I was going to invite you round to our place to see the match on the box tonight, but I've just changed my mind..."

      
        "No, no! I'm sorry! I didn't mean it...invite me round, pleeese? I'm dying to watch...well, actually, watch your Mum's ass while you're glued to the screen..."

      When he turned and ran, laughing his head off, I picked up the ball and, with a swerving arc throw, targeted him once more, this time squarely in the back.

      "Kev, I've got to tell you, you'd make a great goalie...Ever thought of trying out for....?"

      By the time we got to our house, we were best of mates again. The Community College we were both attending was a fair walk from our street, but we didn't mind because we'd usually stop off at the park halfway there and boot the ball around for a while.

      We were attending the college because we'd had weak results in our exams and were, well, at least I was, making a belated effort to catch up. Pete could apparently take or leave exams and was just happy to postpone having to go out to work for a living for another while and continue sponging off his parents.

      For my part, towards the end of the previous term I'd become involved with an outrageously sexy girl and, much to Mum's dismay, had spent far too much of my free time fondling her instead of revising for the exams. With the over-confidence of youth and the proud statements of my Mum ringing around in my head that I was 'the cleverest lad she'd ever seen', I'd been shocked and depressed when my results had come through. By that time my relationship with the girl, Jessie, had cooled and we'd discovered that we had in fact very little in common and now I rarely saw her even to talk to.

      Mum hid her disappointment well, but over a cup of coffee and a heart-to-heart we'd worked out that I should try again for higher grades while getting a part-time job to help cover expenses. We actually shook hands on our 'partnership' and I was eager not to have to look into those lovely eyes and see disappointment reflected in them ever again. Maybe this is what Pete had meant by me toadying up to Smaley? I wasn't. I was just trying to do my best the second time round.

      Coming into the house, I closed the front door quietly behind me and went through into the kitchen where Mum was already at the worktop preparing something that smelled delicious. In spite of myself, I couldn't resist taking in her bum enclosed in its loose pleated skirt and swaying from side to side as she hummed to herself while engrossed in her work. I mean, I had to see what all the fuss was about of course, and, objectively speaking, Pete had a good point. She had a firm ass anchoring a slim waist and sitting proudly on top of a pair of smooth and curvy legs which in their turn descended to a pair of trim ankles. Now if she'd been wearing high heels and not those house shoes...phew.

      
        Mum sensed someone was behind her and spun round, an open smile crossing her face as she saw it was me. Well, who else would it be? I quickly raised my eyes from bum level and returned the smile.

      "Hi Mum."

      "Hey Kev." She reached her arms out towards me and enclosed me in a tight hug, her heavy breasts pressing up into my chest and planted a wet kiss onto my cheek. As I reciprocated with my own kiss, I idly wondered how she might greet me if I'd been away for a few months and not just a few hours... damn that Pete! He was getting me thinking of Mum in all these sexy scenarios. Would I be able to look at her as just 'Mum' ever again?

      "A good day?"

      "Yeah, fair enough. History, English Lang, Lit and General Studies. It meant we had the one lecturer for most of the day, but it was alright, I think he's a good teacher, gets you involved. He could be an actor..."

      "Mmm, that's already an improvement, you used to come home complaining all the time. So, this teacher, I suppose he's ancient and goes round in a gown and mortar board with chalk marks all over him? Like Mr. Chipps...?

      "Who? But no, he's about your age I suppose..."

      "And just what age do you suppose that to be, mister? You know a lady never tells..." She perched a wrist on one hip, daring me to guess.

      "Well..." I made a show of looking her over from top to bottom. "I'd guess at twenty-one..." She beamed a huge smile.

      "Second time round, of course..." I defended my face as she went to hurl a dishcloth at me.

      Then, "Is he married?"

      Thoughts and consequences rushed through my head at warp speed.

      
        "Mum, there's no way in the world I'm ever going to be known as 'Smelly Kev'..."

      "What?!?"

      So I told her how our lecturer's name was Smaley, hence the nickname of 'Smelly' and that if she went out with him she'd probably fall for him because admittedly he was good-looking and funny but then they'd get married and she'd take his name and so I'd become 'Son of Smaley' which would eventually become 'Smelly Kev' and my life as I knew it would be over and....sigh.

      Mum stood there giggling away.

      "What? It could well happen...!"

      "No, it's not that. I'm just amazed at the speed of your thought processes after I'd just asked whether he was married." Grin.

      "Oh. Well...I don't know if he's married. You want me to check it out?"

      "Couldn't hurt. And if he's not, I could make up an excuse to go speak to him, tell him he needs to give you more homework 'cos you're a slacker..."

      I nonchalantly picked up some flour from the worktop and flicked it in Mum's direction. It landed on her nose and down her front. She was momentarily stunned, with her mouth open at what I'd just done. Then her mouth turned into a wicked grin and she picked up her own pile of flour.

      "No! Don't you dare!" But she did dare. The ensuing battle resulted in the whole kitchen resembling an arctic blizzard with us as two abominable snowmen.

      Mum said breathlessly, "You look like an abominable snowman..."

      "You look more abominable than me..."

      The fight resumed until we were physically tussling with each other. Mum forced flour down into my shirt and I...well, I pulled out the elasticated neck of her top and shoved flour down into the chasm between her breasts, the soft valley momentarily enclosing my hand as I, uh-uh, discovered she wasn't wearing a bra.

      "You cheeky little monkey!"

      We pulled apart. Thankfully she was still laughing. She pulled out her top with one finger and gazed down into the damage perpetrated on her bosom. I stood stock-still. She turned to one side and before I knew it, had taken the remains of the bag of flour and, pulling at my belt, had poured it out into the top of my jeans and scrunched the empty bag down there for good measure.

      "Fair's fair," she said and patted my crotch. A white cloud blew up out of the top of my pants. She coughed at me through the mist.

      I grabbed hold of her round the waist, pinning her arms to her sides. I pulled her in towards me and yet another dust cloud blew up. We were both laughing at the silliness and nuzzling at each other's necks.

      "Phfwaw..!" I theatrically spat out a mouthful of flour and then leaned back to take in her lovely face.

      "Close your eyes." Her blue eyes. She did so, and I bent in and licked across her dust-covered eyelids. Then down her nose. And then across her lips, which parted slightly under the soft pressure. This time I didn't spit out.

      "There you are."

      "Thank you. Now close yours."

      I did so. And I felt Mum's lips sweep themselves horizontally across mine. Then her left cheek wiped across my left cheek, then her right across my right. And then her tongue inserted itself between my lips and across my teeth.

      "I won."

      We gazed with smiles at one another whilst continuing in our hug, until we both seemed to realize that though our upper bodies had drawn apart so we could take in the other's face, from the waist down there wasn't a breath of air between us. Did the stirring below make Mum realize that parts of me were enjoying the fact?

      Momentarily, she seemed to press her body in towards me even further before, in a fluster, pulling away. I barely had time to push my hand through her hair to remove stray strands from her face before she said, "Umm. We might have to order out."

      We both looked around at the disaster zone which was the kitchen.

      "Pizza?"

      "Pizza."

      By the time it arrived we'd showered and made ourselves and the kitchen a bit more presentable, even if the delivery boy had looked as though he was tempted to comment on my prematurely aged look, what with the flour apparently still streaking my hair in places.

      We'd ordered the large size pizza because, as Mum said, I'm a growing lad. She might have been right, because when it arrived I was the one to wolf down almost three quarters, while Mum pecked politely at her slice.

      "Mum, eat up. If I'm a growing lad, then you're a growing girl."

      She thrust out her bosom, where her nipples clearly jutted out beneath the thin top.

      "You really think I need to grow anymore?" she asked, looking down at her proud battlements.

      Well, she was the one offering me to look at her body, after all, so I didn't really have a choice other than to take in the impressive sight. As well as her proud nipples, the dimpled areolae surrounding them were also putting on a good show. I was just in the middle of taking in the awesomeness of it, amazed at how firm and buoyant was each breast, a tribute, I suppose, to her religiously working out, when she quietly said,

      "I see you're completely grown up. Maybe you can stop eating now."

      
        I raised my eyes to hers and my face turned a beetroot red. "I...I..."

      I needn't have worried. She smiled and stood up, collecting our dishes together. "I guess boys will be boys..." She winked, ruffled my hair and nudged my shoulder with her hip as she passed by me on the way to the sink. Whilst washing the pots, she said over her shoulder,

      "So, your English Lit. You've got to read all those 'classic' books which used to bore the pants off everybody?"

      I had turned in my chair and was watching the various muscles in her bum working as she leant from side to side with the dishes, taking them, soaping them, rinsing them, sticking them upside down onto the draining board...

      "Yeah, those, plus Shakespeare of course...last time it was Richard the Third and Macbeth which was pretty good, I mean all that killing and ghosts and mayhem and stuff. I really got into that and I think I did well there..."

      "Yeah, I suppose it was like watching a sixteenth Century 'Die Hard' for you..?"

      "Yeah, something like that I suppose, but, well, if you're making those sort of comparisons, I think this year I'm afraid it's going to be like watching a couple of sixteenth Century Hallmark movies..."

      "Wait. Don't tell me...umm, 'As You Like It' and, let's see...oh, of course...'Romeo and Juliet'?"

      She turned round to me, smiling and wiping her hands on the dishcloth. Some water had spilt across her left breast.

      "Right again. It's pretty girly stuff." I couldn't take my eyes away from the spill which had made that part of her top almost transparent. "I mean, 'Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou, Romeo?'" I raised my hands in frustration. "What is that? Why doesn't she just turn the light on to see where he is?"

      Mum laughed and patted at her chest, momentarily covering her nipple.

      Oh Kevin, my dear, sweet boy, 'wherefore art thou' means 'why are you', not 'where are you'..."

      
        "Huh?"

      She was wiping at her breast as she sensed the damp spot. The breast was springy.

      "Romeo is a Montague and Juliet is a Capulet. The two families detest one another, but these two have fallen in love. See the problem, O Romeo?"

      "Oh. So she's asking, of all the families in town, why did you have to belong to that one?"

      And I was thinking, of all the girls I knew, why was I so attracted to my mother?

      "That's right. Ah, but I love that play. I never told you, but I was Juliet in our school play, I'll never forget it..." She closed her eyes and hugged herself, reliving the memories.

      "You were Juliet?"

      "Don't look so surprised, I looked really angelic at that age...well, everybody looks angelic at that age, don't they? And anyway, my Romeo, haha, I won't forget him in a hurry. He was on the first team at soccer and he'd done something or other like toilet-paper the school staffroom, he was a real rogue, so as punishment he was made to take the lead in the play. He was dead against it. That is until I gave him tongue in one of the kissing scenes and then he just couldn't get enough. The balcony scene, for example. In rehearsal he scaled up it like he was Tarzan, and at the top even beat his chest, shouting 'Ahahhaaahhhh..!!'" Mum's own impression was more akin to Jane than Tarzan, but it sufficed to get her bosom rocking again. "They almost chucked him out for that one. Then he practically ravished me on my deathbed, which I thought was a bit, like, creepy, you know, a bit like necrophilia? Anyway, the Drama teacher actually had to drag him off me, haha..."

      I was so enjoying Mum's reminiscences I could have let her go on, but I just had to ask, "So what happened to him?"

      "Oh. Well we got married straight after school and we had you..."

      I was gob-smacked and it showed.

      "You," she said, cupping my chin, "are Romeo and Juliet's love-child." She kissed me on the nose.

      
        
      

      For once, I was lost for words. Mum watched my thought processes as evident through my swiveling eyes, my painful expressions and in my almost managing to get a couple of words out of my mouth.

      "I...wha..? How...?"

      "Yeah. The local paper wanted to do a big piece on it -- you know, with the headline something like 'Shakespeare Got It All Wrong' haha...but the school authorities hushed it up, even though we were in the Upper Sixth and eighteen at the time. Apparently it didn't reflect well on their educational standards. Personally I think it would probably have encouraged far more people to join in, but, who am I?"

      By that time I'd brought my mouth under control and said, "Who are you? You're my wonderful, amazing Mum. I've got a better headline..." I sketched out the words in the air: "'Emma Riley IS Juliet.'"

      We fell into a tight affectionate embrace.

      "So, my Dad...?"

      She released me abruptly.

      "Oh, him," with a dismissive flick of her wrist, "let's just say he'd have been better off changing his name to Lothario. He had his charms...to which I'd been the first to acquiesce of course...but with all his new-found popularity he felt a need to try them out on anything in a skirt. So in the end I simply booted him out...no loss."

      I caressed through her hair. "And not a good role model for me?"

      She reached to caress through my own hair, "'What must be shall be.'", she smiled and turned away, paused, then turned back to me.

      "You know, if it's the macho bits that turned you on in Shakespeare, then you do know that at least three people in Romeo and Juliet are run through with daggers and swords? And that's not even including those two dying at the end?"

      
        "Yeah?" My interest was piqued.

      "Yeah. So the action's all there. The big thing is why they killed each other..."

      "And why was that?"

      "Oh, honor... and a great passion. Once you experience that kind of passion, life can never be the same..." She closed her eyes and smiled to herself.

      Mum left the kitchen and I heard her rooting around in one of her cupboards upstairs. When she came back down she was holding in her hands a tattered copy of the play 'Romeo and Juliet'.

      She smiled my way and, flicking the copy, said, "Still got all the notes in it, couldn't bear to throw it away."

      Then she made herself comfortable in the armchair and began leafing through it and pretty soon she was totally engrossed in the play, at times biting her bottom lip, at times smiling and at others holding her chest in anguish. And, finally, allowing a tear to fall down her cheek.

      She closed the copy and sighed, "Kevin, if you only knew the feelings this can evoke..."

      "You mean when someone's gutted with a dagger and dies a long and painful death?"

      "You philistine..." She half-smiled, got up and, walking past me, whopped me round the head with the play. Thankfully it was a soft-cover edition.

      She went back upstairs to her room and I heard various drawers being opened and closed.

      Then she came back down.

      In her arms was a soft bundle which she tossed across to me and said, "I really, really want you to appreciate Shakespeare, and to do that you're going to have to put these on. Now, give me about ten minutes and I'll call you when I'm ready. Oh, and when I do, leave just the hall light on, not the one at the top of the stairs, and bring the book."

      
        With that and with a smile over her shoulder, she left the room and I heard her jogging up the stairs to her bedroom. My attention was drawn back to the bundle. What was it? I placed it onto the sofa and began to sort through the items. A white satin blouse with puffy sleeves and pearly buttons. An elasticated black belt which simply hooked at the front. A pair of black opaque tights. And a pair of what looked to be soft ballerina shoes.

      She seriously wanted me to wear these? And what if Pete decides it's a good time to call round? If that happens I'll be up shit-creek without a paddle...

      So first things first, I went and locked the front and back doors and then turned out the light at the top of the stairs. Then I came back and surveyed the items. Well, if it'll make Mum happy...

      I'd stripped and quickly pulled on the strange costume and was in the process of going through some gymnastic exercises, amazed at the stretchiness of the nylon material but being vaguely uneasy at the fact that the blouse barely came down to cover my crotch, when Mum called to me.

      "Kevin, you ready? You can come up now, but stop on the half-landing, okay?"

      "Um, yeah, alright," I called back.

      I went up as far as the half-landing, where the staircase doglegged up to the darkness of the landing itself. I sort of stood there, okay, maybe crouched over slightly, vainly tugging at the front of my blouse where I sensed I was being exposed in spite of the opaqueness of the tights and my black underpants beneath them.

      Then Mum's bedroom door was thrown wide open, emitting a blaze of light surrounding an oh-so feminine silhouette which I thought for one moment was totally naked, such was the flimsiness of the white garment she was wearing.

      I didn't say a word, I was in total awe of the sight.

      The figure took a step forward and more details of my Mum came into focus. She'd braided her long chestnut hair and swept it around her head, leaving strands at either side to tumble down in waves over her cheeks. Her dress, was it a dress? Maybe some undergarment, with thin spaghetti straps which she wore hanging loosely over her upper arms, leaving the shoulders completely bare. She was equally bare-footed and, indeed, the only other item of clothing she seemed to be wearing was a brief, lace-edged pair of white panties which her costume failed miserably to conceal beneath its folds. The light coming from the room behind her served to outline the swells of her inner thighs, which undulated upwards until they parted before coming together again at the top in a gentle ripple.

      Kevin, I thought to myself, close that wide-open mouth of yours...

      She clasped her hands in front of her chest, thereby causing the tops of her breasts to swell out above the cleavage of her costume, and leaning over the balustrade, looked me straight in the eye, and whispered, "Act two, scene two, page two. By the way, where did you find the dagger?"

      I was disoriented by the sight of her leaning over, and I fumbled at the pages. "Dagger? I didn't. I...oh."

      "Oh, um, sorry..."

      "No, it's..."

      Mum's eyes were riveted on my crotch for a few moments before she seemed to reluctantly drag them away to see if I'd found the part she'd indicated.

      "Got it?" She glanced down again at my 'dagger'.

      I still fumbled the pages while trying to get the vision of her semi-clothed loveliness out of my head, but the view I'd just had of her nymph-like body silhouetted by the light from her room, with its breasts squashing up against the thin cotton and the delicate panties sensuously hugging the curve of her hips made it ridiculously impossible. My dagger was rapidly transforming itself into a sword.

      I didn't dare take my eyes from the page as I mumbled, "Okay, got it."

      But now Mum had begun to expel long, to me so erotic, sighs, so this inevitably drew my gaze upwards. She was smiling to herself with eyes closed, hugging herself as though clasping a lover. My own eyes were free to wander across her body.

      "O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo? Deny thy father and refuse thy name..."

      
        She rested her head on her shoulder and her hug tightened, pushing her breasts out further. She was still speaking but then I sensed a momentary pause when she opened her eyes to find my hypnotized gaze latched firmly onto her chest.

      "Oi, Romeo." She nodded at the book.

      "Oh, er, yeah, um, shall I hear more or shall I speak at this?"

      "'Tis but thy name that is my enemy..." She was looking towards the ceiling, her voice was imploring. "...What's in a name? That which we call a rose by any other word would smell as sweet..." Mmm, yes, I was in total agreement. Just like that perfume she loved to wear, a delicate blend that would linger whenever she passed by. "...take all myself."

      I was now enthralled and entered willingly into the spirit of the scene. I was no longer playacting, this really was me talking to my love.

      "I take thee at thy word. Call me but love and I'll be new baptized. Henceforth I never will be Romeo."

      Mum's head shot round in apparent surprise at being overheard, and she leaned down across the balustrade of the landing in my direction, though not catching my eye directly. I was thankful for this because I was looking directly down the deep chasm between her breasts.

      "What man art thou that, thus bescreened in night, so stumblest on my counsel?"

      "By a name I know not how to tell thee who I am..."

      I was enraptured.

      "My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself...."

      By now Mum had located the source of my voice and she raised her eyes from my dagger to my face.

      "...art thou not Romeo, and a Montague?"

      
        
      

      I could have simply walked up the remaining stairs to the landing, but, instead, clambered over the banister and reached up and across to the balustrade.

      "Neither, fair maid, if either thee dislike."

      She reached her arms out for me and hauled me up onto the landing where she straightway took me into her warm arms.

      "How camest thou hither, tell me, and wherefore?..." Her hands roamed my face and her fingers described the shape of my eyes and lips.

      "With love's light wings did I o'erperch these walls, for stony limits cannot hold love out, and what love can do, that dares love attempt....." I was searching her blue eyes and all I saw reflected was love.

      Did I dare to attempt?

      I tilted my head, closed my eyes and leant forward until my lips met hers, moist and giving and parting under the hesitant pressure of my own. She didn't recoil from my touch. On the contrary, she reciprocated urgently with her own mouth, and in an instant our tongues were writhing together in a dance of joy. We each had a hand in the other's hair pulling that face in as though to satisfy a ravenous hunger while the other hand looped around the waist and urged closer contact. Soon it was not only our hands doing the urging, but rather our hips pressing against one another and I felt the rigidity of my cock nestle into the soft swell of her lower belly. Mum rubbed her belly from side to side against it like a rolling-pin rolling out the pastry, while my hand lowered itself to the swellings of her ass and insistently persuaded her forward.

      Then of a sudden, reason seemed to prevail and we drew apart. Mum's eyes had also been closed and now she opened them to find me looking at her tenderly. In her look though was confusion, as though asking herself how we'd come to this juncture. I hoped my eyes were reflecting sincerity, because, while holding her gaze, I repeated,

      "What love can do, that dares love attempt."

      Any restraint she was feeling dissolved immediately with that and she pushed herself back into my arms and our wet kisses fell upon one another like a sudden rainstorm in summer.

      
        
      

      Her arms were entwined round my neck and my hands cupped beneath her lovely bottom and I lifted her willingly, her legs opening and wrapping themselves round my torso. Oh she was so hot down there. She bucked on my 'dagger', emitting tiny squeaks of pleasure, dry fucking me while holding me tight inside her thighs, squeezing the breath out of me. I walked her back into her bedroom, thrusting my hips upwards in exaggerated fashion with every step I took. There, I laid her down onto the bed, but she didn't release me and pulled me down with her. Still her thighs were clamped tightly round my waist and still she let out small groans of desire as still she thrust her loins up towards me.

      I knew that under these circumstances my pent-up passion was unlikely to hold itself in for much longer and I knew that her frotting herself against my dick was going to result in such an explosion of cum much sooner than later.

      "Mum...Emma..."

      "I know...I know Kev...let yourself cum...you need to...and I need to...oh, yes you don't know how I need to...."

      The floodgates broke with an involuntary gasp from me and I exploded over her belly, my cum oozing through the multiple layers of my underpants, tights and Mum's flimsy costume. She laughed happily and continued to hug and hump me. I continued thrusting at her belly until I felt myself emptied of all I had. I continued to lavish kisses all over her face while her hands ran up and down my back and down to my nylon-covered ass, squeezing it. She was laughing with pure joy, but I knew there was no way we could end it just like this. Her imploring whisper in my ear of 'you don't know how I need to...' spurred me on.

      I extricated myself from her hug and leant back on my knees. I gazed down at her, ravishing her with my eyes. Her braids had come away and her hair was splayed wantonly across the pillow, giving her the wild look of a gypsy. I smiled and reached down to the hem of her shift, soaked at the bottom by my cum. I lifted it over her hips and Mum, seeing my intention, raised her arms above her head so I could undress her completely. But as I was inverting it over her face, she brought one hand down to stop the upward motion and, looking me directly in the eye, licked at those globs of cum that had stained the material. She wiggled her tongue up at me, its tip paler from my juice. It was my turn to laugh before I lifted her shift away entirely, exposing her large breasts, lolling there to either side of her ribcage.

      The excited nipples stood out firm and hard from the flesh of her breasts, and Mum lay there smiling, watching me appreciate them, her arms still up above her head, offering me all the time I needed to take in the vision. But first things first. She had, perhaps unknowingly, whispered her own needs to me, and keeping my eyes fixed on hers, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties and, stretching them while she lifted her ass, lowered them to below her knees. Then I took her knees in my hands and eased them apart. Mum of her own volition opened them even further so I was greeted with an unrestricted view of her vulva, the pubic mound topped by a neatly clipped landing strip of pubic hair, and the dark skin of her outer lips framing the pinker tones of her inner labia which in their turn focused the eyes into her even pinker cave.

      It sucked me in like a whirlpool, and I lowered my face into it, lifting her ass so I could all the more easily sup at her delicacy. I teased her, but not for too long, by licking around the lips, and my tongue even went down as far as the puckered entrance to her asshole before returning and stabbing itself into her depths. This elicited a squeal of delight from Mum and she pushed her cunt even further up into my face in anticipation of my tongue's thrusts. They were so deep that my nose following hard up behind was being constantly attacked by the prickles of her pussy stubble. My tongue did a waltz inside her and she wriggled with joy, but it was when I slowed down and began a more reasoned exploration, finding and enquiring at the nub of her clit that she emitted wild screams and pulled at my ears to encourage me further. I sucked and she jerked in wild abandon. A finger of one of my hands holding her ass penetrated her hot back entrance and she bucked even more. Pretty soon she was gasping and pleading with me -- to stop or to go on I didn't know, but suddenly a violent shiver passed through the whole of her body from head to toe and she clamped her legs hard together round my head, transferring the tremors into me through her vibrating thighs.

      Then she released me and collapsed back, arms and legs flung out akimbo like a puppet with its strings cut. Her chest rose and fell heavily as she regained her breath. She looked down towards me to where my head still lay between her thighs and said softly, "Aren't you a bit overdressed for this party?"

      I looked down at myself, still fully dressed in blouse and tights, the elasticity of which allowed my dick to turret the front of my underpants. I was impressed myself that my dick had stiffened again so quickly

      "Well?"

      With a smile I clicked open the belt and gave Mum an impromptu striptease as I flicked the pearl buttons of the blouse open and eased my tights and underpants down to my knees to the accompaniment of a little hip-wiggling.

      And there it stood, my 'dagger'.

      Mum didn't take her eyes away and licked around her moist lips.

      
        "That's not a dagger..." I feigned disappointment. "That's not even a regular sword..." I was getting worried, didn't I match up to her expectations? She raised her gaze to my face and grinned, "...that's a mighty broadsword, haha..!"

      I laughed and dropped back down onto her body, every part of me aligning itself to her, lips to lips, chest to chest, belly to belly, toes to toes.....and dick to pussy. With a slight wriggle, Mum parted her legs to offer me entry.

      "Come on in, but don't cum in me..."

      Her pussy was already sopping wet and there was scant resistant as her curtains were pushed apart and I delved into that hotness that was my mother's cunt. I pushed myself in up to the hilt, and my balls banged up against her, eliciting a flicker in her eyes and a wide grin at her mouth. I was enclosed in this hot damp shaft, its walls pulsing against my thickness, its muscles gripping and then releasing my length.

      Then I started into a rhythm, gently at first, pushing and pulling through her slippery tunnel with half the length of my dick. As Mum reciprocated my speed increased until I was pounding at her with my full length, my balls swinging as they ricocheted against her ass below. Mum's fingers gripped at my back, her nails carving deep grooves into my skin as my pace quickened and our movements became a blur. And at the inevitable crescendo I whipped my dick quickly out of her hot pussy and, scrambling up her body, released a fountain of hot sperm across her face and into her open mouth. I scrambled further up and straddled her as she willingly took my whole length down her throat. I continued in the fucking of my Mum, only now I was fucking her mouth. This amazing creature was letting me do things to her that I'd never dreamt of. I was in a love that should never have been but inexplicably was, and I was thankful.

      As she licked up the last drops of my cum and I used my fingers to scoop up more from across her nose and cheeks and insert them between her soft lips, we gazed at each other in wonder.

      That night was long. It was the night of long conversations, of whispered secrets, of warm hugs, of silly jokes and of hot kisses and copulation. It was a night in which we quoted excerpts from Romeo and Juliet to one another and Mum reflected on that time she'd played the main role.

      She'd asked at one point whether I felt we were committing a sin in doing what we had done. I quoted back at her,

      "Sin from thy lips? O trespass sweetly urged! Give me my sin again."

      
        
      

      So she did.

      I'd discovered during that night that prior to my 'dad' making his theatrical entrance onto the scene, Mum had actually been smitten by the school's original Romeo, but he'd had to be downgraded to the role of someone called Mercutio in order to make way for my miscreant of a father. Apparently Mum had had a whole trainload of such admirers from afar. I could well imagine that was the case. But that was all history now.

      That night would live long in my memory, and dawn was already breaking as we fell into a deep sleep in each other's arms.

      Over a bleary-eyed breakfast later that morning, with Mum serving me coffee and toast while dressed in a semi-transparent negligee that made me think twice about going off to college that day, I casually mentioned that,

      "Guess what? We're going to be starting on 'Romeo and Juliet' today..."

      "Oh yeah? What's that about, then?"

      I laughed and reached over to her as she passed by, embracing her hips and kissing her navel, delving my tongue into its soft recess.

      "Now stop that and be on your way already." And she wiggled her ass out of my grasp.

      " 'I have more care to stay than will to go.' "

      She leant over and gave me an innocent kiss on my nose.

      "Me too, but I've got to get to work as well otherwise my boss'll fire me."

      "If he does I'll run him through with my dagger...well, not that dagger...I mean..."

      Mum giggled and pushed me towards the front door.

      
        
      

      "Okay, okay, I'm going..."

      Several hugs later I left the house.

      When the Shakespeare lesson came around I was already feeling the effects of sleeping only an hour or two that previous night, so I was sort of tuning out what Smaley was saying about the play in his introduction. I felt I could get away with closing my eyes for a few moments since the girls in the class were going all doey-eyed over him imagining themselves as Juliet to his Romeo and he wouldn't notice me not paying attention.

      It was when I felt someone shaking my shoulder and looked up to find all eyes turned on me and the girls sniggering that I realized I'd nodded off completely.

      "Welcome back Mr. Riley. Your absence has been duly noted."

      I roused myself and drew a hand across my eyes and blinked.

      Smaley sat down on the front table and said,

      "Look, I'm quite aware that Shakespeare can seem undecipherable, irrelevant, tedious and flatly boring to many of you...I give you exhibit one..." He gestured towards me and all the girls, hahaha, laughed, "...but, and how can I get this across to you? Shakespeare delves into the very soul of the human condition and if you come out of it at the other end with a firm understanding of what he's saying, then I seriously think it will make you a better person. In the same way Churchill had compact memorable phrases to urge your grandparents on and continue the struggle in the Second World War, so Shakespeare can conjure up magical emotions which can make you weep, laugh, tear out your heart, gird up your loins..."

      "Ooh, have you ever girded your loins, Sir?" one of the girls said.

      "Did you ever have a part in a Shakespeare play, Sir?"

      "Yeah, I bet he played Antony in Antony and Cleopatra..!" said another.

      
        "Can I be Cleopatra and you show me the kissing scene, Sir?" yet another swooned at him.

      At this, Smaley smiled and looked suddenly wistful.

      "I did play Romeo." The girls all oohed and aahed.

      "Well, tell the truth, I almost played Romeo."

      "What do you mean, Sir?" "What happened, Sir?" The girls were all ears.

      I was suddenly all ears too.

      "Alright, now I'm only telling you this because I believe it reinforces what I'm trying to get across to you. Mm..." It was a dramatic pause. "I was madly in love with a girl at school, and as luck would have it I was cast as Romeo to her Juliet..." There wasn't a sound from the whole class. "The more I prepared for my part, the more I realized that Shakespeare was expressing all those things I felt towards this girl and was putting those words into my mouth that would help me win her over...and then..."

      This was more than just a dramatic pause. I could see that Smaley was reliving his moment of heartbreak. Somebody said, "And then..?"

      "And then the school, in their ultimate wisdom, decided they wanted to whip some discipline into one of the other pupils, made him take over the part of Romeo, I was relegated to the part of Mercutio and was killed off at the beginning of the third act. Now, let's get on, shall we..?"

      He turned his back to the class in order to 'assemble' his notes and I could see he was having trouble struggling with his emotions.

      It was a relatively subdued period after that. I didn't take many notes, but I did write a couple of lines into a separate piece of paper.

      At the end of class the students filed out, while I hung back, in spite of Pete looking at me, looking at the football in his hand and indicating I should follow him.

      Smaley looked up from his notes. "Mr. Riley?"

      
        
      

      "Yes Sir, I'm sorry I nodded off back there, it wasn't because I was bored..."

      "That's alright Kevin, I know you're a bright student."

      "Thank you, Sir." It was my turn for the dramatic pause.

      "There's something else?"

      "I wondered if you'd mind if I could hand in my General Studies assignment to you now?"

      "It's not due until next week, there's no hurry."

      "Well, I really would appreciate it if you could look at it now."

      I handed him the folded sheet of paper. He looked at me quizzically and then unfolded the sheet and read,

      IF...

      If I could take you to your Juliet this very moment, would that be a good thing?

      His eyes shot up. "Yes, yes it would."

      I sighed. Ah, well, I guess over time I'll get used to being 'Smelly Kev'. After all, what's in a name?

    
  
    
      
        
      

      It was a Dark and Stormy Night...

      It was a dark and stormy night. You remember those spooky stories the group leader used to tell while everyone was huddled around the campfire? They always started with, "It was a dark and stormy night....." and then proceeded to scare the shit out of you.

      Well, this actually was a dark and stormy night and had been for the last hour or more. Fortunately for me, it was on the other side of my window pane. I myself was huddled up on the couch with a bag of crisps and a bottle of beer on the coffee table while I scrolled through Netflix looking idly for some mind-numbing movie to distract me from the fact that my girlfriend of eight months had yesterday packed her bags and walked out. She'd departed with some mumbled apology that it wasn't working out the way she'd thought, and....well, the door closed behind the rest of her sentence.

      Now I'm usually the type of bloke who's into action movies, with a bit of CGI thrown in to make them larger than life so I can live vicariously through them as the super-hero who eventually manages to acquire all the fame/girls/money/lifestyle a man requires. But now, for some reason, I thought one of those Hallmark-type romance movies might do the trick. One where the girl walks out on the guy only to later have regrets and return to find she's unintentionally thrown him into the arms of another. Yeah, that's what I needed. That'd show her....

      There was a knock at the front door. I say a knock, but it was more a kind of dull thump at the door.

      She was back already? I threw off the blanket I'd snuggled under and went through to the hall. I looked towards the front door with its frosted glass panels when suddenly there was a flash of lightning and an almost simultaneous crash of thunder. A silhouette was highlighted outside. There was a small, dark, hunched body with, apparently, no arms. Definitely not the silhouette of the dear departed Mandy. A shiver of nightmarish campfire memories and almost pissing my pants was suddenly felt but just as quickly dismissed. I was an adult now, for God's sake, studying for my Master's.

      I didn't really know anybody in the neighbourhood, so... get dressed? No, they'd have to take me as they found me, which was basically barefoot, wearing just a T-shirt and boxers.

      I turned the hall light on just as the figure thumped again and this time its head slumped heavily against the glass. It was a woman. And apparently in some distress. I rushed forward and swung the door open. The figure that had still been leaning against it dropped heavily forward into my arms. It was a freezing, shivering lump. I hadn't seen its arms through the glass because they were wrapped tightly around the flimsy dress she was wearing. She'd been knocking with her head. And she was soaking, with water dripping from every low point of her figure - from the hem of her dress, from her elbows which she still held protectively round her body, and from her shaggy disheveled hair which hung in a matted clump across her face.

      I put my arm around her and pulled her, half lifted her, into the house and straight through into the warm living-room. She was shivering uncontrollably. I had a small electric fire in the corner with just one bar turned on. I hurriedly dragged it across to the couch where I'd placed this miserable wretch and turned on the other two bars. I felt the increase in heat immediately, but, apparently, she didn't. It was clear she was suffering from some degree of hypothermia. But how the hell do you treat a hypothermia case? Well, reheat, obviously. Half-remembered instructions from some first-aid course I'd attended at Uni flickered through my mind. While I was trying to get those instructions into some kind of workable order and racking my brain for a good solution, I swept the sodden mass of hair away from her face.

      That stricken face was a pale shade of blue, but not from the eyeliner and mascara that had streamed down her cheeks. It managed somehow to look up at me, apparently realizing help was at hand, and I found that I was looking into the pleading, hazel-coloured eyes of Julie, my mother.

      Maybe it was the shock of seeing her, but what I had to do now clicked firmly into place.

      I laid her down gently onto the couch. First thing - remove her wet clothing. No if's and but's. It wasn't as though there was much to remove anyway. But women's clothing has all these hidden facets, like fastenings which are not meant to be seen because to do so would spoil the look of the outfit. Well, bugger that. After a few moments looking in vain for the way her dress was put together, I simply put my two hands into her top and pulled it apart. It ripped open like tissue paper. I lifted it away from her and threw it to one side.

      The lingerie she was wearing underneath came as no surprise. Perhaps because it was obvious through the soaked transparency of her flimsy dress, I'd already subconsciously noted when handling her that she was wearing black underneath. What was surprising was how sexy were the low-cut embroidered bra and high-rise panties. No time though. I reached behind her, unhooked her bra and slid the narrow straps off her shoulders and down her non-resisting arms. I threw that in the same direction as the dress. Her released breasts now lolled to either side of her rib cage. But no time. I hooked my fingers into the top of her pantyhose and lifting her bum, yanked downwards. They came off her together with her subconsciously-noted sexy panties, and then she was naked. No time, though.

      I rushed across to the bathroom and yanked a big bath-towel out of the cupboard then rushed back to perform stage two: Dry her off. A few rubs of her hair but then I concentrated on her torso. I was tempted to rub vigorously up and down her arms and legs but I remembered I shouldn't do that. Apparently it can stress the heart and lungs. So I dabbed her dry and wrapped her in the towel. But no time, no time. I carried her, she was so light, through to the bedroom and I pulled the covers of the bed back and placed her as gently as possible into it and covered her. She was mumbling incoherently all the time. But that was good, wasn't it? If she'd completely lost consciousness I'd probably be hysterical. But no time, no time - need more heat, more blankets. I rushed back into the living-room and brought back the one I'd been using on the couch. Her head was exposed...so some sort of hat? I rummaged quickly through the drawers and found the bobble hat I wore to the footy. I pulled it down onto her head and over her ears. The bed was beginning to resemble a small hill with all the things I was piling on top of it, but when I pulled the hat on, it was like dressing a snowman.

      There was nothing for it. I looked down at that suffering face and knew what I had to do. The best source of heat was... me. I pulled my shirt over my head, stepped out of my boxers and got into bed with my Mum. Now I knew what survivors of the Titanic must have felt like in the freezing water and having to share a plank with another frozen passenger.

      I cuddled up to her. I tried to cover as much of her body as I could with mine. I breathed the hot air from my mouth into hers. She was mumbling. I, for my part, carried on an obviously one-sided conversation - "What the hell were you doing out on a night like this...We'll have you right in no time...I'd better ring Steve when I get the chance...." Her eyes seemed to open wide at this point and the shaking of her head seemed to indicate that this was a bad idea. But at least she was responding, right? I mean, she was taking in what I was saying. So I hugged her even closer, if that was possible, and continued whispering a stream of nonsense into her ear. I told her Mandy and I had broken up so I just happened to be on the lookout for someone to share my bed with, anyway. I just hadn't realized it was going to be her.

      She seemed to feebly respond to this and put her arms around my neck. "No, no, you can't put your arms outside the bed, you've got to keep them covered..." so her cold hands cupped my bum instead. I was lying directly on top of her with my legs open so I could hold hers on the inside of my thighs. Her neatly trimmed bush (yes, I had taken a quick glance...) was frizzy against my cock. My cock with a mind of its own which couldn't understand why it was pushing up against a woman's pubis but not attempting entry.

      That's because its owner himself was not yet seeing this woman as a sexual being but as someone who simply needed help. I continued talking, whispering into her ear, because maybe that might refocus the issue.

      "I bet we'll be laughing about it by this time next year, I'll be saying things like, 'Yeah, that's my Mum, I don't really know how I was conceived, she's so cold in bed....yeah, she's frigid....'. No, I'm sorry, I'm not making light of this, I'm just trying to get you to stay with me, okay? Can you say something?"

      She turned her head slightly towards me and I heard her whisper, "sorry...un...feelin' bitch...can't even feel ...toes..."

      
        
      

      So I started to play footsie with her, trying to manipulate her toes under the blankets. I glimpsed the beginning of a smile.

      But I was still worried, I felt she wasn't warming up at any good rate. Of course, the next thing: a warm drink was recommended as a fast way to get some heat inside - but NOT alcohol, no way. So, out of bed, quick, quick...milk, yeah. But if I put it in a pan it'd boil over, wouldn't it, 'cause I'd have to quickly get back to the bed while it heated up. Scratch head, umm...memories of helping an old girlfriend to babysit came back to me...pan of water to heat, milk in container stood in that, and...back to bed...she was still with me, phew...straddle her thawing body...five minutes? No, give it seven...out of bed, rush to the kitchen, water bubbling away merrily, take out the milk, take a sip. Not too hot but definitely hot enough...back to the bed...persuade her into some sort of recumbent position, offer up the milk to her lips...unsteadily at first, but then more confidently she drank it, even bringing one hand up to help steady the cup. A grateful smile. Now we're getting somewhere. Cup to one side, back to cuddling.

      I was woken by the morning sun on my face.

      I'd eventually fallen asleep last night after what was probably another couple of hours of holding my Mum and prattling on about everything and nothing just so she wouldn't fall asleep - I felt that could have been dangerous, but in the end it was so warm lying there next to her, on her, eventually feeling reciprocal heat from her body, and with that, the relaxation of my own fears, thinking - yeah, she's gonna be alright...

      So. I felt across the bed. I was alone. I shot bolt-upright, wide awake. Where was Mum? I leapt out of bed and through to the living room. There was Mum sat quietly as could be at the dining table, dressed incongruously in one of my T-shirts and a pair of my running-shorts, scooping jam up onto a freshly-made slice of toast.

      "'Morning. You want coffee? The water's just boiled..."

      She got up and came towards me, grinning widely, threw her arms round my neck and crushed herself into me.

      "Lifesaver."

      I couldn't help it, I threw my own arms around her back and kissed into her now neatly-combed, shoulder-length hair, her ear, her cheek, and then my tongue was on her lips, prising them apart. She kissed me back, laughing into my mouth. Then she was kissing at my cheek and my neck. Then she pulled away.

      "By the way..." and her hand reached down to flick my penis, "you might want to...?"

      I looked down at my nakedness with its morning wood poking out brazenly between her legs.

      "Oh, yeah...sorry..."

      "Don't be."

      I scurried back into the bedroom, knowing that she was probably watching my bare ass as I went. I quickly pulled on shorts and another T-shirt, tried to persuade my dick to cool it a bit, then returned to the living room.

      She'd made me coffee and thrown a slice of toast onto a plate.

      "So..." we both said at the same time, and both laughed.

      "Me first," she said.

      "But what..?" I was eager to know but she shushed me with a finger up to my mouth.

      "So. Yesterday, me and Millie from work, we decided we needed a weekend getaway, you know, at one of those health and beauty spas. I mean, I've been looking forward to one of those lovely, long, luscious, drawn-out massages, I had my heart set on it, and we'd booked for two days at this really expensive place about thirty miles away..."

      "But you're already beautiful..."

      "Stoppit. Women don't go there because they have to, they go because they like to feel pampered once in a blue moon..."

      
        "Figures, I guess..."

      "Anyway, we drove all the way there in Millie's car and just as we were booking in she got this message to say that her son, Tony, had had an accident and been taken into hospital. Nothing serious, but she knew she wouldn't be able to relax knowing he was lying there in traction. So we turned the car round and came all the way back. She dropped me off at our house and continued on to the hospital."

      "Uh uh..."

      "Uh uh, indeed. I came into the house quietly, dropped my luggage, handbag and coat in the hall and came through into the living room to find..."

      "Uh uh..."

      "...this fucking hairy arse trying to imitate a piston, if a piston huffs and puffs and wheezes, between those flabby, varicose-veined, cellulite-ridden hind-quarters of that blatant whore from across the road..."

      Her voice had risen and was now filled with venom, her eyes filling with tears at the memory, but surprisingly she kept herself under control and continued her story.

      "She was making such a row. I don't know why, he's nothing special in the downstairs package. And I'm sure half the street's been plowing her furrow so I'm sure it must look like the M1 down there...and I'm talking the four fucking lane M1 here..."

      I couldn't resist visualizing it.

      "...anyway, I turned on my heel, left the house and slammed the door behind me..."

      "Leaving everything behind you. Purse, wallet, coat, car keys..."

      "...but I didn't care, I just started walking. I knew I couldn't go back. Maybe I wasn't thinking straight, I was so mad..."

      
        "So you decided to come here."

      "Yeah. I just started walking..."

      "...and walking and walking. Mum, you live almost ten miles away...!"

      "True, but it was a nice evening. Until the rain started, that is. And then the storm and the temperature dropping. But by then I was already practically half-way here, I couldn't stop then and I didn't know anyone in that area, so..."

      "So you kept on walking..."

      I took her into my arms and she let the tears flow freely now into the neck of my shirt. I hugged her and kissed her and rocked her back and forth.

      We were quiet for a while. Her tears subsided and she pulled herself together. It was time for me to show a bit of leadership here. He wasn't my real father, who'd died while I was still in my early teens, and so, this Steve? I'd have no problem belting him one, or two or more. I'd enjoy it in fact, since I'd never really gotten on with him and had been fortunate to be able to leave home relatively early because of Dad's quite generous insurance payments.

      "Okay then, here's what we'll do. You might not have keys to the house, but I do. He works Saturday mornings, doesn't he?"

      "Yeah, unless he's had a bout of guilty conscience..."

      "Unlikely. So I'm going to drive round and pick up everything you need. What do you need? And don't hold back, my car's got a big boot..."

      "Yeah, a boot like her fucking ass...oops, sorry..."

      We both burst out laughing.

      
        After being reassured that she was feeling well and wasn't going to have a relapse in the meantime, I drove over to Mum's house. Steve's car wasn't there. I opened the door and right there in the hall was Mum's gear, just as she'd left it. So that was the first thing into the car. A few more back-and-forths with suitcases from her bedroom, with clothes and shoes and underwear simply scooped up and packed inside them to bursting point, and then that was it...or, no it wasn't. Her toiletries. I found a sheet and piled all these bottles and tubes and squeezy things into it and then tied it like a tramp's swag.

      I left out one tube of lipstick and, with it, felt I just had to write 'YOU FUCKING CUNT' onto the screen of their large-format TV in the living room. I tossed the lipstick over my shoulder, left the house and drove home. As I was pulling away I saw in my rearview mirror Steve's car just turning into the road. Probably that bitch from across the way had seen me coming and going and had phoned him up. No sweat.

      As I got out of the car at my place, the door opened and Mum ran out to enclose me in a generously deep hug. She was all smiles.

      "You know what I thought while you were away?"

      "What?"

      "That fucking house is in my fucking name! It's all fucking mine!" she laughed.

      "Well...fucking hell!" was all I could grin and say.

      For the next hour or so we were like a newly-married couple setting up their new home. My cupboards and drawers which up till now had been half-empty suddenly became overloaded with female 'accoutrements', or 'stuff' as I usually called it. We engaged in small-talk as we worked.

      "I had to throw out a full bottle of beer. It was flat."

      "How do you know it was flat?"

      "Well, I took a swig... and what's with you watching romance movies on Netflix? I didn't clock you as the romantic type."

      
        "I have my moments." I twirled her round and kissed her full on the lips. "Ah, um, sorry, Mum..."

      Suddenly I'd realized what a peculiar situation this was and I backed off.

      "You don't have to be sorry about anything, love. You remember last night?"

      "Uh, vividly."

      "Well I do too. In fact, I remember everything you were telling me while trying to keep me awake. I couldn't answer but I heard it all."

      "All as in 'all'?"

      "Every last delicious tidbit."

      "Oh. Even the bit when I said....?"

      "Huhuh." She nodded her head with a quirky smile on her face, came up to me and put both arms round the back of my neck and pulled me in for the most succulent kiss I've ever had and which will still warm my heart when I'm doolally and can't remember why whatever it was warms my heart.

      "I do too," she said, and laid her head into the crook of my neck and let out a sigh.

      Then she released me and turned away while raising her hand to rub at the side of her own neck. She let out another sigh, but this time it was more of a groan.

      "You okay, Mum?"

      "Yeah, I guess some bits get a little rusty when they're left out in the rain..."

      "Come here..." With her back to me, I lifted my hands to her shoulders and lower neck and began to knead around the area of her shoulder-blades. The groan she immediately emitted was not the groan she'd made just a moment ago. This one was made while throwing her head back and was both surprising and, I've got to say, more than a little erotic. It was the type of groan I'd heard before in some of the porn movies on my computer just before one, or ideally both, of the actors erupted in cum-splattering climaxes.

      "Um, is that, um, doing the...trick...?"

      "Oh, wow, yes. Mmm, I think you've missed your calling. Stop all that studying for your Master's shit and be a masseur instead...mmmmmm..."

      "I'll think about it."

      I massaged her neck for a short while longer and her soft, now warm and welcoming, body folded itself into my arms. She snuggled up, and it occurred to me through her softness that she was still wearing my shirt and shorts from this morning - that is to say, just my shirt and shorts, without bra, without panties. It was as if the last twelve or so hours had never happened and I was reverting to the person I'd been before, just a horny young fellow happy to catch the odd sight of a bit of down-blouse breast or upskirt panties. You wouldn't believe my naked body had been in constant contact with hers all night long. I could have stayed like that all day, of course, now being tempted to catch a glimpse of her breasts since the shirt was so big on her, but Mum roused herself and said she was going to prepare us a meal, "If," she said, "you've got anything in your fridge beside six-packs of beer?" I assured her I had learned the basics of house-maintenance and had only a couple of days ago gone shopping for provisions. I'd been planning a romantic meal with Mandy, but....

      She shooed me away from the kitchen when I offered to help and I sat back down at the table, observing her from afar. I'd been entirely honest when I told her she was already beautiful and had no need to go to any salon. And she really was. I couldn't keep my eyes off her, standing at the stove, and wondered if she was actually more comfortable in my stuff. It certainly gave her freedom of movement. I imagined the shorts as a mini- skirt, an incredibly short skirt, the kind she might be arrested for if she bent over. As for the T-shirt, well, her heavy breasts swung lusciously from side to side as she searched for the different kitchen tools - up to the high cupboards revealing her pale side breast where the overlarge arm-hole drooped open, and down into the bottom of the fridge, revealing the fall of them while she bent over looking for suitable vegetables for a salad.

      From time to time she rubbed at her neck which still seemed to be bothering her.

      Okay then, so there was something I had to do. I got up and went into the bedroom. I rooted around for what I had in mind and set up everything. This, yes, and, oh yes, that, and where did I put those...aha, yes...perfect...and didn't I bring something from Mum's house in the swag...?

      "Mum, the food, will it keep for half-an-hour or so? It smells good but you smell better...."

      
        
      

      Mum looked at me over her shoulder, one eyebrow raised, the wooden spoon which she'd been using for stirring still in her hand. I stood there with my best appealing look and innocent charm.

      "Wow, you come out with that kind of thing a lot? Why aren't the girls queuing up outside?"

      Without another thought I swept her up in my arms. She looked from me to the spoon and offered me to taste.

      "Yummy."

      She reached round behind her and returned the spoon to the saucepan and turned off the stove, then turned her body back to me and linked her arms round my neck. With that, I carried her through to the bedroom.

      "Eyes closed."

      I laid her down onto the bed.

      "Open."

      Inside, the room was an Aladdin's Cave shade of red. I'd taken one of Mum's silken, semi-opaque scarves I'd found at her home and draped it over the bedside lamp. The air was filled with the sweet scent of the joss stick I'd lit and placed into a glass on the bedside table. Also on the table I'd placed folded towels and a chafing dish for food under which a small candle flickered and in which stood a small bowl of scented oil, care of Mum's swag. Somewhere in the background there was low, instrumental mood music.

      Mum's arms were still round my neck as I placed her on the bed. She peered from side to side and a big grin spread across her face before she pulled me in for yet another kiss for the memory books.

      "I love you so much."

      "Me too. You."

      
        
      

      And I lowered my lips onto hers, which parted to accept my tongue. I found hers and somehow hooked onto it and drew it out into my own mouth while I lowered my body gently onto hers. Her contours became my contours and there wasn't a millimeter of space between us.

      We continued kissing, angling our heads to get better access for our mouths, and our hands investigated through the undergrowth of one another's hair with our fingers twisting into the curls and waves and brushing away the hair that was interfering with our view of the other's face.

      I lifted my head in order to focus better. Mum's face. I kissed her nose. Then refocused. I kissed her eyelids. Refocused yet again and came back down to repossess her mouth.

      Mum's hands by this time had made their way round my back and were delving underneath my shirt, spreading the fingers wide to pull me onto her. Her legs crept out from underneath me and now looped themselves round my waist. Now there was really no space between us.

      "This your massage parlour then, is it?"

      "Yeah, you like it?"

      "I do. Will this be your first time giving someone like me a total massage, kneading and manipulating my whole body, only to leave me begging for more? Will I be the first to submit to your..." That raised eyebrow again. "...ministrations?"

      "Let me think. Apart from what I gave you earlier? Then, yeah, I guess so."

      Why were we whispering?

      "So would you mind if I gave you directions?"

      "Couldn't hurt..."

      "Hope not..."

      
        And her hand delved into the top of my shorts and she drew out my, for a long time now, rock-hard dick which had been emphasizing its presence to her lower body. With one of her fingers she flicked aside the wide leg of her (my) shorts and directed me to the mouth of her waiting hot hole.

      "It's a toss-up between my neck and down there. Do you want me to choose?"

      "Yes."

      "Okay."

      And with a smile she opened her legs wider and pushed herself down onto my rod. Her juicy lips parted sweetly and I slid in up to the hilt, only prevented from going in further by my ball sac bumping up against her ass. Her head went back and she let out another one of those pornographic groans which turned rapidly into a growl as she started to grind herself onto me. I was the stick to her lollipop.

      She screwed her eyes closed and all her concentration seemed to be on the clenching and unclenching of her pussy walls as I creamed in and out of her. With each thrust I tried to excavate more of her insides. I was determined to somehow get more of my dick inside her, and I gripped her bum while bringing my knees up close, so her ass was in the air and I was ramming her for all I was worth. For her part, her head was swinging wildly from side to side and she grabbed a hold of one of the pillows and clamped it into her mouth, making these strange squeaking noises as though I was performing some sort of amputation without anesthetic. Her pumping was matching mine as we sped up and then she threw the pillow to the other side of the room, threw her head back, and let out a long scream of, "Aaaaahhhh....Yessssssssss...!!!!"

      That scream released my own pent-up cum and it gushed straight up into her, throbbing urgently through my cock and into her hot depths. And even when my dick was thoroughly drained I continued to pump, gradually coming down from the high like an express train coming into the station. A train would stop and then release its steam - we, for our part, were satisfied with panting heavily and grinning at each other. Mum reached up to my face and stroked my cheek. I took the hand and lavished kisses all over it.

      I extracted my dick sloppily from her overflowing cunt, and her legs released their grip on my waist. I gripped the top of her (my) shorts and pulled them up her legs which were now pointing towards the ceiling. I threw them to one side. Then I gripped the hem of her (my) shirt and inverted it over her head. Her arms were stretched out above and behind her, and while her face was hidden under the shirt I could have easily taken a few precious moments to ogle her heavy breasts with their dark aroused nipples without her knowing, but I didn't want to do it without her seeing how much it meant to me. So I continued lifting it, and as her face came into view and I threw the shirt behind the bed, she saw how entranced I was by them, so, keeping her eyes on me, she reached down and cradled them both up to me like a sacrificial offering.

      Me: "They're beautiful."

      Her: "They're heavy."

      Me: "They're ideal."

      Her: "They're for you."

      Me: "Well, in that case..."

      She giggled as I grabbed hold of her round the waist, rolled the two of us over and lifted her so that her lovely breasts were now hanging down over my face.

      I lowered her left nipple, together with a fair portion of the breast itself, into my mouth. I sucked at the breast and my tongue swirled itself round the small bumps of her areola while feeling the nipple itself grow exponentially in its excitement. My left hand busied itself with her right breast and while I was doing that, Mum, squirming, rubbed her hot pussy from which our juices were pouring out, along the length of my crotch. She sped up, eyes closed, very much in her own world, exhilarating in the sensations, dry humping me with abandon. Once again she climaxed loudly.

      God, if I loved her before, I worshipped her now.

      "Mmm, oh, I got you all hard again. Poor you. It's not fair of me, I was being very selfish."

      With that, she pulled herself off and stretched out next to me on her stomach, the red glow from the lamp highlighting the bikini tan she'd apparently acquired last summer. Not exactly a bikini tan because there was no bra line across her back, and a pale triangle covered only the barest minimum of flesh on her ass. She'd certainly been determined to acquire the most comprehensive tan while apparently maintaining a minimum of decency, and I now regretted being unable to join her on that vacation because of my study commitments. Never mind, I would definitely not have got any studying done if I'd been there daydreaming and gladly passing the time of day watching her slowly turn a golden brown. I was brought back to the present when she lifted that pale ass into the air while resting herself on elbows and knees. She looked across at me, smiled, and swung her bum from side to side.

      
        
      

      I didn't need a second hint and I got up behind her in between her parted legs and rammed my cock once again into her juicy hole. I held her by the waist and her bum cheeks quivered under my repeated attacks. Then I spread myself across her back so I could grasp hold of and pleasure her hanging breasts while my ass bounced up and down behind her and I shagged her like a hot bitch. Again my cock bulged before releasing its pent-up juice into the far reaches of her cunt to the accompaniment of her animal grunting from down below.

      We both collapsed onto the mattress of the bed and lay there for a long while, not much seemingly happening between us besides me giving her breasts an occasional squeeze and twitching my cock inside her. She replied by contracting the walls of her pussy around me.

      "Food?"

      "Shower."

      "Massage?"

      "Later."

      And she extricated herself, bounced off the bed and headed for the shower. In the doorway though, she stopped, held on to the jamb, looked back at me over her shoulder, smiled, wiggled her ass and exited to the bathroom. I was already pressing close up to her as she reached it and we entered as one body. The time we spent in the shower can be estimated from the fact that at some point the hot water ran out and we had to beat a hasty retreat. But it was time well spent as I used it to explore every facet of Mum's body and she mine. I knelt in front of her pussy while she opened her legs and let me explore the length of her labia with my tongue. She herself held the lips open and pressed her groin forward to help me search for her clitoris. My fingers investigated along with my tongue and they eventually ended up at the puckered entrance to her ass. Dare I? I tentatively made a couple of circles around her entrance with my middle finger. There was no objection heard. If anything the little wriggle she made could be interpreted as encouragement, so I pressed the finger up inside. She made a short gasp and then started to hump my finger. My index finger joined in. Oh wow, it was driving her wild, and hot water and suds were being splashed in all directions. She couldn't take a third, could she? You don't know my Mum - she could.

      With my tongue inside her pussy and three fingers up her ass she came loudly onto my mouth.

      
        She held onto the sides of my face and looked down into my eyes while I looked up at her, the water streaming off her chin and down onto my forehead.

      "Mmm, phew, I remember that was one of the things you told me last night."

      "What was?"

      "That you love my ass."

      "I meant I love it when I'm behind you and watching you walk down the street..."

      "So you don't like...?"

      "Do you?"

      "Dunno, never tried it. Your Dad was never one to experiment very much, and Steve...let's just not talk about Steve..."

      "You seemed to like it just now when I..."

      "Oh wow, yeah that was...can't think of a word...umm, unexpected? Shocking? Startling?"

      "Nice, then?"

      She grabbed my face and brought hers up close. Quietly, she said,

      "Let's just say it's your birthday in a few days. And at least now I know what to get you."

      She laughed and we kissed, embracing one another deeply.

      Then the hot water ran out.

      
        Back in the kitchen, the food had congealed slightly, but Mum's culinary expertise soon put it to rights and we later sat at the table enjoying a companionable meal - a healthy meal, I might say, as Mum had managed to miraculously round up the few vegetables in my fridge to prepare a great salad.

      Mm, one thing to thank Mandy for, at least.

      As we toyed with the last items on our plates, me chasing a baby carrot around the rim and both of us playing footsie under the table, we both said,

      "So..."

      "Well..."

      We laughed. And then we formulated our plan of action.

      As we turned into Mum's street, in the distance we saw that lard-arsed neighbour scurrying back across to her own house. Mum said it was okay and we could easily trace her from the snail trail she left behind her, so we ignored her and pulled up outside Mum's house.

      We didn't knock, of course. Who knocks at the door of their own house? We used my key and went through into the living-room where Steve was slouched across the sofa. He didn't get up and looked at us with a hint of defiance and ready to stand his ground...or to slouch on it at least.

      Mum pre-empted any attempt at apology or otherwise and told him he had three days to get his stuff together and clear out. At that point Steve did get up from the couch and approached Mum with a hint of menace and a threatening finger.

      "Now look here, Julie..."

      I placed my imposing hulk between them.

      "No. You look here. She told you, you've got three days. Get out. Go see if your tart'll take you in."

      
        He went to lift a fist to me, but apparently I'd inherited from Mum the use of the raised eyebrow.

      He backed down.

      "That's it. We've got nothing more to say. Come on, Danny"

      Did I mention my name's Daniel?

      And we left.

      We actually left in two cars. After all, we didn't want Steve daubing insults in lipstick all over Mum's windscreen. So juvenile.

      We didn't bother keeping tabs on him, but four days later (we didn't want arguments over the exact definition of three days) we came back to the house to find it empty. All his stuff had gone. Had he moved across to the slut's? Who knows? We didn't care. We'd arrived by way of the shopping mall where we'd bought a few small items. The first of these were new locks to the front and back doors and the garage, which I promptly began installing. While I was doing that, Mum set about seeing if the other things we'd bought were suitable.

      There was a polite cough behind me, as though sorry to interrupt my work.

      I looked round and was spellbound.

      Oh my God, they were so suitable...! She leant there smiling in the doorway, wearing a black lace negligée tied with a cute bow at the top and billowing out at the bottom to just above her knees. Underneath that she wore a similarly seethru, low cut black bra above which hints of areolae were peeking, and a pair of equally seethru black bikini panties which showed the Brazilian wax she'd just had done yesterday and the indent of her pussy itself. Between her thumb and forefinger she let a plastic bottle of baby oil swing casually to and fro.

      I looked up and was spellbound.

      "Happy Birthday, Danny." She grinned, turned and sauntered sedately away, undulating her ass and swinging the oil over her shoulder. Upstairs I found her on the bed on her knees and elbows, facing the headboard, her negligée up above her waist, her panties down around her knees and the bottle of oil balancing on the top of her raised ass. And a condom.

      "Just don't start lighting any candles up there..."

      I laughed. I was already naked in anticipation. And my cock was already hard in anticipation. I took the condom and rolled it on. Hmm, Mum seemed to know my size. Then I climbed up onto the bed behind her and took the bottle from on her ass. It had one of those push-lever tops, so I pressed it and applied a liberal stream along the whole length of my dick, not just the head. So I was going to go in fully then? It seemed so. I hoped so. With that hope, I rubbed the oil all over it. Then I squirted up Mum's ass and around the hole.

      "Ooh, cold...."

      With my finger I pushed the oil inside and swirled it around.

      And now....

      I placed my dick at the entrance to her ass and levered it up and down along her crevice. On each downstroke I urged myself forward a little bit more. Her puckered hole was getting used to my almost-intrusion and her muscles were relaxing. Then I made a preliminary foray forward and my cockhead disappeared for a moment before I pulled out again. Mum's ass now came back to meet it in anticipation and I slid forward once again, this time meeting resistance from her sphincter. I nudged at it and I felt it relax. A bit more and then I was in! Mum grunted, so I took it easy, resting there for a moment, letting her adjust before creeping my dick forward. The inside of her ass was so hot, and I was sliding, sliding along her hot tube. Then I stopped. I was inside her the whole way. I experimentally banged up against her ass to make sure I couldn't get maybe another couple of millimeters up inside her, and then I started to withdraw, like a suction pump.

      Her ass walls seemed to contract round my dick on its way back to her entrance, but then easily widened out again as I made a renewed thrust back inside. And Mum was helping. While I was at the mouth of her ass she pushed back onto me and I was already deep inside her once again. Now we were picking up speed and I felt one of her hands below my dick at her bottom. She was frigging on her clit.

      I know it's usually just in fap stories, but the two of us actually came in unison. We really did. Then we just lay there, spooning. I kissed her neck.

      
        "That was the bestest present ever. How did you know that was what I wanted?"

      "That night I came to you. It was a very lonnnnggg night, but I told you I remembered everything you said."

      "But I don't remember mentioning anal intercourse..."

      "Not in so many words, but you did say you'd do anything for me and that anything I wanted, you'd want just as much..."

      She turned to me and my dick exited her ass with a plop and we kissed and embraced into the night.

      Mum said she didn't want to stay in her house any more, she felt it had been violated and was no longer her home, and if she was forced to live opposite that mangy whore...well, you get her meaning.

      So we were back at my place. We were cuddled up on the sofa one evening and I'd just turned on that Netflix movie, the one I never got round to finishing, when there was a knock at the door.

      "I'll get it."

      I went through and opened the door to find Mandy standing there with a big case.

      "Look, I know you're going to hate me, and..."

      I closed the door on her. It somehow seemed appropriate.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Her Manuscript

      My mum had sent off her manuscript with a light heart to various publishers and we, that is Mum, Dad and I, had gone down the pub to celebrate the end of what had seemed to us to be months of giving her a wide berth while she went through tortuous writing, rewriting, correcting, binning, cursing, raging and finally emerging with a triumphant smile on her face, clutching the oeuvre to her ample bosom.

      But that euphoria now seemed a distant memory as the weeks had gone by and the rejection slips had begun to drop ominously like tolling bells through our letterbox.

      And that's why I'd now come home to find her slouched disconsolately in the kitchen, the latest publisher's reply screwed up in her hand while her tears fell unashamedly onto the tabletop. I dropped my backpack to the floor and rushed over to her, taking her into my arms and wiping the tears from her eyes and the smudged mascara from her cheeks. What I didn't attempt was to mop up the stream which had cascaded down her chest and turned her into a potential Wet T-shirt contestant.

      "Hey, hey, Mum, it's alright, I'm here, shush now..."

      "Oh, Ian, I've just received a rejection from the last publisher I sent my story to...that's it, they don't like it, it's over..."

      "No it's not. It's not. Show me the letter."

      I kept one arm round her shoulder, holding her to me while I spread out the creased, damp sheet of paper she proffered to me. I ironed it out across my lap because it was no use laying it out onto the table which at the moment was more like a reservoir. I began to read to the accompaniment of her sniffles, smoothing down her wavy blond hair and humming softly in a vain attempt to calm her.

      "Mum, you know this letter is really not so bad..." another sniffle. "Okay, they've rejected it, but they're leaving you the option to revise it, edit it together with a few more things and then resubmit. Mum, that's not a total rejection, they're actually encouraging you..!"

      "But they've all said 'no'. Just look at this pile of letters..."

      
        She opened one. 'We are very sorry but at this moment we are not receiving...' and another, 'I am afraid we only accept from published authors...' and yet another, 'Our readership would not find this subject suitable...' She brushed them all off the table onto the floor.

      "I really thought my story was good. At least I was sure it was better than some of the crap I read from these people..."

      I honestly thought she should be aiming a little higher than a comparison to a turd, but I kept that to myself.

      "Mum, it sounds like this last fellow is actually sincere. He does seem to have read it, unlike those others, and he does sound as if he's offering you some good advice, and as they say, 'If at first you don't succeed..."

      "Give up on the lion taming?" She laughed through her tears and we fell into a soft hug, her breasts pressing up against me, making my own shirt damp, and my lips kissing through her scented hair. If it hadn't been my mission to bolster her confidence, I could have stayed like that a long time, but we broke apart and I sighed.

      "The publisher says you should edit it. So, who did you find to edit the original?"

      "The original? Well, nobody. I went through it all myself..."

      "Stop right there. You're telling me nobody looked at the piece with a pair of fresh eyes and offered you suggestions? Not Aunty Joan or maybe someone in your office? Or Dad?"

      "No, I..."

      "But, Mum, that's one of the first rules of writing. You as the author, you're too involved in the story, you don't see mistakes which are totally obvious to the general reader. Look..." I went across to a shelf of her paperbacks and took down a couple, opening them at the pages where the authors had acknowledged all the help given them in the preparation of their works. Each one had referred to a long list of editors, proofreaders, researchers and general shoulders to cry on when the going got tough.

      "You see? You shouldn't go it alone. Give it to me. I'll edit it for you."

      
        
      

      "You? But you've got your studies, I can't ask you to spend time..."

      "Shush. I've told you, I'll edit it. Now give me a copy."

      "Well..."

      "Now. Go."

      "Well, if you're really sure..." and she levered herself up, giving me a tear-soaked smile, and went up to the spare room, her 'study', after throwing me another last shy glance and smile over her shoulder. While she was gone, I tidied the kitchen, gathering up the detritus of her rejection slips and wiping down the flooded tabletop.

      When she reappeared, Mum had tidied herself up as well. She'd changed her blouse, combed through her hair and adjusted her mascara. I think she'd even added a few touches to her lipstick and the blusher in her cheeks. She suddenly looked very attractive and confident, though her first words belied my assumption. She held the bound folder up to her chest.

      "I'm not sure, I mean, it's a bit risqué...you might think I'm a bit of a trollop...you're my son and I don't know if this would be suitable..."

      "A trollop? Haha. Good one. Anyway, I'm nineteen and if I wanted to, I could join the army and they'd let me shoot people, so...hand it over."

      I stretched out my arm and received the weighty folder into my hand.

      "Please don't think less of me because of some of the things I've written..."

      I placed the folder onto the table and turned to her, gripping her by the shoulders.

      "Mum, nothing you could write could ever make me think less of you. You're gorgeous, you're talented and, if you've written anything even remotely deviously sexy in here, you can only improve your rating in my eyes."

      
        
      

      She laughed and I hugged her again. I felt her breasts squashing up to my chest and her hands going up and down my back, pulling me even closer in. She looked up into my face and when I looked down it was to place my lips over hers. They were soft and pliant and...we pulled apart before I was tempted to go further.

      "Ian, there's something you ought to know, I..."

      "No, don't tell me anything. Let me just read this with an open mind and I'll get back to you after I've given it a first run-through."

      With that, I placed a kiss on her nose, picked up the package and took it up to my room.

      That evening and through the next day I read her story. I would come down to the kitchen occasionally for coffee and a snack, sensing Mum's eyes trying to drill through my head, but I studiously avoided her gaze until I'd completely finished the manuscript.

      Then I came into the kitchen. She had her back turned, busy at the worktop, and I dropped the folder onto the table with a thud. Mum spun round and her gaze travelled from me to the manuscript and back again to me, a quizzical look in her eyes. I betrayed nothing and simply gestured for her to sit opposite me. She wiped her hands on a towel and took the chair, smoothing her skirt underneath her. She clasped her hands in front of her on the table and waited with a nervous smile for my judgement.

      "The story's good." Her smile was less nervous. "The syntax is a bit iffy and needs work." Well, that was surely something that could be put right. "I wanted to empathize with the characters but I had some trouble relating to them." This elicited a small 'Oh'. "I was intrigued all the way to the last page, which is excellent." Her smile was now broad. A pause. "But..." Her smile vanished.

      "Mum, how in hell was I ever conceived?"

      "What???" A splutter then a gasp, "What?!?"

      I leaned back in the chair and spread my hands out in front.

      "Mum, I'm saying this as your editor. The seduction scenes, the sex scenes, they're...they're terrible."

      
        
      

      I watched her go through various emotions, her face turning red, her eyes darting from side to side and her hands trying to grasp for something just out of reach. Then she calmed down, took a deep breath, re-clasped her fingers and looked me straight in the eye.

      "I knew it was a mistake to give it to you, I mean, you're my son and...anyway, you've just reinforced what the others said..."

      "No and no. I'm not your son here, I'm your editor, and I'm not rejecting it at all. I told you, the story's good." I smiled at her, "Though it could have been even more fun if you'd drawn on that trollop you mentioned. After all, the main character, Amanda, she was a bit..."

      Mum looked at me quizzically. "Whorey?"

      "A real tart."

      "A floozy."

      "A slut."

      "A doxy."

      "A doxy? I don't know that one...anyway, as your editor, and not your son, it's my duty to try to improve the book where I feel improvements are needed. Subject to the author's approval, of course. And how I suggest doing this..."

      Mum raised one eyebrow.

      "...is roleplay."

      Mum bellowed a laugh out loud.

      "Am I understanding you right and you're asking me to go seduce your dad? We haven't had s..." She stuttered into silence.

      
        
      

      "Maybe the sex in your book sounds rusty because you're a bit...rusty?"

      Mum was biting her lips.

      "Tell you what, let's leave Dad out of it then, and maybe you can try things out on, umm, me?"

      Mum looked both shocked and confused.

      "No, no. Don't get your knickers in a twist. I don't mean the full business, of course, but the techniques, the lead-up to it all, it all sounds a bit dry and labored. I could help you with that. It's, um, fresher in my mind?" I smiled and arched my eyebrows suggestively.

      Mum laughed.

      "Well judging by some of the noises that used to come from your room when you were going out with that Janice, that's probably true."

      It was now my turn to blush at my memories of hot Jan. I closed my eyes for a second and wonderfully triple X-rated pictures flew through my mind.

      "Ian?"

      I opened my eyes and we both grinned at one another.

      "I've a feeling you'll make a great teacher."

      My grin grew even wider.

      "Alright then," I patted the folder, "Let's set a few ground rules, shall we?"

      Mum showed no sign of dissent but merely tilted her head in expectation.

      
        
      

      "A lot of your story depends on this frisson between the two main characters, and I think we've got to bring this out more, make them more three-dimensional, not just write about the physical aspects, but what's going on inside their heads, what they can see, hear, smell - I guess I'm talking about all the senses, so that goes for taste as well...you've got that bit in the back of the car in chapter seven where taste can definitely play a part...?"

      "Most definitely." Mum smiled but kept her gaze bashfully on the table in front of us.

      "But there's more, there are sensations you feel inside when there's interaction, like shock, or a tingle of pleasure..."

      I stretched my foot out and stroked across her ankle. Mum's eyes opened wide, but instead of withdrawing her foot, saw the humor in my eyes and after a moment, returned the gesture. We were both in our bare feet, and my agile toes toyed with hers, gripping her little toe and gently tugging. This was new for both of us, and Mum reciprocated by bringing her other foot into play and caressing underneath my sole.

      This carried on for five minutes or so and the whole business was becoming strangely hot. This was my mum, after all, but you wouldn't have known it.

      Mum's strokes also became more subtle and varied. She had lost herself completely to the game. It was as though in her mind - surely in her mind because she'd closed her eyes and all her concentration was now focused on what was happening below - it was her hands that were caressing me up and down.

      "Keep your eyes closed. Now, ease your way round to my side of the table. But subtly. We don't want to give the game away."

      Mum smiled without opening her eyes.

      "Subtly? Er..."

      Mum did well until she reached the corner of the table.

      "Um, I don't think I can do 'subtle' round the corner..."

      
        
      

      "Aha!"

      Mum's eyes flashed open in surprise.

      I released her foot and flicked through the pages of her manuscript until I came to the bit I was looking for.

      "The scene in the Italian restaurant where they start playing footsie under the table without the husband knowing, and then sliding subtly round, your words, until they were practically side by side..."

      "Well?"

      "You said it was a square table. Now if you'd given them a round table..."

      At that moment, Dad came through to the kitchen to make himself a half-time cup of coffee. His team were not doing well.

      "Dad. Mum and me, we thought you might like to go out to the Italian this evening for a meal, to celebrate."

      "Celebrate what?"

      "Your team avoiding relegation."

      But we're two-nil down..."

      "Then to commiserate and to hope for a miracle next season."

      Dad seemed to consider this, shrugged his shoulders and said, "Alright then, commiseration it probably is..."

      
        Dad returned to the lounge and I turned back to Mum.

      "You are so sly." She grinned.

      Well, I did feel fairly self-satisfied. "One last thing," I said, standing up, "this roleplay..."

      "Oh..?"

      "You're going as Amanda. So dress, um, appropriately."

      "But she's a sl..."

      I nodded. "Yup. Oh, and we've still got a couple of hours and you don't have to bother preparing a meal now, so maybe in the meantime go do a rewrite while some things are still fresh?"

      She raised her eyebrows, smiled and also nodded.

      That was the last I saw of her until she made her spectacular entrance a few hours later. It was the unaccustomed sound of her high heels which first made Dad and me glance round. If anything was guaranteed to draw Dad out of his football misery, it was surely the sight of Mum wearing a dark-red dress that began well below her neck and finished well above her knees. She was already wearing a short jacket over it which served to cover most of her bosom, but she hadn't yet buttoned it up, and the vertical slash of flesh between the lapels offered a tantalizing glimpse of what might be uncovered once we were inside the restaurant.

      I couldn't resist lagging slightly behind as we went out to the car. Mum's jacket finished just above her ass, and that horizontal cut served to emphasize the hypnotic undulation beneath it as we walked down the path. The click of her heels was also accompanied by a soft zizz sound as the nylons at her inner thighs brushed against one another. Nylons? She waited by the rear door of the car as Dad unlocked it. He didn't offer to open it for her, so I leapt into the breach and did it instead, putting my hand to the small of her back while she smiled back at me and maneuvered herself inside. The glimpse of stocking top and bare thigh as she sat was only fleeting, but it was duly noted, and Mum reinforced the fact by tossing me a quick wink as I closed her door.

      Inside the restaurant the lights were low and I knew Dad's reaction would probably be that he 'couldn't see the bloody menu', but for our purposes it was ideal. The ambience was that of a small Tuscan village, the background music was soft and unobtrusive, and the rather small round tables seemed specially designed to promote a convivial, friendly atmosphere. I nudged Mum and pointed one of them out to her, describing a circle with my finger as I did so. She grinned in acknowledgement.

      A waitress showed us to our places and I took Mum's coat from her shoulders. The ensuing display of bosom should have woken any remotely warm-blooded creature out of its torpor. Even the waitress seemed momentarily impressed. But Dad barely seemed to notice, still being consumed by his football team's catastrophic misfortunes.

      The meal itself was delicious. Dad threw the car keys towards me and decided that I should be the one to drive back home so that he might be free to down copious amounts of red wine in order to drown his sorrows. We batted jokes back and forth about his team, but eventually and inevitably the conversation turned to Mum's book.

      I told him I thought it was good but just needed a few tweaks to bring out the best and that I would be helping her. As I said 'tweaks' I brought my foot across to rest it up against Mum's, and slid it softly up and down. Mum's reaction was to slide her shoe off that foot and wriggle her nylon-encased toes up into the leg of my jeans.

      "Well, rather you than me," sighed Dad. "Literature's not really my thing, I prefer stuff on the telly, so good luck with that."

      "So, Dad, you're giving me permission to use all the means at my disposal in order to help Mum?" Her toes were delving higher.

      "Of course. I mean, you might have to stroke her occasionally along the way, but anything for a bit of peace and quiet."

      I'd already unobtrusively shifted my position closer to that of my mum, who said, "Aw, thanks for that, love. And Ian? You can stroke me any time you like." She smiled and reached out to pat my arm and in so doing, also managed to creep her chair round closer towards mine.

      As the meal progressed, so did our subtle movements towards one another. Eventually, most of my leg was pressing up against Mum, and I discovered that one of the good things about pasta is that you can eat it using just your fork. My other hand had come down and was stationed on my lap when it was gently taken hold of and repositioned onto Mum's mid-thigh.

      
        It rested there momentarily and I could feel the small bulge of her suspender clasp beneath my palm. The hem of her dress was already well above her knees, so it took me very little time to draw it upwards with my fingers until it was concertinaed within my grip and the tips of my fingers were toying with the clasp itself.

      Which direction now, up or down? I chose neither, but decided instead to caress round the bare flesh above the top of her stocking. But as I delved round towards her inner thigh, Mum brought her other leg inwards and pinned my hand in a soft, warm embrace. I tried to wriggle my fingers and she replied by simply frotting her legs tightly up and down, one smooth thigh sliding against the other. My little finger managed to garner itself some movement, but what with my hand facing downwards, there was only one direction that finger could signal. Her legs were even warmer and more pressed together up there, but the urgent movement of my finger persuaded Mum to relent and she relaxed her legs ever so slightly. This allowed my hand to move surreptitiously further up her leg until my finger came up against a wall of material that was at once soft, warm, yielding... and damp.

      Pushing my hand a further inch into the source of that dampness elicited an extended "Mmm..." from Mum.

      Dad misinterpreted this and agreed that the food was indeed very tasty.

      I said, "Yeah. Mum, you've got to try some of this creamy mushroom sauce. Taste it, it's delicious..." I speared a piece of my pasta penne, swirled it around in the white sauce and offered it up to Mum. She parted her lips but didn't take it straight into her mouth. No. Rather, while locking her eyes onto mine, she cocked her head to one side and preferred to suck the sauce through the hollow pasta tube. And then she opened her lips wider to take it all inside. This was a bit clumsy because some of the sauce lingered around the corner of her mouth, and because I'd offered it to her with a fork, her delaying tactics while sucking the pasta had only served to let some of the sauce drip down onto her upper chest. Because her outfit was so low-cut there was little chance of it spoiling the dress, but there was a trickle of the liquid burrowing down into the deep chasm between her breasts.

      "Oh, silly me...!" she uttered, and, holding my gaze, she pulled the top of her dress out away from her chest, revealing the top of a very lacy black bra which barely reached to cover her nipples, and dabbed at the spillage with a napkin.

      "I'm so, so clumsy...I should have swallowed it all in one go. I guess I'm out of practice."

      Fortunately, Dad was distracted during this interchange by the young waitress who was gathering up used dishes from the table behind us and who was having to bend over to collect the furthest ones.

      
        Mum made a final foray deep down into the inner reaches of her breasts, brought the napkin back out and, with a snaking tongue, licked up what she'd managed to discover down there. For my part, I took my hand from the hot reaches of her upper thighs and scooped that glob of sauce that was still evident at the corner of her mouth and allowed her to suck it straight off my finger. Her face dissolved into a quirky smile, wallowing in her role of fictional heroine.

      As for me, she'd succeeded totally in hooking me and there was no chance I would be able to stand up and leave the restaurant any time soon. Dad, luckily, decided to take advantage of the waitress being in our vicinity to order a refill of the wine, so our departure was delayed. I continued footsying with Mum, but resisted the temptation to return my hand to its new-found lodging place, even though Mum searched around for it beneath the table, and in her fumbling had caressed along the ridge of my cock, pressing gently as she did so.

      At the end of the meal I stood up and turned quickly towards Mum, so that Dad would not see my long-suffering hard-on, and I helped her on with her jacket.

      "Ooh..!" she exclaimed, "I think I might have laddered my stocking..." and she bent forward to examine the side of her calf, offering me a long and generous view down the top of her dress to where her breasts, even though held in position by her fragile bra, were managing to sway from side to side. My position hid her from Dad's view, and when she righted herself, she glanced first at my evident bulge and then straight into my eyes. And then she smiled.

      "Thanks for the idea of coming out tonight, Ian," said Dad as we moved towards the exit, "it was just what I needed."

      "Yeah, me too," whispered Mum, huskily, and gave my arm a squeeze.

      In the car, Dad flopped down into the front passenger seat and Mum took up her place behind me. In the dark interior, in my rearview mirror, I could see that her eyes were only for me. Dad's head was already lolling slightly as the effects of the wine began to envelop him in a welcome drowsiness. Behind me, Mum wriggled a little, probably to get more comfortable, but then she leant forward and placed a hand on my shoulder by the door in order to pass on some message.

      "Thanks again," she whispered, and reclined back into her seat.

      I didn't notice them at first because they were so gossamer light and delicate. It was the closeness of the scent which eventually made me turn my head to discover a black, silky pair of panties resting on my shoulder. I tilted my head to take in the full aroma of my mother - it was a heady mix of perfume and pussy juice. I lifted my hand from the steering wheel as though to scratch at my ear, balled the panties into my fist and pushed them down into the front of my shirt. Then I let my hand drop again into the space between seat and door, and with no hesitation, Mum took it and playfully began to toy with my fingers. Then she let go, but I left my hand there, willing her to return.

      She did, but her fingers now seemed unusually sticky. She wiped them into my palm, released my hand and, glancing through the rearview mirror, I saw that she had relaxed back into her seat and was now looking out the window at the industrial scenery with more than a passing interest.

      My palm was still wet and it would be awkward gripping the wheel like that, so I brought my hand up to the front of my face to see what had been Mum's latest trickery. The gooey liquid was almost transparent. I brought it closer to my face to take in the smell and then there was this blinding realization that my nose and mouth were only inches away from juice that my mother had extracted only moments ago from her own cunt. I looked into the rearview mirror once again, possibly with a shocked look evident all over my face, and this time, her eyes and smile were directed entirely at me. She raised one eyebrow. Myself, I stretched out my tongue and licked up the whole length of my palm. Mum grinned in satisfaction. And Dad? Dad had let his heavy lids do the trick and although not quite asleep, was definitely inside his own world. I licked and licked my palm and in the mirror made a show of smacking my lips together. Mum laughed silently.

      When we arrived at our house, Dad's subconscious seemed to click in automatically and he opened his eyes as we turned in to the driveway. It was he who leapt out first, saying he was dying for a pee, leaving Mum and myself to lock up the car. Mum got out the same time as Dad, and I regretted not being quick enough to catch a glance up her dress through the mirror before she was already standing by the car. She was quiet, and started to walk towards the house door. I was momentarily distracted, having turned my head to bleep the car-lock, and that's why I didn't notice she'd suddenly come to a halt. Like in a car crash where the one following had been tailgating, there was no chance to brake and I banged straight into Mum, my dick wedging between her ass cheeks and my hands coming round reflexively to cushion the blow and to stop the two of us falling over. The hold that my hands found was across Mum's generous breasts, and even in that split-second I found I could register their weight and suppleness. She also reacted instinctively and brought up her hands to grip mine.

      It was a long moment where neither of us moved. It was as though we were posing for a rather rude painting. Then Mum simultaneously squeezed both my hands in hers and pushed her ass back onto my dick. When she wiggled her ass from side to side the resulting effect was for me to burrow even deeper between her cheeks. I released one breast and took her chin in my palm and turned her face up towards me. There was a yearning look in her eyes, and when our lips met, there was no disguising the urgency of our passion. We kissed one another with fully open mouths and searching tongues, my one hand combing through her tangled hair and the other reaching down into her dress, into the covering of her bra and extricating a breast that was already fully excited, its nipple hard in my grasp.

      
        Mum seemed desperate for my touch, both in her groping tongue and in the way she pushed back on to me. Then her hands had reached down and hoisted her dress at the back, and what had been until now two hypnotic globes encased in dark red, was transformed into a display of pale quivering flesh. Mum took a couple of steps towards the house with me in tow, leant forward and rested her hands high and apart along the house wall. Her dress was still hoicked high around her waist, and she spread her legs wide. Her ass, framed by her black suspender belt, made it seem like the target it definitely was. My zip was already down and I was frantically extricating my dick when the downstairs toilet flushed.

      What the...?? It was as though the bell had been sounded for the end of trading on the New York Stock Exchange. Of a sudden, Mum had straightened herself in a composed fashion, turned round while at the same time bringing her hands back down to adjust her dress, swung her breast back into its hammock and that hammock back into her bodice. She looked down momentarily at my cock, but then took me by the shoulders.

      "Ian, thanks so much for all your help. You've no idea how much this has been a boost for me, but now I'm going to go straight upstairs to work on the book."

      She then reached down and took my hard cock and returned it to my pants.

      "You should be very proud of that...anyway, I'll be locking my door so I don't get any interruptions tonight, and I'll see you in the morning, okay...?" and she gave me a motherly kiss on the cheek. I simply stood there, still trying to comprehend what the hell had just happened.

      "And by the way, if Elaine Stewart from opposite has just been watching, I think you'll be in with a chance there, she told me she thinks you're a handsome lad. Oh, and pick up those panties from by the car, otherwise your dad'll think you're a perv."

      I turned to check Mrs. Stewart's house, but it was in total darkness and there was no telltale movement from behind her curtains. I reached down and picked up the panties, my consolation prize, and turned back to find Mum already gone into the house and the door closing behind her.

      I'd just discovered that my bloody mother had been the one in control this whole time.

      Once again, what the...???

      As I went up to bed myself, I thought, "I'll show her..."

      
        
      

      The only thing I would be able to show her, though, the next morning would be her own panties caked in multiple layers of her own son's cum. But she didn't make an early appearance, having worked through the night on her novel, and it was only towards lunchtime that she finally did make a showing. Well, it was Sunday after all, so the whole schedule of the house was very laid-back.

      Anyway, she flounced into the kitchen, humming a tune to herself, in her bare feet and wearing a light wrap-around dress. She busied herself preparing coffee, humming all the while as though nothing at all had occurred between us and then, glancing across as though seeing me for the first time, she saw that I had her folder laid out in front of me on the table.

      "Hey, Ian, would it be too much to ask you to go through some of the grammar with me? I can see all those red marks on the page from here. I suppose you've given me two out of ten and asked me to see you after class?"

      Up until now I'd been asking myself how I should react on seeing her. The alternatives had been to be angry, to sulk, or simply to ignore her in the light of the perceived slight I'd suffered. But deep down I knew that I'd brought it upon myself and that I'd been the one to set the rules. In the back of my mind I could remember saying to her, "Not the full business, just the techniques..." so I had no-one to blame but myself.

      Confronted by her contagious smile, I smiled back and said, "Of course, Mum, I told you, that's what I'm here for."

      "Good. Let's go through to the lounge, then, it'll be a bit cozier there, and I'll make us some sandwiches."

      We did just that, and set ourselves up at the large dining table while Dad rested in the armchair, his feet up, reading the sports pages of the weekend newspapers. A couple of times he came across, but not out of interest in what we were doing. Rather it was to pinch one of our sandwiches. He said the red marks all over the page put him in mind of his own schooldays which were thankfully now far behind him.

      Mum and I continued our back and forth, and it was when we were lengthily arguing over use of the word 'said' and how there were multiple ways of varying it, that Dad threw down his paper theatrically and sighed, " 'Uttered', 'remarked', 'groaned', 'contended', 'observed'... 'I'm off to my Dad's,' he intimated. I've not seen him for a few days and he thinks his carer's robbing him blind, so..."

      
        Dad left the room, and we heard him putting on his shoes, picking up the car keys and his wallet, then closing the back door behind him. There was the slam of the car door, the engine starting and a moment later it faded out of earshot as he pulled out into the road.

      It occurred to me that in those few moments we'd not continued our work, we'd simply sat there and listened. Then we turned and looked at each other.

      "There's another part of your book which has been bothering me, and if it bothers me it'll probably bother other readers as well..."

      "Aha..."

      "It's got nothing to do with grammar..."

      "Aha..."

      "It's that scene that takes place on the dining table. A bit like this one, in fact. I find it very implausible..."

      "Oh...why?"

      "There's just no way that the bloke can push Amanda's panties down with his...chin?"

      "Why not? I thought that was very sexy..."

      "But virtually impossible, the waistband would just roll backwards and forwards and it would take him all night to perform...so did Dad ever do that to you?"

      "Well, no, but I had this picture..."

      "Off the Internet?"

      "No. In my mind, I just thought..."

      
        
      

      "No. It has to be either she herself pulling them down or him using his fingers to pull them down...or perhaps using his teeth..."

      "His teeth?"

      "Yeah. I think him using his teeth would be really sexy and a great turn-on for the reader, not to mention Amanda..."

      "You do, do you?"

      "I do. Indeed I do."

      I took her by the hand and she stood up. I dramatically swept the folders off the table and onto the carpet. I've got to say I've always wanted to do something as dramatic as that. And then with her hands resting on my shoulders, I lifted Mum into a sitting position up onto the now vacated surface.

      "So how do you think this would work, then? In your mind, I mean." Her hands went tighter round my neck and pulled me in for a kiss.

      "Well theoretically," I kissed her back, using my tongue to investigate between her accommodating lips, "the bloke would start by divesting Amanda of a few of her outer layers..."

      She brought my hands over to the tie at the side of her dress, then leant back until her upper body was lying flat on the table and her legs were dangling loosely and slightly apart over the edge. I insinuated myself gently between her thighs, nudging them further apart with my hips, took both loose ends of the bow and pulled it apart. When it was free, I took the one overlapping width of material and brought it across the front of her body, like unwrapping a breakable present, and placed it to one side of her. One white bra-enclosed breast was uncovered as was one half of the delicate white panties hugging her hips. Then I took the other flap and spread that out to the other side of her body as well.

      Mum lay there spread-eagled, her heavy breasts relaxing to either side of her upper ribcage within her lacy bra, her navel rising and falling in anticipation, and, where my crotch was pressed up against it, the mound of her sex with its landing-strip trim exciting through its semi-opaque white panties.

      
        I skimmed my palms up the front of her body from below her midriff, eliciting a silent tremor through her body, and then fed my fingers up beneath the warm cups of her bra. My hands enclosed the meat of her breasts and I massaged each nipple within a soft scissor grip of my fingers, my thumbs kneading her mounds from the inside. As I rubbed at them, I felt each tit swell exponentially and thrust itself up between my fingers. I just had to see this, and raised my wrists so that the cups of her bra lifted and were pushed up and over the tops of her breasts. Through the valley between them I could see Mum breathing heavily and gazing at me with a smile across her lips.

      Then she closed her eyes and gave herself over to the sensations I was eliciting through my fingers. She arched her back, inviting me onwards. While still kneading at her breasts, I brought my head down towards her panties and with my tongue I gently licked horizontally just above her waistband. She wriggled beneath my tongue and her hands came down to grasp at my hair. I licked around her navel and then delved into it, lapping at the soft indent. When my tongue re-emerged, it travelled southwards back down towards her panties. Mum was grabbing at tufts of my hair and lifting her legs so her feet were caressing at my waist. With my chin, I tried to ease down the front of her panties. The waistband was not so tight as to stop blood flow, nowhere near; it was even quite dainty, but try as I might, the moment I released my chin, the elastic simply rolled back into place. The point had been made. Even so, there was the added satisfaction that as my chin rolled the material down to its fullest extent at the front it brushed up against the spiky hairs of Mum's pussy mound and even started to drop into the soft damp cleft that waited down there. The eroticism was not lost on my cock.

      "Okay smart ass, you've made your point. Any suggestions? Remember I'm supposed to be a slut..."

      I raised my head. "A total whore."

      "A dirty floozy who just wants her knickers ripped off and fucked silly."

      "Well in that case we could..."

      Her eyes opened wide in surprise as I took her legs which were still raised and placed the crook of her knees over my shoulder, yanked her panties down over her ass and half-way along her thighs, swept my own shorts down my legs and thrust my hard cock straight and deep into her already wet exposed cunt. As my cock bottomed out inside her and my balls banged up against her ass it was as though she'd been winded.

      "Oof..! You're big..."

      
        I clambered up onto the table with my cock fully inside her and kneeled over her. Mum brought her hands up to my cheeks and brought my face down to meet hers in a delicious kiss.

      Then I levered my cock back up and thrust down again. Again my balls ricocheted against her ass. Mum gurgled into my mouth.

      "Yesss...fuck my cunt, come on, do me good, send me straight to heaven..."

      "You're a filthy bitch..." I whispered into her ear as I picked up the pace, "You're a shagger's delight...your open snatch belongs to me, missus..." I was ramming into her for all I was worth. "You've got a tight cunt for a loose whore..."

      My mouth plastered itself over hers, her knees were up at her shoulders and down below I pistoned and pistoned into her.

      Mum released my tongue from between her teeth and screamed in delight as her fingers clawed up and down my back, digging into my butt cheeks and pulling me on.

      "Yes...yesss... fucking hell yes...!" Her head tilted way back as she came with a huge quivering throughout her whole body and I took the opportunity to chew into her exposed neck, feel her throaty groans of ecstasy through my teeth. She came violently, scissoring her legs together around my neck and lifting her ass in a vain effort to swallow my cock even deeper than it already was inside her cunt.

      I was still ramming myself into her and as I felt my own familiar surge begin to shoot up my cock I momentarily wondered whether Mum wanted me to pull out - but then the opportunity was already past and anyway Mum's arms and legs were gripping me so tightly to her as I exploded in my turn and gushed into her and I threw my head back and Mum used her own opportunity to suck at my neck and dig her teeth into me like the kiss of a vampire.

      "Fuck, that was so good...phew!" Mum stroked my cheek and wiped my brow and lifted her head to kiss me. I supported the back of her head with one hand and delved my tongue between her lips. We played around in each other's mouth and lavished kisses onto each other's nose, eyelids, ears and, Mum laughing as she did so, chin.

      Her delicate white panties were at her knees and I laughingly demonstrated the art of removing them with my teeth by bringing one of her legs further up and bending it until I could tug them off her ankle. I then swung her gently round so that she was now lying on top of me, my limp dick still lolling at the entrance to her pussy. She lifted her upper body so that she was sitting upright over me and she tightened the grip of her cunt on my dick while allowing me to gaze in awe and play with her proud tits. She looked down at them.

      "You like 'em?"

      "I love 'em. It just amazes me how they defy gravity..." I reached up and fondled them.

      Mum bent over and swayed them past my mouth, my tongue reaching up for the occasional lick as they swung by.

      "It's all those workouts I do in the study..."

      "Oh, so that's what those rhythmic bumps and groans were, then..."

      "What??" She gave me a playful slap. "You thought I was jigging off in there..??"

      "Well maybe, in my imagination I mean..."

      She leant down and kissed me with open mouth and clenched her pussy again. My dick was already being roused by her alarm clock.

      "Well maybe I did, but it's all your fault..." She squeezed her pussy lips again.

      "What? Why?"

      "You and that Janice - I could hear what you two were up to behind your door that time...I couldn't help but hear, but I was just passing by chance, I wasn't perving or anything...anyway, it sounded so hot what you were doing that I just couldn't resist jerking myself off right there outside your bedroom..."

      "You're telling me you were frigging yourself off just a couple of feet away from where I was screwing Janice...?"

      
        "Yeah...sorry...well, not that sorry, haha...but that's what sort of gave me the idea for the book. I mean, change the names of course, the setting, add an ulterior motive and stuff..." She started rocking her ass backwards and forwards. She was by now sitting on a lamppost. She placed both her palms onto my chest and began to lift her ass along with the to and fro motion. In no time at all she was bouncing up and down on me like on a pogo stick, her eyes tightly closed and her tongue jutting out over her top lip. Again she managed to cum before me, this time to the accompaniment of 'oh...ohhh...uuhhh...ooooooh!'

      This time I finished off in a rapid blur up into her lovely cunt. As I came, my cum started to squelch out, the noise like a suction pump working overtime. Still it spewed into her. Janice wasn't even in her league, I'd never cum in such quantities before. But then, I hadn't loved Janice.

      Mum laid herself down on top of me and we lay like that in a soft embrace for quite a while.

      I think I was dozing off, my cock content to rest there at the entrance to Mum's cunt, possibly glued there by the amount of cum that was sticking to us, when Mum said,

      "Your dad'll be home soon, we'd better get tidied up..."

      Reluctantly I released my arms from around her and she raised herself up, glancing down at the sticky remnants of our lovemaking. She got up off the table and bent down to take my dick into her mouth, sucking off the excess cum. Then she licked around my balls and into my hair down there, taking up every bit of evidence that I'd just lately spurted into her. It suddenly reminded me of one of those small birds you see on the National Geographic channel who sits on the back of a gnu and is tolerated because it eats the various tics and midges that would otherwise make life hell. I laughed and opened my arms to her. She came back up into them and we spent another while just lying there hugging until we really, really, had to get up.

      It was a few weeks later that Mum came up quietly behind me while I was making coffee in the kitchen and slung her arms around me.

      After our episode on the dining room table our relationship had returned somewhat to its previous level, albeit with more hugs, kisses and squeezes than before. Mum worked a lot on her manuscript and we spent many pleasant hours together in Dad's presence going over the more grammatical aspects of the work until that was it - there was no more - it was finished.

      Now mum had come up behind me and slung her arms round me and squeezed herself up against my back. I noticed that in one hand there was a letter. I turned around in her arms and she planted a wet kiss onto my lips. She was beaming.

      
        
      

      "They've accepted the book, yay!"

      "Mum that's great, well done...!" I returned her kiss.

      "Not only that..." she fluttered the piece of paper in front of my face, "they've sent me an advance on sales...!"

      "Wow, Mum, you've done it, you've sold it...congratulations...!" I picked her up and swung her round in the air, the two of us laughing.

      When I put her down though, her face turned serious.

      "There's just one thing..."

      "Oh...?"

      She stroked across my crotch.

      "Yeah. They're asking for a sequel..."
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