
    
  
    
      
        Love in the First Lockdown

      Prelude

      
        Alex's mother can't live without sex, so when the first UK lockdown looms, and she has no other man in her life, she appeals to her son for help.
      

      
        This story's a bit of a mother/son incest potboiler but I hope you enjoy it and look forward to comments. There is some anal sex at the end which you can skip or look forward to depending upon your preferences.
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      Love in the first lockdown

      Looking back, it's obvious to me now that my mother suffers from some form of sex addiction; the signs were there all along. Although "suffers" is perhaps not the right word; she enjoys every minute of it. About 90% of sex addicts are male, so it's relatively unusual in females but it does happen. And when your mother is a sex addict and you are both more or less housebound together for six weeks, it's not hard to imagine what might happen, particularly when you rather fancy your mother in the first place...

      My dad died when I was about five - I hardly remember him. It was an industrial accident arising from gross negligence on the part of his employer. They settled out of court making my mother wealthy enough to pay off the mortgage and only work part-time, as a hotel receptionist. She's very good at it, too, being attractive, well-dressed and articulate.

      But it wasn't long after dad died that the first of a long line of men moved into the house. I didn't mind too much; it's a big house and they were generally kind to me, the only child, realising that it was a route to my mother's affections. They were often generous, too, giving me money to stay out on a Sunday afternoon. And neither were my mother and her partners' sexual activities confined to Sunday afternoons; many was the night I lay awake as a youngster listening through the wall to mum's bed creaking, her muffled squeals and groans and the grunting of her lover.

      Her partners rarely lasted more than two or three years, and sometimes only a few months. Given that dad died about twenty-five years ago, that's probably between fifteen and twenty different men that passed through her bedroom, the last one being Rick. And the funny thing was that the older mum got, the younger her partners seemed to get. I think Rick was thirty-five, only five years older than me. Mum, I should add, is fifty-two, although she could get away with mid-forties when she's all dressed up and painted for war.

      I never warmed to Rick; there was something about him that I didn't like. I'd moved out of the house more than ten years before to go to university and never moved back, so I didn't share the house with him or anything; I had a flat the other side of town. Mum of course was besotted, as she always was, to begin with.

      This story really starts a few weeks before the first UK lockdown started in March 2020. I'd gone round, unannounced, to mum's house on a Saturday morning to see if she was ok; I hadn't heard from her for a week or two. Stupidly I'd forgotten my front door key but as the back door was generally unlocked I went around the side of the house and opened the door into the kitchen just as Rick walloped my mum round the side of the head with an open palm, sending her crashing to the floor.

      
        I was suddenly and furiously angry. I stepped up to Rick and, as he started to turn to me and say something, I hit him as hard as I could on the end of his chin. It was a cracker of a punch and he went down in a heap, sprawled motionless by the kitchen table. I went straight to my mum and helped her up and into the sitting room. She seemed more embarrassed than upset, but there was a red mark on her cheek and before the afternoon was out she'd have a black eye.

      'How often has he done that, Mum?' I asked, sitting next to her with my arm around her shoulders.

      'A couple of times,' she admitted and I realised that was probably why I hadn't seen so much of her lately. My anger re-ignited and I stood up suddenly. 'Don't do anything silly, Alex,' my mum gasped as I strode from the room.

      In the kitchen Rick was sitting up and rubbing his chin. 'Get out of this house,' I told him, coldly. He was taller than me but distinctly on the puny side and he didn't seem inclined to argue. 'What about my stuff?' he asked as I propelled him through the front door with a hand between his shoulder blades.

      'It'll be in the porch. Come back for it tomorrow. After that, if I see you round here I'll hurt you.' It was a bit Hollywood tough-guy, though it was delivered with absolute sincerity.

      After he'd driven off I went back in and made mum a cup of tea and found a bag of frozen peas in the chest freezer in the garage which she held to her cheek and eye as she sipped her drink at the kitchen table. I sat across the table from her and tried to cheer her up as the bag of peas dripped onto the pine tabletop.

      Everyone except me calls my mum Sam. Those who don't know her very well assume it's short for Samantha. It's actually short for Samira, which is a popular girl's name in Iran, where she was born. Her mother, who was Iranian, married my granddad, who was British and worked for a petrochemical company, and for about ten years they lived in southern Iran until late 1978 when they moved back to the UK ahead of the deposition of the Shah. So mum grew up speaking English at home and she doesn't have any sort of accent other than middle England, though she is still fluent in Farsi.

      But there are signs of her heritage in her looks: her skin is an enchanting light olive tone and her hair is very black, even at fifty-two, and she wears it in a fashionable curly mop. She's got a rather round face with full, sensuous lips, very white teeth, which are a tiny bit on the large side, a straight nose and big, dark, saucy eyes. Her figure is exquisite, especially for a lady of her age: tall and slender with C cup breasts, narrow waist and flaring hips. Her legs are amazing - long and shapely and slim-ankled - and they're on view a lot of the time, especially from the knee down, because she almost always wears a dress and stockings and high-heels, never trousers. And let me tell you that the sight of my mum's legs in black stockings is enough to turn my guts liquid and make my cock stand to attention. In fact she's acutely conscious of her appearance and is never seen out without the full set of clothes, make-up, nail varnish and scent and everything else. I believe the neighbourhood women think she's a bit of a tart, especially with all the men that have passed through the house over the years. I also think she's completely unaware of this - or at least I did.

      On the debit side, she is fifty-two and there are a few fine lines on her face, especially round her eyes, and some loose skin at her throat. But for me that's more of a positive than otherwise; I think it enhances her appearance, highlights her mature attractiveness. Though sometimes, I have to admit, when she's really slapped the cosmetics on and she's wearing a tight dress that barely comes to mid-thigh, she does look a bit sluttish.

      And in case you're wondering if the way I have described my mother's appearance tells you anything about my feelings for her then you're dead right. You don't lie in your adolescent bed, night after night, listening to your sexy mother being fucked by a succession of men without it having some effect. I wanted it to be me in her bed! Although when that fancy turned to a possibility I wasn't quite as eager as I would have imagined, as we shall see.

      After the incident with Rick, I went round to mum's house four or five times over the next month. He never came back, or at least we never saw him; the suitcase we'd packed and left in the porch disappeared so I assume he collected it. But mum was a bit of a mess emotionally, which surprised me because Rick was a pretty poor excuse for a human being and she could have done a lot better. But it turned out that she wasn't mourning the loss of Rick so much as her apparent inability to find and retain a decent man for any length of time.

      'What's wrong with me, Alex?' she wailed at me after we'd sat in the kitchen and drunk a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon one evening.

      'Nothing, Mum,' I assured her.

      'So why can't I find someone?' That was tricky. My personal opinion was that my mother was rather impatient and insecure and tended to throw herself at any presentable guy who showed a bit of interest, especially if he was a decade or two younger. Then the younger guy would have a fun time screwing a horny mature lady before tiring of her and going looking for someone closer to his own age. Which all sounds very simplistic but I was sure that Mr Right was out there somewhere if only mum would exercise a bit of patience and stick to dating closer to her own age group.

      'Someone'll turn up,' I reassured her.

      
        'But when?' she asked, pouring the last of the wine. 'There's this lockdown thing coming into force tomorrow at midnight and after that all I can do is go to the supermarket!' She gulped down the last of her wine. 'And God knows how long that'll go on for. It could be months!

      'What are you going to do In lockdown?' she asked suddenly. You and Tracey aren't together anymore, are you?'

      'No,' I replied.

      'So you're going to be stuck by yourself in that tiny flat?'

      'Looks like it,' I said.

      She looked at me across the kitchen table and I looked back at her. The black eye that Rick gave her was long gone and apart from looking a bit tired, mum was her usual immaculate self. This evening she was in a figure-hugging charcoal woollen dress that accentuated her bust and her flat stomach. Her makeup was carefully applied, with lots of mascara and eyeshadow and a pink lipstick that matched the varnish on her manicured nails. 'You could always come and live here, Alex. There's plenty of room and we'd be company for each other. What do you think?'

      I'd already thought about this arrangement, ever since the idea of a lockdown had been mooted by the government in fact. Whilst it had its obvious attractions, such as more space, decent food and company, I was also feeling a tinge of reluctance. I'd always rather fancied my mother, as I've already mentioned, but since the Rick thing the feelings had undoubtedly become stronger, fuelled no doubt by a male instinct to protect. But whereas I was ok with thinking of my mother while I masturbated, which I did quite a lot, the possibility of a physical relationship with her, however remote, seemed very wrong, distasteful even. It was an odd combination of feelings but in contemplating moving back in with her, being housebound with her for an indefinite period of time, I had to be sure it would work and wouldn't in some way damage our relationship. Mum was the only close family I'd got.

      But realistically, how could I turn her down? She would have been less capable than me at dealing with loneliness. It would be alright, I told myself. This was reality, not some post-adolescent fantasy.

      'Yes,' I told her. 'That's a great idea, Mum.' And the following day I moved back into my childhood home and prepared to face lockdown with my mother. By which time, she told me later, she had been without a man for over eight weeks and the itch in her loins was becoming unbearable.

      
        The first indication that my mother was suffering some sort of withdrawal symptoms was a general irritability, which wasn't like her at all; normally my mum was pretty laid back and you rarely saw her kick off about anything. Serene is how I would have described her before this. But a few days after lockdown started she began finding fault with me and what I did or, according to her, didn't do around the house. I hadn't loaded the dishwasher - or I hadn't loaded it properly; I'd left a mug of tea to go cold after she'd made it for me; I'd forgotten items that she'd put down on a shopping list etc etc.

      Occasionally she had me bang to rights but mostly she just seemed to be manufacturing an argument. About five days into lockdown we had our first serious row and mum ran upstairs crying and I didn't see her again until the following morning when there were apologies on both sides and a hug. I thought that little clearing of the air might be an end to the matter but by the afternoon of the next day she was at it again and we ended up having another row which left us both weary and depressed.

      'I'm not sure this is going to work, Mum,' I said as we sat facing each other in the lounge at the back of the house, spring sunshine streaming in through the french windows and bathing the garden in light.

      'What do you mean, Alex?' she asked, quietly.

      'Living together,' I replied. 'If we're going to argue all the time I think I'd rather be alone in my flat.'

      Mum's big, dark eyes welled up and tears ran down her cheeks, leaving tracks in her face powder. 'I'm sorry, Alex, it's me, I know.'

      'It's both of us,' I told her, generously.

      'No,' she said, miserably, 'it's me. I'm tense and frustrated and I'm being a bitch to you.'

      I thought it an odd choice of word. 'Why are you frustrated?' I asked. 'Is it being cooped up in the house? Lockdown's only just started. There's weeks to go yet. Months maybe.'

      Mum pulled a handkerchief out of her sleeve and dabbed at her tearstained face before blowing her nose. Then she looked up at me, her normally immaculate make-up ruined. 'I think I need a drink,' she said suddenly, standing up and going to the big glass fronted dresser where she poured herself a large Remy Martin from a cut-glass decanter. 'Do you want one?' she asked, proffering the decanter.

      
        
      

      'It's a bit early for me, Mum,' I replied. I knew mum liked a drink but I'd never seen her get stuck into the hard stuff at three o'clock in the afternoon before.

      She sat down opposite me on the big leather settee and took a huge swallow, closing her eyes as the raw spirit ran down her throat. 'I don't want to be alone in the house all through lockdown, Alex,' she said, suddenly.

      'I don't want to leave either, Mum, but if we're going to make each other miserable...'

      She took another large swallow; I reckoned she'd had something like a triple measure already and her cheeks were reddening, which they always did when she drank brandy. 'It's not being cooped up in the house that's the problem,' she began, looking down into her glass, 'well, ok, I suppose it is, indirectly.' She paused and I waited, curious. 'It's the sex,' she said eventually, looking up at me. 'You've always teased me about all the different men that come and go, Alex, and I suppose it must seem to you that I'm a bit of a loose woman, a slut perhaps.' She held my eye as she said this.

      'I don't think you're a slut, Mum,' I protested, not sure whether I was being honest.

      'No? Well the neighbours do. I looked it up in the dictionary once: Slut - a woman who has many casual sexual partners. Well that's me. Except they weren't all casual; I was in love with most of them and I was heartbroken when they left. And it was always them leaving, never me kicking them out.'

      'Except Rick,' I said.

      'Yes,' she agreed with a watery smile, 'except Rick. But I needed them, Alex. I need a physical relationship. It's like a drug. If I don't get... satisfaction regularly I go to pieces, like I am now.'

      I was simultaneously thrilled and horrified by my mother's revelations. She'd just told me that she needed regular sex to function properly. What was I supposed to say to that? I had a brief flashback to childhood and the noises coming from mum's bedroom and this was suddenly overlaid by a darker vision of her naked underneath me as I thrust vigorously into her. I shook my head to clear my mind.

      'Well I'm in the same situation, mum,' I told her. 'I use my right hand. That seems to work fine.'

      
        If she was shocked by my brazen admission she didn't show it. 'Well it doesn't work for me,' she wailed. 'It just leaves me wanting more and then I make myself sore and... and I've tried vibrators and... other things and they don't work and I can't sleep at night and I'm tired and I get cross with everything and it's horrible!'

      She put her hands to her face and her shoulders shook as sobs wracked her slender frame. I was up from my chair in an instant, sitting on the settee next to her and putting my arm around her shoulders, pulling her tightly to me. Looking back, it was probably not the right thing to do in the circumstances, it sent my mother a message that I had not intended to send and she responded accordingly.

      'Would you help me Alex?' she whispered. 'I know I shouldn't ask, but I've got no one else to turn to.'

      'What do you mean, Mum?' I asked, a sliver of fear piercing my gut.

      'Would you help me to have an orgasm?' she said so quietly that I strained to hear her.

      'What! You can't be serious!' I gasped. 'That would be incest! It's... well, it's illegal and--'

      'It would be just using your hand, Alex, nothing more than that. We're both adults, surely that's not illegal. I know it must sound very weird for me to ask but I'm desperate.' She clutched my arm, digging her nails into my flesh, looking up at me in tearstained appeal.

      Christ, what was I supposed to do? My mother had just asked me if I would masturbate her to orgasm! The one thing that stopped me from dismissing her out of hand, and possibly leaving the house, was the realisation that she honestly needed help from someone; and in the peculiar circumstances in which we found ourselves, I was literally the only person she could turn to. So what should I do?

      'This is a lot to deal with, Mum,' I said eventually. 'I need to think about it. But I have to say the idea isn't a good one for me.'

      'It would only be using your hand,' mum said in a small voice. 'We could both be fully dressed and do it in the dark if you wanted. Please Alex! I really wouldn't ask if I hadn't come to the end of my tether.'

      'I need to think about it,' I repeated.

      
        
      

      The rest of the afternoon and the evening was difficult, to say the least. We didn't discuss the elephant in the room and our conversation was stilted and awkward. To make things worse I couldn't help sneaking looks at my mum and inevitably thinking what it would be like to satisfy her with my fingers.

      About nine o'clock I announced my intention of going to bed and mum stood up with me and came over and hugged me. 'You will think about it won't you, Alex, please?' she said softly. She'd repaired her make-up at some point and she looked better. Tired but more like her usual self.

      'I will,' I promised her.

      It was a long night, full of demons and dark thoughts. Despite my childhood and adolescent fantasies about my mother, and the fact that I still fancied her, I was strangely reluctant to agree to her request. It felt too much like crossing a line. It was ok to think about bringing your fifty-two-year-old mother to a climax but to actually do it? How would I feel afterwards? How would she feel? What would our relationship be like? And could I carry such a dark secret with me for the rest of my life?

      In the end I couldn't get away from the fact that mum had no one else to help her; it was me or nothing and I couldn't watch her suffer for the next God only knew how many weeks. To celebrate this decision I masturbated to a quick and messy orgasm while images of my mother's pussy floated through my mind and I tried to imagine how it would feel when I had my fingers deep inside her. Afterwards I slept.

      Mum was pottering in the kitchen when I got downstairs the next morning. Although it was only seven thirty, she was showered and dressed in a skirt and blouse and fully made-up, including her trademark pink lipstick and matching nail varnish. She smiled bravely at me as I came into the kitchen.

      'Good morning, Alex. Did you sleep well?'

      'Not particularly. How about you?'

      'Not great,' she admitted.

      'I'll do it,' I said suddenly, to put her out of her misery. 'I'll use my fingers on you, Mum.'

      
        My mother's face broke into a huge smile and she skipped across the kitchen and threw herself into my arms. 'Thank you, Alex! Thank you, thank you, thank you!'

      I held her and kissed her curly mop of hair. 'Tonight?' I said.

      'That would be wonderful!'

      The day was long and awkward again. In the afternoon we went for a quick walk, as allowed by the lockdown rules. It was cold and bright as we walked in silence along the canal towpath, steering clear of other walkers.

      'How does it work tonight, Mum?' I asked at one point.

      'Yes,' mum replied, 'I've been thinking about that.' She paused. 'Ok, how would you feel about coming to my bed and doing it under the duvet, in the dark. Both of us wearing pyjamas,' she added.

      The rest of the day dragged like a wet Sunday. We ate, we watched television and as the evening drew on the palpable tension between us grew until I wondered if I could go through with it. Mum was in the same state, I think, and she kept giving me worried looks as though she could see my doubt. We stayed up to watch the news headlines at ten then mum suggested "going upstairs".

      We locked up and turned out the lights downstairs and then went upstairs together. Mum paused at her bedroom door. 'Give me fifteen minutes, Alex.'

      I went into the family bathroom and brushed my teeth, then I went into my bedroom and changed into a T shirt and tracksuit bottoms, which was the closest I'd got to pyjamas. I sat on my bed and waited until fifteen minutes had passed then I walked across the landing and tapped at my mother's bedroom door, aware that my cock was already semi-erect.

      'Come in,' she called and I opened the door and walked in, closing it behind me. Mum's bedroom had thick curtains at the windows and it was almost completely dark in her room. I could just make out the big items of furniture and her queen-size bed up against one wall and facing the bay window.

      'Ok, Alex?' she asked in the gloom.

      'Yes,' I replied in a whisper. 'I think so. Which side of the bed do you want me?'

      
        
      

      'The right,' she whispered back and I had a sudden urge to giggle. I found my way across the bedroom and slipped under my mother's duvet, sensing as much as seeing her next to me. Really all I could see was her mop of dark curls against the white pillowcase. But I could smell her perfume and I thought I could detect the faint odour of arousal, although I may have been kidding myself. Either way, my cock was now glass-hard and I was breathing in shallow gasps, my heart racing.

      'Are you nervous?' she asked, quietly.

      'Yes,' I admitted.

      'Me too,' she replied. 'But it'll be fine, Alex, just go whenever you're ready.'

      I lay on my side and reached out my right hand, finding my mother's hip under the duvet. She was wearing silk pyjamas and she gave a sharp intake of breath as I found the elasticated waistband and slipped my fingers underneath feeling the warmth and softness of her abdomen. It felt strange, touching my mother like this, part thrill and part a sick taboo. 'Are you ok with this, Mum?' it was my turn to ask.

      'Oh, yes. I'm very excited.' As she said this my pulse rate seemed to double and my breathing became difficult, as though the night air was liquifying. My mother was "very excited" at my touch. She gasped again as, emboldened, I slid my hand further down, parting her legs and allowing me to cup her hairy mound and give it a gentle squeeze. 'Oh yes,' she breathed. 'That's lovely.'

      Her pussy felt hot and damp, her thick bush of pubic hair soft and springy against my palm. I massaged and stroked her mound for long minutes, savouring the next move, listening intently to her muted groans as I squeezed and fondled her, my mind a whirl of erotic and disturbing thoughts. Then she started to flex her hips, trying to rub herself against my hand to increase the sensation. There was no doubt now, the odour of her arousal was strong in the bedroom air, sharp and musky.

      When I could not bear to wait longer I stroked my long middle finger between her slick labia and slid it into her liquid depths. It was like sliding my finger into a warm jar of honey. I slid my forefinger in to join it and mum groaned, 'Oh God, yes!' and arched her back as I explored her sopping vagina, curling my fingers to find her G spot, sliding both fingers deeply in and out, feeling the grip of her vaginal muscles and the slipperyness of her juices, hearing the faint squelching as I finger-fucked my own mother.

      
        Mum was starting to make a lot of noise now, gasps and grunts and wails; I was reminded of those nights in my childhood bed when I had listened to her through the bedroom wall and wished it was me in her bed. Well now it was, and as I thought of that I slid my fingers out of her cunt and teased the tips over her big, juicy clitoris. She twitched as though she'd been electrocuted and started writhing about on the bed and I pressed my fingertips down more firmly and started masturbating my mother, my fingers coated in her secretions, my cock like a broomstick in my tracksuit bottoms.

      I went slowly at first, then more quickly, changing to a circular motion which had her gurgling with delight as my fingers danced over her pearl. 'Don't stop, darling, I'm coming!' She shrieked and thrashed about as her orgasm surged through her nervous system and waves of pleasure crashed down on her.

      I was taken aback by the power of my mother's climax and I began to understand that what she did to herself might not be enough to satisfy her. I slowed down and stopped, withdrawing my hand from her pyjama bottoms and resisting the temptation to smell and lick my fingers. Mum had gone limp and was lying quietly next to me, her breathing slow and regular. I lay next to her for about five minutes then asked her if she wanted me to stay with her. There was no reply and I realised that she'd gone to sleep.

      And that was the end of the first sexual encounter with my mother and I had done exactly what she asked: brought her to orgasm with my fingers. And any doubts about the morality of our conduct had been firmly quashed; I had been thrilled by the experience and I wanted more. Much more. I slipped out of the bed and, making sure mum was covered by the duvet, went into my bedroom where I lay on the bed and smelled the scent of my mother's arousal on my fingers. Afterwards I masturbated to a strong orgasm while increasingly lurid visions of my mother and me flashed through my mind. I wanted her badly, but how would she feel?

      I slept better that night than I had for some time and woke refreshed and excited by what the day might bring. Going downstairs I could hear the shower in mum's en-suite bathroom and I imagined her naked beneath the stream of hot water, her body tantalisingly obscured by wreaths of steam.

      She didn't appear for almost another hour and when she did I did a double take. I was on my tablet at the kitchen table and looked up as she came into the room. She looked about ten years younger than she had done yesterday: her skin looked fresh and moist, her make-up extensive and perfect and she seemed relaxed and content. And she was wearing a light-grey woollen dress that I particularly liked as it showed her figure off to perfection. Even her mop of dark, curly hair looked tamed this morning.

      'Wow, Mum! You look fantastic!'

      
        She came across and tousled my hair as though I was about twelve. 'I feel fantastic. I had a great night's sleep, thanks to you.' She smiled down at me, a bit sadly I thought. 'Do you fancy a walk this morning, Alex?' she asked. 'It's lovely outside and I think we could both do with getting out of the house for an hour and maybe having a bit of a chat.'

      We walked along the canal that bisects our village. It was sunny but cold and we both wore coats. Mum was also in knee-length black leather boots which made her look ridiculously desirable. She slipped her arm through mine as we walked and I felt a rush of warmth and desire.

      'How do you feel after last night, Alex?' she asked.

      'Fine,' I replied.

      She looked round at me with a smile. 'Just "fine"?'

      'Well I'm not wracked with guilt, if that's what you mean,' I said. 'Quite the opposite.'

      'Well you certainly shouldn't feel guilty. I was the one who emotionally blackmailed you into doing it.' She was quiet for a few minutes as we crunched along the gravel towpath. 'Did you enjoy masturbating me?' she asked and I gulped and my guts went cold with a weird mixture of fear and desire.

      'It was thrilling, Mum. I thought I might be... I don't know, repelled or something. But it wasn't like that at all. I've genuinely never been so turned on before with anybody. It was... just something else. How do you feel?'

      'Well I feel like a new woman this morning, as you can probably tell, although I did feel a bit guilty when I woke up.'

      'Guilty?' I asked.

      'Yes, Alex. Guilty because I'm your mother and I manoeuvred you into my bed to masturbate me. Guilty because I enjoyed it so much and guilty because I fell asleep afterwards with no thought about you. Look, Alex, if you're really ok with it would you come to my bed again tonight? I think I need another of those fabulous orgasms before my equilibrium's fully restored.'

      
        'Of course,' I replied with enthusiasm. 'Every night if you want. Or we could go to bed when we get home,' I said, hopefully.

      'Tonight,' said my mother, firmly.

      It was another long day, although there wasn't the awkwardness between us that there had been the day before. In the evening we watched TV together and I put my arm around my mother and she put her head on my shoulder. I didn't try to grope her tits or anything though it was very tempting.

      After the ten o'clock news we went upstairs and I waited again to allow my mum to get into her pyjamas and get into bed and then I knocked on her bedroom door and she called me in. As before it was nearly pitch-black inside and I stumbled against the bed before slipping under her duvet. Tonight I was wearing boxer shorts rather than tracksuit bottoms.

      My first little surprise came when I lay down on my side next to my mother and reached out a hand to her, feeling skin under my fingertips instead of pyjamas. Christ! Was my mother naked? Further exploration revealed a nightdress of some satiny material, rucked up around her waist and leaving her loins deliciously naked. I stroked the bare skin of her abdomen, massaging and teasing my fingers towards her pussy, finding her thick bush and running my fingers through it, pulling her hair gently, teasing a finger between her labia.

      Mum was sopping wet again and I could hear her breathing, gaspy and ragged, as I slid my middle finger into her pussy followed by my first and then my third finger. Mum groaned as I pushed all three digits deep inside her, feeling the grip of her cunt muscles, my thumb against her clitoris. I pushed my fingers in and out of her for long minutes in the darkness of the bedroom, listening to her breathing, rubbing her pleasure bud with my thumb, hearing the faint squelching of my fingers in her cunt and smelling the strong scent of her arousal. Mum came quite suddenly that second time; she arched her back and kicked her legs out and cried out, putting her hand on mine, forcing my fingers deeper into herself as waves of orgasmic pleasure crashed over her.

      Afterwards I lay still as her breathing went back to normal and she was quiescent. I waited, thinking that she had gone to sleep again, and I was on the point of getting out of the bed and going to my room when she spoke.

      'Would you like me to use my fingers on you, Alex,' she whispered. 'It doesn't seem fair if you don't get anything.'

      'Yes please, Mum,' I croaked, barely able to speak.

      
        
      

      'Take your shorts off, then.' I rolled onto my back and raised my hips, pulling my boxers off, releasing my erection which was slick with leaking fluid. Then I lay, tense, waiting for my mother's touch.

      'Put your arm around me, Alex,' she whispered. 'Hold me while I masturbate you.' I took her in my arm and pulled her to me, feeling her warmth, feeling her breasts squash against my chest, her head on my shoulder, feeling her hand as she sought and found my penis, stroking one finger down my length before circling my veined shaft with finger and thumb.

      'Goodness,' she said softly into my ear, 'you're a good size.' I blushed in the darkness, although in truth I was proud of the length and girth of my dick. Gently, she enveloped it with her hand, smearing my sticky discharge over my glans, sending ripples of pleasure through me. Then she started wanking me with long, slow strokes, up and down, up and down, up and down...

      I gasped with emotion and pleasure. 'Is that good?' she whispered. 'Does mummy's hand feel nice?'

      It was too much for me. I felt a monster orgasm swell in my loins and grow like a white-hot bubble, exploding in my head. 'I want you, Mum,' I gasped as I squirted thick ropes of hot spunk onto my stomach and across my mother's hand.

      She carried on stroking me until I softened and then she threw back the duvet and cleaned me up with a handful of tissues from a box on her bedside table as I lay prone on the bed, amazed and delighted. Afterwards mum pulled the duvet back over us as our bodies cooled and we lay side by side, staring up into the blackness of the bedroom. Surreptitiously I slid my fingers up to my nose, smelling the strong scent of my mother's pussy, replaying the events of the last half-hour in my head: the delicious feel of my fingers inside her, the strength of her climax and the final, exquisite feeling of her fingers around my cock, rubbing me until I exploded.

      I had always known that my mother was an intensely sexual person; the idea that I was now finding out at first hand seemed almost unbelievable, yet at the same time entirely possible. I was just wondering whether I should go back to my own room or just stay her next to my mother when she spoke, her voice little above a whisper.

      'You said you wanted me, Alex?'

      'Yes,' I agreed softly, embarrassed by something I had said in the throes of an orgasm.

      
        'That would be against the law, Alex. I couldn't allow that.' She paused for a while until I thought she'd fallen asleep again. Then she went on. 'But you're a lot bigger and stronger than me. If you wanted to have me then I wouldn't be able to stop you.'

      We lay in silence as that statement sank into my consciousness. My mother appeared to have just invited me to take her by force. Is that really what she meant? Wouldn't that be classed as rape? My guts turned to jelly as I thought about it and replayed her words in my mind and I felt blood flow to my penis even though I'd climaxed barely ten minutes ago. Christ, the very idea was mind-blowing. I had visions of dragging her screaming to her bed or bending her over the kitchen table and holding her down with one hand while I released my cock with the other. I saw myself roughly pulling her dress up, tearing her thin panties off and thrusting myself into her pussy, wet despite her protests.

      Fucking hell! I was very hard and shaking with the thought that I could have her here and now when I became aware that she was snoring gently and I relaxed. I couldn't go through with it now. Instead I decided to stay with her until morning, when I would make my move.

      It was a long night. I lay awake for hours pondering the events of the last twenty-four hours; the first amazing feel of my mother's pussy, her evident arousal and the intensity of her orgasms; then the feeling of my mother's hand on my rigid dick. The feeling of her pressed against me as she wanked me off; the intensity of my own incest-fuelled climax and the subsequent bombshell about taking her by force and whether that implied taking her against her will. It didn't sound to me as if it would be against her will. Why would she have even mentioned it otherwise? So unless I was missing something...

      Because the other thing was that over the years I had become all too aware of my mother's subservience to the men she had invited into her home. I could easily see such behaviour extending to the bedroom, or was that just wishful thinking? Eventually I slept; it was after three by the luminous display on mum's bedside clock/radio.

      I woke as it was getting light. Definition just starting to appear to the larger objects in mum's bedroom: the wardrobe and dressing table with all her make-up scattered across it, the big, upholstered chair that sat in the bay window. Next to me mum stirred and turned over to face away from me, her mop of curly, black hair becoming defined against the white of her pillow. Now was the time! I felt a bit queasy but the blood was again flowing to my dick, swelling and hardening, pushing weak thoughts of morality and vulnerability aside.

      I rolled over and snuggled up to my mother, my loins still bare, my boxer shorts still on the bedroom floor. Her nightdress had ridden up in the night and her buttocks were deliciously naked, my cock nestling up against her bum crack.

      
        She turned her head to me. 'What are you doing, Alex?'

      'I want you,' I said quietly. 'I want you now.' To reinforce this idea I reached over and put my hand on her right breast, squeezing and massaging the soft orb through the silky material of her nightie, feeling her nipple against my palm.

      'I'm your mother, Alex, you mustn't,' she whispered. And it was her faint protest that really pushed me over the edge. I had to have her and I had to have her now. I took my hand from her tit and used it to part her legs, firmly rather than roughly.

      'No Alex,' she whispered, her voice stronger now but still, to my ears, lacking conviction and making no attempt to close her legs. I rolled her fully onto her back, throwing the duvet to the bottom of the bed and exposing us both in the pre-dawn half-light, both naked from the waist down, my mother staring up at me, her big, dark, saucy eyes wide with fear. Or was it arousal? I chose to believe the latter, climbing between her legs and kneeling down, supporting my weight on one arm while I guided my cock to mum's pussy with the other.

      For an instant I paused, my cockhead pressing against her labia, not knowing if she was ready for my penetration. And in that instant we looked at each other, both aware that our lives would change forever with one thrust of my hips. 'No, Alex,' she breathed and I rammed all seven inches of my meat inside my mother's cunt, slipping easily into her lubricated depths, relief washing over me.

      Mum threw her head back, the tendons standing out on her neck. 'Oh, God!' she gasped as my cock bottomed out in her and our pubic bones clashed together. 'Oh my good God!' Delirious with arousal I lowered myself to my mother, supporting my weight on my elbows either side of her head. I took a great hank of her hair in my hand to stop her moving her head and then I kissed her, mashing my lips against hers, ignoring, indeed not even noticing, her morning breath. And as I kissed her I started fucking her, not with a gradual build up but with long, hard thrusts, slamming into her loins with each stroke, pressing my tongue into her mouth and wondering fleetingly if she'd bite me.

      I was on a knife edge, my orgasm lurking just beneath the surface; yet I was aware that I wanted to make this good for my mother, too, so I slowed down and took her, if not gently then not brutally. And I stopped forcing my mouth onto hers and started kissing her as a lover should kiss his lady, firmly but tenderly, brushing my lips against hers, tasting her morning saliva and relishing the warmth and soft fullness of her lips, releasing my grip on her hair.

      Mum didn't try to fight me, she lay passively, her legs open wide, her arms above her head, hands gripping the bars of the brass bedstead. I kissed her cheeks and neck and shoulders as I fucked her and I thought I detected little noises of satisfaction as I slid in and out of her sopping pussy. I started flexing my hips at the end of each thrust to try and stimulate her clitoris and she began to respond, little whimpering noises escaping from her lips, her breathing becoming louder and faster. I kissed her lips again and slid my tongue into her mouth and felt her tongue meet me in a liquid embrace. And, to my delight, I felt first her arms around my shoulders, her hands on my back and then her legs clamping over mine as she got leverage to start thrusting her hips back at me.

      Near the end I slowed right down to try to delay my orgasm but it was remorseless, growing and swelling, a feeling of utter joy and pleasure like no other in the world, compounded this early morning because it was my mother underneath me, my mother into whose liquid pussy I would squirt my semen.

      'I'm coming, Mum,' I gasped as the sensations overwhelmed me and I was dimly aware of my mother hissing, 'Yes, Alex, yes, yes!' and pressing her nails into my back, her hips working against my thrusts and then my climax crashed over me and all I could focus on was my cock throbbing and pumping my seed inside my mother.

      Afterwards I collapsed over her and lay inert, stunned and incredulous. I'd just had full sexual intercourse with my mother; probably the best fuck I'd ever had. Sex with Tracey wasn't even close! This was my mother! I was roused from these meditations by her whispering in my ear.

      'You're quite heavy, Alex,'

      'Sorry, Mum,' I reluctantly slid out of her and rolled onto my back. It was now nearly full light in the bedroom and I could see mum's face very clearly as she rolled to face me. Her expression was neutral but her eyes always gave her away and they were glistening with tears.

      'Are you alright?' I asked.

      My mother swallowed and wiped her eyes. She hadn't got any make-up on except moisturising cream and she looked older and more vulnerable in the morning light and I felt a sudden rush of love for her and a tinge of shame at what I had done. 'Just a bit emotional, darling,' she said with a small smile. 'I don't come very often during intercourse, and I've never had full sex with my son before.'

      'We need to talk, don't we Mum?'

      'Yes,' she agreed, 'but not now. Let's go for our lockdown walk after breakfast and we'll talk then.' She smiled. 'Right now I need a shower; your stuff is leaking out of me.'

      
        Mum took ages showering, dressing and making her face up but when she appeared downstairs nearly an hour later she looked magnificent. The restoration of her sex life seemed to have infused her entire being with an aura of health and well-being. Her skin glowed, her hair shone, her make-up (a little excessive in my view) was expertly applied and made her look ten years younger. She'd discarded her traditional pink lipstick and nail varnish for a deep crimson and she was wearing one of her many slim-fit woollen dresses, this one an olive green. Sheer, black stockings and high-heels completed the picture.

      We didn't walk the canal towpath that morning, instead we put our coats on and went to the village park and sat on a bench and watched a few dog walkers across the other side of the football field. Mum slid her gloved hand through my arm and we sat quietly for a few moments.

      'How do you feel about what happened this morning, Mum?' I asked eventually. I hesitated. 'I wasn't quite sure about what message you were sending out last night. So I took a chance.'

      'Oh, Alex! Don't be absurd. I told you that if you wanted to have me then I wouldn't be able to stop you, what other message could I possibly be sending?'

      Well I'd come to the same conclusion of course, but it was still nice to hear my mother confirm it. A thought suddenly occurred to me, one I should have had several hours earlier. 'Can I make you pregnant, Mum?' I asked.

      'No,' she replied slowly. 'I haven't been through the menopause yet but I went back on the pill last week.'

      This admission hung in the air between us. 'So all this was planned, Mum?' I asked, feeling a mixture of relief and annoyance. None of us likes to feel manipulated.

      'Yes,' she admitted, 'I suppose if you put it like that.'

      'You had no intention of us stopping at masturbation, did you?' I said, unable to stop a grin from spreading over my face. 'And did you think that I'd be more likely to do something if you made yourself out to be weak and vulnerable. That actually doesn't say much about your opinion of me.'

      'That was for another reason,' mum replied and a deep blush suffused the olive skin of her throat and neck.

      
        'Do tell,' I insisted. 'After this morning it seems a bit silly to have secrets from each other.'

      'Ok,' said my mother, 'but before I say anything, a few ground rules, alright?'

      'Alright,' I agreed.

      'Number one, you do not talk to anybody about us ever. Including your future wife, whoever that may turn out to be. And number two, we don't do anything in public that might arouse suspicion. I think the law is pretty lax on prosecuting incest between consenting adults, but I don't want to have to move house because I'm the old slut who fucked her own son.' I laughed at her use of the obscenity and mum frowned. 'I'm serious, Alex. And those rules apply to me as well.

      'And the reason I said what I said last night wasn't because I thought you had a latent violent streak, it was because I... because I enjoy rough sex. There, satisfied?'

      'Nowhere near,' I smiled, 'I need details.'

      'I like it a bit rough, that's all. Nothing extreme mind you, and not every time. Just a bit of shoving around and maybe holding me down. The threat of non-consent as much as anything. I find it all extremely arousing. And now you've embarrassed me enough.'

      'So you'd like me to be a bit rough?' I insisted.

      'Yes, Alex, I'd like you to be a bit rough with me sometimes when we make love, ok?'

      'How will I know what's allowed and what's not?'

      'Because we'll have a safe word. Butterfly. If I say butterfly it means stop.'

      'So saying "stop" doesn't count?'

      'No! That's the whole point of the safe word! Goodness Alex, you are dense sometimes.'

      
        'I should be careful what you say to me, Mum, or I might have to drag you up to bed this afternoon and spank your arse.'

      'You see, you're getting the hang of it already,' she grinned.

      'And now I'd like a kiss, a proper one,' I said putting my arm around her shoulders.

      'That's a violation of Rule Two.'

      'There's nobody around,' I pointed out. And indeed the few dog walkers had vanished and the park was deserted.

      'Just this once then.' My mother tilted her face to mine and out lips met in a wonderful, tender kiss. Passionate but muted, no tongues but lips moving against lips in a sensuous dance.

      'God, I never realised what a powerful sexual motivator incest is,' said my mother when we had reluctantly broken apart. She stood up and picked up her handbag. 'Let's get home, I think I want a bit more rough sex.'

      No sooner had we shut the front door behind us and taken our coats off than I was on my mother, pressing her against the hallway wall, grabbing a handful of the hair at the back of her head and forcing her mouth to mine in a frenzied kiss, pushing my tongue deep into her mouth and mashing my lips against hers, tasting her lipstick and her saliva. She wriggled and tried to push me away as I thrust my hips at her, rubbing my erection up and down against her crotch, feeling dizzy with arousal.

      Breaking off, I grabbed her upper arm and frogmarched her down the hall and up the stairs where I pushed her through the door into her bedroom. I followed her in and shut and bolted the door behind me. Mum stood in the centre of the room her hands clasped over her loins, a picture of flustered elegance and maturity, with just a hint of sluttiness. 'What are you going to do to me?' she asked fearfully.

      'Well to start with, it's what you're going to do to me,' I told her as I pulled my jersey over my head and started unbuttoning my shirt. 'I'm going to strip off and sit in that chair and then you're going to suck my cock until I come in your mouth.' "That chair" was the upholstered one in the bay window and I should explain that I had fantasised for years about being pleasured by my mother as I sat naked in it. I had also fantasised about licking her pussy as she sat in it with her legs over the arms and her cunt fully exposed to my depraved gaze. My mother now played her part.

      
        
      

      'That's disgusting, Alex. I'm your mother for goodness sake! Put your clothes back on and we'll forget this ever happened.'

      Kicking off my trainers I unbuckled the belt of my jeans and unzipped the fly. 'You might want to put a pillow on the floor to kneel on,' I suggested. 'It might be a bit hard on your knees otherwise.'

      'I will not!' mum hissed. 'Open that door straightaway, Alex!' I tugged my jeans off and pulled my underpants down, standing naked in front of my mother, my cock a rigid seven inches of veined meat, drooling a little string of seminal fluid.

      'Please yourself.' I grabbed her arm again and marched her to the chair where I sat down, pulling my mother to her knees. 'Right, suck it,' I ordered her, holding my shaft in one hand and taking her hair in my other so I could pull her head to my dick.

      She struggled and beat her fists on my thighs and shook her head from side to side, her lips pursed. 'I will not!' she hissed again.

      'You'll take my cock in your mouth, Mum, or I'll tan your arse for you.' She continued struggling so I stood up abruptly and dragged her to the bed where I sat down and pulled her over my knee, raising the hem of her dress to reveal her rounded buttocks, clad in lacy nylon panties and bisected by black suspender straps. I yanked down her panties far enough to expose the naked flesh of my mother's bum cheeks.

      'Please don't Alex,' she wailed as I held her firmly down with one hand and raised the other, bringing it down open palmed onto her right buttock with a stinging slap, leaving a red, hand-shaped weal. Mum squealed and writhed and I smacked her again on her left buttock and then the right. After five or six blows to each of her arse cheeks mum stopped wriggling and went limp, so I roughly pulled up her panties and pulled her dress back down over her bum.

      'Ready to do as you're told, now?' I asked.

      'Yes,' she muttered, barely audible.

      Mum stood up, a bit unsteady, her face flushed, her eyes downcast. I picked up a pillow and went back to the chair where I dropped the pillow on the floor and sat down. Mum hesitated then came and knelt down slowly in front of me. I relaxed back into the chair watching her closely. Again she hesitated, her hands on her thighs, looking at the carpeted floor. Then she reached out tentatively and took my cock shaft in her delicate hand, wrapping her crimson-tipped fingers around my girth in a gentle grip. She looked up at me, her eyes dark, her expression neutral before leaning forward and taking the swollen head of my penis in her red-lipped mouth.

      The sensation of warmth and wetness and gentle suction was almost indescribable. I watched entranced as she sucked my cock into her mouth, inch by delicious inch, her cheeks bulging as she took me. Every adolescent fantasy I ever had about my mother fellating me was coming true, but the fantasy had been a mere shadow of the truth. And now she seemed to cast off the persona of abused mother forced into an incestuous act and she went to work on my cock with all the enthusiasm and experience of a highly sexed and experienced lady.

      Mum sucked my cock deep inside her, taking four or five inches and fucking me with her mouth, her red lipstick contrasting with the pale pink of my erection. She licked my cock like an ice cream cone, exploring my glans and frenulum, she rubbed it around her mouth and cheeks and then back into her mouth with a delicious slurping noise, looking up at me with those saucy eyes as she slid her red lips down my shaft. She used both her hands, cupping my balls and kissing them, sucking them into her mouth, gently squeezing and licking up the underside of my cock. I had never experienced a blow-job like it, nowhere close. It was like being the star in an incest porn movie except that this really was my mother. She seemed to know when I was getting close to an orgasm and she would slow down or stop sucking until the feelings subsided and then she would devour me again.

      Eventually it was too much for me, and I guess my mother's jaw must have been starting to ache. I felt a vast pleasure bubble well inside me and diffuse through my loins. 'I'm coming, Mum,' I choked and she gripped me more firmly with her red-nailed fingers and sucked me faster and harder and I threw my head back and arched my back and erupted into my mother's mouth, my cock pulsing and jetting gobs of sperm which she swallowed with every appearance of enjoyment, then she licked me clean as I relaxed back into the chair.

      Eventually she stood up, brushing her dress with her hands. 'What do you want me to do now, Alex?' she asked softly.

      'I want you to take your clothes off,' I replied. Without a word my mother reached behind herself and unzipped her dress, pulling it off her arms and down over her hips to the bedroom floor. Reaching behind again she unclipped her bra and shucked it off and I got my first proper view of my mother's breasts, rounded and grapefruit-sized with dark-brown areolae and small, neat nipples.

      She bent over and stripped her panties off then looked up at me. 'Do you want me to keep my stockings and suspenders on, Alex?'

      
        'Yes,' I told her, 'and your high-heels.' I levered myself out of the chair. 'Sit down,' I told her, gesturing. Mum sat in the chair, her legs together, her hands clasped over her pussy.

      'Put your legs over the arms,' I ordered. Without a word mum raised her long, slim, stockinged legs and draped one over each upholstered arm and sat with a hand on each knee as I stared entranced at her pussy, the first time I'd seen it in proper daylight. And my goodness, what a sight! A thick mat of soft, black pubic hair extended from her anus almost to her panty line. It framed the wrinkles and folds of her dark-honey-coloured labia, which were partially open, revealing a wet, pink interior. I had never seen anything as beautiful or as erotic.

      I knelt on the cushion, reaching out and stroking my mother's stockings, feeling the soft, warm skin of her inner thigh, sliding my fingers under her suspender straps and through her glorious bush. I lowered my head reverently to her cunt, smelling her scent, strong and alluring. Musky yet sweet. I pressed my face to her labia, sliding my tongue between them to sample the silky liquid that she was secreting. Above me my mother moaned and slid further down the chair giving me better access. I licked and slurped and sucked her labia into my mouth, swallowing her honey liquid, smelling her intense arousal. I licked her perineum, that little neck of skin between her labia and her anus and she groaned louder as I flicked the tip of my tongue over her rosebud, feeling its crinkles and ridges.

      After a long time, I started inching higher, towards my mother's clitoris and she sensed this immediately, breathing heavily, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples. I found her pearl in its little hood and probed with my tongue and mum's legs beat against the side of the chair and she writhed and groaned as I licked her little bud and sucked it into my mouth, two of my fingers now deeply inside her cunt.

      'Don't stop, Alex,' she moaned. 'Please don't stop, I'm nearly there! Oh God!' I pushed a slippery finger deep into my mother's anus and she screamed as her orgasm washed through her nervous system and waves of pleasure crashed down over her.

      When it was over I stood up and helped my mother out of the chair, taking her gently to her bed where I laid her down and climbed on to join her, opening her unresisting legs and guiding my cock, which had recovered wonderfully as I ate my mother out, to her sopping pussy.

      In contrast to the early morning, I took my mother gently, fucking her with long, slow strokes, kissing her lips and cheeks, stroking her breasts, bending my neck to suck her nipples. She kissed me back with tenderness, her hands on my shoulders, massaging my muscles and raking her nails gently across my back. 'It's so good, Alex,' she breathed. 'It's so good.'

      Time seemed to stand still as my mother and I copulated on her bed. I had never experienced sensations or emotional feelings anywhere near this strong and I felt overwhelmed by love for my mother. She lay looking up at me, her eyes full of tears. 'Come inside me, Alex,' she whispered. 'Come inside mummy.' My cock and balls tingled as a second orgasm crackled up my spine and burst in my brain. I thrust harder into my mother as the climax peaked and declined, leaving me limp and spent.

      Afterwards I held my mum tightly and she stroked my chest and stomach as we quietly talked.

      'You were brilliant, Mum, with your role-playing,' I told her.

      'It was so exciting, Alex. I've never felt to turned on, so... so completely aroused.'

      'Did I hurt you when I spanked you?' I asked, cautiously.

      'Yes,' she admitted, 'you did. But that's sort of the point. Pain is pleasure. If you'd done it too gently the effect would have been lost. I think you got it about right: it stung but it was intensely pleasurable. It made me feel warm all over and it made my pussy throb,' she added.

      'And you liked me licking you out?' I asked, riding a wave of compliments.

      'Nobody has ever done it to me like that before,' she assured me. 'And when you put your finger up my bum I thought the ceiling had come down over me!'

      'A quick question, Mum,' I asked a bit later as I tucked my shirt into my jeans. 'Are we going to sleep together every night?'

      Mum was sitting at her dressing table, repairing her make-up and she half turned to me. 'I bloody well hope so, Alex,' she said firmly. 'I'd be very disappointed if we didn't. Now, what would you like for lunch? You must be starving, I know I am.'

      And that's how my mother and I started a supremely exciting and intensely satisfying sexual relationship a week or so into the first UK lockdown to combat COVID. And for me it was a revelation, literally. I had never experienced sex as good or as frequently as with my mother during those halcyon days of March and April 2020. My mother is almost certainly a clinical sex addict and if I'm truthful I'm probably not far behind. But over the next few weeks we fucked until we were sated. Almost every night and morning we were at it. And in the afternoons I would often drag her upstairs for some rough, incest-based role-playing, something which both of us grew to really enjoy.

      
        
      

      Sometimes I didn't bother taking her upstairs but instead took her over the back of the settee or over the dining room or kitchen table. Often this involved a bit of pulling and shoving and maybe holding her down while I fucked her but I never crossed the line and she never had to use the safety word. Then one Sunday afternoon she invited me to fuck her in her arse and that was another surprise for me.

      We'd made love that morning before getting out of bed and it had been long and slow and gentle and delicious. But by early afternoon I was beginning to feel that familiar itch in my loins and I think my mother was too, judging by the looks she kept giving me and the way she always seemed to be in the same room as me.

      Eventually I grabbed her wrist and pulled her upstairs into our bedroom where I told her to strip down to her stockings. She refused so I threw her down over my knee and spanked her arse a few times until she promised she'd do as she was told. After that she stood in front of me and did a little striptease, running her hands over her breasts and hips before unzipping and sliding out of her dress. After her bra came off she played with her breasts, cupping and squeezing them and pinching her nipples between finger and thumb while she looked at me with those saucy eyes and ran her tongue lightly over her crimson lips. Then it was her panties and after she'd removed those and thrown them in my lap she stroked her pussy with a long, red-tipped forefinger, sliding it between her labia and bringing it to her mouth and sucking her juices from it. I couldn't take too much more of this so I ordered her to sit in the chair with her legs over the arms and I threw a pillow on the floor and knelt on it, lowering my head to my mother's wet and waiting pussy.

      I don't think I could ever get tired of eating out my mum's cunt. The mat of soft, black curls, the texture of her labia, the taste and smell of her most intimate places and secretions and, perhaps above all, the feeling of utter taboo that it was my mother I was feasting on. I licked and lapped and pushed my tongue as far into her as I could get it and she squealed and wriggled as I went lower down and teased her anal sphincter with my tongue, running the tip over her little knot of muscle, pushing it in and shivering with desire. I concentrated eventually on her clitoris, sucking and licking her to a gigantic orgasm. And as she started to come I slid my long middle finger into her anus and she screamed and writhed as the sensations swept through her body.

      Afterwards she was a bit wobbly and I helped her to the bed, climbing on with her and penetrating her in the missionary position, my cock sliding easily into her sopping cunt. I took it slowly, wanting this to last as long as possible, looking down on my mother who smiled lazily up at me in sated contentment. I felt waves of love for her wash over me and I kissed her tenderly on her lips.

      'You always get it just right, Alex,' she said softly. I looked at her quizzically. 'You push your finger up my bum just as I'm coming, at just the right moment.'

      
        I wasn't sure what to say to this. In the two weeks or so that we'd been lovers I hadn't tried to sodomise my mother although I'd licked and fingered her arsehole often enough. It wasn't that I was against anal intercourse, I'd tried it a few times with varying success, but I was embarrassed about suggesting it to my mother, which sounds silly, given the circumstances, I know. In the event, my mother took the initiative anyway.

      'I think it's about time I had something a bit bigger up my naughty hole. What do you think, Alex?' she said, quietly, digging her nails lightly into my shoulders. 'Have you ever done that before?'

      'Yes,' I croaked out, barely able to speak. 'A few times.'

      My mother licked her lips seductively. 'Would you like to do it to mummy?' she whispered. 'Would you like to put your big cock in mummy's tight little bum hole?'

      I froze, fearing that any slight movement would make me ejaculate. 'Yes,' I croaked again, 'if you're ok with that, Mum.'

      'Well there's a tube of KY jelly in my en-suite, Alex. Why don't you go and get it.' I slipped out of my mother and fetched the tube of lubricant. Mum turned over and knelt on the bed, her head on her arms, her delicious backside in the air. 'We can try different positions, Alex, but maybe we'd be better off starting with doggy fashion. Do you want to lube me up, darling, or would you like to watch me do it?'

      'You do it,' I whispered, shivering with emotion.

      I handed her the tube and she uncapped it and squeezed a big dollop onto her finger. Then she reached between her legs and I stared fascinated as her red-nailed finger rimmed her little hairy pucker before sliding inside, right up to the third knuckle. Fucking hell! I'd never even dreamed of anything so erotic! She repeated the exercise two more times, eventually sliding two fingers deep inside herself. This was sex taken to a completely new level.

      'Put some on your penis, Alex,' she told me, handing me the tube. 'Then I think we're ready.'

      I lubed my cock, which was glass-hard and weeping a sticky, transparent fluid, and knelt behind my mother, dick in one hand, my other hand on her buttock, guiding myself to her rosebud in its nest of hair, gleaming with lube. 'Slowly at first, darling,' whispered my mother as my swollen cockhead made contact with her and I started a gentle pushing motion, pressing her sphincter.

      
        
      

      In the end it was much easier than it had been with Tracey; mum was undoubtedly more experienced at such things and was able to relax her muscle and allow me to penetrate her. She gave a bit of a gasp as the head went in and I stopped, concerned that I'd hurt her.

      'Is that alright, Mum,' I asked.

      'Oh, yes,' she answered. 'Push it all in now, Alex. Fill my bum with your cock.'

      So I took my mum in her anus for the first time, slowly and gently at first but building up to a rhythm, feeling the exquisite grip of her sphincter and the soft, warm envelopment of her lubricated rectum. It was the most intimate thing imaginable and I felt close to tears as I slid myself in and out and mum reached between her legs and started rubbing her clit with a fingertip.

      Neither of us lasted long. Within minutes mum was groaning, 'Oh God, I'm coming,' and that triggered my climax and I exploded inside my mother's anus my cock pumping thick gouts of spunk into her, my vision dimming as the sensations burst in my brain like a firework display.

      Afterwards I withdrew slowly and gently to let mum's physiology adjust and not cause her any pain. I lay down on the bed and she came into my arms and we lay like that for long minutes, tears in mum's eyes. 'Was it good, Alex?' she whispered. 'Did it feel good in mummy's arse?'

      Epilogue.

      It's now more than four years after that first lockdown and mum and I still live together in her house. We still sleep together every night, too though after the initial sexual frenzy of the first lockdown we both calmed down a bit; no couple can keep having sex for three or four times a day for long, especially when one of them is in her fifties.

      We experimented quite a lot with anal sex. Mum, I think, enjoys it more than she is willing to admit and it's a regular part of our pleasure. We particularly like doing it in the missionary position; the angle of penetration's a bit awkward but once I'm in it's wonderful and I can kiss my mother as I bugger her and she can strum her clitoris. We've become very adept at timing our orgasms to coincide.

      The big, upholstered chair in the bedroom continues to be used regularly for fellatio and cunnilingus and we now have a restraint system permanently installed on our bed and I have discovered that my mother is an absolute fiend about being strapped down tightly and fucked, preferably with a big, latex butt plug in her arse.

      I am so in love with my mother on both a physical and emotional level. We spend as much time together as we can; we holiday together and spend every weekend together. But how much longer it can last I don't know. My mother is fifty-six now and I think she's in the prime of her maturity, if there is such a phrase! Her figure is still wonderfully slender and although her face has a few more lines now, I think it enhances her appearance rather than otherwise. And her taste for sex in all its forms has not, I'm pleased to say, diminished.

      The age problem is rather more my issue than it is my mother's. I'm thirty-four and I'd like to marry and have children and my mother is no longer capable of bearing children even if we had decided to go down that rather dark path. Which means finding a girl closer to my age and stopping my relationship with my mother. And that means that my mother's appetites will need to be satisfied elsewhere, and that leaves the door open for another Rick, or worse.

      What the hell am I supposed to do? Answers on a postcard, please...

      THE END
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