
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 1

      This story concerns Iain who, for mainly financial reasons, moves back in with his mother, a successful author, in her isolated house on the edge of Scotland's Cairngorms National Park. It's a bit of a slow burner as it contains a couple of sub-plots for background and context which go some way to explaining Iain's fixation with older ladies. I think it's also the longest story I've written for this site.

      The story does contain descriptions of anal intercourse between mother and son so if that's not your thing you may wish to pass. If you continue, I hope you enjoy and look forward to comments.

      Sylviafan March 2025

      This is the story of how my mother and I started an incestuous sexual relationship the year after I finished university. The whole thing really starts on a raw day in late autumn with the sort of rain-spattered leaden sky and piercing wind that Scotland does so well and nowhere better than its ancient capital, Edinburgh.

      I'm Iain, by the way, spelt the Gaelic way. Iain MacKay to be exact and from a long line of MacKays stretching back over Scotland's turbulent history. Not that I'm a dyed-in-the-wool nationalist or anything, but I'm proud of my heritage even though I went to school in England. And I suspect I was sent to a boarding school in England because it was far enough away from my mother that she didn't need to visit me during term time, or at least could excuse herself for not doing so.

      My mother's Fiona MacKay, a novelist, and quite a successful one although she publishes under an assumed name. She writes historical thrillers that are set in a slightly altered reality; for example she wrote a series of books set in the reign of Richard the Third. In these books the Stanleys came down on Richard's side at the battle of Bosworth and the usurper Henry Tudor was defeated. Richard went on to reign for another forty years, which gave him plenty of time to explain what happened to his nephews, the Princes in the Tower. Her novels are also notable for having quite a lot of pretty explicit sex scenes in them, leading some critics to dismiss them as little more than historical porn. Personally I loved the sex scenes, it thrilled me to think that my mother had written them, had had those thoughts going through her mind. It seemed to show another side of her from the distant, rather stern parent that I had grown up with.

      After I finished school I went to university in Edinburgh and read English literature. Well, it was the family business and I'd always been a big reader. After university I got a job as an assistant editor in a publishing house, though not the one that deals with my mother. I spent my days proof-reading draft books at a desk in a cramped office in Leith. I could have worked in my flat, employees were positively encouraged to work from home, but my place was so small and squalid that I preferred to cycle into the office every morning and enjoy free heating during three seasons of the year.

      It was a visit to her publishers, who were on the other side of the city, which brought my mother to Edinburgh on that fateful Thursday that set in motion the events of this story. She'd phoned me the previous weekend to say that she would be in town and would like to come and see me, to take me out for a meal in fact. So I left work a bit early and spent a couple of hours cleaning and tidying my flat and then I had a shower and dressed myself in a presentable pair of trousers, an almost-new shirt and a jacket. My mother arrived on the dot of seven, punctual as always. She had a taxi waiting downstairs so she didn't come in and we drove into the New Town to a French restaurant on Princes Street, where she paid the driver and marched imperiously into the restaurant with me following meekly behind and taking the opportunity to stare at her slender figure and her beautiful stockinged legs.

      A waiter took my mother's coat and led us to a table in the window looking out over the evening bustle of what is arguably Edinburgh's principal thoroughfare. 'So what have you been doing with yourself, Iain?' she asked after we'd sat down and ordered aperitifs.

      So I told her about my job and about my limited social life and she looked back at me or occasionally out of the window or at the other diners and I got the feeling, as I usually did when talking to my mother, that she wasn't really listening. The other problem I had when talking to my mother was that I found her breathtakingly attractive and I struggled to articulate what I wanted to say through a mixture of desire and shyness. It had been a problem since puberty, I think, and exacerbated (or at least not helped) by attending an all-boys private school.

      She let me finish and then she told me, at length, about her latest book and the reviews she'd had, even taking her phone out of her handbag and reading me a selection of them! Then she told me about the book she was in the process of writing and why she had chosen this particular period of British history and where she had done her research and what her influences had been. Like my mother, I barely listened, but where she had been bored, I was entranced. I looked at her as she talked: at the movement of her red lips as she spoke, the slender length of her neck, the oval perfection of her face with its prominent cheekbones, chiselled features and pale, flawless skin, the night-black of her long, straight, centre-parted hair which had led my schoolfriends to christen her Morticia. I admired the dark-blue of her eyes, animated as she told me about her achievements, her tapered, ringless fingers with their carefully manicured and painted nails. I swallowed nervously as her pointed tongue flicked against her perfectly defined upper lip and I melted inside as she smiled her expensive smile.

      She talked as we ate and I tried to respond with some enthusiasm but it was hard and I felt weary. Afterwards we took a taxi back to my lodging house and I offered her a coffee, fully expecting her to want to rush off back to her hotel. To my surprise she accepted and I led her up to my first floor flat, glad that I'd cleaned and tidied earlier.

      
        
      

      I fussed with the percolator in the tiny kitchen while mum sat in the only comfortable chair, a lumpy old sofa, her legs crossed elegantly, an expression of faint distaste on her face.

      'Why do you live in this hovel, Iain?' she asked, after I'd handed her a steaming mug.

      I was used to her bluntness, and let's face it, it was a hovel. 'It's all I can afford, Mum,' I explained. 'And I can only just afford this.' Sitting on a wooden chair and facing my mother across the meagre living room I felt a little wave of self-pity wash over me. There she was, just a few feet away from me, achingly remote and untouchable. And in a few minutes she would leave and I'd be on my own again. 'After I've paid the rent and the council tax and the utilities I've got about fifty quid a week to feed myself with,' I added. I wasn't asking for help, though God knows my mother was loaded. I think I just needed to offload a bit.

      My mother took a sip of her coffee, her eyes on me. 'We did discuss you coming back to live with me,' she said, 'if you remember. You said your company would be ok with you working remotely.' Her tight dress had ridden up and she was showing a bit more stockinged thigh than normal.

      'I remember,' I replied, but I need a decent Wi-Fi signal and you don't have one.'

      Mum's eyes flashed triumphantly. 'Ah but I do.' I looked at her quizzically. 'There's a new mast on Driesh, at the back of the house. It's a bit unsightly,' she added, 'but there's a full signal everywhere in the house, now.'

      Which is why, a couple of months before Christmas, and at the callow and unfulfilled age of twenty-two, I found myself back in the house I had grown up in, or at least that I had spent the school holidays in. It felt like defeat but I told myself that now I could start doing some serious saving and maybe in a couple of years I could afford to buy my own flat.

      It was however a particularly comfortable form of defeat. The house is in the Scottish baronial style and dates back to the mid-eighteen hundreds. Built of local granite, it's got three floors, a multitude of rooms, including a couple of Gothic towers, and it's tucked away at the end of a winding, single-track road on the south-eastern edge of the Cairngorms, a gentle range of heather-clad mountains in the eastern Highlands of Scotland. The 946metre summit of Driesh rises up behind the house so you can easily find it on an Ordnance Survey map; it's about twenty-five miles north of the city of Dundee.

      
        My mother didn't buy the house, despite her money. She inherited it from her parents who inherited it from my grandfather's father. He bought the place around 1920. He was a shipping merchant who had made a lot of money after the first war and fancied himself as a country laird. Mum was an only child and was brought up in the house and has never lived anywhere else apart from three years at the University of Aberdeen, of which more later.

      My mother's mum died quite young, in 1990, I think, twelve years before I was born, and mum and granddad lived in the house until he died in 2018. I was only around for school holidays, which seemed to suit my mother, so I didn't feel especially connected to the house (which is called Driesh Castle by the way). Inside it's been sympathetically modernised and for a writer it couldn't really be better with its air of peace and tranquillity and stunning views in all directions.

      There was a lady called Agnes who came in every weekday and cleaned and prepared meals and a gardener and odd-job man who pottered about and muttered to himself and smelled of whisky. Apart from that, mum and I had the place to ourselves and I could easily not see anybody all day. Mum had a suite of rooms on the first floor and she also had a writing room and library on the second floor with views over the pine forests that surround the house on three sides. I wasn't encouraged to visit this sanctum and she kept it locked when she wasn't in it. I had a study on the same floor but at the back of the house, looking over the rising bulk of Driesh. It was spacious and comfortable and I loved it, a million miles from my Edinburgh flat.

      The one time of the day that mum and I did meet up was dinner, usually about 7pm. Agnes would prepare the meal but she left at five and mum would cook and serve in the formal dining room with its big oaken table that could seat twenty people. After dinner we mostly watched a bit of television or played chess in the snug, a comfortably furnished room on the first floor. About ten o'clock mum would start yawning and a few minutes later she'd give me a perfunctory peck on the cheek and disappear to her rooms.

      This, albeit limited, exposure reawakened my carnal desire for my mother, if indeed it had ever slept. I'd fantasised about her for years. Had masturbated to naked and semi-clad visions of her since puberty and I read and re-read the sex scenes in her books and imagined the two of us acting them out. When I developed adolescent crushes, it was invariably older ladies that I focussed on. Was this because of my mother fixation or did I just prefer mature ladies? Or was the one tied inextricably to the other?

      The fact that I had had serious crushes on most of the female teachers at my private school, and both the school nurse and matron, perhaps wasn't so surprising as they were the only ladies that I was regularly exposed in my formative years and they were all of an age - mid to late forties or older. Just before leaving school I had lost my virginity to the school nurse.

      
        She was a curvy, bonny, bubbly lady called Jane Sherman. She had a little consulting room on the top floor of the school admin block and a four-room flat next to that. I went to see her for a routine vaccination one day in late January of my final school year; Coincidently I had turned eighteen just the day before. Nurse Sherman, as we called her, wore a blue gingham nurse's dress with an elastic belt and black stockings with sensible, flat shoes. I'd been at the school for nearly six years by then and we knew each other quite well. I'd gone running to her with various childhood aliments over the years including a broken arm gained on the rugby field. But until that day I'd certainly never tried anything on with her.

      She was looking at my medical record as I entered her consulting room. 'Good morning Iain,' she smiled at me. 'And happy birthday for yesterday! Please take a seat and roll up your shirt sleeve.'

      She jabbed me efficiently then entered a brief notation in my vaccination record with a black biro, which she then dropped on the floor and bent over to retrieve, her curving backside quite close to my left hand. I swear to this day that she did it deliberately; I certainly thought so at the time or I'd never have put my hand on her right buttock and gently stroked it.

      She straightened up and turned to me. 'That's enough of that Master MacKay,' she told me, but her eyes were twinkling. 'If you get a reaction to the injection come back and I'll give you something to help. I'll be around until 8pm.' I went back at 7:30. My arm was fine but I wanted to see what would happen.

      What happened was that as soon as I entered the surgery Nurse Sherman locked the outside door and pulled the blind down. Then she kissed me. I was about six inches taller than her but she laced her hands around the back of my neck and pulled my face down to meet hers, lips meeting lips in my first wonderful adult kiss.

      We kissed for long minutes, eyes closed, mouth working against mouth, tasting and feeling. I slipped my tongue between her lips and she sucked gently on it and pressed her bust against my chest. Breaking off suddenly she took my arm and pulled me to the connecting door to her flat. Inside her flat she steered me into her bedroom and started to undress herself as I stood and gawped at her. 'Will this be your first time, Iain?' she asked, although I'm sure she knew the answer. 'Yes,' I croaked. 'Don't worry,' she smiled, slipping out of her nurses' dress, 'I'll make it as good for you as I can.'

      Without any fuss she unclipped her bra and rolled down her pantyhose and knickers, leaving her naked in front of me, the first time I had experienced such a thing. 'This is what a naked lady looks like, Iain,' she smiled, standing in front of me and running her hands slowly over her breasts and stomach. I was mesmerised. She was slender with a narrow waist, flaring hips and big, rounded breasts with brown nipples. Her labia were pink and neat and looked like the anatomical doll we had in the biology lab except that hers were surmounted by a tuft of fine blonde hair.

      
        'Well don't just stand there,' she chided me and I started to tear my clothes off with a mixture of arousal and embarrassment as she crawled onto the bed and rolled onto her back, watching me. Despite years of intensive masturbation, I'd worried that when the time came I wouldn't be able to perform, but my fears were groundless and I crawled on to the bed with a seven-and-a-half-inch boner that you could have played baseball with.

      We kissed again and Nurse Sherman reached for my erection. 'Mmm,' she cooed, 'that's a nice size. And so hard!' I gasped as she squeezed and stroked me, spreading my sticky fluids around my shaft and cockhead. 'Do you like my breasts?' she whispered. 'You can stroke them if you'd like to.' They were soft and warm and smooth. I squeezed and kissed them and she guided a nipple to my mouth and I sucked and licked the little brown nub and I heard her breathing change and I knew that she was aroused too.

      'Put your hand between my legs,' she murmured a few minutes later. I slid my hand down her stomach and over her silky pubic bush, cupping and squeezing her mound. She groaned as I slid a finger inside her and felt, for the first time, the liquid warmth of a lady's vagina. 'Mmm,' she moaned quietly, 'see how wet I am, Iain. I'm ready for you now.'

      It was a bit awkward that first time as I got to my knees and manoeuvred myself between her legs and guided myself to her pussy. But Nurse Sherman was gentle and kind and she helped me penetrate her and let out a big groan as I slid inside, taking my full length and locking her legs over mine.

      'Now fuck me, Iain,' she said and I did as she asked, remembering the illicit porn movies we watched in the dormitory, sliding myself in and out of her in a blur of intense sexual pleasure made all the better because it was obvious that she was enjoying it too. She writhed and squealed and urged me to do it harder and to squeeze her tits and bite her nipples and it wasn't long before a mountainous orgasm was rising up and engulfing me and I was crying out and squirting my spunk inside Nurse Sherman as she hissed, 'Yes, yes, yes!'

      As I climbed off her I felt a bit awkward again, after all, this was the school nurse. But she smiled as I tried to thank her and she took my hand and guided it to her sopping pussy and she showed me how to bring her to an orgasm by stroking her clitoris with my fingertip.

      Afterwards we sat in her tiny lounge and drank tea and Nurse Sherman made me promise to never tell a soul about what we'd done. 'You're over eighteen,' she said, 'but you're still a pupil here and I'd lose my job if it got out.'

      In my last term at the school I was made head boy. The one consolation of this otherwise fairly meaningless distinction was that I had my own bedroom, on the same floor of the admin block as Nurse Sherman's flat. So for those last fifteen weeks, until I left school, we conducted an illicit affair. Lizzie, as she told me to call her, taught me how to pleasure a lady and in return she pleasured me with her hands and her mouth and her vagina. Once, in the last week of term, she even allowed me to penetrate her anus although it was obvious that she didn't particularly enjoy it.

      I wanted to continue seeing her after leaving school but she sensibly said I should just remember the good times we'd had. And besides I was going back to Scotland.

      But I suppose the experience with the school nurse had, as well as teaching me how to be a proficient lover, cemented my love affair with more mature ladies. Well, middle-aged ladies if you want to be blunt. It had also taught me the exquisite pleasure of sex and I inevitably fantasised about my mother and me in bed and what we would do and how it would feel, the tang of incest acting as an additional spice. I even wondered whether my mother indulged in anal sex.

      In reality, I was not aware of my mother actually having any partners, male or female, apart from her brief experience in Aberdeen just after she graduated, and which led to the conception of yours truly. She never talked about it except once, when we'd been on a rare day out to Montrose to celebrate my getting a place at the University of Edinburgh. We'd come home and drunk quite a lot of wine and I'd plucked up the courage to ask about my dad and she told me that he was called Steve and he had worked on the North Sea oil rigs and she had met him in a bar in Aberdeen on a Saturday night out with friends. She said they'd seen each other for a week or two and then he'd gone back out into the oil fields and she'd never seen him again; she didn't even know his surname. Her father, my granddad David, helped mum raise me until I was old enough to be sent away to a boarding preparatory school. He was a GP, or family physician, which was a great help to mum.

      'But you were pregnant,' I pointed out. 'Didn't you want this Steve to know about it, to have a chance to be a father?'

      'It wouldn't have worked,' she replied simply. 'And as for giving him the chance to be a father, Aberdeen and its environs are probably awash with his illegitimate offspring; he was that sort of man,' she finished, and that was the end of the conversation.

      As Christmas approached mum spent more and more time away from home at parties and gatherings organised by her publisher in Edinburgh, Glasgow and sometimes as far afield as London and I was left with the house to myself, apart from Agnes and Bruce, the alcoholic odd-job man. Agnes fell firmly into the category of a desirable older lady; she was a few years younger than mum, slim bodied and attractive in a severe sort of way, her greying hair pulled back in a bun, her face unsmiling. She'd worked at the house since she was eighteen and was treated as part of the family, although she didn't live in. She was polite enough to me and we occasionally chatted in the kitchen while she prepared meals, but I never felt inclined to chance my arm with her. I suppose that my mother rather eclipsed Agnes; she was certainly at the forefront of my thinking. Her and Claire.

      
        Claire was Claire French, the inaptly named professor of mediaeval English at the University of Edinburgh and she had been my second lover. Mediaeval English wasn't a popular option the year I started my degree; there were only three students at her weekly tutorials and withing a few months one had stopped attending tutorials and another had left the university altogether. So for most of my first year I had a private, weekly one-to-one session with Professor French and we became good friends.

      Where Nurse Sherman had been in her mid-forties, I think, Claire was over sixty although she was in good shape for her age. She was medium height and wiry with a small, neat bosom and steel-grey hair that she wore in a bob. Her face was rather hawk-like with keen grey eyes and a hooked nose. She was one of the few ladies on the academic staff that wore a skirt, stockings and heels and I used to sneak looks at her legs during our sessions. And her breasts. She admitted later that she was fully aware of my secret scrutiny and was flattered by it, which was why, presumably, she crossed her legs so often during our tutorials and smoothed her skirt down over her knees.

      Nothing happened between us until the summer ball at the end of my first year. It was held in the university grounds in several big marquees with various live bands and a disco. I strolled about in the sultry summer air in my dinner jacket and bowtie feeling like James Bond and that anything could happen on such a magical evening. What did happen is that Claire came up to me as I was standing looking out over the lights of the city, a glass of wine in my hand. She was wearing a slim-fitting, full-length dress in pale satin with matching elbow-length gloves.

      'You look amazing, Professor,' I said, gaping at her.

      'Less of the "Professor",' she smiled. 'I'm Claire tonight. And you don't look too bad yourself,' she added. 'Very dashing. Do you think you could spare me a dance at some point this evening?'

      We danced and drank wine until midnight when the bands stopped playing. Much of our dancing had been to disco music but we'd had the odd slow dance when I could take Claire in my arms and feel her slender body against mine as we gyrated slowly to the music. And neither of us seemed inclined to seek different company.

      I was still living on campus at that time so I thanked Claire for a lovely evening and prepared to take my leave of her. 'Actually Iain I was wondering if you might do me a big favour.' I looked at her enquiringly. 'It's nigh on impossible to get a taxi at this time of night. I only live about a mile away but it's, well it's not a dodgy area but I'd rather not walk it on my own, especially dressed like this.'

      So I walked Claire to her apartment in a typical four-storey Edinburgh tenement building. About half-way there she slipped her arm through mine and I experienced a frisson of excitement at the contact. I followed her up the stairs to her door and, with no words being spoken, went into her apartment and she shut the door behind her and leaned back against it.

      'Thank you,' she said, 'for giving me such a wonderful evening and for walking me home.'

      I smiled, uncertainly. 'I've enjoyed it too, Claire.'

      'It doesn't have to end yet,' she said, quietly, her eyes on mine. She pushed herself away from the door and came to me and I took her in my arms and we kissed. Tentative pecks at first, testing the water, then full mouth-to-mouth engagement, mouths open, tongues slipping over tongues, her arms around my neck, my hands running down her satin-clad back, cupping her firm buttocks, pressing her loins against mine.

      Breaking the kiss she pulled me down the hallway and into her bedroom, the big one at the front of the apartment. By the light of the streetlamps we undressed and scrambled onto the bed where we kissed frenziedly, my hands on her small, hard breasts, stroking her nipples and then down across her flat stomach to the mound of her vagina, feeling her thick bush of pubic hair and the loose flesh of her labia.

      Before I could slide a finger inside her she rolled over and opened the top drawer of her bedside table. 'Sorry, Iain, a lady of my age needs a bit of help with lubrication sometimes.' She shook a bit of lube onto her fingers and slid them into her pussy, working the sticky goo into herself. 'Sorry,' she whispered again, 'not very romantic.'

      In fact the little interlude had only served to further inflame me. My cock was an aching, rigid pole and I felt hot and lightheaded as I nudged her legs open wide and manoeuvred myself into position, gripping my shaft and guiding my big, purple plum to Claire's cunt.

      That first entry was a revelation. Nurse Sherman had been deliciously comfortable but Professor French was as tight as I imagined a teenager would be. 'God it's big!' she gasped as I sank my length into her, resting on my elbows and looking down on her face in the gloom of the bedroom..

      'Am I hurting you?' I asked, nervously.

      'No! It's bloody fantastic! Now give it to me hard!'

      
        This was a world away from my gentle couplings with Lizzie Sherman. This was my first introduction to the power of naked lust in a mature and willing partner. So I withdrew four or five inches of thick cock and thrust it back inside and she gasped and locked her legs over mine as I started ramming in and out of her, building up the speed and power of my thrusts.

      Claire squealed and grunted as I slammed into her, bending my head to kiss her as we fucked. She grabbed my hair and thrust my face into hers, kissing and biting me with her sharp, white teeth, raking her nails over the flesh of my shoulders. 'Go on!' she urged. 'Fuck me hard and make me come!' I slammed in and out of her feeling the bubble of exquisite pleasure rise and blossom, dimly aware that this was my sixty-something professor of mediaeval English that I was fucking so vigorously.

      A few moments later Claire screamed and writhed, digging her nails harder into me as her orgasm washed through her and as mine expanded and burst through me like a summer tempest and I squirted my spunk into my professor's tight cunt.

      Afterwards we kissed and talked quietly as dawn began to break outside the bedroom window. I learned more about Claire in that magical hour than I had in a year of tutorials. She was a long-term spinster who, she admitted, occasionally sought out students and younger members of staff for no-strings sexual pleasure. 'I rather thought you had an eye for a more mature lady,' she grinned.

      A bit later we got under the duvet and slept as the sun rose. Later still we woke and made love again, long and slow and tender this time, the harsh summer sunlight disclosing all the secrets of Claire's age. In reality that only amounted to a bit of wrinkly skin on her upper arms and where her buttocks and thighs merged and a few lines on her face. And I didn't care anyway; I found her deliciously sexy and endlessly interesting. Later still we had breakfast and I walked back to the university campus self-conscious in last night's dinner jacket.

      My affair with Claire lasted until my graduation. We were well-behaved on campus, I never tried anything on with her during tutorials, but every Saturday afternoon I would go to her flat and we would fuck joyously until we were exhausted. After making love she would cook and we'd watch television before going to bed and fucking again, the late evening sessions being generally characterised by gentleness and tenderness compared with the afternoon's clawing and thrusting.

      I grew to love the salty, musky taste of her pussy and often when I licked her she self-lubricated enough for me to penetrate her without any need for artificial help. She in turn loved sucking my cock, although she could barely get the head in her mouth. Unlike my previous lover she allowed me to come in her mouth, in fact she positively encouraged it as it meant I could fuck her for longer afterwards, as she smilingly explained to me one day.

      
        On one occasion she precipitated my coming in her mouth by sliding two fingers up my arse at the crucial moment. The effect was cataclysmic and she told me afterwards that I could fuck her in her anus if I wanted to. I was concerned that she was too small and I was too big but it turned out that she was no stranger to sodomy and she taught me how to take her anally in four or five different positions.

      After my graduation ball she gently told me that it was time to move on. I was upset but even I could see that a forty-plus year age gap was never going to work. We have stayed friends; we email each other about twice a month and have dinner together occasionally. I assume the Iain-shaped hole in her life is being filled but she doesn't talk about it. I am very grateful to Professor French for completing m sex education and for further reinforcing my desire for older ladies, including (in fact principally) my own mother.

      Christmas in Driesh Castle was typically sterile. We exchanged presents after breakfast and then mum disappeared up to her writing room and I watched TV. We ate our Christmas dinner in the dining room at the big, oak table. It's a bit of a tradition in the Mackay house to dress formally for important dinners. So I wore a DJ and mum disappeared to her bedroom suite just before serving dinner and came down wearing a full-length short-sleeved sheath in red silk, with a slit up one side right up to mid-thigh. I was dumbfounded and stared at her with my mouth half open.

      'Do you like it?' she asked, unnecessarily.

      'It's great, Mum,' I stuttered. 'You look amazing.'

      She gave me a twirl, highlighting the fit of the dress over the gentle sweep of her buttocks. The skirt part of the dress swirled open and I had a glimpse of seamed black stockings and high-heeled shoes. I suddenly felt weak and had to sit down.

      'Thank you,' she smiled, examining herself in the full-length mirror that hung on the lounge wall. 'Not too bad for fifty-two, if I do say so myself.' I gawped wordlessly at her, drinking in the dress and its fit on her long, elegant body, her black hair, worn today piled on her head, her exquisite beauty, enhanced with careful cosmetics, her tapered fingers and crimson nails. 'I bought it for that Writing Guild party in London last week but I forgot to pack the damn thing.' She twirled again in front of the mirror. 'Probably just as well,' she went on. 'I think it's maybe a bit too tarty for that lot.'

      I had to suffer the exquisite agony of sitting opposite my mother as we ate dinner. I couldn't keep my eyes off her. She was gorgeous! She was also distant and forbidden and unobtainable and however much wine I drank I knew that I would never have the courage to say how I felt or to make some move on her. The whole idea was preposterous.

      
        
      

      It was so difficult for me in fact that shortly after dinner I made my excuses and went to my room. Mum looked a bit puzzled. 'Are you alright, Iain?' she asked. 'Not coming down with something are you?'

      'I'm fine, Mum. Just tired.' She gave me a hug and I felt her slender body through that amazing dress and I hoped she wouldn't feel my erection against her stomach.

      In my room I masturbated savagely. In my mind I ran my hands over her silk sheath and stroked her stockinged legs. I slid my fingers into the gusset of her panties and found her sopping pussy and she moaned as I unzipped her dress and let it slide to the floor as I undid my trousers and pressed her against the wall, guiding my cockhead to her cunt. I came as I imagined sliding into my mother, jet after jet of thick, creamy spunk splashing onto my stomach, pleasure lancing through my brain. Afterwards I felt deflated and vaguely depressed. I was twenty-two, had no girlfriend and was suffering from an abnormally strong and ultimately futile mother fixation.

      January in the Highlands of Scotland was a brutal month with snow on the mountains and temperatures at freezing or below for endless days. About the seventh of January mum announced she was going down to London for a couple of weeks to see publishers and fellow writers so I was left alone in the big house; Agnes was taking annual holiday and Bruce was down with influenza, apparently. Alcohol poisoning after the Hogmanay celebrations was more like it.

      It wasn't so bad, I am used to being on my own and I was able to do a prodigious amount of proof-reading every morning. In the short winter afternoons I went for a walk in the grounds of the house or sprawled in the library reading detective fiction. One afternoon, a couple of days after my mother had gone, I was reading a novel that described how to open a spring lock with a credit card or other suitable oblong of flexible plastic and it occurred to me that maybe I could use this trick to break into the sanctum sanctorum of my mother's writing room. I should add that her bedroom was never locked and I was perfectly familiar with the contents of her lingerie drawers but I had rarely been in her writing room and never when she wasn't present.

      Without further ado I replaced my book on the shelf and skipped upstairs to the door at the end of the second-floor corridor. I checked that it was locked then pulled out my wallet and extracted my now defunct Edinburgh University library card, knowing that it wouldn't matter if I snapped it.

      It was all ridiculously easy. I slid the card into the door jamb and worked it around feeling and finding the spring catch and sliding my card hard against it. There was a muffled click and the door swung open and I walked in.

      
        The room was spacious and light with a big, bay window looking out over the front of the house. There was an antique mahogany wooden desk in the bay with drawers either side of the kneehole. There was also a steel cupboard with a combination lock, a small occasional table and a leather settee against one wall. On the walls hung paintings of Scottish scenery and an oil painting of my granddad in a tweed jacket.

      I opened the drawers in the desk and spent a half-hour or so riffling through the contents, careful to place things back in the same order I had found them. I felt mean about violating my mother's privacy like this but at the same time it was giving me an unhallowed thrill and on top of that I had a vague feeling of looking for something important.

      Whatever it was, it wasn't in the desk drawers and I turned my attention to the steel cupboard. It was locked, as I had anticipated, but I was familiar with that type of combination lock, it was widely used in my firm's offices. All I needed was the combination and I had a pretty good idea what that was. A few months previously my mother had opened a bank account with a new bank and she had mentioned to me that, by coincidence, the bank's sort code was the same as her birthday: 17-03-72. 'It's what I use as my main security number,' she had admitted to me. 'It makes them all easy to remember, though I suppose it's not very secure.'

      In addition, the number would include a final pair of digits, 00, 25, 50 or 75 depending upon the orientation of the lock. This one, it turned out, ended in 00 and five minutes later the steel security cupboard was open and I was looking into it for the first time.

      It contained four shelves which, apart from the top one, were filled with box files with labels on the spines indicating the contents - Car, House Deeds, Bank Accounts etc. The top shelf was filled with a row of A4 hard-backed diaries with the year written on the spine, running from 1990 to 2025.

      With my guts churning I pulled out the diary for 1990 and opened it. The first page, January 1, was blank as were the rest of January and February. The first writing was on the 17th of March, and it just said, "My eighteenth birthday today but mum's not having a good day."

      The next entry was 23 June 1990:

      Mum's funeral today. It was horrible but at least she's at peace now after the last few terrible months. Dad and I both cried and hugged each other. There's just us now!

      The next entry was 12 August 1990:

      
        I feel awful even thinking it, let alone writing it, but life in the house is so much nicer now. Yes, we're both still grieving but the spectre of death has left and the house is more tranquil and I'm finding it so much easier to write. Daddy said he'll convert the old servant's room on the second floor into a writing room. He's so brilliant!

      I carried the diary over to the leather settee and sat down. After the 12th of August there was an entry most days, usually about what mum had written or what she and dad had done the day before. Sometimes she remarked on the weather or current affairs but it was mostly very domestic. The shocker came in the middle of November.

      14 November 1990

      Oh God! I think I've started fancying my father! Yesterday we went to the swimming baths in Dundee and messed about in the pool for hours and we went for dinner on the way home and it almost felt like a date! I think I've been having these thoughts about him for a few weeks now but when I saw him in his swimming trunks yesterday, all muscled and handsome, it seemed as though I was waking up for the first time to a new truth.

      16 November 1990

      Last night in bed I thought about dad and my God I was sopping wet! I thought about him as I stroked myself and I had the most powerful orgasm. I think I need to get a grip, he's my father for goodness sake.

      22 November 1990

      Daddy dropped me off at the Library in Dundee this morning. I told him I was doing research for the book about Robert the Bruce. I actually wanted to read up about incest, and there was quite a lot in the Psychology section - I'm glad they have private reading spaces!

      Apparently, being attracted to one's own father is not at all uncommon, and fathers being attracted to their daughters is also quite common, although nothing usually comes of such attraction because of the general societal taboo against incest and also things like circumstances and opportunity. Well living with daddy certainly presents unparalleled opportunity! I wonder if he fancies me. I've got a nice body and I'm pretty, but he's sensible and a GP with a reputation. Watch this space!

      I was enthralled! Here was my mother writing about her desire for her own father! Fucking hell! Throughout the second half of November and into December there were a few references to my mother's growing feelings for her father. She also wrote about theoretical scenarios where she and he might come together and consummate their mutual attraction. My mother is a clever wordsmith and I read on with a growing sense of excitement and disbelief.

      
        25 December 1990
      

      The first Christmas without mum. It was a bit sad in the morning as we exchanged gifts but then dad opened a bottle of champagne and that cheered us up a bit. In fact we drank most of the afternoon and by dinnertime I was pretty drunk and I think dad was too. In accordance with tradition we dressed for dinner, dad in a dinner jacket and looking very tasty, and me in a tight-fitting green dress that I wore because it shows off all my best bits. I also wore seamed, black stockings! I bought them in Dundee last week but I'd never have worn them in front of dad if I hadn't been half drunk. After dinner we watched television and I snuggled in under dad's arm. I could smell his cologne and his man scent and it felt exciting and frightening. Best of all, he had an erection for ages. I could see the bulge in his trousers and I wanted to put my hand on it but I didn't dare.

      I stood up and stretched and walked over to the window, staring sightlessly out over the pine woods, wondering what I was going to find next in my mother's diaries.

      14 February 1991

      Valentine's Day! And what a surprise! Dad has bought me a fabulous new dress and he gave it to me this morning and said he was taking his gorgeous daughter out on a date in the evening! Fucking Wow! It's a black, silk cocktail dress and it fits like a glove! How did he know what all my measurements were?

      I'm going to wear my seamed stockings again. And paint my nails.

      15 February 1991

      Well, I don't know where to start. The date was fantastic. Dad took me to a French restaurant in Montrose and we had oysters and filet mignon and I felt like a film star in my new dress. All the blokes in the restaurant were looking at me and some of the women too. I think they were jealous of dad. He looked very smart in a dark-blue suit. He's hardly got any grey hair and we could have passed as husband and wife, I think.

      I told him that when we got home and dad was opening a bottle of wine in the kitchen. And he gave a sort of sob and said, "I wish we were!"

      
        
      

      Well, there was never going to be a better time than that so I flung my arms around him and kissed him on his mouth and he kissed me back and held me really tightly and I pushed my tongue into his mouth like I used to do with Damien at school.

      But dad broke off and asked me if this was what I really wanted and I said it was and he kissed me and slipped his tongue into my mouth and it felt really naughty and my stomach was all butterflies. "Will you take me to bed and make love to me, please Daddy," I asked him with my arms round his neck, on tiptoe and trying to press my crotch into his. He didn't say anything but he took my hand and we went upstairs to his bedroom and he shut the door and turned to me.

      "I can't make proper love to you, Fiona," he said, "not tonight. I don't have any contraceptives and you're not on the pill." I pulled a face and flopped down on the bed but dad said, "But we can still be intimate, darling. Go and fetch the big towel from the en-suite."

      I went and got it and he laid in on the bed and then he unzipped my dress and helped me out of it so I was standing in front of him just in my bra and knickers and stockings. "You're so beautiful," he told me as he kissed my lips and cheeks and neck. He unclipped my bra and took it off and then he bent over and pulled my panties down. I steadied myself with a hand on his shoulder as I stepped out of them and he told me to lie on the bed.

      Well, I was so excited I thought I was going to be sick. My nipples were hard and my pussy was hot and wet and throbbing with need. I watched dad as he undressed. He did it sort of matter-of-factly, hanging his jacket and trousers over a chair before taking off his shirt and underpants.

      I'd never seen a proper, fully erect male penis before - I don't count that silly fumble with Damien - and I was surprised how big and fat and knobbly it was, way bigger than my favourite dildo. Dad got onto the bed with me and he knelt over me and kissed me and stroked my nipples so they tingled. He cupped my breasts and massaged them while he worked his lips against mine and I thought I'd faint with desire. I had no idea how wonderful it was making love with another person instead of just my usual solitary masturbation. And with my own dad! It was fucking awesome.

      I asked dad to touch my pussy but he just whispered, "Soon," and carried on kissing me and stroking my nipples until I thought I was going to pass out. Eventually I felt his hand sliding down my stomach and over my suspender belt and I cried out as he cupped my mound and gently squeezed me. But then he surprised me by getting up and taking a little bottle out of his bedside cabinet. It was lubrication, he told me. He uncapped the bottle and poured some into the palm of his hand and then he rubbed his hands together to smear the stuff all over before kneeling down next to me and using his slippery hands on me.

      
        Oh God! It was indescribable! He slid his gooey hands all over my pussy, pressing into my labia with one hand while a lubricated finger teased my clitty. I grabbed the headboard and held on while I writhed and bucked my hips as his hand went right down between my bum cheeks and then back up my slit. He slid a big, thick daddy finger into my cunt and I thought I was going to come. I was breathing heavily and I felt hot and gaspy and I could hear all these lovely squishy noises as he did me. Then he put another finger inside me and his two fingers were easily as big as my vibrator and they were sliding in really deep and out again and then down between my buttocks so that his fingers brushed my bum hole and then back up and inside me while his other hand teased my pearl until I thought I couldn't take it anymore.

      Then he whispered, "Does that feel good, Dumpling?" which was what he used to call me when I was little and as he said it he pushed a third finger inside me and that pushed me right over the edge and this huge bubble was rising in me and I screamed as I came and thrust my hips to meet his fingers.

      It was definitely the strongest climax I've ever had, by a long way and afterwards I felt so relaxed and so good and so in love with my dad. I asked him if there was something I could do for him and he smiled and said, "Yes please," and handed me the bottle of lube. So I lubed up my hands and dad lay on the towel and I started stroking his knobbly daddy penis. It felt very big and very hard and the veins in it were blue and standing out as I slid my sticky hands over his mushroom head. It was the first time I'd touched a man's cock, if you don't count Damien, and I wasn't really sure what to do but dad understood that and he guided me and told me how to masturbate him with a finger and thumb around his shaft. Right near the end he asked me to use more lube on his cock head and rub that with one hand as I wanked his shaft with the other. When I did that he got very excited and arched his back and gasped, "Yes, Dumpling!" and I went faster and squeezed harder and I felt his penis pulse and a thick stream of spunk shot out and landed on my arm, followed by more jets of the stuff.

      19 February 1991

      Daddy went into Dundee today to his surgery. He wrote me a prescription for the contraceptive pill and he bought a packet of Durex from the chemist because he said that the pill takes a while to become effective if I'm not near my period.

      We've masturbated each other every night since Valentine's day and it's been wonderful and dad says I'm really getting the hang of doing him. But tonight we're going to go all the way...

      20 February 1991

      Daddy took my virginity last night! I was a bit worried because he's got quite a sizeable cock and watching him slide the Durex down over it I got a bit frightened. But dad realised that and he put some extra lube in my cunt and over the durex and then he knelt between my outstretched legs and guided the big head of his thing to my pussy lips.

      "Are you sure you're ok with this, Dumpling?" he asked me. "I'll go very slowly."

      I asked him if it would hurt the first time and he said, "No, your hymen is no longer intact." Well, there's a doctor for you! And he pushed himself slowly into me and it felt big and naughty and delicious and it didn't hurt a bit, even when he pushed right in so that I could feel his balls against my bum cheeks. He asked me again if it felt ok and I said, "Yes Daddy, it feels wonderful and I want you to fuck me and make me come." It was the first time I've used that word in front of my dad but he just smiled and started to push his cock in and out of me, slowly at first but then harder, with longer strokes. We kissed as he did me for the first time and I felt transported to a different universe of love and sex and delicious incest.

      I wrapped my legs around dad's legs and pushed up to meet him and he grunted and thrust harder and the next thing I knew I was starting to come and crying out, "Yes, Daddy, yes!" and he was ramming his big dick in and out and then he must have had an orgasm because he threw his head back and groaned loudly and then he slowed down and stopped.

      Afterwards he held me really tightly and told me he loved me and he kept asking if I was ok. I think he was feeling a bit guilty about fucking his daughter but I said I was fine and that I had loved it and wanted him to do it again to me every night.

      At this point I put the diary down and got up and started pacing the room, my head a whirl of crazy thoughts. So mum and Granddad had been in an incestuous relationship! Fucking hell! How long had it gone on? Did anyone else know, like Agnes for example? And what were the implications for me, I finished, selfishly? If mum was ok with fucking her dad, there was no reason that I could see why she shouldn't be ok with fucking her son.

      I sat back down and picked up the diary. The next few weeks had a lot of entries about mum and granddad's bedroom activities. Here is a selection:

      24 February 1991

      I sucked dad off for the first time last night. He was reluctant at first. I think he's still feeling a bit guilty about what we're doing. I started by licking his cock all over and making it all slick with my spit. Then I took the head in my mouth. He felt enormous and it made my jaw ache a bit but it was very exciting! I found that he liked it when I slid my lips up and down over his glans (he told me that's what the plum-shaped bit was called) and at the same time sucked in and stroked his shaft.

      
        
      

      I took as much of him as I could without gagging and sucked and licked him like a great big lollipop and he held my head in his hands. After about ten minutes he told me he was coming and I sucked harder and then all of a sudden my mouth was full of this warm, slimy, salty stuff as he ejaculated into me. I wasn't sure if I liked it but I was determined not to disappoint him so I swallowed it all down like a good girl and then I licked him clean.

      26 February 1991

      Dad took me bareback for the first time last night. It felt the same for me but dad said it was much better for him being able to feel himself inside me properly. I wanted to spend the night with him but dad won't allow it. He's terrified someone will find out about us. I said that Agnes didn't arrive till eight in the morning but he was adamant.

      5 March 1991

      Dad and I went to bed on Saturday afternoon. He was as horny as anything. He dragged me to the bedroom (not that I needed much dragging) and practically ripped my clothes off. Then he fucked me in about four different positions before pushing his cock in my mouth and exploding inside me. I'm beginning to like the taste of his spunk and he's definitely losing his inhibitions about screwing me.

      17 March 1991

      Well what a birthday treat! Dad drove us to Aberdeen and we booked into a hotel. We ate in the hotel restaurant, went out to see a show and then went to bed where he used his tongue on my cunt for the first time. Wow! I came like a fucking express train as he licked my clit and pushed his fingers in and out of my pussy. In a moment of complete abandon, just as my orgasm was starting, I asked him to push his finger up my bum, but he didn't and afterwards he said he didn't like anal play and thought it was dirty. Well isn't that the idea? Still, I can't be too disappointed, all things considered.

      After this entry there is a shift away from just describing her sex life with granddad towards more serious topics regarding her future. For example:

      3 April 1991

      Dad's trying to persuade me to go to university. He says I'll regret it if I don't take the opportunity now. I said I wanted to be with him and he said that was lovely but I had a life of my own to lead. And besides, there were long holidays and I could drive home at weekends if I went somewhere local. I said I could drive home every evening if I went to Dundee but he said I should experience being away from home.

      I knew mum hadn't gone to university until 1999, because she'd graduated in 2002, the year she got pregnant and birthed me. I carried on flicking through the diaries, speed reading, but there wasn't much in the way of sex as the years rolled by. I assumed they were still going at it hammer and tongs but it had become commonplace and not worthy of a diary entry.

      There were a couple of entries that caught my eye:

      11 November 1994

      Dad wanted a sexy Sunday afternoon today, but I told him my period had started. He looked so disappointed that I offered him my arse instead, just for a joke. "You know how I feel about that, Fiona," he said. Pity, I think I'd rather like it. I've bought a little plug that I insert when I'm on my own in bed...

      23 June 1996

      Well what do you know? Dad tied me spreadeagled to the bed last night! I had suggested it to him a couple of weeks before but he hadn't seemed keen on the idea. Then he brought it up yesterday and he ended up tying me down with my stockings. He was so excited! He alternated between fucking me and pushing his cock in my mouth and five minutes after he'd come in my pussy he had me again! Fuck it was good!

      I stretched and yawned. I'd been reading my mother's diaries for about five hours now and I was exhausted. I put the diary for 1997 back in the cabinet, locked it and left her rooms, making sure the lock clicked shut behind me. I went downstairs to the kitchen and foraged for food, then I went to bed and lay awake in the darkness, thinking.

      The next morning saw me up early and back in my mother's writing room, my nose in the diary for 1999, the year she went to the University of Aberdeen. But she clearly didn't take the diary with her to college and the entries for the three years she was there were generally domestic, with a few references to her and granddad's sexual activities at weekends. But I was very curious. What would she write about the mysterious oil worker? What had she told her father about her fling in Aberdeen the year she graduated?

      
        That particular question was answered by an entry in the middle of February 2002, her final year at Aberdeen:

      16 February 2002

      I'M PREGNANT! Oh my holy fuck! My period's two weeks late so I got a test from the chemist and it was positive. So much for the fucking pill! People must not suspect that it's dad's baby. I need a boyfriend, quick!

      So I'm granddad's son. Somehow I'd been half expecting that since I found out about their incestuous affair, but to have it confirmed was still a shock.

      22 February 2002

      Talked the whole weekend with dad. Neither of us felt like sex. Dad asked me if I wanted an abortion but I said certainly not. He said there was an increased risk of birth defects as I was his daughter but it was still small. Thanks a lot, dad, a great comfort.

      He supports my plan of finding a boyfriend.

      1 March 2002

      Met Steve in the Granite Tavern on Saturday night and went back to his place where he fucked me. I won't describe it as making love, he was like a neanderthal. My friends all thought I was mad going off with him. They'll be so fucking condescending when I tell them I'm pregnant!

      I read the rest of 2002 with interest as my mother described me growing in her belly. In May she graduated with a First-Class honours degree in English and after that she returned to Castle Driesh where I was born four months later.

      The diaries for the years after my birth are mainly about me: crawling, walking, talking etc. There are a few oblique references to mum and granddad but nothing explicit. And it's obvious that as I got older and less immediately dependent upon my mother, her writing output increased and there were references to plots and ideas scattered throughout her writing.

      
        At the age of five I started at the local primary school, but when it came time for me to graduate to the secondary school, I was sent instead to a boarding school in England. I had always assumed that this was to give my mother the time and freedom to concentrate on her novel writing, which was beginning to take off with the publication of her first best-seller. Certain diary entries in the year 2013 indicate that it was also because she wanted to have more opportunities for sex with her father. Apparently they were terrified that I would find out about them so they never did anything if I was around which, being a small kid, I generally was. Well thanks a lot, mum, for sending me off to an educational concentration camp in what was virtually a foreign country and with a Scottish accent! And just so she and granddad could fuck every night!

      Granddad died in 2018 and it's clear that mum was devastated. Her diary is full of reminiscences about their life together and their love for each other. After that her diaries are almost all about her writing with a few entries for domestic matters, like threatening Bruce the odd-job man with the sack if he didn't stop drinking during the day.

      I'd spent the entire day reading with barely a break to eat or drink. I felt tired and miserable. No, not miserable, confused was a better word. Clearly mum and granddad had broken the law and flaunted one of society's greatest taboos, but they had genuinely been in love. And then there was me, the offspring of an incestuous coupling. How did I feel about that? And what were the implications for my relationship with my mother? I was deeply attracted to her but how would she feel? And I could hardly say, "I've read all your diaries, Mum, and I think you and I should get together."

      The answer to the latter issue was revealed the next day when I finished reading. I had risen early after a troubled night and gone straight to my mother's writing room with my early morning cup of tea. I pulled down the diary for 2024, sat down on her leather settee and started reading.

      29 May 2024

      Went to Iain's graduation ceremony this afternoon. I was so proud of him! He looked ravishing in his gown and mortarboard. Am I allowed to say that about my son? He looks so much like his grandfather. And me, of course. If only he knew! I wonder what he'll do now.

      19 July 2024

      Had lunch with Iain in Edinburgh today. He's obviously enjoying working for that publisher. Is writing in the blood? I suggested to him that he should start writing but he said he didn't have anything interesting to write about. I could give him a few ideas... He's not got much money to live on if I'm not mistaken, but he refuses to accept anything from me. I told him he should come and live at home and save all that rent money. I even offered to buy him a car, but he refused, gave me some nonsense about Wi-Fi signals. Proud little so-and-so! And very good-looking, though I probably shouldn't be thinking that...

      8 October 2024

      Lunch with Iain in Edinburgh. I know it's naughty and devious of me but I dressed up a bit for the occasion and I could see that it had an effect on him. Afterward we went back to his flat for coffee. What an armpit of a place! I suggested he come back home again and he went on about the network coverage but he shut up when I told him about the new mast on Driesh. I was sitting on his nasty old sofa with my legs crossed and my dress riding practically up to my fanny. Wonder if that had any effect on him because for the first time he said he'd think about it.

      25 October 2024

      Iain moved back home yesterday! It's so nice having someone around the house in the evening and the old place is big enough to give both of us plenty of space. I wonder if he'll start bringing girlfriends back. He never talks about girls and I assume he's still a virgin. Hmm.

      25 November 2024

      Bought a gorgeous red silk sheath today in Dundee. It fits beautifully and it's got a sexy slit on one side up to mid-thigh. I'm going to wear it on Christmas day and see what effect it has on Iain. I've noticed that he looks at me a lot though it's hard to say what he's thinking.

      And what about me? What am I thinking? Yes, I do find my son attractive and yes, it's been six years since dad died and I need some stimulation in my life if the creative juices are to continue flowing. But is he out of bounds? Well I wasn't for my father, so what's the difference? And where's the harm? After all, I've gone through the change.

      I let the book fall into my lap and I leaned back and breathed deeply, digesting what I'd read in the last few entries. It would appear that my attraction to my mother was reciprocated and she was going through a process of self-justification. I remembered the red sheath dress and how she had looked in it, so I flicked to the entry for Christmas day.

      25 December 2024

      I spent a lot of time getting ready for Christmas dinner, trying to cover up the fact that I'm fifty-two, I suppose. But it was worth it to see Iain's face. My make-up was perfect and though I say it myself I looked fucking hot in that sheath; it clings to me like a second skin! And I wore seamed, black stockings and I painted my nails red. Short of appearing naked at the table I don't see what else I could do to send him a message. Because I've made up my mind, I want to sleep with my son. There, I've said it!

      His reaction on seeing me was very gratifying. His mouth dropped open and his eyes practically bulged out of his head. The poor lad could hardly function during dinner and soon afterwards he went to his room. I gave him a hug and I swear I could feel his cock against me.

      I'm away a lot in January, but I think I'll make my move on Valentine's day. That would be very appropriate as it was the day that dad first masturbated me to orgasm - the start of our physical relationship. On second thoughts, my birthday might be better, a present from a son to her mother. My goodness, that really would be the Holy Trinity of incest - my father and my son!

      So my mother was planning to seduce me on her birthday, the 17th of March. My guts contracted and I found it hard to breath. God, what a prospect! A vision of her in that red sheath danced in front of my eyes. I thought of the way it clung to her and outlined her mature curves; how flat her stomach was and how her breasts stood out. I imagined how she would look in her underwear and how her skin would feel as I stroked and caressed her. How wet her pussy would be when she finally allowed her son to penetrate her. I tore down my trousers and masturbated quickly to a climax, squirting my seed on mum's carpet.

      One thing was for certain, she must have no inkling I had read her diaries.

      My mother returned home at the end of January, and for five- or six-weeks life in the Mackay household was back to normal, if you don't count what was going in my head, and presumably in my mother's too. We worked during the day and in the evenings we watched television or played cards. Mum dressed in jeans and jumpers and tied her hair in a ponytail but I still thought she was the epitome of a sexy older lady and I masturbated two or three times a day to fantasies of the two of us. I didn't go in her writing room, even when she was out.

      A week before her birthday my mother brought to subject up as we watched a dull and predictable film.

      'I've been thinking,' she began, 'It's my birthday a week next Saturday and I thought I might treat myself to a weekend in Dundee.'

      'Great idea,' I replied, neutrally.

      
        
      

      'And I was wondering whether you'd like to come with me.'

      'Oh,' I said, feigning surprise. 'Don't you want to take one of your friends?'

      'Which friends are those? And anyway, I thought it might be nice to take you. We haven't been out together since you moved back in October. I thought I could book the penthouse at the Crown Plaza in Dundee, it's got two bedrooms,' she added hastily. 'And we could maybe do the museum and the art gallery and have a meal at that lovely Italian restaurant. What do you think?'

      We checked into the hotel at midday on mum's birthday. The penthouse suite was something else; way outside my experience. Two luxury bedrooms, a huge lounge and balcony and a state-of-the-art bathroom with a walk-in shower and a corner bath. There was also a refrigerator with complimentary champagne and a selection of wines.

      'Shall we get some lunch,' suggested mum after we'd inspected the suite, 'and then head for the art gallery?' She was wearing a black trouser-suit over a white, satin blouse. Her hair was centre-parted spilling over her shoulders in a raven-black cascade. Her make-up was perfect and she looked scrumptious.

      We ate in a bistro and then did a whistlestop tour of the art gallery and the historic docks. Mum was at her best, smiling and happy, interested and interesting, and there was more than the normal amount of body contact between us. I also got the feeling that her bright manner was concealing an inner nervousness and I wanted to say to her, "Don't worry, Mum, I want this as much as you."

      We got back to our suite at about five pm and mum said that she was going to soak in the bath. I wondered whether this would be the catalyst for us to come together but that wasn't her plan, apparently. Later I realised that she wanted both of us to have had a few drinks before making her move.

      After bathing, mum spent nearly an hour in her bedroom while I showered and read one of the complimentary newspapers. Then she emerged in her red sheath dress and I goggled at her.

      'What do you think, Iain?' she said giving a brief twirl. 'Not too bad for fifty-three.'

      She looked extraordinarily desirable to me: her night-black hair, her sculpted face with its chiselled features, her lithe figure with its generous bust and long, stocking-clad legs and three-inch heels. I looked at her and felt the blood rise to my cheeks and it was all I could do to resist taking her in my arms there and then and kissing her.

      'All ready?' she asked and I stood up and straightened my jacket and we left the room and took the lift to reception, where mum suggested we have a quick drink in the bar before heading out to the restaurant.

      I'm not going to dwell too much on the meal in the fashionable trattoria, and for me it was a bit of a blur anyway. We ordered food and ate and drank but all I was really aware of was the presence of my mother across the table and the fact that we were probably going to have sexual intercourse when we got back to the hotel. So I spent the whole meal in a state of arousal and a mist of the deepest desire. I was so emotionally affected that there were times when I could barely reply to my mother's conversation and she asked me at one point if I was feeling ok.

      I compensated for the intensity of my feelings by drinking three or four glasses of wine and a brandy to finish. On top of that mum insisted on a nightcap in the hotel bar, so I was a bit more relaxed by the time we got back to our rooms. I wondered what the next step would be. I didn't have to wait long.

      Mum opened a half-bottle of champagne from the fridge and poured us a both a glass. I took off my jacket and tie and we sat down on a little two-seater settee which looked out through a picture window over the lights of the city. Our bodies were almost touching. 'Thank you, Iain,' she began, 'I've had the loveliest birthday.'

      She sipped her champagne and looked at me with her dark-blue eyes, her face expressionless. 'Do I have an effect on you?' she asked softly.

      'Why do you ask?' I stuttered, my guts turning to liquid and my heart racing.

      'You seem awkward, sometimes. Like tonight in the restaurant. Sometimes you could hardly talk. I've noticed it before,' she went on, 'and I wondered if it was because you were attracted to me.' She sipped her champagne again, her eyes on me.

      I didn't know what the script for the evening was but I had rehearsed a few scenarios in my head and when I spoke it was fluently and with conviction, although my toes were curling with embarrassment.

      
        'You're beautiful and desirable and you have a profound effect on me,' I said, 'and I know how wrong it is for a son to have those sorts of feelings for his mother and I didn't ask for them but I've got them and they're with me all the time.'

      There was a silence for a few moments, although the phrase, "the atmosphere was electric" had never seemed so appropriate.

      'I thought that might be the case,' my mother said slowly. 'And it's perfectly alright for you to have those feelings about me. It's not unusual for a son to be attracted to his mother, sexually.'

      The word "sexually" hung in the air between us. 'What about you?' I asked, huskily.

      My mother crossed her legs with a rustle of silk and nylon and leaned back into the settee, running a red-tipped finger around the rim of her champagne flute. 'Well that's a good question, Iain,' she began slowly, almost teasingly. 'I certainly find you very attractive and I know that's very naughty of me but I really don't care.'

      'So what happens now?' I asked, feeling the colour rise to my cheeks. It felt like the point of no return was approaching.

      My mother looked at me and smiled. 'Well there's just the two of us in this big hotel suite and we've got all night together so perhaps something will happen. Is that what you'd like, Iain, for something to happen between us?'

      'Yes,' I said, tightly, my cheeks burning.

      'Ok,' she replied, quietly, 'I think I'd like that too. But I'd like to be very clear about one thing, Iain. Nobody must ever know about us. You do understand that, don't you?'

      'Of course, Mum,' I croaked, my cock like iron in my trousers.

      'Good. That's good, darling. Now would you like to touch me?' She sat up and half turned to me. 'Would you like to see how it feels to run your hands over my dress and feel the silky material with your fingers? Go on, Iain,' she whispered when I hesitated, 'touch me!'

      
        I reached my right hand out and put it gently on her shoulder, the feeling of arousal and emotion so strong in me that I felt almost queasy. My mother smiled and weaved her head around. 'Mmm, that feels nice.' I slid my hand down her back, marvelling at the texture of the red silk, the feel of her body under the tight-fitting sheath. I traced the ridges of her spine, I caressed her shoulders and shoulder blades, I ran my hand right down to the small of her back where her buttocks started to flare out. 'Slowly, Iain, nice and slowly. I want this to last for a long time.'

      Tentatively I put my left hand flat on her abdomen and started a slow circular motion. We were very close now, our faces maybe a foot apart. My mother was looking at me with her dark eyes, the lids half-closed as though in arousal, her full, red lips slightly parted. I was breathing heavily as I massaged her stomach, urging myself to make the next move.

      Slowly my hand slid up to her breasts, cupping one big, round orb and gently squeezing the firm flesh. 'Is that ok, Mum,' I whispered. 'Is it ok to touch you there?'

      'You can touch me anywhere you want to, Iain,' she told me softly. So I stroked and squeezed my mother's breasts and she shut her eyes and gave a little moan. 'Can you feel my nipples, Iain,' she breathed. Then her hand was on the back of my head and she was drawing me to her, pressing her mouth to mine and we were kissing and it was like the first time I'd kissed the school nurse but so much naughtier and more forbidden. Her lips felt warm and firm and I worked my mouth against hers and felt the tip of her tongue slide into my mouth and explore me. I sucked on her tongue and drank her spit. I sucked her upper lip into my mouth and pulled it gently with my teeth. I kissed her with all the passion and experience that I'd learned from my two previous lovers and mum responded and kissed me back with fire and experience, making little moaning noises, her arms around me, her long, painted nails pressed into my flesh.

      We kissed for a long time as I stroked her body through that red silk sheath and ran my fingers through her hair. Eventually she broke contact and looked at me from six inches away, her eyes smouldering. 'That's not the first time you've kissed a lady, if I'm not mistaken.'

      I smiled. 'No,' I said, 'not the first time.'

      She smiled back at me. 'I'm intrigued, Iain, you must tell me all about it, later.' We kissed again and then she whispered in my ear, 'Undo my zip, darling.'

      I found the toggle and pulled it slowly down her back. Mum disengaged herself and stood up, pulling her dress up over her head and throwing it onto the floor. For a moment or two she stood before me: impossibly long legs in black, seamed stockings and garter belt; lacy black panties and matching brassiere. Then she sat back down next to me and I got all gaspy with emotion and I felt my cheeks burning again.

      
        
      

      'It's alright, Iain,' she said softly. 'We don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with.'

      'It's not that,' I replied. 'It's... it's just that you're perfect, Mum.'

      'Thank you. And you like my stockings and suspenders?'

      'I do. Very much.'

      'I know seamed stockings are a bit risqué,' she spoke softly, 'but I wanted to feel naughty tonight. And I love wearing stockings. I love the feel of the sheer nylon against my skin. When I roll them up my legs my skin feels all tingly. Would you like to touch my stockinged legs, Iain? Would you like to feel the nylon against your fingers?'

      I kissed her again and as our mouths met I put my hand on her thigh and stroked her leg, thrilled by the touch of the fine denier hose. I felt for her stocking tops and the suspender straps, disappearing under her panties. I stroked the bare flesh of her inner thigh, feeling the heat and imagining that I could smell her juices.

      Again we kissed for long minutes and I felt an excitement that I had never felt with Jane or Claire. That must be the draw of incest, I thought fleetingly, and at that moment my mother spread her legs wider and I put the palm of my hand on her panty-covered mound and felt the heat and dampness of her gusset and the spring of her pubic bush. I squeezed gently and she moaned into my mouth. I pressed gently with my fingertips and started a soft rubbing motion. Mum moaned again and opened her mouth wide to devour me, her nails digging harder into the flesh of my shoulders and back.

      'Would you like to take some of your clothes off, Iain,' she whispered in my ear. 'You can't be very comfortable.' Well, she was dead right there; I was extremely uncomfortable with my rigid dick tightly confined in my trousers and underpants. She started unbuttoning my shirt and pulling it out of my trousers. I kicked off my shoes and stood up, undoing my belt and peeling my trousers down while mum watched me intently, gently stroking her mound with a fingertip.

      'Everything, I think, Iain,' she said as I stood before her clad only in a pair of dark-blue Y-fronts, my cock tenting the material, a damp patch very evident. I hesitated as the last vestiges of moral propriety evaporated and then I took my Y-fronts off, revealing my erection to my mother for the first time.

      
        She stared my loins for a few seconds as I stood before her in a mixture of embarrassment and defiance as if to say, "You wanted to see it, here it is". 'Well, now,' she purred, licking her lips. 'Isn't he a beauty. So big and smooth.' She reached out and took my cock in her hand, squeezing lightly, running her fingers up my shaft. 'It's very hard, darling. I think we're going to have a really special time tonight.'

      As she said that she stood up and took my hand, leading me obediently to her bedroom. The lights were off but the curtains to the full-length window were open and the lights of the city provided illumination that was both adequate and intimate. She turned to me as we stopped by her bed and pulled me gently to her, tilting her head for a kiss. Our mouths engaged like seasoned lovers and mum slid her tongue between my lips.

      We kissed gently, to start with, but then mum started pressing her mouth harder to mine and nipping my lips with her teeth. Her hands rand over my bare flesh, raking me lightly with her nails, digging her fingertips into my buttocks, running her hand through my chest hair. With a little growl, she bit my neck and pulled me roughly to her, pressing her crotch against mine. This aggressive sexual behaviour was a bit like Claire, and it was a massive turn-on and I responded by biting her back and grasping her full, panty-clad buttocks and mashing her cunt against my erection.

      'This is the point of no return, Iain,' she hissed into my ear. 'After this there's no going back.'

      'I want you,' I hissed back.

      'So take my bra and knickers off.'

      I reached round and unclipped her bra and she let it fall off her arms to the floor. My mother's breasts were magnificent, big and round with juicy brown nipples and areolae. We kissed and I cupped her warm, heavy orbs and stroked her stiff buds and teased them with finger and thumb. I knelt before her and pulled her knickers down over her stockings, the gusset sticking lightly to her labia. She steadied herself with a hand on my shoulder as she stepped out of her panties and in the dim light of the bedroom I stared at her pussy in awe and disbelief.

      My mother was very hairy, which should have been no surprise as she is black-haired and I too am quite hirsute. Her mound was covered in thick hair that extended almost to her panty line. Her labia were dark and thick and loose, parted to give a glimpse of a slick interior. And now I could really smell her scent, strong and pungent and dizzyingly erotic. Unable to control myself, I pressed my face to her pussy, my tongue seeking her vaginal entrance. For a few moments I felt her hand on the back of my head, pushing my face into her as she moaned and squirmed.

      
        'It'll be more comfortable on the bed,' she said, crawling onto the giant king-size that must have been ten feet wide. In the centre of the bed she rolled over and opened her legs wide, her knees bent, presenting her pussy to her son.

      'Ok, Iain,' she purred, 'come and lick my cunt.' I'd never known her to use that word before, not even in her diaries but I hardly noticed. With a surging thrill of arousal I scrambled onto the bed with her and knelt between her thighs, lowering my head to her loins.

      Both Nurse Sherman and Professor French had been great fans of cunnilingus and they taught me how to achieve maximum pleasure for the lady with my tongue and fingers. So I licked and nibbled and sucked and slid one, then two fingers into my mother. She gasped and groaned and squealed as I started concentrating on her clitoris, flicking my tongue over it then licking and sucking and fucking her sopping hole with three fingers. The sensory overload was amazing: squishing and sucking noises from my fingers and tongue; almost constant moaning and grunting from my mother; the feel of her slick flesh on my fingers and tongue and the heavenly scent of her secretions.

      Near the end she went wild and grabbed my head in both her hands, pressing my face to her cunt and thrusting her hips up and down. I hung on to her clit, licking for dear life, my face covered in her juices. My mother's moans went up a couple of octaves and then she gave a long, drawn-out wail as an orgasm overwhelmed her senses and she started beating her feet on the bed and grabbing handfuls of the duvet.

      When it was over she relaxed and lay still while I surreptitiously wiped my face on the duvet cover.

      'That's not the first time you've done that either, is it?' she smiled as I lay down beside her. 'I must say that whoever taught you to eat pussy did a very good job. And now it's my turn to do something special for you,' she added.

      My mother knelt up and leaned over me. Taking the shaft of my cock in one hand she lowered her head and took me in her mouth, her lips sliding wetly over my cockhead. It was my turn to grip the duvet as my mother started to fellate me with stomach-churning expertise, licking and sucking, exploring with her tongue, stroking my shaft with her hand, slick with saliva and my fluids. Her long, black hair obscured her face from my vision but every now and then she would half turn her head and meet my eye and I would see my seven-and-a-half-inch cock growing obscenely from my mother's mouth.

      I don't know how long my mother sucked my cock that first time; time had lost meaning by then, it was all about sensation and emotion. She seemed to know when I was approaching a climax because she'd slow down and maybe take my head from her mouth and rub it around her lips in the most deliciously wanton manner.

      
        Eventually she released me and knelt up, swinging one leg over my torso and straddling me. The big picture window was behind her so her face was in shadow. 'Are you ready for this, Iain,' she whispered. And without waiting for an answer she gripped the shaft of my cock in one hand and lowered herself down onto me, rubbing my cockhead against her labia, lining herself up and sliding herself down my shaft until our pubic bones met and she had all of me inside her.

      It was like nothing I had ever experienced before. Jane and Claire had been lovely, wonderful, but this transcended them both. This was my mother and she was sitting on top of me with my erection buried to the hilt in her liquid cunt and I could feel her stockings against my hips and legs, could see her big breasts hanging free. She leaned down and placed her hands flat on my chest and started a gentle backwards and forwards motion.

      'Is that good, Iain,' she asked softly. 'Does it feel good with your mother?'

      'It's wonderful,' I croaked. 'Beyond wonderful!'

      'Good,' she smiled, rocking backwards and forwards. And, apart from some soft sighs and gentle moaning, that was the last thing spoken for some time as my mother gently but firmly fucked her son for the first time in a Dundee hotel bedroom. She took it slowly, as she had when fellating me, sensing when I was close to an orgasm. She took me to the brink several times and I thrust my hips to reach a climax and eventually my mother sat upright and started riding me fast and hard, her tits bouncing up and down, and I felt my orgasm blossom and grow.

      'I'm coming, Mum,' I gasped and she thrust harder and faster and my pleasure bubble swelled and enveloped me and I cried out as the sensations became almost unbearable and I started pumping my spunk into my mother's cunt.

      Afterwards she climbed wetly off me and flopped down onto the bed and we lay in silence together for long minutes, my brain reeling with the events of the evening and the enormous fact that I had had sexual intercourse with my mother. The mother who I had fantasised about for years and who now, apart from her seamed stockings, lay naked next to me, my semen oozing out of her pussy.

      Eventually mum raised herself on one elbow and looked down at me, her face serious. I braced myself for a discussion about the morality and legality of mother-son incest, but I was wrong. 'I was rather expecting you to be a virgin, Iain,' she began, 'but it's obvious you're not. Who were these girls you never brought home, or even talked about?'

      'Well they weren't really girls,' I said, awkwardly.

      
        
      

      My mother frowned. 'I didn't expect that.'

      'No,' I corrected her, 'when I said they weren't girls I meant they were older. Older women.'

      'Oh, I see. Well do tell, Iain, I am literally burning with curiosity. Were they mature students at the university?'

      I decided suddenly to take the plunge. I also rather relished the prospect of shocking my mother. 'No,' I replied, 'they weren't students. The first one was during my last year at school.'

      'She was a teacher!?'

      'She was the school nurse. I don't think you ever met her. She was nice.'

      'And you slept with her? Bloody hell, Iain, she could have lost her job. How old was she?'

      'She never said. Mid to late forties, I suppose.'

      'About my age then. Who was next?'

      'There was only one other. My tutor, Professor French.'

      'The one I met at your graduation? Skinny, with grey hair and no tits? She must have been in her sixties!'

      'Early sixties, Mum, and she was slender, not skinny.

      'What was it like in bed with her?' mum asked quietly.'

      'It was good,' I said, 'very good, and I'm not going to say anything else about it, it wouldn't be fair.'

      
        'But you are attracted to older women?'

      It was obvious what my mother was getting at. 'Yes, Mum, I'm attracted to older women but no, I don't know whether I'm attracted to you because you're an older women or because you're my mother. Both, I should think.

      'And what about you, Mum, since we're on the subject. You're a stunningly attractive woman and yet I've never known you to have a relationship. Why is that?' I asked, wondering how my mother would deal with it.

      She sighed. 'There was a man. He was called Philip and he lived in Dundee.'

      'You never said anything about him.' I assumed the mythical Philip was in fact my Granddad, David.

      'No,' my mum agreed. 'He was my secret pleasure.' She paused, her mind far away and I knew she was thinking of all those years with my grandfather.

      'What happened to him?' I asked.

      'We drifted apart, Iain,' she sighed. 'I haven't seen him for a long time.' She stroked a long, red fingernail slowly down my chest. 'Which is really the reason I wanted us to have this weekend together. I really hoped that we'd end up as lovers. It's been such a long time since I shared myself with a man. I've been so lonely.' Her fingernail traced my sternum and stomach and stroked the head of my penis, still wet from my mum's juices and my ejaculation.

      My cock stirred and started to swell and mum circled the shaft with finger and thumb and started slowly masturbating me as I grew rigid. 'Mmm,' she whispered, 'the blessing of youth. A quick recovery time.' She rolled onto her back, her legs wide open, her pussy hair slick with her secretions, the inside a raw pink. 'Would you like to take me in the missionary position, Iain? We could go very slowly and make it last for ages and ages.'

      I knelt between her legs and stroked her stockinged thighs, the fine mesh tingling my fingertips as I looked down on her and she looked up at me, her arms spread wide in supplication, breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling. 'I'm yours all night, darling,' she said softly and I leaned down and gripped my erection with one hand and guided it to my mother's soaking pussy.

      
        Penetration was deep and easy. Mum was tight but she wasn't as tight as Professor French. I sank myself into her and she leaned her head back, mouth open, eyes shut. 'Oh God,' she groaned as I filled her pussy. I lay over her, relishing the feeling of touching her naked flesh. I kissed her and she kissed me back, slowly, languorously, intimately. Tongues exploring and tasting, drinking each other's saliva, sucking on lips. Breaking the kiss I started a long, slow in and out motion with my hips, my cock coming right to the mouth of her vagina then pressing back in, slowly and deeply. And as I took my mother I bent my head down and sucked her nipples into my mouth, licking and nibbling and mum held my head in her hands and stroked my hair.

      'Don't stop,' she groaned. 'That's heaven.'

      I wasn't planning on stopping. I kissed her again and she wrapped her arms round my back and locked her legs over mine, meeting my thrusts with little motions of her hips that ground her pussy against my pubis and stimulated the centre of her pleasure.

      I fucked my mother, Fiona, for a long time, as her muscles gripped my cock and I revelled in the feel of her liquid cunt. I could smell the musk of her juices in the bedroom air and hear the faint squishing as my rigid meat slid in and out of her. Mum's face was slack, her eyes unfocussed, her mouth opening to my kiss and taking my tongue inside her. She was making a soft keening noise and as I started to go a bit faster and a bit harder she dug her nails into my back and started clawing me and biting my neck and lips and shoulder.

      'Yes!' she hissed into my ear, suddenly galvanised, 'give it to me hard you little motherfucker!' Even in my state of intense bliss I was a bit shocked at her language. I grabbed her wrists and pinned them to the bed and then I started ramming in and out of her, crashing our loins together, kissing her hard until she bit my tongue and I gasped with shock.

      'Go on,' she goaded. 'Do it hard and make me come.'

      I fucked my mother furiously, holding her down as she wriggled and arched her back. She cried out and wrapped her stockinged legs around me as an orgasm crashed through her body and she thrashed and writhed and then my orgasm was approaching, tingling my balls and cock and swelling to envelop me in a bubble of bliss that dulled the rest of my senses until all I was aware of was my pulsing cock, squirting a second load into my mother's cunt.

      Mum stopped struggling and went limp and I withdrew from her, a sticky string of semen still attaching my cock to her labia. I felt drained as I stroked the hair from mum's face and kissed her tenderly, her eyes wet. 'Are you ok, Mum?' I asked.

      
        'Mmm, fine,' she smiled lazily.

      'Only you went a bit wild at the end.'

      'Sorry,' she said, contritely. 'I've got a bit of wildness to get out of my system. It's been a long time since I felt such a release. I'm sure I'll calm down after a week or two.'

      'So we're going to keep doing this, are we?' I asked, 'after we get home?'

      'I bloody well hope so,' my mother replied. 'I really don't want to go back to using my middle finger and a latex dildo! Though obviously we need to be careful about it with Agnes and so on. It really would be a disaster if anyone found out,' she added.

      Again, I had been expecting a conversation about the morality of mother and son incest, but mum never mentioned it, then or at any time. I guessed that any doubts in her mind had long been reconciled while she was screwing her father.

      It was midnight by the time we'd finished that second fuck and we were both feeling tired and sated. At least, I was and mum certainly looked as though she was; she looked more relaxed than I could remember and there was a look of serenity on her face. We used the bathroom and mum undid her suspender belt and rolled her stockings off and we got under the duvet in the vast bed. I held out an arm and mum came to me and laid her head on my chest and after a few minutes her breathing became slow and regular and I realised that she was asleep. I laid awake thinking for a while. I wondered how the day would have gone if I hadn't known that my mother was intent on seducing me. Much the same, I concluded. She had seemed quite determined and I had only really followed her script.

      I woke just after six-thirty as it was getting light, and with an early morning boner. My mother was on her side, facing away from me, her black hair piled on her pillow, so I snuggled up and she pushed her buttocks back at me and my erection pressed into the cleft of her arse. I stroked her leg and hip and reached over and cupped one of her breasts and she turned her head to me.

      'And good morning to you, Iain,' she smiled, her eyes bleary with sleep.

      'I want you again,' I whispered to her.

      
        'Mmm, I can tell.' She stretched her neck and pecked me on the lips. 'How about this for a plan: you go and run a bath for us and while it's running you make me a nice cup of coffee and then we'll have a lovely hot bath together so we're all clean and fragrant and then you can have me before we go down to breakfast.'

      The corner bath took ages to fill but the scented water felt delicious against our skin as we stepped naked into the steaming tub and sat down. The bath was big enough so the mum and I could sit side by side which made it easy to put my arm around her shoulders kiss her and stroke her breasts and legs. She kissed me back, tenderly and gently, with none of last night's wildness and I felt a wave of intense love for her as our lips worked together and I teased her nipples with my fingers and she stroked the shaft of my penis, pulling my foreskin slowly up and down over my glans and making me shiver in the hot water.

      Before the water cooled too much we got out and dried each with the luxury towels that came with the suite. I was mesmerised by my mother's body. It was damningly bright in the bathroom but there was little evidence of the passage of time on her skin.

      When we were dry she took my hand and led me to the bed where she lay down with her legs open in invitation. 'What do you want to do to me, Iain?' she asked softly, her dark eyes on me.

      'I want to lick your cunt,' I said thickly, relishing the use of the word in front of her.

      'I was rather hoping you'd say that.' Mum lifted her legs and bent them right over, her hands behind her knees, exposing her hairy pussy in all its true glory. She had a mat of hair as black as that on her head, reaching almost to her lower abdomen and down below her pussy to the chocolate-brown skin of her perineum and anus, which was ringed by thick curls. I'd never seen such a hairy cunt, nor one so inviting with its thick, loose labia and pink interior.

      I knelt down and buried my head in her hair and the folds of her flesh and mum groaned as I started licking her with long strokes from her arse to her clitoris, flicking the tip of my tongue against both those features before sliding it into her cunt and feeling the heat and wetness of her. She smelled and tasted fresh and clean but as I licked her and her juices started flowing the scent of her arousal filled the air and she gasped as I slavered over her clit, her breathing fast and shallow.

      I licked my mum's cunt for long minutes, using my fingers in her vagina while I sucked on her pearl. I licked lower, tonguing her anus, pushing the tip of my tongue against her sphincter, testing her reaction. But mum just writhed and moaned, the moaning turning to muted cries as I concentrated on her clitoris and fucked three fingers into her hole. That pushed her over the edge and she started to climax, thrashing her head from side to side as the waves of pleasure engulfed her. Before her orgasm had died away I was up and inside her, thrusting in until my balls slapped her buttocks and my pubis crunched into hers, making her gasp.

      I started fucking her hard, testing her reaction to my domination. My mother had always been unquestionably the boss in our house but this was a whole new world we were entering and I wanted to know the rules and the boundaries. So as I rammed into her I pressed my juice coated fingers to her mouth and it my delight she licked them clean, her eyes fixed on mine.

      I pushed harder and mum licked her lips. 'You are a dirty little motherfucker, aren't you?' she said softly. 'How interesting.' I was less shocked by her language now but one thing was clear, my mother was still in charge. And for some reason that thought triggered my own orgasm and it was my turn to gasp. 'I'm coming, Mum,' I croaked as the sensations exploded through me and I pumped jets of hot spunk into her while she cried, 'Yes, Iain, come inside me! Fill me up with your spunk!'

      Breakfast in the restaurant on the ground floor was a rather strange experience, at least for me. Mum seemed completely unperturbed, but then she was no stranger to incest, I reminded myself. But it felt odd sitting and doing normal things with my mother, like passing the butter, when twenty minutes ago I had ejaculated inside her and she had urged me on.

      We checked out after breakfast and drove the twenty-five miles to Driesh Castle. By the time we got there I wanted mum again and, as it was a Sunday, the house was empty.

      'You're insatiable,' she said but she allowed me to take her up to her bedroom where we undressed and came together on the bed for the third time. And this time it really was slow and gentle. And it lasted for long, long minutes as we kissed and touched and I slid my rigid dick slowly in and out of my mother's sopping cunt. Right at the end mum said she wanted to turn over and she got on her hands and knees and I entered her from behind. God it was deep! I slowed right down, my hands on her arse cheeks, looking down on her little brown starfish and thinking outrageous thoughts. Mum had a hand between her legs and she was rubbing herself and growling with pleasure.

      That was the first time we had an orgasm simultaneously. I felt the storm rise and I told her I was coming and mum's arm started moving faster and then she gave an animal cry and I felt her cunt grip me as she started to climax. Right at the end I pushed the tip of my thumb into her anus and then I was pumping into my mother, the feelings of love and pleasure so strong I nearly blacked out.

      We went to bed together that evening and fucked again, but afterwards mum insisted that I went to my bed to sleep as Agnes had a habit of turning up unexpectedly early in the morning. We calmed down a bit after that, in the days that followed. It was impossible to do anything while the housekeeper was around and she was around every weekday. And besides, we both had jobs to do.

      
        
      

      But by five pm each day, when Agnes left to go back to her cottage and her husband, we would both be ready for some serious sex. Mum's writing room window overlooked the drive and she could see Agnes's car disappear and she would come and find me and we would go to her bedroom and indulge in an orgy of sucking and fucking. So when mum went down south a couple of weeks later and spent a night in London, I felt miserable and alone. Although of course there was the attraction of breaking into her writing room and reading what she had put in her diary about us...

      19 March 2025

      Iain and I became lovers on my birthday weekend! Everything went perfectly, just as I'd hoped and planned - cunning old vixen! The red sheath dress worked its magic and by the time we got back to our room my son was putty in my hands. And what a lovely cock! Long and thick and smooth. Not like dad's knobbly prong!

      I don't know whether I was disappointed that he wasn't a virgin. I suppose I'd had visions of teaching him how to pleasure me but it turns out the randy little motherfucker didn't need any teaching! Turns out he fucked the school nurse before he left. I went on the school website and there's a picture of her. Jane Sherman SRN. I can see the attraction, but she looks a bit tarty to me. And she looks older than me!

      I had a look at Professor French on the university website too. Looking at her she must be close to retirement age. Personally I can't see what Iain saw in her but maybe she was mustard in the sack. If I was that way inclined I think I'd choose Nurse Sherman over Professor French; I could imagine myself playing with her bit titties. Iain clearly likes older ladies, though. I'm guessing this is something to do with being attracted to me in his teens. He won't talk about what they did together, well not yet anyway. I wonder if he ever had anal sex with either of them. I wouldn't mind trying that lovely smooth prong up my arse while I rubbed my clitty!

      2 April 2024

      Life is very sweet. The first Oliver Cromwell book's been published and the publishers have given me a massive advance on #2 and #3!

      And my sex life is Mega! Iain is such a naturally empathic lover. He knows just what switches to click to get me going and slow me down and to give me the most heavenly orgasms with his fingers and tongue and that peerless cock of his.

      
        I'd like to know what he got up to with his older ladies. He's licked my anus a couple of times and pushed a fingertip up there and I've really enjoyed it. Trouble is he hasn't tried to sodomize me. Maybe he's shy. If he doesn't make a move soon, I'll take charge.

      I read this last paragraph with a sense of joyous disbelief. I'd forgotten about mum's oblique references to anal sex in the past, and her desire to try it. I'd been a bit circumspect about trying it on with my mother, it seemed somehow disrespectful. But if she wanted my cock up her arse than that's what she would get.

      My mother came back from London on Saturday evening and no sooner was she through the door than I grabbed her and kissed her, my hands on her bum cheeks, pulling her into my erection.

      'Well, that's a nice welcome home,' she smiled.

      'I want you,' I growled,' kissing her again and sliding my tongue between her lips.

      'Ok, darling, but I've been travelling for over six hours and I'd really like to soak in a hot bath. So if you can wait an hour or so and then come up to my room...? Can you wait that long, Iain?'

      It was only an hour but it seemed interminable. I paced around and did some dinner preps in the kitchen and looked at my watch about fifty times. My cock was a rigid pole in my trousers and I spent long moments staring sightlessly into space while I imagined pushing my cock into my mother's anus.

      After fifty-seven minutes I could bear it no longer and I went upstairs and knocked at my mother's bedroom door. She was sitting at her dressing table, her back to me, putting the finishing touches to her make up. The only light in the room was a shaded lamp on the dressing table.

      'Why don't you take your clothes off and go and lie on the bed,' she said, 'I'll be about five minutes.'

      I stripped slowly, aware of my mother's eyes in the dressing table mirror. I got onto her big bed lay in the centre. My dick was glass-hard and leaking a sticky, transparent fluid, coating my glans and dribbling down my shaft. I was breathless with arousal as I watched my mother carefully apply her lipstick before standing up and turning to the bed.

      She stood naked before me, hands on her hips. 'Well, Iain, does your mother look good enough to fuck?' Her night-black hair cascaded down past her shoulders, her pale skin was remarkable for a fifty-three-year-old and her body was slender and curved, her hips wide and her breasts full and round. She'd done her make up carefully and cleverly, highlighting her high cheekbones, outlining her full lips and making her dark eyes seem enormous. Her long fingernails were painted a deep plum colour.

      She walked slowly over to the bed, her hips swaying, and looked down at me. 'Somebody's very excited, aren't they?' She crawled languidly onto the bed and knelt at my side. 'And my darling boy's been waiting such a long time! I think that deserves something special tonight, don't you?'

      I gulped my assent and mum reached out and took my cock in her hand, her fingers circling the shaft, sliding her tapered, plum-tipped fingers gently and slowly up and down, coating me in my own secretions, her touch as light as a butterfly. 'Somebody's leaking a lot of delicious sticky stuff,' she whispered. 'I think I'd like to taste it.' She leaned down and took the head of my penis in her mouth, her red lips closing round my shaft. The feeling of my mother's mouth on my most intimate place was, as always, beyond exciting. She had two or three techniques when fellating me: a wanton fucking with her mouth like a cheap porn star; a slow, sensuous licking and sucking of my plum and a deep-throat masturbation that I liked the best because I could never get enough of the sight of her full red lips going up and down on me, taking four or five inches inside her.

      It was this latter technique that she employed now, flicking her hair behind one ear so that I could see her working on me. The feeling of her wet mouth sliding down my length was exquisite. Mum was an expert at taking me close to ejaculation then taking me down and back up again multiple times until I was practically crying for release. While she fucked me with her mouth she cupped my balls and squeezed and massaged them, her long nails teasing the crinkled skin.

      Mum often sucked me until I came in her mouth; she said she enjoyed the feel of my cock pulsing and the taste of the deluge of warm spunk down her throat. She also liked the fact that my next orgasm would be delayed and I would be able to fuck her for much longer. Today she was set on taking me to a climax and to ensure this, she pressed a fingertip to my anus, which had the usual effect of triggering an orgasm. I arched my back and cried out as my cock squirted my come into my mother's mouth.

      She gagged a bit as I overloaded her with spunk, a bit dribbling out of her mouth. But she never let go and after I'd finished she licked me clean and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

      'My turn, now,' she said, kneeling up and throwing a leg over my chest, shuffling forward until her cunt was inches over my mouth, her hands on the wooden bedstead. 'Now eat my pussy, Iain.' She lowered herself until her labia were pressed against my mouth, my nose rubbing her clitoris. She liked this position and so did I. I loved the fact that she was on top, in charge, pressing her cunt to her son's mouth, making me lick her, tasting her silky juices, pushing my tongue deep into her, slurping her pleasure bud into my mouth and hearing her groan and press down harder on me, riding my face gently, her mat of hair tickling my skin.

      
        
      

      And often in this position I would stroke her buttocks, parting them and seeking her anus with a fingertip. Today I would push my finger right in, gauge her reaction, and if she seemed to be ok with that, I was going to try to go the whole way. But my mother was way ahead of me.

      I sucked her labia into my mouth and gently nibbled them, something mum always enjoyed. I drank her juices and smelled the powerful scent of her arousal. And as she pressed harder on me and started a slow backward and forward motion, I found her pucker with my middle finger and pressed against the rubbery entrance, feeling the tip slide in but not stopping, not this time.

      I felt mum go rigid and arch her back and I pressed deeper, my long middle finger going right in. Then she surprised me by suddenly lifting herself off and I slid my finger out of her, thinking I'd blown it.

      'Do you want me there, Iain?' she asked, looking down on me. 'In my bum?'

      'Well... Yes,' I said, 'but...'

      She curtailed my "but" by leaning down and kissing my juice covered lips, forcing herself onto me, her tongue invading my mouth. Then she was getting up, opening her bedside cabinet and taking a bottle of lubrication out and handing it to me.

      'It'll be my first time, Iain,' she muttered, 'so use plenty of this and go slowly.'

      I got to my knees in a sort of dream. My cock, which had hardened while I was eating out my mother's cunt, was painfully erect again, the head purple with excitement. My mother laid herself face down on the bed and opened her legs wide, using her hands to part her buttocks, exposing her anal sphincter in its nest of fine, black hair.

      I opened the bottle and squeezed some of the sticky liquid onto my fingers, remembering the diary entry when granddad had masturbated my mother for the first time, using a lubricant. I applied the silky liquid to her perineum and smeared it around before sliding a lubed finger deep into her arse. I added more lube, wanting very much for this first experience to be good for her, sliding two fingers right in and hearing her moan softly. I finished off by lubing my cock, then I was ready.

      Kneeling between my mother's outstretched legs I gripped my slippery shaft firmly and guided it to her pucker. 'Let me know if I'm hurting you,' I told her.

      
        'Oh, I will, don't worry about that,' she replied, tightly.

      I rubbed the head of my cock against her and felt her tense. 'Relax, Mum,' I encouraged her and I heard her take a deep breath and her shoulders slumped. I pushed against her and felt the resistance of her muscle ring. I'd only fucked Nurse Sherman in the arse once, and Claire had been easy to penetrate, knowing how to relax and let me in, so I wasn't exactly an expert. I pushed a bit harder and mum grunted although it didn't sound like pain. My shaft was flexing now, God she was tight! I pushed harder still, terrified that I'd hurt my mother, but she lay quietly, although she was gripping a pillow with white-knuckled fingers. Then suddenly my mum's anus was opening and the big head of my cock was sliding inside her rectum for the first time and mum was gasping, her eyes screwed shut.

      I stopped, allowing her to adjust, and I sensed her relaxing so I pushed gently and inch by inch she took all of my stiff meat and I looked down and saw it going in, her anus stretched obscenely, and I felt more aroused, more alive than I had ever done before and I silently thanked my mother for allowing me this last, extreme intimacy.

      Once fully inside, my mother's arse felt much the same as Professor French's. My shaft tightly gripped by her sphincter, my cock head softly enveloped in her lubricated rectum. 'Is that ok, Mum?' I felt obliged to ask.

      'Mmm,' she replied, quietly. 'Is it all the way in?'

      'Yes, Mum, you've got the lot.'

      'Go on then,' she said. 'Fuck my arse.'

      I started a gentle in and out motion, feeling her ring move up and down my shaft, feeling her grip me. Mum wriggled a bit under me. 'You can do it harder if you want to.'

      But I took it slowly, that first time with my mother. I wanted the experience to be a good one so that she would be amenable to doing it again. I sodomized her with long, slow thrusts and it felt delicious and unbelievably naughty. It had felt naughty with my university tutor; with my mother it had the unrivalled allure of a true mortal sin. This was incest at its most extreme. And, I reflected as I slid in and out, granddad had never had this pleasure.

      I could have lasted a lot longer, having already come once, but I didn't want to push my luck. So I speeded up and increased the length of my stroke and mum started moaning and she wriggled a hand under her body and I felt her fingers on her pussy, felt her masturbating herself. I told myself that this meant she was enjoying the experience and this thought started the tendrils of a massive orgasm snaking through my nervous system.

      With a long final thrust I buried my dick to the hilt in my mother's anus as the pleasure exploded through me and mum gasped and groaned as her finger strummed her clitoris. I pumped my spunk into her rectum and she squealed as she reached a climax, sucking air in in big breaths, her eyes tightly shut.

      Afterwards I collapsed down on top of her and lay there as my cock softened and got squeezed out of her arse. Then I rolled over and lay on my back, staring into the gloom of the bedroom, digesting what had just happened between my mother and me.

      Mum roused herself and grabbed a handful of tissues from a box on her bedside table, wiping her arse in a rather inelegant fashion to catch the spunk dribbling out. Then she lay on her back next to me.

      'Well there can't be many sons who can say they've taken their mother's anal cherry,' she said.

      'Was it alright?' I asked nervously. 'I didn't hurt you did I?'

      'It was fucking marvellous,' my mother replied, sleepily.

      And so life at Driesh Castle went on throughout the spring of 2025, my mother and I conducting a deeply erotic and incestuous relationship while she wrote her books and I worked at home proof-reading for my employer, driving into the office, in a car mum bought for me, once or twice a month. It was the best of times and the general feeling of well-being that our love-making generated encouraged me to start writing on my own account. 'I should write a book about us,' I teased her. 'With names changed to protect the innocent.'

      'We're hardly innocent,' she replied, caustically.

      One perfect Jume day I got fed up with sitting in my study and reading other people's efforts. Mum was busy finishing off her second Oliver Cromwell book so I took myself off for a hike over the foothills of the Cairngorms for a couple of hours, relishing the early summer warmth and the postcard blue sky. I got back mid-afternoon and went down to the kitchen to get myself a cold drink.

      
        As I rootled around in the fridge, Agnes came in from the garden with a basket of vegetables. She plonked them down on the big pine table and looked at me. 'Did you have a good walk, Iain?' she asked, her voice neither warm nor cold.

      When I was growing up, and spent the school holidays at home, Agnes always called me Master Iain, but since moving back home she had dropped the "Master", for which I was very grateful.

      I had had a rather ambiguous relationship with Agnes, over the years. She'd never been particularly warm to me even when I was young, but neither had she been cruel, and there were times when she had hugged me to soothe my childish tears. But conversations with her had always had an element of uncomfortableness, at least, I thought so. And as I had got older, and more aware of Agnes as an attractive lady, the more awkward our conversations seemed to be. Sometimes she appeared to know what I was thinking, particularly if it was the size of her bust or the sweet curve of her calf muscles, and at those times she seemed to look right into my soul and I cringed inwardly.

      'The walk was lovely,' I told her. 'I saw a pine marten in Gallish Woods.'

      'Oh,' she said, without much interest and, taking up a knife, she commenced peeling carrots and potatoes.

      I tried a few more conversational gambits but Agnes seemed to be more than usually distant or distracted. Eventually she threw the paring knife down on the table and got up. She walked over to the kitchen door and closed it, turning to face me.

      'I've been wanting to say something for a while, Iain,' she began and I had a sudden and wild notion that she was going to profess undying love for me and fling herself into my arms. Nothing could have prepared me for what she actually did say.

      'I know about you and your mother, Iain. What you get up to in the evenings and at weekends.'

      I stared at her, my eyes bulging out like a cartoon. 'I don't know what you mean, Agnes,' I quavered, guilt written all over my face.

      'Yes, you do,' she replied, matter-of-factly. 'You're not the only one who's read your mother's diaries.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 2

      
        This is the story of what happens after Agnes, the housekeeper at Driesh Castle, tells Iain that she has read his mother's diaries and knows that he is having an incestuous relationship with his mother. It's a direct follow-on from Chapter 1, so it's probably essential to read that first.
      

      
        This will be the last story in the "My Mother's Diaries" series, I think. It developed differently to how I had imagined before I started writing it, so I hope it's not too long or disjointed or unbelievable! It does contain descriptions of anal intercourse in an incestuous context, so if that's not your thing you may want to pass this story by. If you read on, I hope you enjoy it and I look forward to comments, as always.
      

      
        Oh, and I apologise that it's taken so long to write Ch2. I hope you think it has been worth the wait.
      

      
        Sylviafan February 2026
      

      'I know about you and your mother, Iain. What you get up to in the evenings and at weekends.'

      I stared at her, my eyes bulging out like a cartoon. 'I don't know what you mean, Agnes,' I quavered, guilt written all over my face.

      'Yes you do,' she replied, matter-of-factly. 'You're not the only one who's read your mother's diaries.'

      So concluded Chapter One of my story and when it comes to unexpected announcements of a life-changing nature, this one was right up there with the best of them. Agnes, the long-serving housekeeper at Driesh Castle, had just told me that she had read my mother's secret diaries, which I knew to contain detailed accounts of her long-term sexual relationships with her own father and with me, her son.

      I wouldn't say I'm noted for my quick thinking, but several responses did spring to mind as I stood in the big kitchen, a cold lump in my stomach, staring at Agnes who stood by the closed kitchen door, looking back at me, her face expressionless. Obviously I could flatly deny it, but if Agnes knew about the diaries, then she knew everything and denial would be pointless. Besides, my expression of shocked guilt was a sure-fire giveaway. Alternatively I could just ignore her and walk out, but that would just delay the reckoning. In the few seconds since she had spoken I had just decided that I needed to determine if she really had read mum's diaries when Agnes spoke again.

      
        'It's alright Iain,' she said, her tone soft. 'I'm not going to tell anybody.'

      I felt the sun streaming through the kitchen windows, hot on my back. A fly buzzed in the silence. 'How did you come to read my mother's diaries?' I asked, eventually.

      'Would you like a cup of tea?' she asked, unexpectedly. 'I think we could probably both do with one.' I sat down at the big pine table and watched Agnes as she filled the kettle and put loose tea in the teapot. She fussed around the kitchen until the kettle had boiled and then she made the tea and came to sit opposite me, putting our mugs down on coasters.

      'I've worked in this house for more than thirty years,' she began, holding her mug in her cupped hands and staring reflectively at the ceiling. 'There's not much that goes on or has gone on in this house that I don't know about.' She wasn't boasting, she was just stating a fact. 'I was eighteen when I started here. It was 1995, and your grandfather was struggling to run a doctor's practice and a home without much help from his daughter. I was just a wee girl,' she smiled at the memory, 'very much in awe of the "big house" and of Doctor MacKay.' She paused for a few moments, collecting her thoughts. 'My biggest worry was that the good doctor would use his position as the head of the house to take advantage of me, but he never did. Eventually of course I found out why; he was sleeping with your mother.'

      'You found that out from my mother's diaries?' I asked, realising that I was in effect admitting that I'd also read them.

      'No,' Agnes replied. 'I didn't look at those until years later.'

      'So how did you know?'

      'Little things. Your mother's perfume on your grandfather's bedsheets. The way they were with each other. Once, I think I surprised them by coming in to work very early and I caught a glimpse of your mother leaving his bedroom.' She smiled at the memory. 'Little things, like I said, but they painted a picture over time.'

      'Weren't you horrified?' I asked. 'They were committing incest after all.'

      'They weren't hurting anyone, Iain,' said Agnes, softly.

      'So you know about me?' I asked. 'About whom my father is?'

      
        
      

      'Yes, Iain, I know about that,' she said gently. 'And I was worried when your mother fell pregnant because there was only one person who could be the father. But you were fine and here you are, twenty-three years later and we're having this conversation.'

      'But you found out about mum and me from her diaries?' I persisted.

      Agnes gave me a gentle smile; she seemed more relaxed than I could remember seeing her. Was she enjoying this afternoon of confidences with me. 'Yes, Iain, your mother and you were very careful. I didn't find out about the two of you until I started reading her diaries, a couple of years ago.'

      'How did you get access to them?' I asked. 'And why would you want to read them?'

      'Like I said, Iain, I've worked in this house for a long time. I have a spare key to your mother's writing room and I do a lot of the household accounts, so I know your mother's security number, the one she uses for everything, including that big security cabinet. As to why,' she sipped from her mug and looked at me across the table. 'I suppose I was curious to see if your mother had written anything about her relationship with her father. And if you've read those early entries, well, you'll know all about what they got up to! After that, I regret to admit, I got a bit hooked on Miss MacKay's diaries. I started reading them once a week or so, when you and your mother were safely out of the house. I'm not proud of what I did, but I couldn't seem to stop myself, it was... thrilling, I suppose is how I would describe it. Like a book I couldn't put down.' She put her mug on the table and clasped her hands together, her knuckles white. 'I suppose I just got into the habit of reading them, even when there was nothing racy in them. Then, last Christmas, she started writing about wanting to sleep with you, and how she was going to seduce you. I know it must sound awful, Iain, but it was fascinating, compelling. And then I realised that you were reading her diaries too and it was as if there was this big secret drama unfolding in the house.'

      'How did you know I was reading mum's diaries?' I asked.

      Agnes blushed, something I don't recall having seen before. 'I used to put a hair between the latest diary and the next latest. If the hair was gone, someone had taken it out of the cabinet. And if your mother had been away since I put the hair in, then it could only be you. I got the idea from a John le Carré book,' she admitted.

      'So what happens now, Agnes?' I asked.

      
        She sighed. 'Like I said, I'm not going to tell anybody.' Which begged the question, I thought, why confront me with it in the first place? She stood up suddenly and took our mugs to the sink. 'I need to get on, Iain, I'm away home in half an hour.'

      I left the kitchen and wandered around the ground floor of the house, unable to sit down or concentrate on a book, my mind full of the conversation I'd just had with Agnes and what the implications were for the future. Even if Agnes said nothing to anybody outside the house, and I guessed she would keep her word on that, it still meant that she knew that I was fucking my mother. She'd read the diaries! Mum included a lot of descriptions of our lovemaking; she had even given explicit details of the first time I'd sodomised her and how it had felt and how much she had enjoyed it.

      And why, I asked myself, was I still reading mum's diaries? Wasn't she giving me everything I wanted in bed? The answer was, I admitted to myself, that I was also fascinated to read what she had written about the two of us and what she thought about it all. It was like reading a particularly well-written and realistic porn novel, with the added attraction that I knew it was all true.

      So why, I asked myself again, had Agnes told me that she knew? What was her motivation? What did she want? Should I tell my mother or would it just spook her for no reason? But what would I tell my mother? For one thing, she didn't know that I'd secretly read her diaries. She didn't know that I knew about her and my grandfather, or father as it turned out! I'd been waiting for her to bring the subject up but she never had. Telling her about Agnes might spark a confrontation between the two of them and goodness knows what might come out of that. I wasn't proud that I had pried into my mother's innermost secrets, so I was very keen that she shouldn't find out, especially from a third party.

      I wandered up the stairs to the first-floor landing just as my mother was coming down the staircase from the second floor, where her writing room and my study were; both our bedrooms were on the first floor.

      'Iain!' she smiled warmly at me. 'I was just coming to look for you.' She stopped halfway down the stairs, one hand on the banister, as though posing for a photograph. She'd been writing all morning and half the afternoon but she was still dressed as though she was going to a drinks party - grey silk cocktail dress, stockings and heels and her hair piled up on top of her head, with a couple of loose locks framing her face. Her make-up looked freshly done, which it may well have been; she kept a stock of cosmetics in her writing room. And, as always, I was rendered dry-mouthed and wobbly at the sight of her lovely body and her exquisite face with its finely chiselled features, prominent cheekbones, full lips and dark-blue eyes. In short, she looked extraordinary for fifty-three.

      'Writing going well?' I asked, for want of anything more constructive to say.

      
        'Yes, dear,' she replied. 'I've had a splendid session! Nearly three thousand words! But I was starting to get all fidgety.'

      'Fidgety?' I echoed.

      'Yes, fidgety. Itchy. A bit tense. And then I saw Agnes's car go off down the drive and I thought how nice it would be to find my gorgeous son and take him to bed for a nice afternoon treat. What do you think, Iain? Would you like to make delicious love with your mummy?'

      She'd started calling herself "mummy" when we were bed and I was in two minds about it. On the one hand it sounded a bit creepy, on the other hand it reinforced the exquisite idea of mother/son incest, something which I still found infinitely exciting after something like four months of relentless sex with my mum. So now, with my mother at her delicious best, walking down the stairs towards me and obviously desperate for sex, how could I refuse.

      Pushing all thoughts of Agnes and the diaries out of my mind, I walked across the landing to meet my mother and she came into my arms and we kissed lightly, lips pecking at lips, then pressing harder, our mouths opening, my tongue sliding into my mother so that I could taste the toothpaste she had just brushed her teeth with.

      My arms went around her slender waist, my hands stroking the silk of her cocktail dress, tracing the little ridges of her spine, cupping her firm buttocks and feeling her suspender straps. 'Mmm,' she cooed softly, into my ear, her arms around my neck. 'I think you would like to make delicious love with your mummy. Shall we go to your room or mine? Mine, I think.'

      Which was my mother all over. Asking me what I wanted to do and then telling me what I was going to do. In bed and out of it, my mother was the dominant force in our relationship. Regardless of who was on top when we made love, or even if I was fucking her arse from behind, mum was always in charge, letting me know what she wanted, how she wanted it and when she wanted it. And in case you think I'm complaining, I'm not. I love being dominated by my mother and I don't feel like it challenges my masculinity; and after all, I get to fuck the woman of my dreams almost every day. If that's not worth a little bit of filial submission, I don't know what is.

      So we went along the corridor and into her bedroom with its king-sized four-poster bed with the silk canopy that had seen so much action with me and my mother and, before that, with my mother and her father. Mum closed the door and we kissed again and I marvelled at how slender and firm her body was, considering that she hardly ever did any exercise.

      
        Breaking our kiss she whispered, 'Undress me, darling.' I love undressing my mother in preparation for sex; it's part of our ritual and I take my time over it, building up the sexual tension, my cock straining for release in my pants. First I unzipped her dress, sliding the runner slowly down her back with a faint buzzing sound. Then I parted the dress across her back and kissed the soft skin of her neck and shoulders, inhaling her scents, both natural and cosmetic, and feeling a little dizzy with arousal, as I always did when making love with my mother.

      I helped her out of her dress, taking her arms out of the sleeves and pulling it slowly down over her flat stomach and her flaring hips, down over her black, satin panties and stockings, puddling it on the floor where she stepped delicately out of it, still in her heels.

      I picked her dress up and hung it carefully in her wardrobe, like a dutiful son. Then there was more kissing; deep and slow, our heads weaving, our open mouths pressed together, and while we kissed I reached behind her and unclasped her brassiere with a practised flip of my fingers. We broke the kiss and I slid mum's bra off her shoulders and down her arms and her heavy, rounded breasts, with their big juicy nipples and dark areolae, swung free.

      I kissed mum again, cupping a breast in my hand, feeling its weight and the rubbery nipple against my palm. She shuddered as I took her engorged nipple and gently squeezed and rolled it between finger and thumb as I explored her mouth with my tongue.

      'Take my panties off, Iain,' mum whispered in my ear. I knelt in front of her and pressed my face to her gusset, feeling its warmth and dampness, and its exquisite aroma, feeling her labia beneath the black satin. Hooking my thumbs in the waistband, I pulled her knickers down over her hips and the straps of her suspenders. The gusset clung momentarily and delightfully to her sticky lips before I pulled it free and rolled her panties down over her stockings with a faint rustling sound and again mum stepped delicately out of them, a steadying hand on my shoulder.

      And there was my mother's sex, exposed to her son in the clear afternoon light, a dense, black, curly mat of hair framing thick, dark, loose labia, parted slightly to show a hint of a pink, wet interior. I can never get enough of the sight of my mother's cunt; I just love her hairiness and her thick folds of skin. She's mentioned trimming her pubes a few times but I've managed to talk her out of it, so far.

      I pressed my mouth to her naked flesh and felt the warmth of her vagina, smelled the scent of her arousal and tasted her sticky juices. Mum was past the menopause but HRT ensured her oestrogen levels were maintained and she secreted generous quantities of lubrication when she was aroused. And she was very aroused now, the viscous, musky fluid seeping from her fleshy folds. I lapped up some of her juice with a couple of deep licks with my tongue before standing up and pressing my mouth to my mother's. She liked the faint dirtiness of this act, in fact my mother was showing signs of wanting to push a few boundaries, and now she sucked on my lips and tongue, tasting herself on her son.

      
        
      

      Kicking her heels off she walked slowly to the bed and crawled on, lying down on her back in the middle of the big bed. She spread her legs provocatively and pushed a long, tapered, red-tipped finger between her labia then slid it into her mouth and sucked it clean, her eyes on me.

      'Yum,' she said, sliding the finger back inside her. 'Now get undressed and come and lick mummy's pussy. I've been thinking about it all day.'

      I was out of my clothes in seconds and scrambling onto mum's bed and getting down between her long, slender, outstretched legs, clad in the enchanting, seamed stockings that I'd brought her for Christmas. I pressed my face to her loins again and feasted on her intimate flesh. And, as always, I felt an overwhelming sense almost of awe, that I was here, with my gorgeous mother, on her bed and licking her pussy as she stroked my head and teased her fingers through my hair, her nails gently scratching my scalp.

      I ate my mum's cunt for long minutes, lost on a sea of tastes and smells and textures, coherent thought almost suppressed by the enormous fact of our incest and by the noises my mother was making. She gasped and groaned and pressed my face to her sex with a hand on the back of my head; she urged me to use my fingers on her and to suck her clitoris and I was glad to obey her commands, slipping two and then three fingers deep into her vagina as I slurped her pearl into my mouth and rasped my tongue over its tip.

      'Put a finger up my bum,' she hissed as her orgasm began to swell and build and spread throughout her body. This was something she'd been asking for recently and I was ready for it, sliding my middle finger past her sphincter and into her rectum as deep as I could get it, my mouth still fastened on her clit. And mum came with a scream, arching her back and grasping the duvet with white-knuckled fingers, her feet beating the mattress like a drum.

      I entered her as her climax was subsiding. She pulled me down to kiss her as I started a slow, deep, thrusting motion, my cock going easily into my mother's sopping pussy and making all sorts of interesting sucking and squelching sounds. After taking my mother to an orgasm I was pretty close myself, so I went slowly, with deep thrusts, taking my cock out almost completely before sliding remorselessly back in, watching my mother's face as I thrust into her.

      'Come whenever you want, Iain, darling,' she whispered up at me. 'Squirt all that lovely hot spunk into me.' She knew that talking like that would push me over the edge and now I groaned as I felt my own orgasm build unstoppably. 'I'm coming, Mum,' I gasped and she wrapped her stockinged legs around my back and squeezed me into her, digging her painted nails into my shoulders as my cock erupted and bolts of intense pleasure flashed through my brain and I pumped my seed into my mother.

      
        
      

      Afterwards she came into my arms, a softer, more submissive mother than the dominant, pre-coital version who ordered me to pleasure her. I held her tightly while I thought about Agnes and what I was going to do about it. Agnes had said that she wouldn't tell anyone, but there must have been a reason why she told me she'd read mum's diaries and knew that I had too! It wasn't long before I found the reason.

      In fact it was me who sought out Agnes, a few days later, when my mother had driven to Dundee to do some research in the library; Bruce was pottering about in the vegetable garden and Agnes was, as she usually was, in the kitchen, preparing the evening meal. I came into the kitchen and said "hello" in what I thought was a cheery sort of way, but Agnes knew just what I was there for and she put down the potato she was peeling, wiped her hands on a towel and took her apron off.

      'Would you like some tea, Iain?' she asked in her broad, local brogue. A mug of tea was Agnes's answer to most things.

      'Yes, thanks,' I answered her, sitting down at the big, scrubbed-pine kitchen table.

      I watched Agnes as she filled the kettle and spooned loose tea leaves into the teapot; Agnes was rather traditional and looked upon teabags with suspicion. She was a few years younger than mum, maybe forty-nine, or fifty, but a lifetime of physical work had kept her in good shape. She was just above medium height, slender but strong-limbed rather than willowy. She always wore a floral print dress, like an old washerwoman, and over the years I had secretly admired her legs, which were slim and curved, even in her habitual flat shoes. She had slim hips, a modest but shapely bust and a face that could have been pretty if she'd used a bit of make-up, because she had nice, even, well-defined features. She also needed to do something with her hair, which was light-brown and lifeless looking and tied in a severe bun.

      She put the teapot on the table to allow it to brew for a few minutes while she got out mugs and a bottle of milk from the fridge. 'I assume you want to talk about the things I talked about yesterday,' she said, her grey eyes on me.

      'Well, yes,' I confirmed. 'I think we should.'

      Then Agnes surprised me by going to a cupboard, taking out a key and unlocking it and taking out a nearly full bottle of whisky. She poured herself about a triple and downed it in one go, putting the bottle back in the cupboard and locking it before coming back to the table and pouring the tea. 'I don't normally drink during working hours,' she said with a faint smile, 'but I think today I need a bit of courage.' She smiled faintly again. 'I keep it locked away because if I didn't, Bruce would find it.

      
        'So, Iain,' she began, and I saw that her cheeks had flushed pink with embarrassment or alcohol or both, 'I presume you want to know if I'm going to be a threat to you and your mother, is that it?'

      'Well,' I replied, diffidently, 'it's a pretty big secret. Life changing in fact. But I don't think you would use it against my family, Agnes. I don't think you're that sort of person. And you've known about my mother and her father for years and you've never done anything,' I added.

      'I'd never use my knowledge in the way you're thinking, Iain,' said Agnes, her eyes on me. 'But I've been thinking a lot, recently, about me and the life I lead. I suppose our little talk a few days ago brought everything I've been thinking into focus.'

      'What do you mean?' I asked.

      'I'm going to tell you a little story, about my life,' Agnes began, and I saw that her eyes were moist and I offered her my handkerchief. She thanked me and dabbed at her eyes and then she carried on.

      'You were born in this house, Iain, so you've never seen real poverty. Oh, I know you had a rotten little flat in Edinburgh, your mother told me all about it, but that was as much your choice as anything; you always had your mother behind you, and indeed, here you are, living in luxury.' She smiled briefly. 'But this isn't a rant against the rich.

      'I was an only child, born in a crofter's cottage about ten miles down the road from here, quite close to where I live now. My mother died when I was seven and from then on I had to help my father on his smallholding, or we wouldn't have eaten. Yes, I went to school, but I missed a lot of days through helping my father and I left at fifteen to work full-time in the fields. But that didn't bring in enough money so I came to work here during the day and in the evenings I worked on the farm and it was hard, grinding work.

      'I'm not saying that I was really unhappy, I suppose I was more numb, as though my life was on hold and it would suddenly get better. Working at Driesh Castle was the best bit, after I'd got over my fear that Dr MacKay was going to take advantage of me.'

      'Why did you think that?' I interrupted. 'I never imagined he was that sort of man.'

      'He wasn't,' Agnes confirmed. 'If you ignore the fact that he was sleeping with his daughter, he was a fine man. Honest and strong-principled. You can see from Fiona's diaries that what they did was entirely consensual. But in the world I grew up in, sexual abuse was what a lot of men did. Especially in the remote villages and crofts around here.'

      
        
      

      'What are you saying, Agnes?' I asked. 'Was it something to do with your father?'

      'Yes,' she whispered, 'it was my father. He took me to his bed and treated me like his wife.'

      I sat in stunned silence for a few seconds. 'I think you'd better get that whisky out again, Agnes, I could do with a shot.' She went to the cupboard again and poured us both a measure which we swallowed in one and I felt better as the raw spirit coursed down my throat and warmed my guts. 'How long did that go on for?'

      'A couple of years,' Agnes admitted. 'Then I got married. To escape my father, I suppose. I can't think of any other reason why I'd have married Donald.'

      'Is your father still alive?' I asked, embarrassed that I knew so little of the lady who had worked in my house for more than thirty years.

      'He died a long time ago,' she said, flatly.

      'I'm sorry,' I told her, sounding stupid even to myself.

      'I was too frightened to run away; I knew nothing of the outside world. So I married Donald because he represented an escape from my father. But it just meant that I swapped my father for someone who was even less emotionally invested in me. Donald's lazy, which my father never was. He's never really worked and my job here has provided everything for years. And that wouldn't have been so bad if he'd loved me,' she went on, her voice rising. 'But the only person he loves is himself! If you don't count his bottle of whisky,' she added.

      'He sits in all day and watches television and drinks and I come home exhausted and I have to clean the house and get his supper! And about once a month he tries to make love to me but he can't get it up anymore so he gets angry and blames me and sometimes he knocks me about and I hate him! Her voice had risen to a scream and I put a hand on her arm but she shook it off.

      'I hardly remember my mum, I cannot remember ever having any affection from anyone! Not from my father, even when he was screwing me! And certainly not from my bastard of a husband!'

      
        'I'm sorry,' I said again, ineffectually, and Agnes seemed to slump at the table and a tear ran down her cheek.

      'I just wanted some affection. Some tenderness in my life,' she said softly. 'And every day I came to work here and there was your mum and your grandfather and I knew they were deeply in love and I used to imagine what they did in bed and how different it was from what happened to me.' She dabbed her eyes again with my handkerchief and blew her nose. 'I felt so sorry for your mother when the Doctor died, knowing what it was that she had lost. And then I read her diaries about you and how she was going to sleep with you and I felt so hopeless and lost.'

      She looked up at me, her eyes wet. 'So I'm not going to tell anyone about the diaries and I'm never going to mention it to your mother. But I do want something, Iain.'

      I had listened to our housekeeper's tale with a growing sense of outrage that she had been treated this way but also outrage that nobody at Driesh Castle had even known about it, let alone taken the trouble to try and help.

      'What is it you want, Agnes?' I asked, quietly, knowing, or thinking I knew, the answer.

      'I want some affection, Iain,' she whispered. 'Some warmth in my life. I'm not asking you to sleep with me or anything like that,' she went on, 'just to spend a little bit of time with me and maybe give me a hug and a kiss sometimes.'

      Agnes blushed a deep red and looked down at the table again. Our strange conversation was coming to a close and I was relieved that mum wouldn't be involved and I was glad that I could agree to Agnes's demands (if you could call spending a bit of time with her and giving her the odd hug a demand) with a clear conscience. After hearing her tale I felt a deep sense of sorrow for her and some guilt that she had suffered so badly and we in the "Big House" hadn't even noticed. I wanted to atone for that, but I was also a bit puzzled.

      'I'm profoundly sorry that you have been so unhappy, Agnes, but in all the years I've known you you've been rather... unapproachable, I suppose. You never looked like you'd welcome a hug.'

      'True enough,' Agnes admitted. 'It was self-preservation, I suppose, and fear of rejection. Can you imagine if the dowdy old housekeeper had said something to you a few years ago? You'd have been horrified!'

      'But with the diaries between us you thought the possibility of rejection was reduced, I guess.'

      
        
      

      Agnes sighed. 'That makes me sound very manipulative. Though I suppose it's true.'

      'And for the record, Agnes,' I said, looking into her eyes, 'I don't think you're dowdy. I think that if you dressed up and used a bit of make-up, you'd be really rather pretty.' I was trying to compliment her, but it was a thoughtless thing to say.

      'Some of us haven't the money for fancy clothes or cosmetics,' she retorted. 'But thank you, Iain, I believe you meant it as a compliment.'

      'I did. And I am very happy to do what I can to bring some warmth into your life, Agnes. Hugs, chats, cuddles, whatever you want and whenever you want.'

      For the first time that afternoon there was a glimpse of happiness in her smile. 'Thank you, Iain. It means a lot to me.'

      'So how does it work?' I asked.

      'I don't know,' Agnes admitted. 'I suppose we'll have to play it by ear.'

      'And my mother?' I asked, shrewdly.

      'Well we're not doing anything we shouldn't, unlike you and your mother,' Agnes added with a grin, 'but I think it would be best if we didn't do anything in front of her and I'd certainly rather you didn't mention this conversation to her.' She looked at her watch. 'I need to be away home, it's nearly five and my useless husband will be wanting his tea.'

      'Are you ok to drive?' I asked, thinking of the whisky she'd drunk.

      Agnes laughed, one of the few times I'd heard her. 'I'll be fine. There's no traffic and it wouldn't be the first time I'd driven home after a stiffener!'

      'Would you like a hug first?' I asked.

      
        'Oh, yes please!' Agnes got up and came around the table and I put my arms around her and she put her arms around me and I squeezed her tightly to me, feeling her toned body against mine, her tits pressing into my chest, her head on my shoulder. There was nothing overtly sexual about our hug, Agnes smelled vaguely of disinfectant and whisky, but nevertheless my cock stirred and I felt excited by the prospect of this little, secret non-affair with Agnes.

      We held each other for about five minutes but eventually Agnes disengaged herself and I kissed the top of her head and helped her tidy away before she left for the day. I went out to the gravel drive with her where her car was parked and on an impulse, before she got into her car, I put my hands on her shoulders and leaned down and kissed her mouth, very briefly. She smiled and said goodbye and I watched as her car drove down the approach road to the Castle and out of sight.

      I didn't see that giving Agnes a bit of affection was in any way being unfaithful to my mother; it wasn't as if I'd be sleeping with her. So I felt good about the whole afternoon and my cock stirred again as I went back into the house to wait for my mother.

      She arrived thirty minutes later. I was sitting in our first-floor snug, watching TV, when she poked her head through the doorway and asked me what time I'd like dinner. I could have prepared it myself while I was waiting for her, but mum always assumed I'd make a botch of it and she preferred to finish off Agnes's preparations herself.

      'I thought we'd eat a bit later this evening,' I said, getting up from the settee. 'I quite fancy taking you to bed, first and giving you multiple orgasms.'

      'Ooh, that sounds lovely!' My mother rarely needed much encouragement. 'Do you want me to shower first?' she asked.

      'No,' I replied, taking her hand and leading her towards her bedroom, 'I want you all smelly and sweaty.'

      And that was how I had her that late afternoon after the seminal chat with Agnes. Mum was wearing a simple floral dress and flesh-coloured stockings. I soon had the dress off her and her bra too and I pushed her on to the bed in a rare display of filial dominance and she cooed, 'Ooh, are you going to take your mummy by force?'

      I stripped quickly and got on the bed with mum and ordered her to suck my cock. She gave a little show of reluctance so I grabbed a hank of her hair and took the shaft of my cock in my other hand and I pressed my glans to her lips until she opened them and I pushed four or five inches of my stiff meat into my mother mouth until she started to gag.

      
        
      

      And in case you're thinking that I was a bit rough with her, it wasn't the first time I'd played the dominant brute by any means. And my mother loved it! She seemed to like relinquishing control for short periods when we were making love.

      Now I thrust my cock in and out of her mouth as I knelt up on the bed and she held onto my hips as I fucked her face, saliva dribbling past her lips and trickling down my shaft. Pulling her off me, again by her hair, I pushed her onto her back and pulled her knickers roughly down. And then I was in her sopping pussy, thrusting vigorously, holding her wrists to the bed while I forced my mouth onto hers, pushing my tongue between her lips and deep into her mouth as she struggled ineffectually beneath me.

      'On your knees,' I ordered her, slipping my cock out of her liquid cunt, and she rolled over obediently onto her knees, her butt pointing up, her head cushioned on her folded arms. 'Go on,' she hissed. 'Fuck your mummy from behind, like a bitch!'

      I pushed myself in easily and deeply and mum gasped and pushed herself back at me as I started another vigorous thrusting, ramming all seven inches in and coming out to my glans before ramming back in again into her hot, silken depths. It was fucking amazing! I would never, never get tired of fucking my mother. She was just everything that I wanted in a woman: mature, gorgeous, sexy and my mother!

      But today I had no intention of coming in her pussy. It was a week or so since I'd last sodomised my mother and the itch had grown to the point where it needed to be scratched. 'Get the lube out and give it to me,' I told her and she then knew what was coming. I slipped my cock out of her and she crawled to the edge of the bed opened the top drawer of her bedside table, extracting a nearly full tube of KY Jelly. She handed it to me without a word and crawled back into the centre of the bed, where she cradled her head in her arms again, presenting me with her buttocks.

      I took my time lubricating my mother's anus. I loved the sight of her pucker, knotted and dark-brown with a ring of black, curly hair. I liked to go very slowly, building up the tension for both of us, knowing that soon I would be balls-deep in her most private place. I used plenty of the sticky goo, squeezing blobs of it onto my fingertips and sliding my finger past my mother's sphincter, coating the walls of her rectum.

      Mum liked the build-up, too, although sometimes she pretended to be nervous and begged me to be gentle with her. Today she sighed contentedly as I slid one, then two fingers deep inside her. A last blob to lubricate my glans and shaft and I was ready.

      
        I got into position between my mother's legs and gripped the slippery pole of my cock firmly, guiding myself to her most private and tightest place. She groaned with satisfaction as the head of my dick pressed up against her sphincter and then she was opening up and I was sliding in with the efficiency of much experience.

      I pushed myself in slowly, as I always did, allowing my mother to adjust to the intrusion. She in her turn pressed her buttocks back against me, telling me that it was ok and she wanted it all. And then I was all the way in, my cock-shaft stretching my mother's anus obscenely, my balls slapping against her buttocks.

      'That's good, Iain,' she drawled. 'Now give it to me,' she said, one hand slipping between her legs so that she could masturbate herself as I sodomised her.

      I pulled out several inches of stiff meat, relishing the suction of her arse and the grip of her pucker as it slid up my shaft, and pushed slowly back in, feeling the walls of her rectum envelop me in a gentle grip. Then out again, slowly, and back in, hearing the sticky noises of my penetration, endless minutes of glorious pleasure.

      Mum groaned again and gripped the duvet, her long, middle finger strumming her clitoris. 'Harder,' she instructed me so I started thrusting in and out of her with longer, harder strokes, my hands gripping her hips and pulling her back against me as I rammed into her gaping anus. Then my orgasm was building, pulsing through me, unstoppable and enormous.

      I gave a deep groan as the sensations overwhelmed me and my cock spurted three or four jets of spunk into my mother's arse. Mum's face was in the pillow but she gave a muffled scream as her own orgasm peaked and waves of bliss pulsed through her. Afterwards we lay in a post coital stupor, although I was mostly thinking about Agnes.

      'I liked it when you held my wrists down while you were fucking me, darling,' she said, suddenly. Mum didn't generally hold back with her language. 'I've been thinking recently that we might try a bit of bondage, it might be quite exciting. What do you think?'

      I'd never done anything like that with mum, or with Jane Sherman or Claire French, the two middle-aged ladies who, together with my mother, summed up my total sexual experience. Not that I was against the idea, it just hadn't come up. Actually, that wasn't true. Now that mum had mentioned it, I remembered a diary entry that I had read illicitly in which my mother described how her father, after some persuasion, had tied her to the bed (presumably the one we were now on) with stockings before alternately fucking her and thrusting his cock in her mouth. From the diary entry it was clear that mum had enjoyed it immensely and I was a bit surprised that she hadn't mentioned it before.

      
        
      

      'What had you got in mind?' I asked.

      'I don't know,' she replied. 'I just thought it might be rather kinky and fun.'

      We left it at that and got up and showered and went downstairs and mum finished off dinner which we ate in the kitchen. After dinner we watched television, cuddled together on the sofa in the snug and shared a bottle of a Croation red that mum was going through a phase with. About eleven o'clock we were both yawning so we went to bed and slept heavily until the morning light through the curtains and the birdsong through the open window woke us up.

      That day was a turning point in the relationships between the people in Driesh Castle, if you don't include Bruce the drunken handyman, which I don't. In fact it was much more of a turning point than I realised at the time.

      Over the next few days I made a point of going into the kitchen a lot more regularly and talking to Agnes while she worked preparing meals or fussing about with the laundry. Usually, before I left the kitchen, I would hug her and she would hug me back and thank me and I would kiss the top of her head. On days when my mother was absent, I would spend longer with Agnes, sometimes persuading her to come for a walk with me up the gentle slopes of Driesh or through the pine woods that surrounded Driesh Castle. At such times she would worry that she wouldn't get all her chores done before it was time for her to leave. But I helped her with food preps and making up the beds with clean sheets and we only stayed out an hour or so.

      Those short walks were a revelation. It was high summer now and the weather was beautiful and it hadn't yet got into the midge season; that would come in August. But as we walked and talked I started to really get to know Agnes and I discovered that although she was largely unschooled, she was quick and clever and she had read a lot to make up for her lack of formal education. She had existed for her entire life in a bubble of about fifteen miles diameter so she listened to my stories of my schooling in England and University and life in Edinburgh with a very satisfying curiosity, and I began to warm to her very much. I also discovered that beneath her rather tough exterior, she was warm-hearted and funny, and as the summer went on these characteristics seemed to blossom like desert flowers when the rain finally comes.

      So I suppose it was inevitable that my thoughts about her would, in due course, turn to ones of a sexual nature. I had been fixated on mature women since puberty and my first encounters had been with my boarding school nurse, Jane Sherman, who was in her forties, and my Mediaeval English tutor at University, who had been even older. And then had come my mother, who had sealed for all time my desire for middle-aged ladies. And Agnes was certainly a middle-aged lady.

      
        She had told me her age on one of our walks; she was forty-nine. Her birthday had been the previous month and had gone unnoticed at Driesh Castle. I had apologised for that and brought her some flowers the following day and her eyes had welled up as I presented them. I had always been aware that she was slender, wiry I suppose, and that her figure was good, especially her legs, but now I began to see that there was a really very attractive woman beneath the somewhat careworn exterior.

      And was it my imagination or was Agnes dressing in a slightly more feminine manner, discarding her shapeless floral print dresses for tight-fitting jeans or a skirt and blouse. It was clear that her wardrobe wasn't particularly extensive but it seemed to me that she was making an effort to smarten herself up and I wondered if my mother had noticed. She didn't say anything.

      The game-changer came one Friday in late July. My mother had gone to Edinburgh, to speak to her publishers, and she wouldn't be back until after four pm. It was a glorious day and about mid-morning I'd stuck my head in the kitchen and asked Agnes if she'd like to walk up Driesh with a picnic and eat it at the top. She agreed with charming alacrity and said she'd go and tidy herself up if I wouldn't mind making a few sandwiches.

      She disappeared up the stairs to the little second-floor room that had been set aside for her as a rest space and I did my bit and made some cheese and pickle sandwiches and packed them in a rucksack with a couple of bottles of water. A few minutes later Agnes came back down the stairs, having changed into jeans and a jumper, and we were ready to go, leaving the house by a back door that led into the gardens and over a stile and onto the rising, heather-covered bulk of Driesh.

      It was as we were climbing over the stile that I got my first good look at Agnes and realised with a start that she was wearing make-up, the first time I can recall seeing that. And my goodness, what a difference a few simple cosmetics made to her appearance! He skin looked moist and less taut, her lips had been rouged to enhance their shape and she wore a trace of eye shadow. She'd also taken her hair out of its customary severe bun and it was loose around her face and neck, another first.

      I gawped at her openly. The transformation was astonishing! She looked good. Really good. I'd had no idea. She noticed my look and blushed, touching her face self-consciously. 'I don't look too weird, do I?' she asked.

      'No,' I told her, with conviction. 'You look very nice. I think it's the first time I've ever seen you with make-up on. Do you keep a secret stash in your room?'

      Agnes blushed even deeper. 'No,' she replied, softly, 'I went up to your mother's writing room and borrowed some of her stuff. You won't say anything will you, Iain?' she added, nervously. 'I... I wanted to look nice for you today.'

      
        
      

      'Well I have a condition,' I grinned and Agnes looked at me expectantly. 'I want a kiss, or I'll tell my mother you've been stealing her things.'

      'Just a kiss, Iain,' she said softly.

      'Just a kiss,' I agreed and Agnes stepped to me and I put my arms around her and drew her into a proper, full-on embrace, lowering and turning my head slightly to engage our housekeeper's lipsticked mouth. Agnes didn't respond, at first, as I worked my lips gently against hers, tasting the cosmetic application and feeling its stickiness. But as I gently opened my mouth I felt hers open to meet me and I slipped the tip of my tongue into her and tasted her wetness and felt the slippery hardness of her teeth and her little raspy tongue. I pressed her body against mine, feeling her breasts firm against my chest and my loins pressed against hers. And I felt an extraordinary wave of desire for this lady, and a feeling of forbidden pleasure almost equal to what I felt when mum and I kissed.

      We kissed for a minute, maybe and I resisted the urge to grasp her buttocks and press them to my erection. Instead I broke the kiss and we started the long ascent of the mountain, the summer sun beating down on us. We walked in silence for five minutes, although there was an almost palpable tension between us. It was Agnes who broke the silence.

      'Believe it or not, I've never been kissed like that before,' she said, matter-of-factly.

      'What?' I said, surprised. 'Never?'

      'Never,' she repeated. 'My father never kissed me when he had me and my husband didn't seem to have much idea about kissing. Or about most things,' she added. 'I knew what kissing should be like, you see plenty on the television, but I'd never been kissed that way until today. I knew you'd kiss me like that,' she added.

      'You knew I was going to kiss you?' I asked.

      'Well, yes,' she said, carefully. 'I mean I hoped you would. When you told me a bit about your nurse at school and the professor at Edinburgh University I imagined that you were attracted to older ladies. And your mother of course.'

      I chose that moment to take Agnes in my arms again and kiss her long and tenderly as she clung to me on the mountainside. And this time she responded to me, putting her arms around my neck, working her lips against mine, even slipping her tongue briefly into my mouth. 'Where do we go from here?' I asked as we broke off, still holding each other.

      'That's up to you, Iain,' she replied, her voice barely audible over the soughing of the wind through the heather.

      'But you're the one who's married, Agnes,' I replied, looking into her clear, blue eyes.

      'I have no relationship with that excuse for a man,' she replied bitterly and I hugged her tighter. 'And I would be very happy to become your lover. Obviously I know you're in a relationship, but it's with your mother and I don't know whether you'd count sleeping with someone else as cheating.'

      'Well it would have to be behind her back,' I pointed out.

      'Would you be happy with that?' Agnes asked, her eyes on mine. 'I know how strong your relationship with your mother is.'

      'She's always said that she's got no problem with me having girlfriends as well as sleeping with her,' I told Agnes. This was true, but I suspected that the dispensation would not include members of Driesh Castle's household staff. But dammit, the principle was the same and I was starting to feel a huge attraction for Agnes, a desire to see her naked and to kiss her and stroke her and excite her. And to penetrate her and give her the love and affection she had never had and craved so much.

      'So it's a yes?' asked Agnes, anxiety in her eyes.

      'It's a yes,' I agreed and we kissed again, this time with a growing passion. 'But my mother must never find out,' I stated, cravenly.

      Agnes grinned. 'She'd fire me on the spot,' she said.

      We never made it up to the top of Driesh that Friday afternoon; we stopped to kiss too often. And after we'd had our picnic we kissed together, rolling about on the coarse grass like a couple of teenagers, our clothes covered in bits of grass.

      Eventually I sat up and looked at my watch; it was after two. 'We should get back. Mum'll be home in a couple of hours.'

      
        
      

      'Which doesn't give us time to consummate our new relationship,' said Agnes with a mock pout.

      'No,' I agreed, but she's going to Edinburgh on Monday and she's staying overnight. Can you get a night away from Donald?'

      'Yes,' said Agnes, her face animated and looking suddenly very pretty. 'I'll think of something.'

      We kissed some more then made our way back down to Driesh Castle and I helped Agnes in the kitchen for an hour to make up for the time she'd been with me. Presently I heard mum's car through the kitchen window and I kissed Agnes one last time and said, 'I'll see you on Monday,' and she smiled widely and said, 'I can't wait.'

      I was afraid the weekend would drag as I waited for Monday and the novelty of bedding Agnes, which idea still felt a bit like incest in my head and that made the anticipation even sweeter. But the weekend didn't drag because it turned out that my shameless mother had stopped at a sex shop on the outskirts of Dundee and she had brought a top-of-the-range restraint system for strapping her securely to the bed. She showed it to me on Friday evening as we were getting ready for bed and I was suddenly gasping with desire for her and keen to try it out there and then.

      'No, Iain,' she told me, gently. 'I want this to be a really special thing between us so we won't rush it tonight. We'll have a lovely long bath together tomorrow afternoon and I'll dress up in some nice stockings and underwear and while I'm doing that, you can put the restraint system on the bed and then you can tie your mummy down and do exactly what you want with me. How does that sound?'

      I was breathless with arousal just thinking about it, and as soon as my mother got into bed with me I grabbed her and kissed her long and hard. 'Goodness,' she said, coming up for air. 'Somebody's excited about the idea of bondage.'

      I rolled her on her back and fed on her breasts, sucking her flesh into my mouth, nipping her nipples between my teeth until she gasped and writhed, one of my hands between her legs, massaging her pussy, feeling the heat and the moisture of her arousal.

      'Fuck me, Iain,' she said, thickly. 'Fuck your horny mother and make me come.'

      I threw off the duvet and grabbed her ankles, bending her legs over her chest, exposing her pussy and her anus in a mat of black, curly hair. Mum grasped the backs of her knees and urged me to penetrate her. 'Come on, you little motherfucker!' she hissed as I guided myself to her opening and pushed my cock deep into her cunt. 'Yes!' she gasped, 'that's what mummy wants!'

      I fucked her vigorously, with long, hard strokes that slammed my pubic bone into hers at the end of each thrust and made her gasp. She reached out a finger with a red-painted nail and started to stroke her clitoris with a firm, circular motion as I rammed into her.

      It was only ever going to be quick, savage sex, to build up the tension for tomorrow afternoon, and soon I was feeling the tendrils of an orgasm and mum's eyes were closed and she was wailing and strumming her bud and suddenly she screamed as a titanic orgasm hit her and I was coming too, pumping my hot seed into my mother in a haze of desire, one shamefaced corner of my mind imagining that it was Agnes's cunt I was fucking.

      The following day my mother was at her seductive best. We did a bit of light gardening in the morning; Bruce did all the heavy stuff during the week, if he was sober enough. But it was interspersed with a lot of touching and kissing and it was lucky that we had no neighbours because no one could have failed to see the incestuous mother/son relationship.

      At lunchtime I made us an omelette with some salad and we had a glass of wine and mum suggested taking the rest of the bottle up to the bathroom. It took ages to fill the big corner bath in the family bathroom but it was sublime to sink naked with my mother into the hot, scented water. We lay together in the steaming water for long minutes, sipping chilled Chablis from an ice bucket. I stroked my mother's arm and shoulder before dipping my hand beneath the surface and cupping one of her heavy breasts, feeling the nipple hard against my fingertips.

      Mum stretched like a cat and smiled. 'Are you looking forward to tying me down on the bed, Iain?' she asked seductively.

      Oh, yes,' I assured her, quietly. 'Have you tried bondage before?' I asked. I'd read in one of her diaries that her father, after some persuasion, had tied her down with stockings and had then alternated between fucking his daughter and pushing his cock in her mouth. Of course, I didn't officially know about my mother and her father, but I was curious to see how she would respond to what was a perfectly natural question, though perhaps not one that a son usually asks his mother.

      Mum was silent for a few moments, staring off into space and I imagined she was reliving the scene with her father all those years ago. 'Once,' she admitted, finally.

      'Was it good?' I asked.

      
        
      

      'Very good,' she smiled. 'And that's all I'm going to say about it. She drained her glass and stood up and reached for a towel, water running off her naked body.

      'You're amazing, Mum,' I told her, staring in awe at the mature perfection of her fifty-something body, her breasts still showing signs of lift, her pubic hair thick and wet at her loins, her long, black hair plastered to her scalp and dripping down her back.

      'Thank you, darling!' she cooed. My mother might be a successful author and ravishingly attractive, but she was always a sucker for a heartfelt compliment. 'Now let's go and have some fun.'

      We dried each other, as we usually did after bathing together, and mum made a big thing of drying my cock and balls so that I was achingly hard by the time we left the bathroom and went into mum's bedroom. She sat down at her dressing table and reached for her hairdryer and I opened the big cardboard box that was lying on the window seat and extracted the harnesses and buckles and cuffs and tried to make sense of them.

      My mother had done what she usually did and bought the top of the range restraint system, or so it seemed. The straps and harnesses were broad and thick and no-nonsense and the buckles and clips were all steel instead of plastic. The ankle and wrist cuffs looked pretty businesslike as well, with thick Velcro and additional straps and buckles. Once secured to the bed, my mother would be entirely helpless and at my mercy.

      To the sound of mum's hairdryer, I took the stuff over to her king-sized four-poster bed and attached the harnesses to each of the corner posts. Because of the width of the bed, the posts were rather far apart but I thought there would be enough slack in the straps.

      After I'd finished I sat in an easy chair, my dick pointing to the ceiling, and watched as my mother finished drying her hair and started on her make-up. This took some time, but it was delicious time spent staring at her naked back and buttocks as she leaned forward towards her mirror, concentrating on applying her cosmetics. Next she varnished her fingernails, using a deep, green varnish that I always found very sexy. After her nails were dry, she found some seamed, black stockings and a suspender belt in one of her drawers and swivelled round to face me so that I could watch as she unrolled her nylon hose up her long, elegant legs, checking that the seams at the back were straight. Finally she stood up and secured her garter belt around her waist and clipped her stockings to the suspender straps. Then she did a twirl.

      'What do you think, Iain? Not too bad for your old mother?'

      
        She looked sensational! Pale skin and slender, shapely body at the peak of its middle-aged maturity. Breasts still round and heavy, hips flared, stomach flat(ish) and make-up perfect, highlighting her full lips, high cheekbones and big, dark eyes. The seamed stockings were the icing on the cake.

      My guts contracted and I felt lightheaded; familiar feelings that I often experienced before having incestuous sex with my mother. 'You're gorgeous, Mum,' I said thickly.

      'Well you'd better secure me to the bed then and have your wicked way with me.' My mother walked over to her bed and climbed on, crawling slowly to the centre before rolling over onto her back and stretching out her arms and legs. I picked up a wrist cuff and walked to the bed, leaning down and securing it around my mother's slim wrist and buckling it up firmly while she watched me in silence. The tension in the room was palpable.

      Taking my time, I walked around the bed and secured the second wrist cuff, then it was the ankle cuffs, buckled tightly around my mother's impossibly slim ankles, clad in their fine, nylon mesh. Then I clipped the first wrist cuff to the bedpost harness, leaving it slack. My mother's eyes followed me around the bed as I did the same with her other wrist and the ankle straps.

      Slowly, one at a time, I tightened the straps by pulling on the free end of the harness just until the slack was taken up before moving to the next strap. When all four straps were done, I went round and started tightening them, pulling on the free ends until my mother's limbs straightened out. 'Really tight, Iain,' she whispered. 'Make them really tight.'

      So I pulled on each strap until they were almost bar taut and the tendons stood out like cords in my mother's arms and legs. She tried pulling against them but apart from her head, she could barely move. Her legs were splayed almost obscenely, nearly at right-angles to each other, her pussy lips parted and glistening with the juices of her arousal. 'That's wonderful, darling!' she breathed as I got on the bed with her and started to play with my mother's body.

      I kissed her, tenderly at first, then passionately, almost brutally, pushing my tongue into her mouth, nipping her lower lip between my teeth and pulling it. Kissing her neck and shoulders and her breasts, tweaking her nipples as she tried to arch her back, biting them until she gasped and squealed, saliva coating her chin.

      Then I concentrated on her legs, running my hands over the fine denier mesh of her stockings, tracing her calves and her knees, touching the warm velvet of her inner thighs, exposed completely to my lustful gaze. Then it was time for her pussy.

      
        I slid my hand over her hairy mound, cupping, squeezing, massaging, feeling her labia, loose and wet against my palm. I slid a finger into her sopping depths, and then another, then another until my mother groaned with pleasure. I took my fingers out with a faint sucking sound and teased her clitoris with one fingertip, rubbing, circling, pressing as mum moaned and gasped, her eyes shut. And as I masturbated my mother, I thought of the scene before I was born, her father on the bed in my place, his daughter tied down, fucking her and pushing his big daddy-dick into his daughter's mouth as she lay helpless beneath him. And suddenly an idea came to me from some demon hidden deep in my psyche and, without waiting to think it through, I raised my hand and smacked my mother's pussy sharply with the palm of my hand, making a wet, slapping sound.

      Mum cried out and opened her eyes wide and I thought she was going to scream at me to stop but instead she gasped, 'Oh God, yes! Smack me again, harder!' So I spanked her soaking, hairy pussy again, harder, three or four times and she strained against her bonds, the tendons in her neck standing out as she screeched, 'Harder, you bastard!' and I spanked her harder, slap after slap until she screamed, 'Oh fuck yes!' as an unexpected orgasm rippled through her helpless body.

      Then I was in her, pushing my erection easily into her slippery, soaking, smarting pussy, thrusting hard and deep into her and she was making a sort of high-pitched wailing noise as I rammed in and out. But the vision of her father was still with me, and what I had read in her diary all those months ago, and I wanted to repeat it. I wanted my mother to have the same experience with her son as she had had with her father. So instead of fucking my mother hard until I came inside her, I got up and straddled her head, pushing the head of my dick against her lips until she opened her mouth and took me inside her.

      And that felt incredible! Maybe even better than in her cunt, I thought as I started to fuck her mouth, pushing my stiff meat in until she gagged and then sliding it out and back in until my cock was covered in her saliva and it was running down her chin. Then I got between her legs again and fucked her pussy and then I was back in her mouth, time after time, raised to a new plane by this new feeling of complete dominance over my mother and her evident enjoyment of submission.

      Eventually it was all too much. The inexorable build-up to my orgasm started when I was almost balls deep down mum's throat and I didn't want to choke her so, on a whim, I slid my cock out of her mouth and finished myself off with my hand, wanking myself like a porn star, my cock inches from her mouth.

      My climax grew and enveloped me in an ocean of pleasure and I gasped, my hand tight around my shaft and watching as though in slow motion as the first string shot out of my cock and neatly into my mother's mouth. The second one coated her nose and the third, weaker one, splashed onto her chin. And then I was done. My brain clicked back into reality as I climbed off my mum and loosened her straps before releasing her. She reached for the bedside tissues and mopped her face and rubbed her arms and legs because they'd gone bit numb, she was restrained so tightly.

      
        I felt as guilty as hell at what I'd done, even though she'd clearly enjoyed it immensely. But I lay down with her and took her in my arms and told her that I loved her.

      'I should think so, after what you've just done to me,' she said, mock-severely.

      'Did I hurt you when I spanked you?' I asked, which was a particularly stupid question.

      'Yes,' confirmed my mum. 'But that's what was so good about it. The pain and the pleasure and the feeling of helplessness. It was very powerful. I've never come like that before.'

      'Better than last time you were tied down,' I couldn't help asking.'

      Mum was silent for a while. 'Yes,' she said eventually. 'It was better with you.'

      'I never realised you had a submissive streak,' I said after we'd been quiet for about ten minutes. 'Well, now you know,' replied my mother and I felt a little thrill of excitement run through me as the possibilities of the situation sprang to mind.

      Mum and I spent the rest of the Saturday and Sunday like a typical married couple, as we always did at weekends. We pottered about, doing a few of the household chores that were outside Agnes's remit. We cooked and ate and watched television. On Sunday afternoon we walked up Driesh, as Agnes and I had planned to do, and afterwards we bathed together again and made love on the sofa in the snug. I knelt on the floor and licked my mother's pussy to a climax and then, in a small display of domination, I pulled her up and pushed her over the back of the sofa and fucked her from behind until I squirted my load inside her.

      We made love that evening too, after we'd gone to bed, and after the weekend's activities it was very slow and tender and, by long practise, we managed to orgasm simultaneously, a breathtakingly wonderful experience, especially with one's cock deep inside one's mother.

      On Monday morning Mum was up at six and out of the house by just after half-past. She was driving to Edinburgh and would eat breakfast when she arrived at about nine. 'See you on Tuesday, darling,' she leaned over the bed and kissed my mouth so that I felt the stickiness of her lipstick and smelled her perfume. 'And I don't want you wanking yourself silly tonight,' she smiled as she straightened up. 'Save it all for mummy when I get home tomorrow evening.' I felt myself blushing as I thought of our housekeeper, but the room was dark and mum didn't notice.

      
        I showered and dressed and I was downstairs eating breakfast in the kitchen when Agnes arrived; she was carrying an overnight bag which she put on the kitchen table. It was a sort of unspoken confirmation that I would sleep with our forty-nine-year-old housekeeper that evening, behind my mother's back.

      Agnes and I looked silently at each other for a few seconds; the air in the kitchen suddenly seemed thick and cloying. 'You're ok for staying overnight then?' I asked, feeling the blood rise to my cheeks. This was serious stuff. I was going to sleep with Agnes, fuck her in my bed, the lady who for my whole life had been the rather dowdy, rather remote housekeeper.

      'He didn't care,' said Agnes, flatly. 'He's got a full bottle of Johnnie Walker and a microwave dinner so he'll be fine.' She paused. 'So we're on for tonight, are we?' she asked, quietly.

      I got up from the kitchen table and went and put my arms around Agnes and held her to me tightly. She was shivering. 'I've never done anything like this before,' she whispered. 'I always thought it was a sin.'

      'And now?' I asked, gently, kissing the top of her head.

      'I... I don't consider myself to be married any more,' she said softly. 'And I want so much to experience some tenderness and affection,' she went on as tears welled in her eyes. 'It will be alright, won't it Iain?' she said, her voice quavering in a way that I had never heard before. 'Are you going to be alright doing this behind your mother's back?'

      'Yes, Agnes,' I reassured her. 'She's my mum, not my wife and she really did say that she was fine with me having girlfriends.'

      'Somehow I don't think that would extend to me,' Agnes said, raising her tearstained face to mine. I leaned down and kissed her lips gently. 'It's going to be wonderful,' I told her. 'I'm going to be very gentle and very tender and I'm going to make it as good for you as I can.'

      Agnes burst into tears and I held her as great big sobs wracked her body, asking myself if I was doing the right thing by trifling with this lady's emotions. But I wasn't trifling with her. I was extremely fond of her and I was going to give her the experience of a lifetime... Just as long as my mother never found out. But why should she?

      After a while, Agnes pulled herself together and blew her nose and went back to being the no-nonsense housekeeper that I knew so well. 'I've got a mountain of work to do today, Iain, so I'd better get on with it,' she told me. And I'd got work to do too, upstairs in my little study on the second floor. So I made a cup of tea and kissed Agnes on her cheek and went upstairs and sat down to a morning's work.

      It was a weird day; we both knew what was going to happen that evening so there was a certain lack of spontaneity. I went down to the kitchen at intervals during the day to have lunch or a mug of tea or just to spend a few minutes chatting with Agnes. We hugged a bit and at one point I kissed Agnes properly but she pushed me away, saying that she was busy and we had all evening for "that sort of thing". I guessed that it was her way of coping with the emotional turmoil of infidelity, even if her marriage had been effectively over for years.

      At six o'clock I signed off my work laptop and went downstairs to find Agnes putting the finishing touches to dinner. We ate it together at the kitchen table and afterwards I loaded the dishwasher and put the kitchen to rights while Agnes took her overnight bag upstairs to her little rest space to shower and change.

      She came down about an hour later while I was watching the news on television in the snug, standing at the door as though waiting to be asked to enter. She had exchanged her floral print housecoat for a knee-length woollen dress in a tartan plaid. She was also wearing flesh-coloured pantyhose, red, high-heeled shoes and she had taken her hair out of its customary severe bun, letting it flow loose over her shoulders in a light-brown wave, streaked with grey. She had also put quite a lot of make-up on and it had softened and transformed her face into that of an attractive middle-aged lady. The sort of lady that I found irresistible.

      'You look fantastic, Agnes,' I said with feeling. The dress was nothing special, compared with the things my mother wore, but it was clearly her best and I felt flattered.

      She smiled, rather shyly. 'Thank you.' Then she grinned. 'I brought my own make-up this time; I didn't pinch any of your mother's.'

      She came and sat down next to me on the settee and I put my arm around her and drew her to me and we had our first proper kiss of the day and it was dynamite! Part of it was the expectation; I was hugely aroused by the idea of taking Agnes to bed. Part of it was how she looked and the fact that she had done it for me. And part of it was the kiss itself. We both gave ourselves wholeheartedly to it and it went on for long moments as we used our tongues to explore and our lips to stimulate and excite. Warm, wet mouth against warm, wet mouth, heads weaving, lips mashed together, smelling her scent, tasting her saliva, feeling waves of arousal crash through me.

      'We can go upstairs now if you'd like to, Agnes,' I said softly into her ear in a break between kissing.

      
        
      

      'Can we watch some television first, please, Iain,' she said, looking me in the eye. 'I know it's silly but I want to have the sort of evening that a normal couple have, with lots of kissing and cuddling and watching something daft on the TV and then going up to bed. It's not like that at home. Donald sleeps most of the evening and it's as though I'm alone in the house. I've brought a bottle of wine,' she added and I felt a lump in my throat and a sudden rush of affection for this lady.

      She disappeared and came back five minutes later with a bottle of supermarket red and two glasses and we sat and sipped our drinks and watched an early-evening quiz show and then a police drama and finally the late evening news. And while we watched, we kissed and we cuddled and held hands and discussed the plot and the merits of the cast and Agnes smiled and laughed and initiated lots of the kisses and I felt warm and happy.

      At eleven o'clock I switched off the television and we went round and switched off the downstairs lights and checked the outside doors were locked and the alarm was on. Then I took Agnes by the hand and led her to my bedroom on the first floor, the one I rarely spent any time in nowadays.

      Once inside, I closed the door and took Agnes in my arms and kissed her lips. 'Remember,' I said, 'if you're not comfortable at any time, just say "stop" and we stop. Ok?'

      'She smiled, shyly. 'Thank you.'

      Then I undressed Agnes, slowly and carefully. I slid the zipper of her plaid dress down to the small of her back and pulled the sleeves down, helping the dress as it slid down over her white, nylon slip, over her hips and onto the floor. A slip was a new one on me, but it was just the same as the negligees mum sometimes wore in bed so I had no trouble divesting Agnes of that, leaving her standing self-consciously in her underwear.

      I kissed her again, stroking her neck and her shoulders and running my hands down her back so that she shivered. With my mouth pressed to hers, I unclipped her brassiere and pulled it down off her shoulders and arms, releasing her breasts. I knelt on the carpet in front of her and helped her off with her high-heels before rolling her pantyhose down her legs and off onto the floor. Underneath her pantyhose she was wearing rather utilitarian cotton panties, and I felt a sudden pang that, unlike my rather spoilt mother, Agnes probably hadn't got any sexy lingerie.

      I resisted the urge to press my face to the gusset of her panties, which might spook her, and instead I hooked my fingers in her waistband. 'Ok?' I asked softly. 'Yes,' she breathed, looking down at me. 'Very ok.'

      
        I pulled her knickers down slowly, slipping them down the smooth skin of her legs to join the rest of her clothes on the bedroom carpet. On an impulse, I stood up with her plaid dress and hung it carefully over a bedroom chair. Then I looked at Agnes as she stood naked and self-conscious in my bedroom and I almost gasped with surprise.

      'Bloody hell,' I blurted out. 'You're lovely!' And she was. She stood very upright in front of me, her arms at her sides, making no attempt to cover her breasts or her loins. She was maybe an inch shorter than my mother and less curvy; her hips were narrower and her breasts smaller. But she had a slender beauty that had been hidden all these years by her frumpy housecoat and which, apart from her shapely calves, I'd never realised existed.

      Mum was slim, but Agnes's body was taut and toned by years of work and basic diet. Her stomach was washboard flat, her breasts were firm and pear-shaped with pink areolae and nipples like little thimbles. Her hips and buttocks were those of an athlete and at the confluence of her slender legs was a neat bush of light-brown curls.

      I took her in my arms again and felt the warmth of her body, although she was shivering again. 'Get into bed,' I urged her and she pulled back the thin summer duvet and crawled in. She lay back with her head on a pillow and watched in silence as I undressed, joining her in the bed, both of us as naked as the day we had been born.

      I took her in my arms and we lay together and I stroked her hair and her slender neck and she moved her head like a cat and I could almost hear her purring with satisfaction. I rolled her gently onto her back and kissed her tenderly, working my lips against hers, one hand stroking a breast, finding and caressing a stiff nipple and making her cry out.

      'Do you want me to stop?' I whispered.

      'Oh God, no,' she whispered back. 'I want this so much.'

      So I kissed her and stroked her breasts and after a while I moved down the bed a bit and took one of her nipples in my mouth and it was Agnes's nipple and it felt deliciously sexy and naughty to be in bed with her like this. I changed to her other nipple and my hand strayed down her abdomen and I felt her tense as my palm brushed over her pubic hair and cupped the soft mound of her vulva. I went painfully slowly, stroking her bush until I felt her relax, then using my fingertips to softly explore her labia, feeling moisture inside her folds of flesh. I pushed an exploratory finger slowly inside her, gauging her reaction. Agnes cried out softly and shivered as I penetrated her deeply, feeling the wet, warm, soft walls of her vagina around my finger.

      
        I slid my finger in and out of her pussy, very gently and slowly, occasionally teasing a fingertip over her clitoris, which felt surprisingly large under my finger, much bigger than mum's, I thought fleetingly. At first Agnes whimpered as I masturbated her lightly, but her whimpers turned to groans of arousal and as I sucked her nipples she pressed her hand to the back of my head and moaned, 'So good. So lovely.'

      I pressed my fingertip on her fractionally harder, using a circular motion that my mother liked. Apparently Agnes liked it too because her groans became louder and then louder still as I bit down very softly on her nipple and pressed her clitoris with my finger.

      'You're going to make me come,' she said suddenly and I bit harder and slid the length of my middle finger over her pleasure bud and then Agnes was coming, shivering and crying out as her orgasm engulfed her slender flame and shock waves of pleasure flashed through her nervous system.

      After the storm had passed, I gently opened her legs wide and got between her thighs and penetrated her. I didn't ask her permission, but I gave her plenty of time to say no. Instead she lay motionless, her eyes closed until the head of my cock parted her labia and I slid my meat slowly into our middle-aged housekeeper's sopping pussy. Then she opened her eyes and rolled her hips to give me the best angle for penetration.

      'And God was she tight! I knew she'd never had children but fucking hell! My cock felt gripped by a tight, velvet glove and I knew that I wouldn't last long once I started to fuck Agnes. So I went ultra-slow, both for my benefit and hers, sinking in inch by inch until she'd got the lot then coming out with a delicious, wet, sucking noise.

      Agnes gasped and hooked her legs over the back of mine and started thrusting her hips at me as I sank into her again, giving herself to me in the most delightful way. I'd wondered if sleeping with Agnes would be disappointing after my mother, but this was so good! I leaned down, supporting myself on my elbows, and kissed Agnes as I sank into her pussy for the second time. She put her arms around me and kissed me back with passion and enthusiasm and I withdrew inches of cock from her and thrust back in, harder and faster and she bucked her hips again as I got into a rhythm.

      And then my orgasm was building and there was no way I could stop it. 'Oh, God,' I gasped and it was upon me and the room was greying out and my cock was pulsing and throbbing as I pumped my seed into Agnes's tight cunt.

      We held each other for a long time afterwards, talking quietly in the darkness of the bedroom. Agnes wept quite a lot and told me that nobody, apart from herself, had ever given her an orgasm before. Neither, she added, had either her husband, or her father, made her feel so special and so desired.

      
        
      

      'There was never any foreplay,' she sobbed, in a cathartic, post-coital release, 'they just stuck their cocks in me whether I was ready or not and just went at it until they'd finished. Or until they fell asleep, in Donald's case. Can you imagine how it feels when your husband falls asleep while he's fucking you?'

      I'd never heard her use words like that but I guessed it was probably part of the release. I reached over to the bedside table and grabbed some tissues and she dabbed her eyes. 'Thank you, Iain.' She was silent for a few minutes.

      'You made me feel wonderful this evening, Iain,' she began. 'And don't worry, I'm not under any illusions about our relationship. I'm more than twice your age and I know we're not going to be dancing off into the sunset arm in arm. But tonight, for the first time in my life, you've made me feel like a real woman, a woman that can enjoy her man and satisfy him. I'll never, ever forget that.'

      'So where do we go from here, Agnes?' I asked.

      'Well that rather depends on you,' she replied. 'I mean I'm very happy to share your bed whenever circumstances permit, and when you want me,' she added. 'But there's your mother to consider. I wasn't joking when I said she'd fire me if she found out.'

      'We'll be careful,' I said. 'Nothing happens while she's in the house. No kissing or hugging or suggestive looks.'

      'And you're happy to do that, behind her back?'

      'I'm not one hundred percent happy,' I replied, 'but I do want to make you happy, like I did tonight. That's really important to me.' And as I said it I realised it wasn't just a trite excuse, it was true.

      Agnes and I made love for the second time in the middle of the night. I'd woken up and gone to my bathroom for some water and when I got back into bed, Agnes cuddled up to me and after a while her hand found its way to my cock, where it rapidly succeeded in making it as hard as glass. I explored her and found that she was wet and ready and so I penetrated her again, marvelling at the grip of her vaginal muscles. How could her husband have failed to orgasm when his wife had a pussy like a silken vice?

      
        I lasted longer the second time which was good, because it gave Agnes the chance to rub her clit against my pubis at the end of each of my strokes and give herself the first orgasm she'd ever had with a man inside her. So there was a bit more weeping before we fell asleep, waking hours later to the bright sunshine of an August morning.

      My mother returned from Edinburgh and, as Agnes had gone home by then, we went straight to bed and fucked like rabbits until we were exhausted. From that point on, life in Driesh Castle became very interesting, especially for me. My mother and I slept together every night but I had to be up by six every morning so that Agnes wouldn't catch us if she arrived early. Mum was absolutely adamant that Agnes should never find out about our incestuous relationship.

      And Agnes was equally adamant that mum should never find out that she and I were screwing whenever the coast was clear. In reality, this wasn't very often; maybe once or twice a month mum would spend a day in Edinburgh, often staying the night. When she was gone, Agnes and I would go to my bedroom and fuck until we were exhausted. And it was a delightful experience to introduce her to cunnilingus and gentle, consensual fellatio; she'd had both her husband and her father ram their cocks down her throat in a very non-consensual fashion but she now found that she really enjoyed sucking my cock and even bringing me to a climax with her tongue and lips and hands.

      It was a delight to explore different positions with her and to bring her to shattering orgasms with my fingers and tongue, tasting her most intimate juices as I explored her with my fingers. On one occasion I pressed an exploratory finger to her anus but she shied away. Afterwards she explained that both Donald and her father had violated her anus and that it had hurt her.

      'I know it would be different if you did it to me in that hole,' she told me, 'but I'm not ready for it yet.' Then she smiled and kissed me. 'One day, Iain.'

      And so life at Driesh Castle went along like a stage farce for the rest of the summer and into autumn. October was when mum went down to London for a week to attend book fairs and publicity events. Up till then I'd hated her being away. But things were different now, and when I told Agnes, she wriggled with pleasure and gave me an illicit kiss, even though mum was in the house.

      'Can you stay over for a night?' I asked.

      Agnes laughed. 'I can do better than that.' I looked at her quizzically. 'My husband's got a slightly less useless brother called Stuart, who lives in Perth. Stuart's recently had satellite TV installed, a first for our family, and he's invited Donald to come over for a few days to watch sport and drink whisky and beer.'

      'Great!' I said. 'How long will he stay?'

      
        
      

      'My husband can't drive, so he'll stay over there until I fetch him. So I can stay as many nights as you want me to.'

      Mum left Driesh Castle very early on a Monday in late October to catch the train from Dundee to London. The sky was sullen and a fine mizzle was falling on the lawns and coating the fir trees in a fine, silver blanket. But my heart was full of joy because Agnes had driven her husband to Perth the previous evening and she had arrived this morning with a suitcase and I had taken her upstairs to my bedroom where she had unpacked.

      Then I'd grabbed her and, despite some mild protestations, she had allowed me to strip her naked and pushed her onto my bed where she lay looking at me while I undressed. I crawled on with her and we kissed deliciously, revelling in the fact that it was Monday morning and we had the house to ourselves until Saturday and we were naked together and anything and everything was possible.

      'I should be preparing meals, Master Iain,' Agnes said softly as I cupped and squeezed her firm, pear-shaped breasts.

      I laughed; Master Iain was what she had called me as a child. I slid my hand down her stomach and cupped the hairy mound of her vulva and she groaned and opened her legs. 'We'll only be needing lunch today,' I told her. 'I'm taking you out for a meal this evening.'

      'You're what?' she exclaimed. 'Well that's really kind of you, Iain, but I haven't brought any smart clothes. I haven't really got any smart clothes, apart from that plaid dress you saw me in.'

      'No, but Mum's got wardrobes full of clothes she never wears and you're about the same size.'

      'Oh, Iain, I couldn't!' she gasped. 'I couldn't wear your mother's clothes. And anyway, her tits are way bigger than mine.'

      'You'll look like a million dollars,' I assured her. 'I'll find you some of her stockings and a suspender belt and a nice, tight-fitting silk sheath. She's got a dark-red one that'll suit you perfectly.' As I was saying this I was slipping my fingers in and out of Agnes's pussy, feeling the velvet grasp of her vaginal muscles and the warm wetness of her secretions.

      'I couldn't,' she groaned, but it was said with considerably less conviction. I got between her legs, gripping my rigid shaft and guiding my cockhead to her slit. Agnes closed her eyes and tilted her head back as I slid my whole length into her, my balls slapping against her anus. 'Oh, God,' she gasped, 'I'll never get used to how good it feels with you inside me, Iain.'

      I leaned down over her and kissed her lips as I started to fuck my cock in and out of her sopping cunt. It was something I was finding it hard to get used to, too. First there was Agnes's surprisingly tight pussy. Not just tight for a lady who would be fifty next year, but tight for an eighteen-year-old virgin. Gloriously tight.

      And then there was the fact that it was Agnes, the housekeeper, who was naked underneath me and into whom I was thrusting my meat. Agnes, the surrogate mother who'd been around all my life from my earliest memories. Around more than my mother, if truth be told. As I've said before, fucking Agnes almost felt like incest. And finally there was the revelation of Agnes's taut, slender, muscled body. Still largely free of the signs of age, her breasts and buttocks firm, her stomach flat.

      I went slowly and deeply with my thrusts; the grip of Agnes's pussy could easily push me over the edge. So when we made love, in the missionary position, I stopped every couple of minutes and pressed my face to her pussy. I love the act of cunnilingus, and I had been taught by experts like Jane Sherman and Claire French and my mother. So I was adept at bringing Agnes close to an orgasm before sinking my cock back into her. I did this time and time again that Monday morning in my bedroom until Agnes begged me for release and I sucked her big clitoris into my mouth and slid my fingers into her sopping depth and she screamed out as her orgasm crashed through her, her back arching, lifting her hips to press her cunt harder into my face.

      When she was done, I rolled her unceremoniously onto her knees and penetrated her from behind, getting even deeper inside her as she squealed and gripped the pillows, pushing her butt back at me. I lasted about ten thrusts before I was jetting my spunk into her, waves of exquisite pleasure washing through me.

      After our unplanned morning fuck, Agnes went down to the kitchen and started preparing lunch, while I went up to my second-floor study and spent a couple of hours working on publisher's proofs. After lunch, Agnes worked in the laundry while I went back upstairs and worked until five. Then I went downstairs to find Agnes.

      We showered together, a delicious experience, and then I led a faintly protesting and naked Agnes down the corridor, to my mother's bedroom. Once inside, and feeling rather guilty, I went to mum's underwear drawer and found a pair of black stockings and a black, lacy suspender belt. Agnes looked dubious. 'Can't I wear pantyhose?' she asked, plaintively. 'Trust me,' I said, 'you'll feel great in these.'

      And she did. Agnes had never worn stockings and suspenders before so I helped her put them on and fastened the suspender clips to her stocking tops. She stood in front of mum's full-length mirror and twisted and turned, admiring the view. And she looked good! Stockings always enhance a good pair of legs and Agnes had good legs in spades. 'Do they look alright?' she asked.

      By way of a reply I grabbed her and kissed her and I think I would have had her again, there and then on mum's bed, if she hadn't pushed me away. 'Time's getting on,' she reminded me.

      She tried on some of mum's bras and panties, but the bras were too big and the panties weren't designed for Agnes's slim hips. So she went back to my bedroom and put her own on. Then we looked for a dress in mum's wardrobes and my heart went out to Agnes because she was like a kid let loose in a candy store. Eyes wide, touching and feeling everything, unable to make her mind up what to wear. In the end she settled on the red silk sheath that I had suggested earlier. It looked absolutely fabulous on her. A bit tight around the hips, maybe, but otherwise it was perfect. And being knee-length it showed off her amazing stockinged calves and slim ankles.

      'What about make-up?' I asked, indicating mum's dressing table. So Agnes sat down and chose some of mum's cosmetics and applied them carefully, finishing with a dark-red lipstick. 'How do I look, Iain?' she asked, turning to me. 'Have I overdone it?'

      'Perfect,' I assured her. 'Now why don't you paint your nails? Mum's got dozens of bottles of nail varnish.' It turned out that that was another thing that Agnes had never done so I offered to do it for her, having painted mum's nails a few times as part of a prelude to sex. Ten minutes later she was shaking her hands to dry her nails and the doorbell was ringing to announce the arrival of our taxi.

      It was a magical evening. We went to a glorified pub in a hamlet about halfway to Montrose. Agnes was beside herself with excitement, just about everything was new to her and she was determined to enjoy everything. I'd been to the place a few times with mum, so what the staff thought when I turned up with another lady old enough to be my mother, I don't know. There were a couple of odd looks but Agnes didn't notice and I ignored them and concentrated on giving her the best evening out she'd ever had.

      It was a great evening for me, too. My companion may have been nearly fifty but she'd scrubbed up very well and in mum's expensive silk sheath she looked really rather special. The conversation flowed easily, assisted by generous applications of the house red wine and post-prandial brandies. She talked more freely than I can ever remember, about school and the books she'd read and television dramas. And in the limited sphere of her experience, she was highly articulate and knowledgeable and I wondered how she had ended up with the life she'd got and the useless husband.

      Several times I caught her glancing at her painted nails and running her hands down the expensive silk of her dress. 'It doesn't feel like me here tonight,' she said at one point. 'I feel like an imposter.'

      
        
      

      We sat together in the back of the taxi on the way home and held hands, but as soon as we'd got though the front door and closed it behind us, Agnes pounced on me and pressed her painted lips to mine, her arms tightly around. 'Thank you, thank you, thank you! I had the best evening!' We went upstairs to the snug and I poured us a brandy from the decanter and then we were kissing on the sofa, wildly, passionately, mouth against mouth, tongues duelling, saliva running down our chins, a million miles from the staid, middle-aged housekeeper of my youth. Then Agnes was taking charge, pushing me down onto the sofa and scrabbling at my trouser buttons, pulling my trousers open and releasing my cock.

      Agnes didn't often initiate fellatio. I pushed my cock into her mouth occasionally if we were playing a dominant/submissive game but I wasn't sure if she really liked doing it, unlike my mother. But tonight she wanted to give me something special and she put her heart and soul into it and it was fucking amazing! I lay back and watched; Agnes had plaited her hair to go out so I had an unobstructed view of her red lips around the shaft of my dick, her tongue working on the sensitive skin of my glans, one of her hands gently wanking my lower shaft. It was exquisite, and Agnes showed no signs of wanting to stop, even when, some minutes later, I warned her that I was about to come. Instead of releasing me she sucked harder and took another couple of inches of me into her mouth and I went rigid as my orgasm seethed through me and I spurted my load down Agnes's throat in an act of the most extreme intimacy. And she didn't spill a drop! Instead she swallowed the lot and licked me clean with every appearance of enjoyment.

      Afterwards we lay together of the sofa and finished our brandies. 'You keep surprising me, Agnes,' I told her, caressing her cheek. 'I didn't think you wanted me to come in your mouth like that.'

      'Well it's not the first time I've swallowed someone's ejaculation,' she said quietly. 'But it's the first time I've enjoyed it.'

      After another brandy we went to bed where, despite the evening's alcohol and the activities on the sofa, I became very aroused at the sight of Agnes as she took mum's dress off to reveal her stockings and suspenders. 'Keep them on in bed,' I urged her and she smiled.

      'I've heard about the effect stocking have on men, but I didn't realise how powerful it was.' She got onto the bed and I undressed and crawled on with her and for a long time I kissed and stroked Agnes, relishing the exquisite shape of her legs in the black, nylon mesh, running my hands over her stockings and stroking the velvet skin above her stocking tops.

      I got between her legs and lifted them over her chest to expose her pussy and her little pink pucker. Then I went down on Agnes and pushed my tongue between her labia, tasting her strong, musky juices, relishing the silky feel of her secretions on my tongue. I licked her cunt from top to bottom, even ticking the tip of my tongue against her pucker, making her shiver. I slid two, then three fingers into her sopping depths while I sucked at her clitoris, peeping out of its fleshy hood and Agnes wailed and writhed and clenched fistfuls of the duvet cover.

      I took her to the edge two or three times before entering her with one, almost brutal thrust, so that a shock wave seemed to go through her, making her tits quiver. Then I fucked our housekeeper, with long, hard strokes and she screamed as she came and then I was roaring as a second and still powerful orgasm swelled and burst and showered coloured stars in my brain.

      Afterwards we lay together under the duvet and Agnes thanked me again for giving her such a wonderful evening. 'It was as much of a pleasure for me, Agnes,' I assured her. 'In fact I enjoyed it so much that I want to take you out to dinner again before mum gets back. And before that, I'm taking you into Dundee or Montrose and I'm going to buy you some proper sexy underwear.'

      To my surprise and consternation Agnes burst into tears. 'What's the matter?' I asked. 'Have I upset you?'

      'No,' she mumbled through her tears, 'of course not.'

      'So why the tears?' I persisted, rather thoughtlessly.

      Agnes wiped her eyes, smearing her mascara. 'Because I've fallen in love with you and you're twenty-three and I'm forty-nine and I'm a housekeeper in a horrible marriage and you're the handsome son of a successful writer and you're sleeping with her and everything's wrong!' I held her as her tears wracked her middle-aged body and I held her as she eventually fell asleep.

      And as I listened to her night breathing, I thought about what she had said and I felt sorrow for her but love was in there too, I knew.

      After Monday night, the next couple of days were rather subdued. I worked during the day, with a break for lunch, and Agnes did household chores and a bit of gardening. After dinner we would cuddle up companionably on the sofa in the snug and watch television until it was time to go to bed. In the darkness of the bedroom Agnes and I would make love and it was superbly gentle and slow and, dare I say it, loving. On Wednesday evening, after I had come inside Agnes, I whispered in her ear that I loved her but she didn't reply and I wondered whether she believed me.

      Thursday, it turned out, was the game-changer. It started with a drive into Dundee where I bought Agnes a full suite of lingerie including stockings, suspenders, lacy panties and bras and a couple of tiny negligees. I'd have bought her dresses and skirts and blouses, too, but mum held the purse strings and my wages as an editorial proof-reader didn't run to that. And besides, mum had plenty, my native meanness kept reminding me.

      But we had a good day in town and Agnes was thrilled by everything again, even the mediocre pub meal that we had at lunchtime. The evening was a repeat of Monday, except that Agnes now had her own lingerie to put on before we selected another of mum's dresses. This time another silk sheath in dark-green. I watched again as she did her make-up at my mother's dressing table and then painted her nails a deep green to match her dress.

      We went to a different restaurant but the evening was as magical as Monday had been. Agnes seemed to grow into the dress and the make-up, changing, like Cinderella, from a plain domestic servant to an attractive, mature lady that any man would be proud to have on his arm. And again I caught her looking at her nails and her dress and her new stockings as though she too could hardly believe the transformation.

      'Do I get another treat when we get home,' I teased her.

      'Of course,' she smiled. 'I'll forego my dessert so that I can enjoy it more,' and we laughed.

      Back at the house, the subdued atmosphere of the past couple of days was absent and it was a tigress who leapt on me as I shut the front door behind us; kissing, biting, scratching. I grabbed her and pressed her up against the oak panelling in the hallway and thrust my hips at her, pressing my erection to her loins.

      'Yes,' she hissed. 'I'm all yours! Do whatever you want with me! Anything!' Well, what did that mean? Was she suggesting that I could take her anally at last? I pulled her roughly up the stairs to the snug and kicked off my shoes, followed by my trousers and underpants.

      'Suck my cock, Agnes,' I ordered her, sitting down and relaxing back into the cushions. Agnes knelt at my feet and took my erection into her mouth almost hungrily. God if felt good! And, as always, there was that tiny bit of amazement that the faithful retainer was doing this to me, like that tingle of excitement that I always got when I thought of making love with my mother.

      She sucked and licked and slobbered and slavered over my cock with an abandonment that went even further than Monday night and it wasn't long before the tendrils of an approaching climax started to work their way through my cock and balls. But I didn't want to come in her mouth again this evening, I wanted to see how far I could push the boundaries. So I lifted her head off me and told her to stand up and I stood too and led her round to the back of the sofa where I ordered her to lift her dress and bend over.

      
        
      

      Without a word she took the hem of her dress and pulled it up to her waist, exposing her stocking tops and suspenders and her new lacy panties. Then she bent herself over the back of the sofa, her legs straightening in their stockings and showing off their peerless length and curves. I got behind her and pulled the gusset of her knickers to one side, exposing her pussy lips and her pucker. I guided my cock to her slit and slid it in and Agnes gasped and gripped the cushions as I began to fuck her with long, slow strokes, feeling the glorious tightness of her cunt; imagining what it would feel like in her anus.

      As if reading my thoughts, Agnes spoke. 'I thought you were going to do it in my other hole.'

      'First things first, my darling. I haven't got any lubrication here, but I've got some in my bedside table. I use it on my mother sometimes,' I added, the devil well and truly in me. 'So in a while, we'll go to my room and I'll take you in your naughtiest hole. And don't worry, Agnes, I'll be sooo gentle with you.'

      And that is undoubtedly what would have happened that evening if my mother hadn't suddenly opened the door of the snug and walked in to find her son balls deep in the housekeeper who was sprawled inelegantly over the back of the sofa and wearing what was obviously one of her dresses.

      My mother stopped, as though she'd walked into a sheet of glass and I froze, my cock deep in Agnes's cunt. There was a pause and then mum spoke: 'What on earth is going on here?' I just stared at her, my dick softening, and Agnes straightened up so that I flopped out of her with a faint squelch. 'What the hell do you think you're doing, screwing my son!' This last remark, rather inaccurate as it was me doing all the screwing, was directed at Agnes who stood beside me, shivering with emotion.

      'Oh, sorry, Fiona,' Agnes shot back with spirit. 'I didn't realise you were the only one allowed to screw your son!'

      There was a horrible silence. Mum's face went white, except for two bright red spots on her cheeks. 'And what are you doing wearing my dress?' she screeched. 'Get it off, now!'

      'Don't be ridiculous,' spat Agnes.

      'Right,' said mum, grimly, 'I'll get it off you.' She strode around the sofa and grabbed Agnes by her arm. 'Don't, Mum,' I urged, trying to get between the two ladies. But my mother just elbowed me aside and yanked Agnes halfway across the snug so that she stumbled and nearly fell. 'I'll teach you to wear my clothes, you bitch,' my mother yelled and without any warning she swung her arm and delivered a ringing, open-handed slap to Agnes's face.

      
        
      

      Agnes went for her and the next thing I knew was that there was a first-class catfight going on in the snug with slapping, kicking, hairpulling and scratching, not to mention a lot of cursing and screeched insults delivered by both participants. I stood uselessly by the sofa, wanting to intervene but shocked into inaction by the spectacle. I was also aware that I was wearing only socks, a shirt and my suit jacket, hardly the appropriate apparel to step in and pull Agnes and my mother apart.

      They were quite evenly matched; mum was an inch or so taller than Agnes and maybe twenty pounds heavier, but Agnes was wiry and strong. But it didn't last long. Mum delivered the coup de grace with another haymaker that caught Agnes on her chin and knocked her over so she banged her head on the mantlepiece. She flopped to the floor and lay stunned. Mum looked horrified and dropped to her knees beside our housekeeper.

      'Oh God, I'm sorry Agnes. I don't know what came over me!' Agnes stirred and opened her eyes, which seemed a bit unfocussed. This grotesque little tableau was suddenly interrupted by the ringing of a mobile phone, and not a ring-tone that I recognised. It went on for a long time as we looked at each other and mum said: 'Well whose phone is it?'

      Agnes stirred in the fireplace and sat up. 'I think it's mine,' she muttered. I passed her handbag, which was on the coffee table, and she scrabbled around inside it and came out with a phone which she answered with a terse, 'Yes?'

      She listened intently for a minute or two, interjecting the odd, 'Yes,' and 'I see,' and 'What time was this?' Eventually she said, 'Thank you,' and broke the connection, looking up at mum, her face blank. 'That was the hospital in Perth. Donald's had a heart attack. A bad one.' There was a shocked silence in the snug. It was Pelion piled upon Ossa. And it was my mother who stepped up to the plate.

      'Iain, go and get dressed,' she ordered and I was glad to go, leaving mum to help Agnes to her feet and onto the sofa. When I got back, five minutes later, having pulled on some jeans and a sweater, mum was talking quietly to Agnes. She looked at me as I came in.

      'I'm going to drive Agnes to the Perth Royal Infirmary,' she told me. 'You've both been drinking and anyway, Agnes is in no fit state to drive. You'd better go and get changed,' she told Agnes. 'That lovely dress you borrowed is torn right down the back.'

      I went back to my bedroom with Agnes, who was silent with shock. She changed numbly into some trousers and a blouse and when she was ready to go I hugged her to me, although she barely responded.

      
        'Why the hell did you make that remark about her fucking her son?' I asked.

      'I lost my temper,' replied Agnes, quietly. 'It happens. I'm sorry. But I'll sort it out with your mum, don't worry. We go back a long way.'

      'Are you going to tell her we read her diaries?' I asked, cravenly.

      'No,' she replied. 'And neither are you.'

      Outside in the gravelled forecourt, the night air seemed to revive Agnes. I hugged her again, with mum watching, and she got in mum's car and shut the door. 'I'll call you when I know what's happening,' mum told me, hugging me tightly.

      'I'm sorry,' I said.

      She smiled. 'We'll talk later Iain, don't worry.'

      I watched the taillights of my mother's car disappear down the drive and then I went inside and shut the door feeling immensely tired and sad.

      My mother rang me at one o'clock in the morning. Agnes's husband had died a few minutes ago and she was going to find a hotel for the two of them and drive Agnes back in the morning. God knows what the hospital staff had made of mum and Agnes; mum had a black eye and Agnes's face was scratched and bruised.

      She arrived at midday, without Agnes. 'I dropped her off at her house,' she explained. 'I'm picking her up in a couple of hours. She's going to pack some things and come and stay with us for a while. Maybe a long while. And why are you looking like that, Iain?'

      I was goggling at my mother, my mouth open. 'Coming to stay here?' I asked, stupefied. 'After last night?'

      Mum sighed. 'I was angry when I got home last night and found the two of you fucking behind my back. And I was especially angry because that green silk sheath that Agnes was wearing is my favourite dress. Was,' she corrected herself.

      
        
      

      'It was my idea,' I said. 'To dress Agnes up. I wanted to give her a good time.'

      'That was kind of you,' my mother replied. 'And Agnes and I had a long talk in the car and at the hospital as we waited for Donald to die. I'm not completely self-centred, Iain,' she said, unexpectedly. 'I was aware of Agnes's unhappy marriage. She's worked in this house for more than thirty years, even a narcissistic bitch like me can't help but discover a bit about her feelings.' She laughed and the tension in the room seemed to subside.

      'I've always said I'm happy for you to have girlfriends, it was just the shock of seeing you with Agnes. Inside her! And then when she said that thing about me screwing my son! I didn't know how to respond except with anger. It wasn't my finest moment. But when I thought about it a bit more carefully I started to feel completely different about it. I ended up feeling pleased that you'd brought some tenderness and affection into her life.'

      'How did she know we were sleeping together?' I asked, carefully.

      'Oh, we probably left a hundred clues,' my mother said dismissively. 'Agnes isn't stupid and she has access to everywhere in the house.'

      'So what happens now?' I asked, relief spreading through me and leaving me weak and sweaty.

      'Well,' my mother began, 'you may not be aware but Agnes and her husband only rent their cottage. So she's going to give that up and come and live with us. I'll get some people in and we'll convert one of the big, first-floor rooms into a little suite, with a bathroom and a sitting room.'

      'And what about you and me?' I asked.

      'As I said, I had a long and very frank talk with Agnes and I said that I was prepared to share you with her, on a limited basis. It was a bizarre conversation, and Agnes cried a lot; I think she's a bit in love with you. She swore that she would never mention our relationship to anyone else and I believe her. She will of course continue to be our housekeeper. I don't know if it will work, but Agnes and I are willing to give it a go, and I hope you will too.'

      Epilogue.

      
        For a horny young man with a mother fixation and a predilection for more mature ladies, the situation at Driesh Castle could not possibly have been better. The new rooms were completed by Christmas and a very grateful Agnes moved in and has been there ever since. I sleep with mum most nights, but once or twice a week, Agnes and I sleep together and I am totally besotted with her lovely body and her growing sexual confidence.

      Agnes is still notionally our housekeeper but mum and I help out quite a lot and we include Agnes in our social activities like going out for a meal or going to the theatre. About a week into the arrangement, mum staggered into Agnes's sitting room and dumped a load of expensive clothes on her settee. 'I'll probably never wear these again,' she told Agnes. 'Better that you get some use out of them. So when we go out as a threesome, I am accompanied by two attractive and elegantly dressed ladies. Bliss!

      And speaking of threesomes, I regret to admit that that particular situation hasn't happened and isn't likely to. I kept hinting at it to both my mother and Agnes when I made love to them, but eventually my mother said that it wasn't her thing at all and Agnes, separately, said much the same thing. Still, never say never!

      In the meantime I live in a sexual dream where little or nothing is verboten. Mum really enjoys bondage and it's becoming a regular thing. Agnes, too, is rather keen. And she did eventually allow me to penetrate her anally. I was extremely gentle and careful and she found the whole experience "not unpleasant". Not like my mother who loves a good anal reaming.

      But most satisfying of all is the way that Agnes's confidence has grown and the way she has developed into a happier, more sophisticated lady. In fact, under mums guidance, she has started writing and the signs are that she has something of a talent for it. So who knows, maybe I'll end up living with two successful authors.

      And I guess I should end on a note about my mother's diaries, as they were the catalyst for everything that happened. Neither Agnes nor I have ever admitted to having read mum's diaries and I am convinced she knows nothing about it. However, she did tell me about her diaries, eventually, all as part of a gentle explanation about who my father really was. I did a good job pretending to be shocked and I insisted that she change the combination to her safe, just in case.

      I haven't looked at her diaries recently, so I don't know if she's kept them up to date. If she has, it will be the most erotic record imaginable!
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