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“This is highly unethical, Mom.” Tom had told his mother the same thing so many times he’d lost count. But now, at the moment when they were about to breach the ethical line, he felt the need to remind her again.

Rita rolled her green eyes at her son’s words. She’d already made herself comfortable on the plush couch in Tom’s hypno-therapy office. What was there to discuss? Tom even had his little therapist clipboard on his lap and a pen in his right hand, hovering over a notepad that was slightly angled so she couldn't see what was written on the paper.

Rita refused to listen. That was her problem. That had been her problem all along, her whole life. She knew everything about anything worth knowing and didn't need anyone else’s opinion or help.

Tom knew that his mother wouldn’t have reached out to him if she weren’t desperate. If she hadn't had a breakdown so bad she couldn’t work. This was the first time she’d left the house in weeks.

Even though she hadn’t been looking after herself, Rita still turned heads with her pretty face and red hair. For most of Tom’s life, his mother had had long, flowy waves, but lately she’d been sporting a short, pixie cut, which she liked because it was faster to dry. She had a slim body with perky little tits and a small, tight butt, the kind of body you’d expect to see on a young college student.

Earlier, when Tom had opened the door to let her into his office, he saw a man seated next to her in the waiting room, trying to engage her in conversation. He’d asked for her number, she’d told Tom. This little tidbit of information had made him feel something, and he didn’t like that.

He couldn’t name the feeling, couldn’t admit it to himself. He could admit to feeling annoyed, claiming in his best professional voice that a hypno-therapist’s waiting room was not an appropriate place for finding people to date. But he’d never confess that what he was really feeling was jealousy, possessiveness over his own mother.

Rita was still the most gorgeous woman in the building–hell, the neighborhood, but Tom could see a gray tinge in her usually flawless skin. She’d gotten thinner, weaker. With less fat in her face, she looked older. She was in her mid-forties, and she could still pass as someone ten years younger today, but that number had been fifteen only a couple months ago.

Tom picked up his mug and stirred his coffee. The soft, clinking sound startled Rita, her gaze flying to his fingers, her eyes wide and scared.

“What’s wrong, Mom?”

“Nothing, sweetheart.” Rita schooled her features into the same neutral expression Tom had seen whenever she didn’t want to discuss something—something that happened often. 

If nothing else, through these hypno-therapy sessions, Tom would get to learn about his mother’s secrets. He couldn’t deny that he was curious, had been curious his whole life. He was in his mid-twenties, and he knew little about his own family history. Rita rarely divulged anything about her past.

Tom tried to explain what was about to happen, what to expect, how the hypnosis would affect her, but his mother, again, refused to listen.

“I’d change my mind about this whole thing if you kept yapping,” she warns. She glances at the door. “I’d walk out, I swear.”

So he skipped the intro, picked up a remote control from his side table, and pressed a button to play a recording. He encouraged his mother to close her eyes and listen as, through the speakers, a soothing voice told her to relax, with the sound of raindrops in the background.

Tom studied Rita’s face. He’d been practicing as a hypno-therapist for years and he’d seen what it could do for people, but there was a little nugget of doubt in his mind that it could work on his mother. Rita was the most stubborn woman Tom knew.

But soon, Tom saw some proof that Rita was, in fact, only human. Slowly, as the recording played a comforting melody through the speakers, across the coffee table from Tom, tension began to leave his mother’s body. Her muscles were loose, her limbs limp on the couch. Tom told her to lie down, and she did so right away.

Damn, Tom couldn’t help but curse quietly in his mind. If I knew how easy it can be to make her listen...

Tom asked Rita some preliminary questions. Things about her identity, her daily life, her recent issues at work. Things he already knew.

Rita spoke in a strange, slurred voice that made Tom feel almost as if she was a different person altogether. She had always been a sober person, in full control of herself. He’d never seen her drink more than one glass of wine with dinner.

His heartbeat picked up as he reached the part of the session where he usually started to probe into his patient’s past.

“My parents weren’t in the picture,” she said, her eyes shut as she lay flat on the couch. “My Grandma raised me.”

Tom nodded. He knew that Rita had grown up in her grandmother’s house, although he’d never met her, or anyone else in the family.

It didn’t happen often, but whenever Rita mentioned her childhood, she got a sad, nostalgic look in her eyes. Tom got the impression that Rita had been a happy child. It was the young adult years that had been missing from the conversation, the things that had happened between Rita becoming an adult and having Tom.

Now that he was about to finally learn the truth, Tom’s heart started to beat with renewed urgency. He was curious, impatient, but also terrified.

Rita was a respectable woman—modestly dressed, naturally pretty, polite and competent. But Tom had long suspected that her missing years had been filled with unspeakably fucked-up shit.

His suspicions were confirmed when Rita curled into the fetal position like she was cowering from someone, her thin figure trembling so hard it made the couch creak.

“Rita, what memory is going through your mind right now?” Tom addressed her by name. It wasn’t something he was used to doing, but it was important to stay as professional as possible.

“Uncle Cal came home,” Rita’s voice was small, shaking.

“Who’s Uncle Cal?” Tom asked, his lips pulled into a thin line.

“He’s... Grandma’s favorite.” She started to breathe faster, gasping for air.

In a trembling voice, Rita said it had happened when she was eighteen. Her uncle, who had been in prison her entire childhood, was released into society. He was welcomed with open arms by his mother, who had always doted on him. The three of them started to live together as a family.

At first, Rita was happy about the new development. All her friends had fathers. And Grandma was always going on about how unsafe she felt without a man in the house. Now, she could have a father figure—a good one, according to Grandma.

In the office, the couch's white upholstery looked like a ghostly raft, Rita’s body curled at one end, knees drawn up to her chest.

Tom had seen patients regress before, but never his own mother. She looked so small, so breakable, and he had to force his hand to stop tapping the pen against the notepad.

“What was Uncle Cal like, Rita?” he asked, modulating his voice to the same low, buttery frequency he reserved for clients with trauma histories.

“He smelled like old cigarettes and beer,” Rita said, her words dragging through the air. “He was nice at first. Bought me a dress. White, with blue flowers. Grandma said he was making up for missing my birthdays.” Rita’s lips moved, almost imperceptibly, as if she was tasting the memory and finding it bitter.

“How did that make you feel?” 

“Good. Special. The new dress made me feel pretty.”

“What else did he do?”

“He used to... wait until Grandma was in the garden. That was her thing. She’d be out there for hours, pulling up weeds, talking to the wind. He’d call me into his room. Sometimes he’d lock the door.”

“Can you talk me through what took place in that room?” Tom’s jaw ached. He wasn’t sure when he’d started clenching it.

“He’d tell me I didn’t look like a woman yet. Said I was too skinny, had no tits.” She paused, her words now coming out soft and unclear, as if she was talking in her sleep. “He made me prove it—that I had tits—made me take off my shirt for him. Said otherwise he’d tell Grandma I was stealing her pills.”

Tom felt a cold pressure at his temples, a pulse of nausea in his gut. “And did you do it, Rita?” 

She nodded. Said nothing. 

“How did that make you feel?” The question felt wrong to ask when Rita’s heartbreak was so obvious, but Tom was a creature of habit.

“I...” Rita stopped, took a loud gasp of air. “I felt violated.”

“Did you tell anyone?”

“Grandma didn’t believe me. She said I must’ve misunderstood Uncle Cal’s attempts to bond with me. She always said he was a good man. He was just misunderstood. He just needed a second chance.” Rita’s voice was flat, but her hands began to twist the hem of her skirt, yanking the fabric in tight, staccato bursts.

“How did that make you feel?”

“Like I was alone. Like I was on my own. Like she chose him over me,” Rita said, her voice raw, a mixture of anger and sorrow.

Tom scribbled something on his notepad. He didn’t know why. The words were illegible, jagged lines and loops. He tried to keep his breathing even.

“What else happened, Rita?”

“He’d grab my wrist if I tried to leave. He was strong. When he touched me, I could smell the beer on his breath. He’d talk about how pretty I was, how he was helping me grow up.” Rita’s voice was a slow, dragging monotone, but the words hit Tom like a fist to the sternum.

After a long silence, Rita’s breathing slowed, as if she’d slipped into a deeper layer of trance. Tom waited, pen poised, stomach tight.

“He said he could help them grow,” Rita muttered, her knees drawing up tighter to her chest. “He said he’d read about it in a magazine in prison. That it was a special massage, and it would be good for me. Good for when I met boys in college.”

The words made Tom’s scalp prickle. He wanted to stop, to wake her up and tell her it was unnecessary to go further, but his hand wouldn’t move from the notepad and his mouth wouldn’t form the words.

“Did you want him to?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

“No.” Rita’s head rolled from side to side on the couch cushion. “But I... I didn’t stop him. I just froze. I thought maybe if I let him, he’d get bored and leave me alone again.”

Tom bit the inside of his cheek. He didn’t want to picture it, but the images came anyway, unbidden: his mother at eighteen in her uncle’s bedroom, him seated on the bed, her standing in front of him, her chest bare and small and vulnerable at his eye level.

Rita’s hands, which had been twisting the hem of her skirt, now moved up to her collarbone. She pressed her palms flat against her chest, as if to shield herself.

“He’d use both hands. He’d rub them, slow at first. I remember thinking it looked like when Grandma was kneading dough. He said they were too small, but if I was patient, I’d be surprised how fast they could grow. He’d squeeze them, pinch the nipples. He said it would help.”

Tom’s fingers dug into the armrest of his chair. He could hear his own breath, ragged and uneven. He tried to focus on the clinical, the procedural, but his body was reacting in ways he couldn’t control.

“How did it make you feel, Rita?” he asked, the words barely audible.

Rita’s lips curled, not quite a smile, not quite a grimace.

“I hated him,” she said, but then her voice dropped to a whisper. “But it was... it was also kind of good. I started to feel it in my stomach. And somewhere lower, too. Like a knot.”

Rita's hands slid lower, over the thin fabric of her blouse. She traced small circles around her breasts, her fingers moving of their own accord. Tom watched, unable to look away.

“He’d do it for a long time,” Rita continued. “Sometimes he’d put his mouth on them. He had these rough lips. Dry. Cracked. He’d suck hard, like he wanted to leave a mark. He said that was normal, that’s what all men liked to do.”

The room felt hot, too close. Tom shifted in his seat, acutely aware of the erection growing quickly in his slacks. He tried to cross his legs, but the movement only made it more obvious—not that he had to worry about his mother noticing it in her deep trance.

Rita’s fingers pinched at her blouse, kneading the fabric over her nipples, almost absently at first. Tom’s eyes tracked the movement, his mouth dry, his pulse in his ears.

She didn’t seem aware of the gesture, or maybe she was, but in the trance it felt like she was somewhere else—back in that stale, beer-scented bedroom, hands not her own exploring her chest.

“He said I flinched like a rabbit,” Rita murmured. The pads of her thumbs rolled over her nipples, her body arching slightly, hips pressing into the couch’s upholstery. “He liked that. Said it meant I was sensitive. He’d pinch me harder, just to watch me shudder.” Her breath came in short, uneven bursts, and she made a tiny, involuntary sound that Tom felt in his own body, a jolt that ran straight to his groin.

He tried to look away, but the sight of his mother—her cheeks flushed, her hands working at her breasts, her legs pressed together and trembling—was impossible to ignore.

She was beautiful and obscene at the same time, so different from the respectable Rita he was used to. Tom’s skin crawled with guilt and longing.

“He’d say, ‘See how much you like it?’” Her voice was a ragged whisper. “He’d tell me that my body was made to be touched. That if I let him, he could make me feel things I’d never felt before.”

Tom shifted in his chair, the friction of his slacks against his erection almost painful now. He pressed his pen to the pad, leaving a dark, angry dot, and forced himself to stay professional. “What did you do when he said that?”

“I just... stood there. I let him do what he wanted.” Rita’s hands slid beneath her blouse now, pushing the hem up until the pale underside of her breasts was visible. She cupped herself, squeezing, her fingers digging in. “I’d try to think about something else, but... there was a part of me that wanted to know what he meant.”

Rita’s hips rolled again, her thighs clenching, her lips parted as she sucked in air.

“He’d put his mouth on me,” she continued, without being prompted. “He’d suck and bite. Not enough to leave a bruise, but enough to make me cry out.” 

“Did you...?” Tom wasn’t sure how to finish the question. He wasn’t sure if it was the kind of question that a professional hypno-therapist would ask. But he had to know the answer. “Did you like that, too?”

“Yeah.” Rita ended the word with a heavy exhale. “Sometimes I’d get wet. I’d even come. I didn’t want to, but I couldn’t help it. He could tell, too. He’d laugh and call me his ‘little slut.’” The vulgar words sounded foreign coming from her mouth, but she didn’t stop. “He’d say he was doing me a favor. He’d say I should be grateful.”

Tom caught himself holding his breath, fingers white-knuckled around the pen.

The words replayed in his head—Sometimes I’d get wet. I’d even come. He’d laugh and call me his ‘little slut.’ He’d say I should be grateful—and Tom’s mind stuttered, unable to process the collision of pity and lust that overtook him.

He couldn’t stop looking at his mother. Rita’s blouse was bunched beneath her armpits. She wasn’t wearing a bra, never had the need to, with her small, perky breasts. Now, they were exposed to the chilly air of the office.

They were so small, barely more than handfuls, with delicate pink nipples that stood out in hard, proud peaks. His mother’s hands kneaded and pinched at them, rolling each nipple between her thumb and forefinger.

Tom’s cock was throbbing now, pressed brutally against the zipper of his slacks.

In his mind’s eye, he saw eighteen-year-old Rita losing her balance as she orgasmed, her hands grabbing the arms of her creepy uncle to stop herself from falling. Uncle Cal held her, rolling one nipple between his tobacco-stained teeth, his free hand squeezing her other tit.

Tom should stop the session. He should wake her from the trance, cover her up, pretend this had never happened. He should do a thousand things, but all he did was stare, transfixed, as his mother’s body arched on the couch.

He tried to hold back, but he couldn’t stop himself from asking a question that, under normal circumstances, he’d consider to be highly unethical.

“Rita, you have a son. Is he—is Uncle Cal the father?” Tom asked.

Rita’s hands froze over her own bare tits. She shook her head, brow furrowing, like a child refusing to answer a teacher’s question.

“I don’t want to talk about my son,” she whispered. “Not here. Not now.”

If Tom had his wits about him, he’d ask Rita why she didn’t want to talk about her son. That’s what he’d do with any other client.

But this wasn’t just any other client. This was his own mother, divulging family secrets that had previously been unknown to him. And she wasn’t just telling him these secrets, she was enacting them for him.

Tom told himself he was just curious about his own family history. But if he were being honest, it was also about wanting to see his mother in a state of blissful arousal. He’d give anything to watch her touch her own tits and breathlessly writhe on his couch again.

“What else did Uncle Cal do that you liked?” His voice sounded thin, a whisper barely audible over the wordless melody of nature playing from the speakers.

“He bought me gifts. Not just the dress. Things from the city. Magazines, candy.” Rita’s hands stilled for a moment, her lashes fluttering. “Once, he gave me a box. Pink, with a gold bow. He said I had to wear it for him.”

“What was it?” Tom’s cock pulsed against his zipper, the ache now constant, his hand drifting down to adjust himself.

“Pasties,” Rita said softly. “For my nipples. With little tassels.” Rita’s hands cupped her breasts again, thumbs circling her nipples in tight, deliberate rotations, as if remembering the weight of the pasties, the tickle of the tassels. “He cut holes in my shirt so they’d poke through.”

Tom’s head felt light as blood drained from his body to gather between his legs. His knuckles were white against the pen. 

He imagined his mother at eighteen, two jagged holes gaping in her shirt, her nipples capped with pink and gold tassels, her uncle watching with greedy eyes. The image made his cock twitch, and he pressed the heel of his hand against it, savoring the friction.

“Did Grandma see you like that?” Tom asked. Uncle Cal didn’t sound like the kind of guy who’d do his own laundry, and Grandma didn’t sound like the kind of woman who’d miss holes in her granddaughter’s shirt.

“Yes.” Rita’s face flushed with obvious shame. “He made me dance and twirl the tassels for her, and she just laughed.”

“She thought it was funny?” Tom was astounded that her uncle hadn’t even tried to hide his incestuous behavior.

“She... I don’t know. She thought Uncle Cal was a fun, harmless man. A good uncle. He was just trying to bond with me, even if he had strange ways of doing that. She blamed prison for his strange ways.” Rita paused. “Besides, he was working and paying all our bills when this happened.”

Uncle Cal must’ve gotten off on that. To Tom, it sounded like an obvious power move, meant to show everyone in the house who was the boss, who could do anything he pleased and face no consequences.

“Did he make you do anything else in front of Grandma?” Tom asked, his cock undeniably, painfully hard in his slacks.

“He made me wear the tasseled pasties at dinner with Grandma. I told him the shirt felt gross after wearing it for three nights straight. I thought he’d stop and let me wear a different shirt. A clean one.”

“Did he?”

“Yes. But then he handed me a pair of scissors and told me to cut holes into it while he watched. He said it wouldn’t make sense to wear the pasties under my shirt. He said I’d stretch the fabric. So I kept wearing shirts with holes in them. And those pasties.” Rita’s skin turned a deeper shade of red. “One night, one of the pasties fell off at dinner and I only realized it when I was back in Uncle Cal’s room.”

“What did he do?” Tom pressed down on the raging hard-on in his slacks. The pressure felt good. 

He told himself Rita wouldn’t remember him doing this anyway. And at least it was keeping him from doing what he really wanted to do: rush over to her side and do to her tits the same things that her abusive uncle had done decades ago.

“He laughed at me. Then, before I could say anything, he sucked my bare nipple into his mouth and—” Rita paused, hesitated “—and made me come. He said I was a slut. He said I obviously liked flaunting my body in front of my own grandmother.”

Rita’s eyes were still shut, her lips parted, breath coming in shallow, unsteady sips. She pinched her own nipples, the entire length of her body moving slowly, sensuously on the couch. 

Tom couldn’t take it anymore. He set the pen down, got up, and walked around the coffee table. He lowered himself to his knees by the couch.

From up close, Tom could smell the familiar scent of his mother’s expensive perfume, notice the subtle gloss of her designer blouse. And yet, in this moment, her mature, virtuous mask was cracking. Behind it, Tom saw the little slut who’d enjoyed her uncle’s attention, who’d come when he toyed with her tits. 

Tom wanted to make her come, too. Just like her uncle had when she was eighteen. 

He reached out, his fingers hovering for a second—just a second—before he moved her hand aside. He cupped her right breast, thumb brushing over the nipple, then squeezing gently, the way she’d described her uncle doing.

Her skin was so warm, the softness of her flesh giving way under his palm. Her nipple was hard, almost impossibly small, and when he pinched it, his mother let out a single, helpless sound—not quite a moan, not quite a whimper.

Tom’s other hand found its way to his lap, pressing against the ache in his slacks, kneading at himself as he rolled Rita’s nipple between his thumb and forefinger. His breath fogged in the air, mingling with hers.

He wanted to stop. He knew he should, but the need was a living thing now, a parasite in his body, and all he could do was feed it. Was this how Uncle Cal had felt, too, around his irresistible eighteen-year-old niece who would come from having her nipples sucked and bitten?

Tom leaned in, mouth open, and took her nipple between his lips. It was small and hard, and it felt wrong, but in the hottest, most irresistible way.

He knew he wasn’t supposed to do this. Of course he did. Still, his mind produced excuses, loopholes that made no sense. He wasn’t touching his mother in ways that he hadn’t already touched her before. He’d already touched her tits, suckled on them. He wasn’t doing anything he hadn’t done before. This wasn’t anything new, he tried to convince himself.

Tom was gentle at first, then he went harder, sucking until he felt the give of her flesh and the prickle of her areola against his tongue.

Rita gasped, her hand rising to cradle the back of his head, fingers tangling in his hair and holding him there as if she could draw out every last drop of sensation. Was she like this with Uncle Cal, too? Had the man turned her from a clueless teenager into an insatiable slut?

Tom ground his palm against his cock, hips rocking in time with the motion of his mouth. Rita’s legs shifted, feet digging into the upholstery, thighs rubbing together, seeking relief.

Her hand tightened in his hair, pulling him closer, and Tom sucked harder, teeth grazing her nipple, tongue swirling in tight circles. He felt her shudder, her whole body tensing, and her other hand came up to squeeze her left breast, pinching the nipple in perfect mimicry of what he was doing to her right.

He pressed his face into her chest, desperate, greedy. He could feel the edge of his own orgasm building, mounting in his lower back and thighs, in the tightening of his balls.

He rubbed his cock once, twice, and then he was coming, hard, the heat blooming in his boxers, trickling down his thighs, coloring his slacks a dark shade of regret.

Clarity hit him like a truck. He’d just come in his pants from playing with his own mother’s tits while she was in a hypno-trance.

This was going to be Rita’s only session with him, Tom decided then and there. If they kept going, who knew what other forbidden temptations he’d succumb to?

~
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