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  Chapter One


  


  “Yes!” Tom exclaimed when he uncovered the fourth set of cherries on his scratch ticket. “Guys I got a winner!”


  “How much?” Bill looked up from his ticket and leaned over from the passenger seat to look at Tom’s.


  “Going to find out right now!” He excitedly used his dime to scratch off the prize and rolled his eyes. “Lousy two bucks.”


  “Just enough to make you figure you may as well buy two more.” Bill nodded. “Damn scams.”


  He went back to his card and Tom watched him scratch off a few more spots then crumple the ticket up. “Nothing.”


  “This sucks,” Matt said from the back seat. “We each kicked in to get fifteen tickets and we got what? Eight dollars between us?”


  “Yeah, whose brilliant idea was this?” Tom asked, then lowered his head when Bill and Matt quickly said, “Yours!”


  “Well, what the hell, it’s noon on Friday and we’re all done with classes with five bucks a piece to our names. Figured if one of us hit we could do something fun.”


  “Sitting here scratching for nothing I could do at home.” Bill sighed.


  “Try showering for once,” Tom quipped.


  “Hey, guys!” Matt shouted from the back seat startling them. “You won’t believe it!”


  “You win fifty bucks?” Tom turned to look in the back seat.


  “Try five hundred!” Matt shoved his ticket at him. “Double check it for me!”


  Tom took the ticket and put it between him and Bill so they could both see it.


  “Lucky bastard!” Bill whistled. “You did! Five hundred!”


  Tom handed him the ticker back. “Dude you’re paying for the movie and for pizza!”


  “Hey, um, not to be a jerk, but I went in and bought the fifteen tickets and spread them out. Who says his dollar bought the ticket?”


  “Don’t be an ass, Bill,” Tom told him, but felt a little bad himself. Things were a little tight at home and mom was working her ass off. They could have used a couple of hundred dollars.


  “No, it’s true,” Matt replied. “I think we should use all of it to do something awesome.”


  “Like what?” Tom tried to be subtle. “How about we grab a movie and some food and the split up the rest?”


  “We could buy a bunch of food and have my brother grab us some beer and have a big party tomorrow night at my place. My parents are gone. We’ll invite some girls from school,” Bill suggested.


  “That’s kid stuff.” Matt had a sly smile on his face. “How about we do something more grown up.” He put his hands on their shoulders. “I’m talking serious adult fun.”


  “What do you mean?” Tom asked.


  “Okay, I tell you guys this, you keep it quiet. My parents find out, me and my big brother will catch hell.”


  “Come on, man, we’ve all been friends since middle school,” Bill told him.


  “Yeah, since when as any of us ever not kept our mouths shut about each other?” Tom chimed in.


  “Alright so for my twentieth birthday my brother Chris came home from New York and said he was going to take me somewhere special. Said seeing I was out of my teens it was time to have some real fun.”


  “Real fun?”


  “Yeah, he took me to Nikki’s massage parlor and…”


  “A massage?” Bill cut in. “I guess that could feel good, but I wouldn’t think it was real fun.”


  “Yeah, plus I don’t want some guy putting his hands all over me,” Tom added. “Little creepy.”


  “Guys, you that dumb?” Matt rolled his eyes. “You never heard of a happy ending massage?”


  “Happy ending?” Tom smirked. “Come on, man, that shit’s not real. That’s something they made up in porn.”


  “Oh, that!” Bill laughed. “I feel a tall tale coming.”


  “You’re both wrong.” Matt sat back in the seat and smiled. “It really is a thing and I got one and it was pretty damn happy!”


  Tom looked at Bill who was now looking at Matt more seriously, then asked. “You’re kidding? They really do it?”


  “Yup!” He beamed. “How they do it is you go on and tell them you want a massage and they’ll ask if you want a basic or full massage. My brother and his friends used to go when he was in that fraternity at URI.”


  “A basic is fifty bucks a legit massage, a full is a hundred and they give you a hand job at the end.”


  “Wow.” Tom shook his head. “That’s kind of crazy and,” he grinned, “pretty dirty.”


  “Gets better. If you say you want a full then they know you’re there for more than just a massage so they tell you for an extra fifty you can upgrade to deluxe.” He paused, looking at both of them before smirking. “Deluxe is they give you a blow job.”


  “Holy shit,” Tom and Bill both said at the same time causing all three of them to laugh.


  “So a hundred and fifty and you get a rub down and blown?” Bill asked. “That’s a lot of money, but I guess it’s worth it.”


  “It is! The girl that I was with took her time…with everything!” He put his hand up. “But there’s a rule you have to follow.”


  “What’s that?” Tom asked while thinking it had been a few months since he’s gotten anything but his own hand. Between school and taking all the hours he could to help out at home he’d had no time to meet anyone after he’d broken up with Donna.


  “Well, it’s a small state and I guess to avoid anyone recognizing anyone. You always have your head covered.”


  “First your face down with a towel over the back of your head. Then when you roll over for them to,” he winked, “do the front, they hold another towel over you while you roll over and put the warm towel on your face.”


  “So you don’t see the girl?” Tom frowned.


  “They don’t see you either. I think it’s more about married guys not wanting to be recognized by the women.” He shrugged. “Or, maybe some of the women doing it are married or have boyfriends.”


  “That kind of sucks,” Tom grunted. “Part of the fun is watching a girl go down on you.”


  “I thought that too, but know what? It was pretty damn hot. It was like…” Matt struggled to find the word.


  “Erotic! That’s it. Like in those movies where people blind fold each other? It was really hot and man could that girl suck.” He sighed. “Best head I ever had.”


  “Better than Becky?” Bill teased. “Heard she sucked a lot of dicks before she got to yours.”


  “Whatever.” Matt waved him off. “At least she sucked mine a few times before we broke up so who cares? Plus my brother said a lot of the women working there are older. Like milfs and those women know how to suck.”


  “Um, if you can’t see them how do you know they’re not ugly?” Tom wanted to know.


  “Forget ugly.” Bill’s eyes widened. “What if they’re guys? Ugh!”


  “The table has one of those round circles you put your face in,” Matt explained. “When she walked around the table I could see her feet and part of her legs. It wasn’t a guy.”


  “Well, you could hear them anyway, right?” Tom thought about the idea of not seeing them. Matt might be right, it could be kind of sexy like that.


  “Um, no they ask you not to talk and the girl didn’t say anything.”


  “Man, you might have gotten blown by a damn guy with smooth legs!” Bill laughed and clapped his hands.


  “She made some pretty hot noises,” Matt defended himself. “Little moans and one time she whispered, ‘you like that, baby?’ it was a woman.”


  “Okay, maybe ugly then,” Tom teased.


  “And who would care?” Matt tossed his hands in the air. “Jesus, I got stroked and sucked and it was fucking awesome. I was thinking porn star and she could have looked like…” he grinned, “Bill’s mom. It wouldn’t have mattered.”


  “Wouldn’t mind if she looked like Tom’s mom.” Bill whistled. “Marlena Wilson, hottest milf in the neighborhood.”


  “Lay off my mom,” Tom told him. “I’ve been hearing crap like that since we were thirteen.”


  “Cause your mom is pretty damn hot,” Matt admitted. “Can’t believe she’s still single after your dad left last year.”


  “No shit,” Bill kept it going. “I mean she doesn’t just have that killer bod, but that long hair and those dark sexy eyes.” He sighed dramatically. “She makes pretty good money too! Wonder if she wants a boy toy?”


  “True that!” Matt clapped Bill on the shoulder. “She could my physical therapist any day.”


  “Enough!” Tom snapped. “Seriously. My mom’s been working her ass off lately because my asshole dad stopped helping with my tuition. She works Sunday through Thursday at the hospital and now she’s doing home therapy on Friday and Saturday afternoons.”


  “What’s that got to do with her being hot?” Bill asked, but this time Matt smacked him in the back of the head.


  “Sorry, Tom, we’re just playing.”


  “I know, but I just feel bad for her right now. I tried to get a shift at Target tonight, but no one needs coverage.”


  “So you got the rest of the day off and so do we.” Matt put his hand on his shoulder. “So, let’s get back to talking about happy endings.”


  “So what about them?” Tom was happy to get off the subject of his mother. Normally he didn’t mind their cougar jokes about her, but lately he felt awful he couldn’t help her more and wished she would meet someone to help take care of her.


  “Cool story bro!” Bill mocked him. “But even if we bought some woman blew you in a massage parlor what’s it got to do with us?”


  “God, you’re dense.” Matt slapped his forehead. “I’m saying that seeing we just found five hundred dollars let’s all go down there and get one!”


  “I…” Tom blinked. “Go get a massage and…a blow job?”


  “Why the hell not?” Matt was smiling ear to ear. “We got the money, it’s only one o clock so I bet there’s hardly anyone there.”


  “I don’t know it seems kind of sleazy.” Tom frowned.


  “Why?” Bill asked. “Not like we have girlfriends and the women are getting paid to do it.”


  “I know, that’s why it’s sleazy.”


  “For Christ’s sake, Tom, don’t be a goody goody,” Matt told him. “Come on man, it’s not like you need to tell anyone. Just our little secret, right?”


  “I’m in!” Bill clapped.


  “Well, we know it’s the only way you’ll ever get blown.” Matt cackled. “Tom?”


  “You know. Seeing you said it’s kind of all our money. How about you guys go and I’ll just take the one fifty and I’ll give it to my mom to pay some bills. I’ll say I won it.”


  Matt stared at Bill who turned serious. “Tom you work your ass off, you study hard, work whenever you can. You got no social life just like your mom cause all you do is work. So I say that me and Matt are going to out vote you and say we do this.”


  “Yeah, bro, you need some fun,” Matt added. “This will be great! One of those cool things we’ll look back on when we’re all settled down with kids. The good old days!”


  “Well…”


  “Think about it Tom. Nice rub down and a hot mouth on you? That girl even swallowed!”


  “I just…jeez what would my mother think?”


  “Oh God.” Bill leaned forward and banged his head on the dashboard.


  “Why the hell would you tell her? Stop acting all moral and have a good time. The way you’re acting all anal is exactly why you need this.”


  Tom thought about it. It was sleazy, paying for sex. In fact that’s what his asshole father had done every time he’d gone out of town for business. Mom had found weird credit card charges and traced one back to an escort agency.


  Then again, he didn’t have a girlfriend and no one would know and Matt and Bill were right; he could use some fun. Why the hell was he thinking of his mother anyway? Because she would be disappointed in him? Well, like Matt just said how would she ever know?


  “Okay, I’m in!” Tom smiled when the other two broke into applause. Starting the car he backed out of the spot and pulled out into the street. “Lead the way, Matt!”




  Chapter Two


  


  “Can’t believe we’re doing this,” Tom whispered to Bill as they entered Nikki’s.


  It was located in the back of a large old fashioned mill building and Tom wondered how anyone ever found it. He’d mentioned that to Matt who said they advertised heavily on Craigslist under adult services and relied on that and word of mouth.


  That expression made Bill giggle and Matt looked like he was wanted to smack him. They entered the frosted glass door and Tom noted the large windows on either side of it were heavily tinted so no one could see in as they walked by.


  That made him relax somewhat and he could now see why the towel thing was a good idea. Imagine if the customer and masseuse knew each other? When they’d walked in, the woman behind the counter shot them a dirty look, probably figuring seeing they looked young and might be ball busters.


  When she asked if they’d been there before and Matt answered he had, she’d switched gears, giving them all a big smile and saying she’d be right with them. Tom was nervous as hell to the point he decided to use the rest room, because it would be pretty damn embarrassing to have to take a piss while the woman was touching him.


  He used the bathroom, then took a minute to wet his fingers in the sink and finger comb his light brown hair. As he looked into the mirror he was glad he hadn’t shaved in a couple of days. Tom had inherited a lot of mom’s features, her hair, and they shared the same deep brown eyes.


  Like her, his eyes seemed to always have an intense look to them. He’d heard dad tell mom a few times she had ‘bedroom’ eyes. Donna had told him before he had a ‘smoldering gaze’ he laughed it off, but she said sometimes it was true when he was serious and it was sexy.


  He was good with that, but unfortunately he’s somehow ended up with his mother’s high cheek bones and more delicate features. It was a benefit in the fact a lot of girls found him attractive, but a lot of guys, including his jack ass father, called him pretty boy.


  To counter that, Tom had gotten in the habit of only shaving once every three days so he could maintain a sandy brown scruff that made him look a little less pretty. He rolled his eyes at his refection when he realized the woman wouldn’t even be seeing his face.


  What she would be seeing was his body and all of it. Tom didn’t think he had anything to be ashamed of. He was on the PC baseball team and hit the gym whenever he had time so the hundred seventy five pounds or so he carried on his five eleven frame was fairly tight.


  The idea of getting naked in front of a total stranger was a little unnerving. He wondered if Bill was worried about it. No, Bill never worried about anything and Matt had been there before. He imagined the woman had a lot of out of shape guys come through to so he figured he couldn’t be too bad for them to look at.


  Look at, touch…suck. Holy crap he was going to get a blow job from a stranger. The idea as it was since Matt first brought it up was both a little creepy, but exciting too. He heard Matt calling his name and feeling like an idiot he took a deep breath and left the bathroom.


  “There he is.” Matt shot him a look, then turned back to the counter. “My two friends and I would all like a massage today.”


  The woman behind the counter looked at Bill, then turned her eyes to Tom. He hadn’t realized how damn hot she was. She was definitely older, maybe his mother’s age, but damn did she look good! Long blonde hair, big blue eyes and her white t-shirt was skin tight, the name ‘Nikki’s’ stretched across her impressive breasts.


  Tom wondered if she was Nikki and if she did massages herself. Thinking that if all the women looked like her had Tom getting a lot more excited than nervous.


  “Well, if you’ve been here before you know we offer different experiences and…”


  “Deluxe.” Matt proudly slapped money down on the counter. “For all three of us, please.”


  “Wow, you two have a great friend here!” She was all smiles as she counted the money. “Good news is this is a slow time of day. After five we’re jammed, but right now none of you will have to wait.”


  She put the hundred dollar bills Matt had gotten when he cashed the ticket into the register and gave him back the fifty.


  “Come around the back here, boys.”


  She walked along the counter and Tom trailed Matt and Bill until they came to small gate. The woman opened it and beckoned them to follow her into the back. They entered a large corridor with a half dozen doors on each side.


  “You have Teri and she’s in room four,” she told Matt, then pointed to Bill. “Courtney, room seven and you.” She turned to face Tom. “Molly, room nine.”


  “Cool.” Matt started to head past her, but she stopped him. “Hold on, let me go over the rules for the first timers.”


  She faced Bill and Tom. “When you go into the room, undress and put your clothes in the locker on the wall.”


  “Everything off, and put one of the white towels around your waist. There’s a stack of smaller towels next to those, you take one of those with you. Lay on your stomach on the table so your face is on the headrest and have the smaller towel over your head. There’s a small buzzer on the side of the table, hit that button so your masseuse knows you’re ready.”


  “Now.” She stared at each one of them in turn. “We are strict on privacy for our ladies as well as respecting your privacy. You look up? She’ll tell you to leave.”


  “When it’s time for your,” she smiled, “special treatment, she’ll ask you to roll over. She’ll hold the towel as you do to keep your face hidden.”


  “Now during this part, again, no looking, no peeking. Just lie there and enjoy. Trust me, it’s a lot more fun letting your imagination run wild and letting the stimulation be just physical and not visual. So, you understand everything I said?”


  “Yes ma’am,” Tom replied causing Matt and Bill to snicker at him.


  “Pay no attention to them, sweetie.” She smiled at him. “Nothing wrong with being a gentleman. Now enjoy!”


  She went back into the other room and Matt slapped both of them on the shoulders. “Come on guys, let’s get a,” he winked, “special treatment!” He put his hands up for high fives and Tom rolled his eyes.


  “Man, have some dignity.”


  He turned and headed for room nine ignoring the other two laughing behind him. Tom still thought this might be a little sleazy, but Matt was right about one thing; it would make for a great story someday.




  Chapter Three


  


  Tom stood in the small room staring at the table in the center of it. He was in his boxers and trying to summon up the nerve to take them off. He was back to being more nervous than excited.


  Tom had only been with two girls. Jen in high school that he’d dated for two years, then Donna for a year. The idea of being naked in front of a total stranger was unnerving and the fact he was paying for a sexual favor didn’t make him feel any better. Christ, what if the place got busted? He could only imagine what his mother would think of him.


  That wouldn’t happen, he assured himself. According to Matt this place had been around for years and since it was indoors and well run, the cops never bothered with it. Tom looked at the rest of his clothes folded neatly on the shelf of the locker and told himself for the tenth time to take his damn underwear off.


  He’d been in here a few minutes and he didn’t know if at some point ‘Molly’ would just walk in. Tom counted to three and quickly pulled his underwear down and kicking them off, tossed them in the locker and closed the door.


  He grabbed one of the towels folded up on a shelf and wrapped it around his waist. He grabbed another towel to cover his head and walked over to the table. His heart was already racing and nothing was even happening yet. He figured having done this before, Matt would be fine, but wondered if Bill was nervous.


  Maybe Tom was the only one nervous because he felt guilty being here. His mother was working two jobs to pay his tuition and the bills and he was blowing a hundred and fifty dollars on, well, on getting blown.


  Then again…mom had said something about treating herself to something she’d been wanting to do today before work and he’d been very supportive of her doing that. Part of why she was doing whatever it was – she said it would be a surprise – was because Tom had been riding her to do something for herself.


  So maybe he should take his own advice and not worry about a little treat for himself. Feeling a little better about it now, Tom climbed onto the table and stretched out on his stomach. He looked at the small cart next to it that contained a couple of bowls and some bottles of what he assumed was massage oil.


  Tom placed his head in the round pillow that had a circle cut out for his face and stared down at floor beneath him. He felt along the side of the table and finding the button, hesitated briefly before pushing it. He finally forced his thumb to move and push it, then stretched his arms out along his sides. His breath caught when the door opened and he heard someone enter the room.


  His heart was now pounding as he sensed them getting closer. He blinked when a pair of bare feet appeared on the floor beneath him at the edge of the table. He breathed a sigh of relief that this was definitely a woman.


  Her toes were painted a deep red and there was a silver ring on the middle toe of each foot. What caught his attention however was the brightly colored butterfly tattoo on the top of her right foot. It wasn’t just bright, but he could see the sheen of some type of ointment over it and it was red around the edges.


  She must have just gotten it. Tom caught himself before he complimented her on it, remembering they weren’t supposed to say anything. He was able to see her leg up to about her knee and the shape of her calf was another assurance this wasn’t a guy with smooth legs as Bill had joked.


  He caught a faint whiff of her perfume and then flinched when she held a bottle under the table up to his nose. It smelled pleasantly of vanilla, she pulled it away and replaced it with another one that smelled kind of fruity.


  Tom wasn’t sure how he should answer seeing he wasn’t supposed to talk. When she put the vanilla back for him to smell he nodded while taking in her long slender fingers and long nails the same red as her toes.


  She stepped away from the table and Tom sensed her moving. The room was filled with soft music, some easy listening crap that he imagined they felt added to the feeling of relaxation, but would drive him nuts after a while.


  A moment later, he jumped at the sensation of something warm and wet on the back of his legs. He heard her laugh softly and wanted to smack himself. What an idiot. But the feeling of embarrassment quickly when she put her hands on his calves and kneaded them.


  Her hands were strong and firm, but felt amazing on the muscles of his lower legs. She switched to using both hands on one calf for a few minutes then switching to the other. Damn, that felt good!


  Tom sighed beneath the towel as she applied more of the warm oil and worked her fingers into the backs of his knees. It was a sensitive spot and her first few prods with her fingers bordered on painful, but as he let himself relax, it felt much better.


  He could faintly hear her humming to herself along with the music. Her hands moved up past the back of his knees and Tom had to admit, Matt was right, this was just what he needed and this wasn’t even the real fun yet.


  She followed a pattern, rubbing each new spot on his legs with one hand on each leg, then using both on each in turn. She’d worked up to his upper thigh and Tom’s eyes opened and he couldn’t help tensing when she tapped the inside of his thighs, telling him to open his legs.


  He moved them a couple inches then wider when she tapped him again. Her hands worked his soft inner thighs and again it was a little sore at first, but quickly turned into a pleasurable sensation.


  Tom was aware of her hands getting higher and he felt the towel move as her forearms pushed it up while her hands continued their climb. He stifled a gasp when she pushed the towel up, exposing his ass.


  She – Molly, he recalled her name was Molly and wondered if that were her real name – tugged on it, hinting for him to lift up. He took another deep breath and did as she wanted. She eased the towel from beneath him and he realized as the towel grazed his cock that he was semi hard.


  He hadn’t even been thinking of where this would ultimately go, but just her touch and being relaxed had him at the begging stages of arousal. He gasped and heard her giggle when her hands worked the cheeks of his ass.


  His breathing picked up as she massaged his ass. He felt both excited and embarrassed, but the excitement was beginning to win out. Tom relaxed once more, then released a sound somewhere between a gasp and a moan when her hand slid between his thighs and cupped his balls.


  Molly gently caressed them with one hand while lightly running her hand along his ass. Tom felt his cock stiffen beneath him, bending at an awkward angle where it was trapped. She continued to fondle his balls and this time it was a pure moan that came from him.


  Molly removed her hand from between his legs and her feet appeared in front of him. Even through the towel he heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper. His eyes widened when a red skirt landed on the floor around her feet.


  Tom stared in disbelief as a black t-shirt landed next to it, then a black lace bra.


  “Oh my God,” he whispered when the next thing to appear in his line of sight was black thong being pushed past her knees.


  Molly let it fall to her feet and stepping out of it turned around. Tom thought this time his eyes were going to pop out of his head when she bent her knees and squatted on the floor with her back to him.


  He couldn’t believe how good her ass looked. She wasn’t chubby, but certainly not skinny and her well rounded ass cheeks looked amazing. Molly’s hair was a light brown and must have been fairly long to be visible in his limited view of her.


  His eyes lingered back on that amazing ass and he could just see the hint of her pussy between those amazing cheeks. She straightened and walked around the table again. Tom jumped when he heard something humming and realized the floor was getting closer.


  Molly lowered the table about a foot and he felt her put her leg up on it alongside his. She must have swung herself up on the table because he felt her other leg against his inner thigh and…her pussy on his leg!


  Tom groaned beneath the towel at the feeling of her hot flesh. She rocked back and forth on his leg and in addition to the heat of her pussy he could feel she was wet! He heard a low moan above him and she ground harder into his leg.


  Holy shit! Tom wondered if all the girls did this, or if they each did their own thing? Suddenly he was no longer seeing this as sleazy, but looking forward to comparing notes with Matt and Bill later.


  He felt some of the warm oil being poured on him and then her hands on the small of his back. She resumed her massaging and her skilled hands felt great, but most of his focus was on that small spot of hot moist skin pressing into his leg.


  Even as she massaged his back, working her way higher, her hips moved, slowly working her pussy into his leg. He could feel his leg was now wet and sticky and his cock was now aching from being hard and trapped under him.


  Molly’s hands were now in the middle of his back kneading the muscles there and she surprised him yet again when he felt something other than her hands pressing into his back; her breasts! Tom could feel her hard nipples pushing into his back as well as her firm breasts.


  She rocked back and forth, sliding her breasts along his back and he heard her moan as her nipples caressed his slick back. Judging by how much flesh was pressing into his back he imagined she had a pretty impressive pair.


  Molly was working her pussy into his thigh harder than before, but even while doing that and rubbing her tits into his back, her hands were still massaging his back. They made their way to his shoulders, but Tom was beyond paying attention to that sensation.


  Christ, he had a naked woman on top of him and rubbing her body all over his. Molly’s hands worked along his upper arms and then back to his shoulders. She was now moving side to side, her slick tits sliding along his back as she rubbed.


  He could feel her hair tickling his back and imagined it getting sticky from the oil. Her breasts would be glistening and he bet his thigh was a hot mess between the oil and her wet pussy.


  “Hmm,” she sighed over him. “How about you roll over, baby?”


  Her voice was muffled through the towel, but not so much that he didn’t get the full effect of that throaty purr. She shifted on the table and first one foot, then the other appeared on the side of the table.


  He felt her hands on the towel, holding it and his heart pounding, Tom carefully rolled over on the table, as she kept the towel over his head. When he was on his back he was aware of his hard cock throbbing between his legs moaned loudly when she wrapped her hand around it.


  “Nice,” she whispered, and he groaned under the towel as she slowly pumped him in her slippery hand.


  He felt her weight back on the table and as before she straddled his leg, this time her pussy was pressing into his knee. She was still caressing his cock, her fingers wrapped around it so loosely he could barely feel them.


  It teased, but felt incredible at the same time. Molly made it even better when her other hand cupped his balls and rubbed them. Tom lay there unable to stifle his moans of pleasure as this total stranger worked his cock and balls in her soft moist hands.


  Her pussy was just as moist and she was grinding it hard into his knee. He heard her breathing heavily and an occasional little sigh escaped her as she pretty much humped his leg. Her fingers reached the tip of his cock and his hips jerked when she rubbed them over the sensitive head.


  Molly rubbed her fingers along the front of his head and he moaned at the sensation of her fingers working just that one spot. He fought to keep his hips still as her fingers glided along his shaft.


  Molly touched and rubbed and teased, at one point using her fingernails to lightly rub up and down his hard flesh. All the while she kneaded his balls gently in her hand, while her pussy worked in tight circles into his knee.


  She was moaning louder and Tom wished to hell he could see what this incredible woman looked like. She held his cock at the base and he felt her hair tickling his chest.


  “Oh,” he gasped and jerked when her soft wet tongue encircled his nipple.


  She giggled and the sound was sexy as fuck. Her tongue teased around his surprisingly sensitive nipple and her hand was now stroking him, her fingers now wrapped firmly around him. Her tongue found his other nipple and Tom realized he was now squirming on the table beneath her.


  Molly kissed his nipples then he felt her hair trail down his stomach. His breath caught and a moment later he groaned when that soft wet tongue flicked across the head of his cock. His hands gripped the side of the table and he trembled in anticipation as her tongue danced across the head of his cock.


  He groaned when she traced the underside of the head of his cock, then paced a soft kiss to the tip. Molly ran her tongue down one side of his shaft, then up the other. Tom was breathing heavy and fighting to keep his hips still as her tongue fluttered rapidly up and down his cock.


  It felt so good, but was teasing the hell out of him. He lost the fight of jerking his hips when he felt her tongue on his balls. He moaned louder than before as she stroked his cock and not just licked, but sucked on his balls.


  She took her time, sucking each into her mouth and swirling her tongue around it. Tom was struggling to keep his moans soft and not sound like an idiot who’d never gotten head. But truth was this was already better than anything he’d had and she hadn’t even taken him in her mouth yet.


  That wait ended a few seconds later. Molly ran her tongue up the underside of his shaft and in contrast to how slowly she had been going, took his cock deep into her mouth. This time Tom couldn’t contain the loud gasp when she took him down to the base of his shaft.


  Her lips wrapped tightly around him, she worked her tongue around him before beginning to bob her head in a slow rhythm.


  “Oh, damn.” He slipped and moaned as her warm wet mouth worked his aching cock.


  “Hmm!” she groaned around him and as focused as he was on her hot mouth he became aware of how hard she was grinding her pussy into his knee.


  Molly was moaning softly around his cock as she continued to suck him. Her lips and tongue pressed to his shaft as she worked him in a deliciously unhurried rhythm. She was going fast enough that she wasn’t teasing, but not the wild out of control sucking he usually saw in the porn version of these things.


  Her pussy was so wet she was sliding along his knee and he could feel her pressing down hard right into his kneecap. Each time she did she moaned around him and it struck him that she was trying to cum!


  Goddamn that was hot! That meant she wasn’t just doing this, she was seriously into it. Tom was now laying there in absolute bliss. A hot mouth working his cock and the woman doing it moaning like a porn star and dry fucking his leg.


  He jumped when he felt her hands on his wrists. She pulled his hands up and he didn’t resist. A second later he was blown away yet again when she placed his hands on her tits. He eagerly fondled them, loving how soft, yet firm they were.


  Based on how heavy they were when he cupped them, Molly did indeed have more than ample tits. She groaned around his cock as his palms rubbed across her nipples. She put her hands over his, guiding his fingers put them around her hard nipples.


  Taking his cue, Tom rolled her oily nipples between his fingers and she moaned loudly around his cock. She bobbed her head faster and was now making wet slurping sounds around him. Tom could feel her warm spit oozing down his cock and again he wished he could see what was going on.


  Instead he imagined it. Her on her knees, straddling his leg. Bent over, his cock in her mouth as he held her tits which were hanging beneath her and played with her nipples. Most of all he imagined her long hair hanging over her face as his cock slipped in and out of what had to be a perfect set of lips.


  He imagined how hot she must be. He’d seen more of her body than expected, and could feel how impressive her tits were. There was way she wouldn’t be gorgeous, no woman with this nice of a body who was this sexual could be unattractive.


  Molly took his attention from putting together a mental image of her when she made a high pitched little squeal around his cock. She put her hands over his and squeezed his fingers, causing him to pinch her nipples harder.


  Her mouth sped up on his cock and it dawned on him she was blowing him hands free, easily downing his cock while she held his hands to her tits. She was going to town on his knee, first moving side to side, then back and forth.


  Molly made another of those high pitched noises, then startled him by burying his cock in her mouth and crying out around it. Her pussy ground wildly into his knee and she was squeezing his fingers even harder around her nipples.


  Goddamn, she was fucking cumming on his leg! Even hotter than that fact was the way she was squealing, stifling her loud cries by having her mouth stuffed with his cock. She bucked hard on his leg several more times, then sighed softly around him.


  She held him buried in her mouth as she seemed to gather herself from her orgasm. Then it was Tom’s turn to emit a loud sound of pleasure as she resumed bobbing her head. This time however, she wasn’t taking her time.


  Tom gasped and unable to control it, his hips moved, thrusting into her descending mouth. Molly was now sucking for glory and making loud gurgling and slurping sounds around his cock.


  “Oh, oh…” Tom was moaning repeatedly as his balls tightened and his cock twitched inside her mouth.


  “Hmm-mm!” she encouraged him, while sucking like an out of control porn star.


  Afraid he would squeeze her too hard in his excitement, Tom let her tits go and gripped the sides of the table as he fought to hold back and enjoy every second he could of Molly’s amazing mouth.


  He lost the battle moments later and released a long loud groan as his cock erupted in her mouth.


  “Hmmm!” Molly moaned as she continued to suck, as he sent several spurts of cum down her very willing throat.


  Tom moaned and squirmed on the table, his hips bucking as his cock spilled the contents of his full balls into her mouth. He slumped into the table as he felt the last of his cum ooze from his cock. He gasped one last time as Molly sucked hard, milking several more drops from his now completely drained cock.


  “Hmmm.” This time it was a soft sigh around his cock as she eased him from her soft lips. As hot as everything else had been that one little sexy sound was as big of a turn on as everything else had been. It was a sound of satisfaction, as if sucking him off had been as good for her as it was him. Either this woman was a hell of an actress or she really loved her job.


  She caused his hips to jerk one more time when she kissed the tip of his cock. Tom felt her get off the table and she rested her hand lightly on his chest for a moment as if saying goodbye.


  He sensed her moving around behind his head and heard the zipper of her skirt as she got dressed. He lay there, catching his breath and basking in the glow of what by far had been the most fun he’d ever had. Damn, Matt was a fucking genius!


  The music went off and then Molly tapped his arm. He heard her whisper softly, “Come see me again some time.”


  Tom’s eyes narrowed, with the music off he swore she sounded familiar, but her voice was still muffled by the towel and she’d spoken so softly he’d barely heard her. He figured she must be heading out of the room and fought the urge to risk a peek even just to see her from behind.


  Tom heard the door open and close and with a sigh removed the towel from his face. He looked down at his oily body and his now semi hard cock. Sitting up, he stared down at his sticky knee and with a smile wiped his hand across it.


  He brought his now wet fingers to his nose and inhaled deeply.


  “Damn,” he whispered. Smiling he sucked them into his mouth and sighed. Molly tasted pretty damn sweet. He imagined again what she might look like and knew he’d be doing that for a long time after today.


  He swung his legs off the table and sliding off went over to the locker and grabbing another towel wiped down, drying off and getting as much of the oil off as he could. Tom realized he was smiling the entire time.


  “Guess that’s why they call them happy endings!” he announced to the empty room and burst out laughing.




  Chapter Four


  


  Tom was still smiling when he pulled into the driveway a few hours later. After he’d gotten dressed he’d gone back out into the main room to find Bill and Matt already there. Matt had suggested using the remaining fifty dollars to go grab some pizza and Tom and Bill readily agreed.


  The second they’d gotten in the car, the three of them started talking at once. When they were done laughing at each other they agreed to wait until they got to Twins Pizza to tell their stories. Once they’d ordered and sat down, Matt had declared seeing it was his idea he could talk first.


  Tom sat there, his smile getting broader and broader as Matt, then Bill recounted their massage. It was pretty clear after Matt was done and Bill was partway through that he had by far gotten the best experience.


  Each of them had described the same set up and a great massage. They’d both mentioned getting enough of a glimpse of their masseuse’s legs to be assured it was a woman so the others wouldn’t bust their balls.


  Both of them had mentioned feeling their girl’s breasts on their backs and getting fondled a bit. They’d then rolled over and each described getting stroked for a minute or two then sucked. Both their girls sucked them in a straightforward way, no teasing and according to them not much lingering.


  Matt had said his girl sucked as fast and hard as a porn star and Bill had pretty much said the same thing. They’d sat there looking at him expectantly and with a grin, he told them his story. The two of them had stared wide eyed at each other, then back at him.


  Several times they’d asked him to repeat what he’d said. At one point Bill had blurted out, “She rubbed one out on your knee?” That had earned him a dirty look from the older couple sitting near them, but caused Matt and Tom to laugh until they were crying.


  His two best friends had kept asking him of he were kidding and he swore to them he wasn’t. He described it all in delicious detail. Her climbing on the table, rubbing herself on his leg while he was on his stomach and really teasing with her tits.


  They had no issue believing that, but when he told them what happened when he rolled over they were blown away, pun intended. Tom bragged about how she took her time, using her tongue and even sucking his balls.


  He went on about the way she’d moaned when she’d sucked and let him play with her tits. Tom had to hold back laughing at the looks on their faces when he told them how she’d cum on his leg and still kept him in her mouth and that goddamn sexy purr when she swallowed him.


  They’d both kept trying to say he was making a lot of it up, but he could tell they believed him. Especially Matt who insisted he had to find a way to make some extra money and get an appointment with ‘Molly’.


  After they ate, then went over Bill’s and played Assassin’s Creed for a couple hours. Tom thought it was hilarious they all played terrible and could tell Bill and Matt’s focus wasn’t on the game, but what happened at Nikki’s. He didn’t blame them because he couldn’t stop replaying it in his mind.


  At one point he was thinking of it so much he was starting to get hard right there while watching his two friends play after he’d given up. No doubt mysterious Molly was going to feature quite prominently in his masturbation fantasies for some time to come.


  When Tom had decided he’d had enough of losing he’d announced he was heading home. Matt had given him a friendly hug and demanded Tom to say he was right, that the massage was just what he needed.


  Tom had owned up to the fact Matt was absolutely right and then busted his balls because he smelled like strawberries. Matt had informed him he smelled like vanilla then asked if was ever going to wash his fingers again or just keep sniffing him.


  Tom had blushed because fact was he hadn’t washed his hands and several times had sniffed his fingers trying to get a faint whiff of Molly. Tom had driven home in the same fine mood he’d been in since the massage, singing along with the radio and thinking that he needed to find a way to scrap up a little here and there and pay Molly another visit.


  And do it before Matt because the idea of him being in the same girl’s mouth as Matt was a little gross. Then again how many guys did someone like Molly suck off in the course of a week? The answer was…who the hell cared? She’d sucked him and that’s all that counted.


  Now that he was home, Tom’s plan for the night would be a shower and then watching TV and trying to hold off from jacking off until he went to bed because something told him he might need some help falling asleep.


  “Hey, mom!” he exclaimed, as he strolled into the living room.


  “Hey, Tommy.” Mom looked up from where she was sitting on the couch. “Wow, what are you so happy about?”


  “Oh, nothing.” He did the best he could to suppress the smile he’d been sporting the last few hours. “Just had a good time with Matt and Bill.”


  “Good!” Mom nodded. “I’m glad you did that instead of going to work tonight. I appreciate you working to help out, but you need some fun, honey.”


  “I had plenty of that today.” Shut up, dumb ass, he yelled at himself. Don’t make her ask questions.


  “Oh, really?” Mom raised her eyebrows. “You know, Tom a smile like that on a boy your age usually involves a girl your age.” She smiled. “You meet someone today?”


  You moron! “Um, kind of, had a good time, but…I don’t know. Not sure I’ll see her again.” Why he’d said that he had no idea. Well, yes he did. He hated lying to his mother and was now trying to tell stupid half-truths.


  “Well, if you’re smiling like that something tells me you will. Be nice to see you with someone. Been awhile since you and Donna broke up.”


  “Right,” he said quickly, then turned it around so she’d drop it. “Better if you met someone.”


  “Yes, daddy.” She rolled her eyes. “Duly noted you think your mom’s turning into a dried up old maid.”


  “I don’t think anyone would think that mom.” He winked at her. “You’re way to hot to be an old maid.”


  “Oh, please!” Mom waved her hand at him. “Skip the flattery and tell me how much money you’re looking for.”


  “It’s true.” He smirked at her. “Or have you forgotten you’re Marlena the milf?”


  “Oh for Christ’s sake!” Mom rolled her eyes, but burst out laughing. “I can’t believe you still bring that up.”


  Marlena the milf had been a big joke three years ago when Bill had left his notebook on their kitchen table and his mother had picked it up and found that written in the back cover with a drawing of a woman with long hair and huge tits that was supposed to be her.


  Tom had told her that Bill hadn’t been the only one to think of her that way and he’d been hearing it since he was fourteen. They’d laughed about it and he would bring it up here and there. Tom had brought it up a few times since his father left in an attempt to convince her she was way too young and attractive to be alone for this long.


  Looking at his mother reminded Tom that although he wasn’t always thrilled at some of the crude things other kids his age had said about her, he couldn’t dispute it. There was no denying that his mother fell into the milf category.


  Not that he’d ever had any un-motherly thoughts about her, but being a twenty year old guy he could acknowledge if she were anyone but his mother he’d find her hot. Mom definitely had the smoldering gaze thing down, her dark brown eyes always seemed intense and as his father used to tell her it was a sexy look.


  Her sandy brown hair was long and naturally curly framing a face that with those eyes, her high cheekbones and a set of perfectly full lips, had many people ask her if she’d ever considered modeling.


  Mom’s milf status however, was based just as much if not more on the neck down. Being a former physical therapist, mom had kept herself in good shape. She jogged regularly, went to the gym two mornings a week and took Yoga.


  Mom was fairly tall for a woman and he’d describe her body as athletic. Her legs weren’t slender, especially her thighs, from years of exercise, but were very well shaped. Thick as Matt always said.


  Mom had enough in the hips department to give her a pleasant shape, but not anything extra as a lot of women her age had. Her ass was a little on the plumper side, but that went well with the feature his friends and most guys in general noticed first, her breasts.


  Even he couldn’t help but notice his mother had a pretty impressive ‘rack’ as his moron father referred to it. She didn’t dress in a revealing way, but also wasn’t all that conservative and any time she wore any type of t-shirt or tank top her breasts seemed like they could explode out of it.


  So as much as he’d get tired of hearing how he was the kid in school with the hot mom, he could understand where it came from. Even now in just a sleeveless t-shirt and a pair of shorts and sitting on the couch with her hair pulled back in a ponytail he was sure she could send Matt or Bill into a frenzy of dirty thoughts.


  “I bring it up because it’s still true,” he told her, walking over to stand in front of the coffee table. “I’m in college now and Matt’s still showing guys your picture and telling them about,” he rolled his eyes, “Tom’s hot mom. He says he’s trying to get me more friends.”


  “Friends like that you don’t need and tell Matt if he doesn’t stop I’ll get pictures of when he was a fat little kid from his mom and send you to school with them.”


  “That would be awesome!” Tom clapped his hands.


  Mom shook her head, then rubbed at her cheek and Tom noticed she had the same deep red on her nails Molly had.


  “Get your nails done today?” he asked, a little unnerved that seeing his mother’s nails got him thinking about what Molly’s hand would have looked like on his cock.


  “Yup, toes too.” Mom gave him a sly smile. “Got another treat today too.”


  “Right!” Tom remembered. “You said you were going to treat yourself to something today and it was a surprise. Did you do it?”


  “I did.” Mom’s smile grew. “Not sure if you’ll like the idea, but this was something I’d always wanted and never had the nerve, but the other day I said screw it and decided to get this!”


  Mom sat back and lifting her leg put her barefoot on the table.


  On the top of her foot was a brand new still red and swollen and way too familiar tattoo.


  “It’s…a butterfly,” Tom whispered feeling as if he’d just been punched in the stomach.


  “I’ve always loved them and they signify change and life’s been a lot of changes the last year and I feel like I’m finally changing to match it.”


  Tom nodded, as his mind was overwhelmed with a rapid fire series of thoughts. The nails and tattoo same as Molly. Mom was Molly. Mom’s new part time job was a masseuse who gave happy endings. Mom was jerking off and blowing total strangers.


  His mother had…rode his leg to an orgasm and sucked his cock. Oh my fucking god! His mother had given him a blow job!


  “It was a little more than I wanted to spend, but you kept saying I should treat myself and I’ve got the second job now so I figured no time like the present right?”


  “Your part time job.” To his ears he sounded as numb as he felt, but mom seemed oblivious.


  “Yes, I’m making an extra thousand a month with it the last two months and if I wanted to have more clients I could so why not?”


  ‘Clients.’ His mother was making a grand a month at what? Half of what Nikki’s charged? He started to do the math at how many blow jobs that would be and made himself stop.


  “You okay, hon?” Mom finally noticed he was acting less than enthused.


  “Uh, yeah,” he lied.


  “You sure?” She frowned. “You look pale all of a sudden. Come here.”


  Mom stood up from the couch and leaned over the coffee table. Unable to look at her, he lowered his eyes and found himself staring at her breasts which were prominently displayed in the tank top. He thought of those breasts bare and on his back…forget that he’d fondled them!


  Mom put her hand on his forehead. “You don’t feel warm. Lean closer.”


  Tom did as she asked and as she used to when he was a kid, mom pressed her lips lightly to his forehead. “Nope, not warm.”


  “Yeah, but I’m all of a sudden not feeling so good.” That was no lie that was for damn sure. “I think I’ll lay down.”


  “A minute ago you said you were fine.”


  “I just didn’t want you fussing over me.” He forced a grin. “You know, being all motherly.” As opposed to earlier when she was as far from motherly as humanly possible.


  “Hate to break it to you baby boy, but when you’re forty I’ll still be all motherly.” Mom smiled and gave him an impulsive hug over the table.


  Tom reflexively hugged her back, trying not to imagine there being no clothing between them as there had been earlier. Mom had laughed when she first hugged him, but stopped she seemed to tense in his arms.


  She eased back from him and she had an odd look on her face prompting him to repeat her question to him.


  “Everything okay?”


  “Of course!” She flashed him a smile that he thought looked kind of fake. “But if you don’t look okay so maybe you should go lay down for a while.”


  “I will.” Tom stepped back from her and turned to go upstairs.


  “Hey, Tom?”


  He looked back over his shoulder.


  “I love you.” She sounded a little nervous for some reason, but he had no idea why and had enough to worry about right now.


  “Love you too, mom.” He gave her a wave trying not to think about how that sure as hell wasn’t love spurting down her throat a few hours ago.




  Chapter Five


  


  Tom sat on his bed with his head in his hands, trying desperately to stop his mind from spinning, but it was impossible. In a matter of a minute the best experience of his life had turned into an absolute nightmare.


  His mother, his own damn mother had sucked him off. Obviously she hadn’t known it was him, nor had he recognized her or it would have never happened, but it had. The parlor’s gimmick of remaining anonymous had backfired big time on this one and he idly wondered if anything similar had happened before?


  Whether it had or hadn’t didn’t matter, only what just happened did. Sitting there feeling a mixture of shame, guilt and…something he wasn’t ready to own up to just yet, Tom couldn’t stop thinking about what this meant.


  Aside from the issue he’d just had a sexual encounter with his mother, there was another issue. His mother for lack of a better term was a prostitute. His mother was giving hand jobs and blow jobs to strangers and getting paid to do it.


  More than that…she liked it. The biggest thrill for Tom earlier besides the actual feeling of what she did to him was how into it Molly was. Molly was mom, dumb ass, he snapped at himself. She hadn’t just gone through the motions as it sounded like Matt and Bill’s girls had.


  No, his mother had moaned and groaned and fucking came! His mother had an orgasm while sucking off who she thought was a stranger. Over and over again, Tom heard that incredible sexy sigh when he’d cum in her mouth.


  His mother had cum with his cock in her mouth, then moaned and purred like a fucking porn star while he filled her mouth with cum. None of it had been fake. His mother had loved every minute of what she’d done to him.


  Meaning she’d loved every minute of what she’d done to who knows how many guys. She’d started her ‘home therapy’ sessions a month ago. Again he shied away from trying to guess how many random cocks she’d sucked.


  Here he was thinking she needed to meet someone and have some fun and she was having plenty of damn fun. Sleazy disgusting fun. What she was doing wasn’t much better than those gross glory hole stories he’d heard from some of the guys at school.


  This also meant she was lying to him. Telling him she was going to people’s houses to help them rehab. It was a good cover. He could never come by to see her at work or know where she was. In the midst of this Tom felt a wave of anger at his piece of shit father, had he held to his order to pay towards his tuition his mother wouldn’t need extra money.


  But…was it his father’s fault mom had gone using sex to make money? She could have gotten a legit job like the one she’d lied about. So what was the deal? They weren’t that desperate. He thought on her comment about changing and how she was doing that. Was she…did she like what she was doing?


  Tom rubbed at his throbbing temples as that thought led him to the one reaction to this he would have never expected from himself.


  A part of him was turned on.


  A weird sick part of Tom found it arousing that his mother, his sexy hot mother, was in truth a total freak. A woman who got off on sucking off men she didn’t know. Not just sucked them, but teased and played and enjoyed every minute of it.


  Again he kept hearing her squeal when she came and that goddamn moan when he came. She’d been so excited to feel a load in her mouth. His mother was whoring herself and liked it. His mother had played with his cock, sucked his balls, and swallowed his load and…if he thought about that moment where she’d taken every drop and sucked for more…


  His cock began to swell.


  Sick Tom, you’re fucking sick. At least no one would ever know what happened, especially mom. But he knew and what was he supposed to do now? Every time he’d see her all he would be able to think about was what she’d done to him.


  That and what she would do to others. Every Friday and Saturday when she was allegedly at her new job Tom knew she’d been blowing strangers and…holy shit! What if Matt actually did go back there and ask for her?


  He had to tell her he knew so she’d stop, but then he’d have to admit he knew it was her. He forced his mind to slow down and think about it. No, he could say he saw her go into Nikki’s and ask her why. She’d probably lie, but maybe she’d quit. But the building it was in was in the back of a mill why would he be there?


  There had to be some way he could…Tom jumped and his stomach lurched at the sound of a knock.


  “Honey, you awake?” Mom called through the door.


  Tom thought about ignoring her in hopes she would leave him alone. He had to try to figure out how he could come to terms with this before he could act normal around her. It seemed he didn’t have a choice though.


  When he didn’t answer his door slowly opened and mom peeked in the room.


  “Oh, you are awake.” She entered the room and walked towards the bed. “Ignoring me, huh?”


  “I just woke up and was kind of in a fog.”


  “Tom your bed is still made and you still have your shoes on.”


  “Oh.” He frowned. “Well…”


  “It’s okay, I understand.”


  Mom grabbed the office chair from his desk and wheeling it over to the bed sat down across from him.


  “To, we need to talk.”


  He swallowed hard. Now what? He had all he could deal with as it was. He didn’t need another problem.


  “About what, mom?”


  “You know what.” Mom stared him in the eye and he had to look away quickly. When he did she sighed. “Tom, I…I know it was you.”


  “W…what are you talking about?” he stammered.


  “At Nikki’s.” Mom’s words hit him like a slap. “I gave you a…massage.”


  “Mom…” He had absolutely no reply. What the hell could he say?


  “I know.” She nodded and let out a deep breath and when Tom made himself look at her face he saw she was flushed and her eyes were red, she’d been crying. “This is bad, Tom. In a lot of ways.”


  “How…did you know?” he asked softly.


  “When I hugged you, you smelled like vanilla.” Mom was now the one looking away. “Same as my hands. That stuff is hard to wash off. But as soon as I smelled it I realized why you looked so upset after you saw my tattoo. You knew before I did.”


  “Yeah.” He nodded. “I don’t know what to say, mom.”


  “You shouldn’t, because I don’t think anyone would know.” Mom took a deep breath and leaned back in the chair. “I know I don’t know what I’m supposed to say, but I knew we had to talk because if not this would just eat us both up.”


  “It already is,” he admitted.


  “Me too, that’s why it’s best to talk about it.” Mom pointed to herself. “And seeing I’m the one most responsible for this I decided I had to be the one to bring it up.”


  When Tom didn’t speak, she asked. “Tom, why were you there? A young good looking guy like you shouldn’t need to pay to get…”


  “Me?” Tom cut her off. “What the hell are you doing there? I won some money and wanted to have a little fun, you…you…” He fought to hold back, but Mom finished for him.


  “I’m a whore,” she whispered.


  “I…no!” Hearing her say it like that didn’t seem right even though technically it was. “Don’t say that, mom.”


  “That’s what you wanted to say and you’re right.” Mom swiped at her moist eyes. “Right about it not being that big of a deal for a young single guy to want to have an experience like that and right about what I am.”


  “But…”


  “A woman who sucks cock for money is a whore.” She said it matter of factly and as serious as this moment was, that weird part of Tom that had thought this was somehow a turn on, perked up. He got an odd twinge at hearing her say the words suck cock.


  “Mom, I…I don’t understand. Why would you do that?” He put his hands out. “I mean god, we don’t need the money that bad!”


  “Not that bad, no, but we do need some extra.” Mom was staring down at her hands in her lap and following her gaze, Tom struggled to not envision her hands on his cock and balls, teasing with those long nails.


  “But there were better ways to get it. I could have found a real job doing what I lied about, home therapy or kept pushing to try to get one extra shift at the hospital.”


  “Then why didn’t you? Why that?”


  “Okay, well…Tom this is a conversation I don’t feel a mother should ever have with her son. But most mothers have never given their son a blow job either.”


  “Jesus, mom!” Tom gasped. “You don’t have to say it like that.”


  “It’s what happened and saying it makes it real and we need to know it was real. We can’t pretend otherwise, Tom. Can’t deal with things unless you admit them.”


  “I guess, but ugh.” Ugh was what he said, but again that sick little thrill when she’d said blow job.


  “So I mentioned I got the butterfly because I was changing. Thing is I wasn’t so much as changing, but kind of letting myself get back to a point in time where I had a lot of fun, but not the kind you could talk about.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Before I met your father and settled down I used to like to…” Mom paused and while she seemed to be trying to figure out what to say she crossed her legs.


  Tom stared at her bare foot with the telltale tattoo and her red toes. His eyes wandered up the back of her leg to her upper thigh which was visible in her loose shorts. He thought of those soft thighs around his leg when she’d straddled him.


  Despite his best efforts to turn it off, he couldn’t stop letting his mind go further. He thought of the way she’d squatted to show off her ass. Her round firm cheeks and just a hint of her…


  “I was into some kind of kinky things,” Mom finished and her words shocked him back into reality.


  “I don’t think I need to know.” Tom uttered the words he knew were correct, but he was unsure at this point of he’d mind hearing what she had to say. After all he’d just witnessed – sort of – how freaky she was.


  “For this to make any kind of sense you kind of do. Look, Tom. You’re twenty, not twelve. You’re a man and in many ways already a lot more mature than your asshole father ever was. You’re in college now and, well you know wild things can happen in college.”


  “I’ve heard stories, but I’m not in any of those party frats or hang with that crowd.”


  “I used to be in a sorority and we were sisters to a fraternity and for my initiation we had to…” she hesitated again, then blurted out, “use a glory hole.”


  “TMI, Mom.” But…she could go on if she wanted to. Jeez, what was wrong with him? Interested in his mother’s dirty stories was something that yesterday would have made him cringe, now he was ready to listen.


  Then again as of yesterday he’d never known how well his mother could give head. That’s a healthy thought right there, he mocked himself.


  “On the other side would be a guy from the frat, but of course we didn’t know who and they never knew who blew them so no one could hold it over anyone. But this one wasn’t as one sided as the others.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Most glory holes are just, you know the woman sucks. This one after the girl finished, she could stand up and the guy would put his hand through the hole and…finger me.”


  “Mom…I…”


  “So I was nervous and thinking this was kind of gross, but I really wanted to be in the sorority and if I did this I could avoid hazing and like my best friend said, no one would know that’s the best part about it.”


  “So I went into the stall and got on my knees and…well you know what happened, but what got me was how exciting it was! I was so damn into it that he went off quick and I…I didn’t want to stop sucking him. When I stood up and he put his fingers through I think I came in under a minute.”


  “Okay,” he managed to breathe. Tom put his hands in his lap for fear his twitching cock might swell into a full blown hard on.


  “A girl that was supposed to be next backed out and the head of our group was upset saying that guy was going to be out of luck and we’d look bad. So I said I’d do it and sucked him off too.”


  Mom released a slow breath and Tom swore she was flushed from something other than being embarrassed.


  “It was amazing and it’s not like I’d never done that to a guy before, but it was the point that I was anonymous. That I could do this dirty thing and he had no idea who I was or who he was. I spent weeks walking around school seeing guys from that frat and wondering who it was I’d given head to.”


  “That’s a uh, good story I guess.” Tom spoke more to sound like he was pretesting than he was offended. The idea his mother had done that back when she was his age had more that odd sexiness to it, he knew was wrong, but he couldn’t help. “But I don’t think I should hear anymore.”


  “I am telling you for a reason.” Mom’s voice had a distant tone to it and she seemed more like she was looking past him than at him, as if reliving her own story, another strange moment in a strange as hell day.


  “I was hooked. It wasn’t just the sexual aspect, but that feeling of being secretly dirty as I called it. I found out there was an adult store that showed movies in the basement and they…” she looked away at this point, “paid girls to give blow jobs through glory holes. I took the job, did it three nights a week.”


  “Mom!” Holy shit was he fucking dreaming?


  “I’m sorry, honey that’s a lot, but it was just addictive. I was raised to be a good girl, but like that I could be a slut and not risk anyone knowing. My sorority had another game the following year where guys and girls drew room numbers.”


  “The girl went in the room first and removed all the light bulbs so there couldn’t be a chance of being seen in the dark. Then I got undressed and lay on the bed, the boy came in later and stumbled around in the dark until he found the bed and then we had sex and with no idea who we were with.”


  “I was in my glory and volunteered for that one a few times. I kept finding places with glory holes and sometimes places where I’d….back up to it and let them have sex with me.”


  “Damn,” Tom muttered and hoped to hell mom hadn’t caught the fact he hadn’t sounded offended like he should, but more the way he was really feeling; in some sort of sick awe at his mother’s wild sexcapades when she was young.


  “Even when I dated, I’d still do things like that because I realized regular sex wasn’t as fun. If there was no kind of game to it, I was a little bored. Then I met your dad who was very different back then and I fell in love and that was the end of my games.”


  “Then a few months after he left I started thinking about those days. I started missing it, having sexy dreams about it. I found myself on Craigslist and other sites looking for…” she lowered her voice as if she were afraid to say it, “glory holes.”


  “Are you serious?” His mother at a glory hole? That was actually disturbing, the places he heard of were in shit hole clubs and bad areas.


  “Serious that I looked, yes. That I would? No, not as a mother and with a chance of being scene going in and out of those places. But it kept those dirty memories going and I was getting really worked up about them. Started wishing there was a way I could do something like that.”


  “But if you were, you know…horny,” he forced himself to say the word to her, “why not go out with someone? Look at you, Mom. It’s not like you couldn’t get you know…”


  “Laid?” she finished for him. “Sure I could, but I really have no interest in dating right now and if I did I couldn’t go back to those games I loved so much. I don’t know, Tom, maybe it’s a midlife thing. After twenty two years of being a loyal wife and good mom I wanted to be that wanton bad girl again.”


  “But now doing it under the radar was even more important. But I had no idea how I could do it. Then when I was surfing Craig’s list I found an ad for Nikki’s. I’d heard of it before from a coworker who said him and a few of his friends went there as part of a bachelor party.”


  “I’d asked what the big deal was about a massage and he asked me if I really wanted to know because it wasn’t something he’d just say. I told him I did want to know and he told me. I was still with your dad then, but when he described the way you never see who it is you’re taking care of and they don’t see you? I was so hot!”


  “Then I forgot about it, but when I saw the ad it came back to me. I got up the nerve and I called Nikki and told her I did have massage experience because it was part of the curriculum for physical therapy and she told me to come in.”


  “Take it you took the job.”


  He was trying to joke to break the tension in the air because fact was he was more than a little turned on listening to mom’s story. Not just that, but it seemed mom was nowhere near as uncomfortable telling it as she should be.


  “I did once I assured her that I was more than fine with what was required. I think she liked the fact I was older and she could tell exactly why I was doing it, because I liked it.”


  “I still don’t know why you told me all that.” That’s it Tom, he coached himself, keep being a good son and act like this hasn’t made you see your mother as the dirty girl she had admitted she was. “I didn’t need all that.”


  “I told you so you’d know I didn’t just decide this out of nowhere. It was a thrill for me when I was young and my sex life hadn’t been a thrill in years. Your father wasn’t a very caring lover. As manly as he acted, he was a boring lay who got nervous anytime I wanted to get a little kinky.”


  “TMI again, mom.” Tom put his hands out to her as if begging. “Please, let’s talk about how we get past this. Not all your dirty secrets.”


  “They’re not secrets anymore, Tom,” Mom pointed out. “And seeing you experienced it firsthand I would think hearing where it came from wouldn’t be so bad.” She shrugged. “That and after all these years and even under these circumstances, it’s a relief to finally admit them.”


  “Glad I could help,” he sighed.


  “Sorry it bothers you, but like I said, it’s all in the open anyway.” Mom pointed to him. “Anything you want to ask or want me to explain?”


  “I don’t know.” He shook his head. The newly awakened sick part of him could listen to his mother say blow job all day, but he needed to sort that out and not keep encouraging it.


  “I said at that start, this is my fault. I’m far more responsible for this. I need to be accountable to you, Tom. If you have a question ask me.”


  “I still don’t get it. If you wanted sex you could get it.”


  “I told you already, it’s not about regular sex, it’s about that rush. The dirtiness of it. Can’t get that in a relationship,” she explained. “And, maybe someday I’ll want a relationship. But right now I want to go back to being…a closet whore is a crude term, but it fits.”


  “Closet whore.” That was crude, but…hot.


  “That’s me.” She gave him a rueful grin. “Professional job, respectable mom, long time wife and all the time sexually pent up.”


  “I do have a question.” Even as he spoke he told himself not to ask, but couldn’t resist. After all odds were this was a onetime conversation and he’d drive himself nuts if he didn’t know the answer.


  “Then ask, obviously there’s nothing you can come up with to make this more awkward.” Mom laughed nervously.


  “Okay so doing things like that are a thrill and I get that. What I don’t get is what are you getting out of this?”


  “You said it just now, it’s the thrill.”


  “No, I mean like…” Jeez hello Jerry Springer at this point. “Physically you get nothing out of it. You do those things to those guys and they don’t do anything for you.”


  “I get off by…” Mom averted her gaze again. “You saw how I do it.”


  “But that’s not as good as, well you know, if a guy did something for you.”


  “I understand, and yeah sometimes I’d like to, well I’ll just say it. There were times I would have hopped on if I could.”


  “Wow!” Tom blurted out, then wanted to hit himself. “I mean…damn, mom.”


  “They don’t allow that though.” Mom didn’t seem to notice his reaction, she was back to looking lost in her fantasies. “Plus they’d want condoms and that’s no fun. I’d want to ride bareback.”


  “Mom, we need to talk about this later.” Because he was getting hard and this was getting seriously…wrong.


  “No, this needs to be dealt with now. I don’t want to leave anything unspoken. Back to what I get out of it. It’s not just that thrill, but it’s that I like pleasing a man and doing it under my terms. Control I guess.”


  “Control? But you’re being paid to…”


  “Mistake.” Mom put her finger up. “In my case I’m choosing to do this. The money helps and adds to the turn on, but I can turn down anyone I want whenever I want. But here’s something that you should know about sex in general.”


  “When a girl takes care of you. Her hand, her mouth, guys think this girl is doing this for me, she’s being dirty and I’m in charge here she’s just,” mom rolled her eyes, “pick your derogatory remark.”


  “Truth? We’re in control. When a girl is doing those things for you? She controls how fast, how slow, when you’re going to get off and even if. I love that control. That’s why I play and take my time. I love the reactions of a man’s body the moans, the trembling.”


  “Okay, I get it.” Mom looked like she was actually getting hot and bothered and for that matter he was hard beneath his hands so shouldn’t talk.


  Finding out his mother had blown him should certainly have not led to the two of them seemingly ready to pop, but that’s somehow where it was all going. Tom wasn’t sure if it was good or bad, but if he were twisted so was she and maybe that meant it wasn’t so bad.


  “So I get those thrills and I can get off.” She frowned. “Honestly, I would like more. That would be a great warm up to more fun, but can’t do that there. Besides I enjoy pleasing a man. It’s a turn on and makes me feel good to make a man cum like that.”


  “You weren’t kidding about this being an adult conversation.” Tom sighed.


  “So that’s why and how I ended up there. I make some money and feed my urges. It’s not ideal. Like I said I’d want more, but that more would come with an actual relationship and fact is? That’s not dirty enough for me. There would have to be something more than regular sex to have me interested in a relationship.”


  “Okay, well now what?” Tom saw his chance to get off the subject of her fantasies. “Tell me now that I know you’ll quit.”


  “Why should I?” Mom shocked him with her response. “It won’t happen with us again, that’s for damn sure.”


  “Because I know! You want me sitting here thinking every Friday and Saturday my mother is giving happy endings to…jeez mom how the hell many guys have you done this too.”


  “I don’t know, couple dozen I suppose.”


  Tom was once again stuck between appalled and turned on, but kept going with appalled.


  “So you want me to know that? And…” His eyes widened when something dawned on him. “Friggin’ Matt! I was bragging about how good Molly was and he wants to save up and come back. Come on, mom you can’t do that.”


  Mom slumped back in the chair and nodded. “You’re right,” she said softly. “I don’t know what the hell I was just thinking. The second I knew what happened between us needed to be the end of this.”


  She grunted. “Well, guess that’s the end of my little midlife crisis and closet whoring. I’ll start placing ads for what I said I was doing and try to find some private clients.”


  “Thank you.” He breathed a sigh of relief and not just because of what could have happened with Matt, but he didn’t think he could handle the idea of knowing what she was doing and being excited over it.


  “Now about us.” Mom leaned forward and took his hands in hers. Tom glanced down nervously when she lifted them from his lap to see if his bulge was noticeable.


  He couldn’t see it beneath their hands so hopefully she couldn’t either.


  “I’m so sorry, honey. I really don’t know what else to say about it. I used to be ashamed of my fantasies, but could sit there and tell you about them because after what happened? How could there be anything more shameful?”


  “We…we didn’t know, mom.” He squeezed her hands when he saw that for the first time since she’d started talking about sex she’d gone back to looking upset.


  “No, but that doesn’t mean it didn’t happen.”


  “Only we know.” Tom was grasping at straws to make her feel better. “And we’ll just put it behind us. We won’t bring it up again.”


  “Right.” Mom nodded, still holding his hands. “It will be hard not to think about at first, but we’ll move on.”


  “Exactly.”


  “Know what the worst thing is about it?”


  Tom was afraid to ask at this point, but took the bait. “What’s that?”


  “When I first realized it was you I was so ashamed and upset. Totally humiliated and appalled.”


  “I know the feeling.” Liar, you weren’t as appalled as you should have been.


  “But as I sat there I had another thought that I should be ashamed of, but I’m not and that’s what makes it worse.”


  Not out of the twilight zone yet it seemed.


  “I don’t know what could make it worse,” Tom admitted and hoped he wouldn’t find out.


  “I…I’m glad I did that for you.”


  “What?” He pulled his hands away from her, more out of shack then he was angry at her.


  “I know how bad that sounds!” Mom exclaimed. “But let me finish, please! I just…life’s been tough since your dad left and you’ve worked so hard and given up a lot of things to work and help me.”


  “Once I realized it was you and that you went there to get something you needed I felt glad I was able to give that to you. To make you feel good and make you happy. I know that’s disgusting, but seeing we’d already done it I just felt good I could make my baby boy happy.”


  Mom put her head down. “I’m not good at a whole lot, but I’ve always been good at that so I kind of feel like I took care of you in a special way. Like a woman not a mother.” She looked up and wiped at her eyes.


  “Sick, I know, but we’re being honest and won’t talk about it again so I just wanted to tell you how I felt.”


  “That’s kind of out there,” Tom agreed.


  “Talking to you made me feel worse. You’re completely upset, like you should be,” Mom lamented. “Maybe I need to talk to someone because all the things I just told you I shouldn’t have and the last thing I said? I think just makes me a bad mother.”


  “Hey, mom, no.” Tom leaned over and put his arms around her. “Don’t say that. You’ve always been a great mom! This was a bad accident, like something out of one of those really bad porn movies. But it’s okay and I’m glad you could be honest with me.”


  “Thank you, Tom.” Mom returned his embrace. “But I still feel terrible that part of me didn’t feel terrible. I mean, what’s wrong with me?”


  She sniffed and Tom felt her tears on his neck. Desperate to make her feel better he said in her ear. “Hey, mom? If it makes you feel better? I…I was kind of turned on to.”


  Mom eased back from him, her eyes wide. “Really?”


  “Uh, yeah.” Had he just made a big mistake? Too late now. “I was upset, seriously sick to my stomach at first, but then in a way it’s kind of hot that my mother is…freaky like that. I thought of you with other guys and even then things you told me were kind of exciting so…maybe it’s sort of natural in an unnatural way.”


  “That makes no sense.” Mom then burst out laughing. “But since none of this does, it sort of does. I mean how often does this happen between a mom and her son so who knows what’s normal?”


  “Right, it was an extreme thing and I never saw you as sexual and now I have and you’re well, it’s kind of hot.” He put his hands up and added quickly. “I mean we end this here, but I guess Marlena Wilson is the hottest milf in town!”


  “You have the proof,” Mom sighed.


  “Hey, mom? Molly is that from Marlena?”


  “It was a nickname I used at the…” she rolled her eyes, “the glory holes. I used to tell them my name so they could say it while I…did what I did.”


  “I…” His face flushed. “That’s hot.”


  “Tom? You and I may need a joint counseling session.” She kissed his cheek and stood up. “I think we’ve talked enough. I’m sorry again and I promise today was my last day.”


  “Okay.” He nodded, trying to keep his eyes off her breasts which were eye level at the moment.


  “I regret what happened between us, honey, but I don’t regret what I was doing.” Mom spoke quietly. “I had to be me even for a little while.”


  “I get it.” Please just go, he silently pleaded his hands back in his crotch to hide his hard on.


  Mom turned and pulling the chair back to his desk walked towards the door.


  “Know what I do regret though?”


  “Mom, I’m afraid to ask,” he answered truthfully.


  “I was just thinking it’s too bad they don’t have happy ending massages for women. Men can go get that release. Women? It’s a lot more complicated.” She sighed. “I’d love to get what you got today.” She shrugged. “Oh, well, guess it’s back to fantasy land.”


  She gave him a wave and closed the door behind her. Tom let out a deep breath and fell back onto his bed. Wow, what the hell was all that? He lay there with his eyes closed and just as he couldn’t stop replaying the massage, now he couldn’t un-hear all the things his mother had said.


  She’d sounded like a penthouse letters confession. His mother talking about being addicted to glory holes in her college days. Taking a job at Nikki’s for fun more than money. But the last remark blew the others away. That part of her was happy she did that for him?


  Tom couldn’t throw stones, he’d owned up to his own mixed feelings, but still…for her to say part of her was okay with doing that to him?


  Tom thought about her comment about a happy ending for women. That she’d love one of those. Mom apparently had been a ‘giver’ for the most part and didn’t sound like she ever really got what she gave.


  Tom felt bad for her. She was smart, professional, a good mother, a good wife to a guy who didn’t deserve it and he now knew had spent a long time unhappy with sex. His mother deserved better. She deserved to have a guy be good to her in whatever way she wanted.


  The problem was, mom had made a comment that for her there had to be some kind of dirty angle to make it what she really wanted. Some kind of game or just something different. Tom let his mind drift on that…different and dirty.


  What she had done today was dirty even if it weren’t him. Then she found out it was him and had said he’d deserved to feel good and was happy in way to be the one to give him what he needed.


  Tom’s eyes snapped open.


  Mom had been happy to give her hard working dedicated and frustrated son what he deserved. If that were the case wouldn’t it only be fair for him to give his hard working dedicated and very loving mother what she deserved?


  “Dude, seriously?” he whispered into the quiet room.


  Tom tried to push the crazy thought aside, but like it had all day long, his mind paid him no attention. His mother always kept her bedroom door closed because she slept topless. He’d learned that from overhearing a conversation his father had with one of his poker buddies during which he bragged about his wife’s ‘amazing rack.’


  “What a dick,” Tom muttered as he sat up. But his father wasn’t wrong because his son had his hands on them a few hours ago.


  Mom would be at least topless and had once joked to a friend over the phone that she slept on her stomach most of the time and her boobs were like extra pillows. That might have just been a joke, but…


  Mostly naked and sleeping on her stomach. Tom’s cock was aching at what he was thinking.


  “Can’t do it.” He shook his head. “No way, mom said this ends today.”


  Tom was talking out loud to try to get himself to listen to reason, but it wasn’t working because his next thought was it was only seven. Today didn’t end until midnight.


  “Justify much?” he chuckled.


  He placed his hand on his aching cock and wanted nothing more than to unzip and jerk off, blow a load while thinking of his mother on her knees at a hole in the wall like a dirty whore. Or better yet, get off to thinking of what later could turn into.


  It was risky. For all of mom’s talk it may be simply talk. But if she really felt that way about making him feel good he could use that logic against her. Or he could royally fuck things up.


  “Well let’s face, it baby boy.” He mocked himself with his mother’s occasional nickname for him. A nickname that suddenly had a sexy connotation to it. “Could things really get any weirder?”




  Chapter Six


  


  Tom stood in the hallway outside his mother’s room with that same mixture of nerves and excitement he’d felt at Nikki’s. This time though both feelings were increased. Earlier his big worry was his mother somehow finding out.


  Now he knew it was his mother that had taken care of him and now he wanted to return the favor. How would she react? By rights it would be to smack him and send him to therapy. But today had been an odd day and her attitude of no regrets and the remark part of her liked pleasing him left the door open for some wild interpretation on his part.


  Tom was just in his boxers and despite his nervousness was already hard. He listened at the door again, but knew he was just stalling. Mom usually watched TV in her room for a while then went to sleep.


  An hour ago the light from the TV could be seen beneath her door. Now there was nothing but darkness and silence from the other side. Tom put his hand on the knob noticing it was trembling and slowly turned the knob.


  He eased the door open as quietly as he could and slipped into the room. It was in total darkness and he fumbled for the light. Mom had a dimmer switch because she claimed the hospital was so bright she hated it that way at home and liked softer lighting.


  With painful slowness he turned the round circle causing the lights to barely come up. He went a little more, bathing the room in a dim glow that was just enough to be able to see. His heart pounded when he saw mom on the bed in a position that couldn’t be more perfect.


  Mom was lying on her stomach, her face turned away from him. Her arms were out to the side and one of her legs drawn up so her foot was resting against her other knee. Best of all; she was topless!


  Her hair was pinned up to not get tangled as she slept and Tom’s eyes roamed along the bare smooth skin of her back. He approached the bed, thankful for her room being carpeted so he could move silently.


  Mom only had the sheet pulled up to her waist and that one shapely leg was sticking out. He took a moment to appreciate how damn sexy she looked and to also tease himself with the thought of what was under the sheet?


  Mom’s breathing was slow and steady and grabbing the edge of the sheet, Tom lifted it high enough above her that she wouldn’t feel it sliding across her when he pulled it down. He eased it back and his jaw dropped.


  His mother was naked beneath the sheet. He stepped back as he eased the sheet off her leg, his eyes glued to her amazing bare ass with those sweet well rounded cheeks. With her leg drawn up he could see the lips of her pussy peeking out between her lush thighs and his cock ached with need.


  He put the sheet down at the foot of the bed and received another cock inspiring jolt when he saw the slim purple vibrator on the bed near her knees. She’d gone to bed and gotten off! He knew what he hoped she’d gotten off to and that was that she’d done unwittingly to her son earlier.


  Tom reached down and lightly put his hand on the top of her foot. Her skin was soft and warm and she didn’t respond when he lightly ran his fingers across the top of it. He looked at her other foot with the telltale tattoo and now thought that along with her red toes and those little rings she wore sometimes it made her foot pretty damn sexy. The Tat would make a great bullseye.


  Tom grew bolder, putting his hand higher up on her leg, just over her knee. Mom didn’t move and her breathing had stayed the same. He removed his hand and figuring he was now at the point of no return, he eased his boxers down.


  His cock was rock hard and his swollen head was a purple and already oozing. Tom walked a little further along the bed and this time his hand went on her ass. His cock bobbed between his legs as he slowly lid his hand along her ass, then down her inner thigh.


  He stopped with his hand inches from pussy and caught himself wondering, now what? Stick with the original plan was his decision. He reluctantly removed his hand from her thigh and going to the foot of the bed, carefully put on knee on it.


  Tom moved slowly, letting his weight ease onto the bed before pulling his other leg up. He put his hands down and pulled himself along the bed rather than walk on his knees and make more motion.


  He swallowed nervously as he was now kneeling next to his mother’s straightened leg, his knee almost touching hers where her other leg was bent. Now for the big move. He gently put his hand around her ankle and as slowly as possible straightened her leg.


  She still showed no indication of waking up and looking at the vibrator he thought she must have really put herself out. Tom slid farther up the bed so he was now kneeling between her legs and in perfect position.


  The next step was to lean over, put his hands on her shoulders and to start massaging them. She’d wake up at that point and he’d either get mule kicked off the bed or…an experience that would put earlier at Nikki’s to shame.


  Tom’s hands hovered over her lower back, his gaze focused on her ass rather than her shoulders. He glanced at her face and saw her head was still turned. Rather than her back, he carefully put his hands on both her inner thighs just below her ass and again inches from her pussy.


  Tom’s cock was throbbing and positioned right over her ass and he could just imagine slapping it on her cheeks or better yet, slipping between them and into the forbidden promised land of his mother’s pussy.


  Go on, he urged himself. Came this far, go ahead and touch her enough to wake her up.


  “Go ahead, baby boy.” Mom startled him. “Do it.”


  Tom gulped and saw his mother’s eyes were open and staring away from him.


  “Look in the mirror, Tom.”


  He turned his head and froze at the sight of him kneeling naked over his equally naked mother.


  “I’ve been watching you since you came in.” Mom pushed herself up on her elbows so she could turn her head enough to look over her shoulder at him. “You come to give your mother a happy ending?”


  “I…” What the hell could he come up with? He was naked and hard his hands on her thighs. “Yes. I…I want to make you happy like you deserve, just like you said about what you did to me.”


  “But I didn’t know it was you, Tom,” Mom told him. “You do know. Little different, know?”


  “I’m sorry!” He began to back up, but mom bent her legs and placed the soles of her feet on his lower back.


  “Hey, I didn’t say I was mad. I just said it was different.” Mom shocked him by licking her lips. “Better that you know and want to.”


  “Better?” He was dumbstruck.


  “Hotter.” Mom gave him a sly smile. “You want to rub mommy down, baby boy?” She’d said this in the low sultry ‘Molly’ voice and his cock bobbed between his legs.


  “I want to be good to you, mom.” He placed his hands lightly on her back. “I want to give you what you need the way you did for me.”


  “Well, who’s stopping you?” Mom continued to shock him with not just how she wasn’t protesting, but how she was urging him on. “I went to bed thinking about this, Tom.”


  “You mean that?”


  “Right or wrong, telling you my dirty secrets had me so wet I was ready to start squirming in your room. I…I would have let you touch me right there. I don’t know why it had me so worked up! But I went to bed using that toy and thinking of my boys hands and..”


  She looked him in the eye. “Tongue and cock all over his dirty closet whore mother.”


  “Oh, my god,” he breathed and his hands slid down to her ass and gave it a squeeze.


  “Hmm.” Mom sighed and playfully rubbed her feet on his back. “Nice strong hands. But I have another confession for you.”


  “I want to hear it,” he whispered while caressing her amazing ass and watching in disbelief as he did.


  “I just said I don’t know why it had me worked up, but I do know. You want to know?”


  “Yes.” He worked his hands down to her thighs again and tried to summon the courage to touch her pussy this time.


  “The same reason the glory holes and secret massages did. Because it’s dirty.” Mom’s lips were now parted and she was breathing as heavy as he was. “I love dirty and what could be dirtier than fucking my own son?”


  “Now go ahead and touch me, Baby boy. See how wet your mother is for you.”


  Tom slipped his hand between her thighs and his breath hissed between his teeth at how warm and wet his mother’s pussy was. He eased his fingers through her moist lips and mom lifted her hips sliding his fingers along the length of her wet slit.


  “See that? See how horny you have me?” she moaned softly. “That feels so good, baby, but I think you should really check to see how wet I am.”


  She lifted her ass higher until his fingers were at her entrance, then pushed up hard, pushing the tips of his fingers inside her. Tom gasped, but pushed his fingers in deeper and mom groaned beneath him.


  “Deep, baby boy, all the way inside!”


  Tom’s heart raced as he eased his fingers deeper into his mother’s hot wet and very tight slit. Mom moaned louder and worked her hips pushing his fingers in and out.


  “Thumb on my clit,” she breathed. “Come on, baby, play with your mother’s pussy.”


  Tom eagerly pressed his thumb to her swollen button and mom released a long sigh that sent a thrill through him. He rubbed his thumb in circles and gasped when her pussy contracted around his fingers, squeezing them.


  “Oh, that’s nice,” Mom purred. “You like fingering your mother? Like feeling her pussy?”


  “I like that you like it.” He had his other hand on her ass, fondling it and leaning forward, placed his cock along her ass.


  “Hmm, you’re dripping! I love it!” Mom moaned. “Guess being dirty runs in the family.” She giggled. “Enough to keep it in the family.”


  Tom laughed while watching his now glistening fingers pump in and out of his mother’s pink slit. Her clit was pulsing beneath his thumb and her hips were now moving in time with his fingers.


  “Yes,” she whimpered, a noise that sent another surge through his already aching cock. “Right there! Keep rubbing that clit, baby! I want you to really take your time and enjoy me, but your mother needs to cum so bad right now!”


  Tom took a chance and worked a third finger inside her while pushing harder on her clit and mom’s eyes rolled back in her head and she whimpered, “Oh, fuck that feels so good!”


  Mom’s pussy tightened around his fingers again and she shifted on the bed, her arms going beneath her and Tom realized she was playing with her nipples.


  “Don’t stop!” she moaned as she was now lying flat on the bed her fingers working her nipples and her hips pumping into his hand. “Make me cum, honey! Make your dirty girl Molly cum for you!”


  His dirty girl, Molly? Holy shit that was hot! Nowhere near as hot as having his fingers in his mother’s pussy and her about to get off, but hot!


  “Right there!” Mom whimpered. “Yes, yes…Yes!”


  Mom squealed into the pillow and her hips bucked wildly into his hand. Her thighs tightened around him and he felt her toes curl into his back. His eyes widened at not just how hard her pussy convulsed around his fingers. But the volume of her crying out in pleasure


  Even with her face pressed into the bed she was loud and each time she squealed his cock twitched. He was moving his own hips at this point, rubbing his throbbing dick along her soft smooth ass which was now sticky from his pre cum.


  “Oh, I needed that,” Mom sighed as her body relaxed and she let her legs fall back onto the bed. “Now…how about my massage?”


  She turned her head and smiled at him. “I want to feel those strong hands all over my body!”


  “Okay.” Tom eased his fingers from inside her, marveling at how wet they were. He quickly brought them to his nose and after sniffing them, put them in his mouth.


  “Dirty boy,” Mom chided him. “But go ahead and get a little appetizer for now because I’ll let you get a real good taste soon.”


  “Damn,” Tom moaned and thrust his cock along her ass. “I’m so horny, mom.”


  “Oh, don’t worry, honey, your hot mom Molly will take care of you, but where’s my rub down?”


  Tom put his hands on her back, but she shook her head. “No, start where I did. Start at the bottom, work your way up your mother’s body!”


  Tom obeyed, slipping down the bed and lifting her foot, kissed the bottom of it and taking it between his hands rubbed it.


  “Nice,” Mom sighed and folding her arms on the pillow, rested her head on them. “Kiss it again.”


  Tom kissed her foot and this time not only lingered with his lips, but teased his tongue across it.


  “Oh, I like that,” Mom cooed.


  Loving that sound.” Tom lifted her foot higher and as he rubbed his fingers into the top of her foot, sucked on her toes.


  Mom giggled, but then moaned when he managed to work all her toes in his mouth and sucked on them. He gasped when her other foot found his cock and rubbed against it. Tom continued to lick and suck on her toes as she purred and giggled.


  Tom moaned when she slipped her foot under his balls and wiggled her toes. He lifted that foot and went to work massaging it while using his mouth on her toes and mom switched as well, teasing his cock and balls with her other foot.


  Lowering her foot, Tom rubbed her calf with both hands as she lay there oohing and ahing in pleasure. He went to the other calf and slowly, his cock in anticipation he worked his way up her legs.


  When he reached her inner thighs he rubbed them gently and mom moaned as the edges of his hands kept rubbing against her slick pussy. Tom slid up and knelt up between her legs so his knees were against her thighs and rubbed her lower back.


  Mom was breathing hard and her moans were far more sexual now than they had been. The tip of his cock was resting between the lower part of her ass cheeks and it was driving him crazy to know how close he was to being inside her.


  He forced himself to take his time, working his hands up her back. Mom was breathing heavily beneath him. Her back was rising and falling with her deep breaths and she was wiggling her ass, teasing her soft cheeks against his dripping cock.


  “Want that big dick inside your mother’s tight little cunt, don’t you?” Mom asked and pushed her ass higher.


  Tom moaned when that put the tip of his cock in contact with her wet flesh.


  “Rub my shoulders,” Mom told him. “Lean over me when you do.”


  Tom rose higher on his knees and leaning over, rubbed the tops of her shoulders. Mom sighed contentedly and reaching over her head, undid her hair from the bun she’d tied it in.


  “There you go.” She shook her head and flipped her long curly hair across her back. “That looks sexier, no?”


  “Everything about you is sexy, mom.”


  “Hmm, smooth talker.” She gave him that naughty giggle Molly had emitted earlier in the day. “You’re just saying that because I sucked you off today.”


  “Damn,” Tom moaned and not just at her words, but when he leaned over, mom had pushed her hips up and his cock had slid down the length of her slick twat.


  “Hmm, you’re nice and hard for your mother.” Mom worked her hips, gliding her wet lips along his shaft. “Keep rubbing my shoulders, baby boy.”


  Tom forced himself to keep his fingers moving, kneading her shoulders as she teased his already tormented cock with her hot wet pussy.


  “Now that’s a whole different massage,” Mom sighed. “Lift up a little and hold still.”


  Tom rose higher and groaned when she pushed against the tip of his cock. He gasped when she eased just the very tip inside her.


  “Stay still,” she whispered.


  Mom moved her hips in a slow circle and Tom whimpered as her soft tight flesh circled the sensitive tip of his cock.


  “Now don’t move,” Mom reminded him and pushed higher.


  Tom’s entire body was trembling as she pushed the entire head inside her and went a little further.


  “Now push down nice and slow,” she moaned. “I want to feel that big dick spreading my cunt open and feel every inch of you.”


  Tom slowly eased down, groaning as inch by inch his aching cock descended into his mother’s hot pussy.


  “Yes, oh, yes!” Mom moaned as he continued his slow probing of her forbidden heat. “So hard! So big! Oh, honey this feels incredible.”


  When Tom was deep inside her she clenched around him and laughed when he whimpered.


  “Keep rubbing,” Mom told him and he resumed massaging her arms while his cock pulsed inside her.


  Mom moved her hips up and down, slowly fucking him. It felt amazing, but was such a tease Tom strained to not just drive himself into her.


  “Now this is a massage!” she groaned. “Go ahead honey, fuck your mother, but nice and slow.”


  Mom let herself go and lay flat beneath him and Tom stretched his legs out so he was now over her as if he were doing a push up. He moved his hips up and down, pumping his cock in and out of her tight pussy and mom moaned each time pushed himself back into her.


  Tom’s hands were still on her shoulders and he was pushing her into the bed, but she didn’t seem to mind. In fact a moment later she whispered, “Put your hands in the middle of my back.”


  Tom put his hands flat between her shoulder blades and she surprised him by crying out, “Now fuck me! Fuck your mother good and hard like you’ve wanted to since you knew it was my mouth you came in today!”


  Tom didn’t need to be told twice and thrust his hips hard and fast, pounding his frustrated cock into his mother’s willing pussy. He pushed down with his hands and Mom cried out in appreciation as he pinned her down and drilled his cock repeatedly into her.


  He was fucking her so hard, mom was bouncing on the bed and he quickly established a rhythm of shoving her down with his hands so she’d bounce back up into his descending cock. Mom yelped and squealed beneath him and stretching her arms out, grabbed the rungs of the headboard.


  Seeing her squeeze them and hearing her cried inspired him to fuck her even harder and he picked up the pace, plunging into her faster.


  “Look…in the…mirror!” Mom gasped out in between her cries.


  Tom looked to the side and took in the surreal sight of him on top of his mother and fucking her like…like the cock hungry whore she admitted she was. He could see his cock sliding in and out over her plump ass as well as the look of pure lust on her face as her son fucked her.


  Her eyes were wide and her mouth open as she yelped each time he plunged his cock down into her. His balls were slapping against her pussy and she was trying to move her hips, pushing them into him as much as he could.


  “Oh, fuck, mom!” He groaned as he felt his balls tightening. “I’m…”


  “Stop!” she called out and releasing the headboard pushed up against him. “My massage isn’t over! What about the front?”


  With a groan, Tom sat back on his knees, gasping for breath and staring at his cock. He was so hard he swore he felt as if he were going to explode. Mom rolled over, giggling as she had to lift her leg and swing it past his face to get over on her back.


  Tom barely noticed her leg slip past him though because his eyes were glued to her bare breasts. They were even bigger than he thought they’d be and were tipped with gorgeous rose colored nipples. On her back they looked even better, especially when she cupped them and held them up for him.


  With a smile. Mom drew her knees to her chest and placing her feet around his cock worked them up and down.


  “Oh, Jesus that’s hot,” he whispered as he watched his mother jerk him off with her soft feet.


  She had the soles along his shaft and curled her toes around his head, causing him to groan as more pre cum was squeezed out.


  “Glad you can appreciate my tattoo.” Mom laughed. “That does look hot. I’ll have to give you a nice foot job someday and let you cum all over my pretty butterfly.”


  “S…someday?” he breathed as she lowered one foot and played with his balls with her toes while rubbing her other foot along his shaft.


  “Baby boy, if you think I’m crossing this line to just fuck you once, you’re out of your mind.”


  “I…goddamn!” he exclaimed and mom laughed, her dark eyes beaming up at him.


  “Now how about that taste I promised you? After all, you got to cum in Molly’s face, didn’t you?”


  With no hesitation, Tom slid onto his stomach, spread his mother’s legs open, his hand son her inner thighs and buried his face in her pussy.


  “Fuck yeah!” Mom cried out. “Youth and enthusiasm!” She giggled. “Oh, honey, look at you eating your mother’s pussy!”


  Tom inhaled deeply, as he ran his tongue through the wet folds of her pussy. His nose was buried in the small patch of light brown hair about her pussy and his eyes rolled back at the intoxicating scent of his mother’s pussy.


  He slid his tongue lower and mom squealed when he slipped it inside her. He swirled it around, getting a mouthful of her juices and she groaned. “That’s it, baby, you get a nice face full of your dirty mother’s sloppy cunt!”


  Tom was doing just that. Plunging his tongue repeatedly into his mother’s juicy snatch and rubbing his face into her wet flesh. He worked his tongue up through her lips and mom gasped when he sucked her clit hard into his mouth.


  She wrapped her legs around his shoulders, placing her feet on his back and bucked her hips into his face. This time when he used his fingers Tom didn’t ease them in, but roughly jammed two of them inside her.


  “Fuck!” Mom cried out. “I like it! Take that pussy, honey! It’s yours!”


  Damn that sounded good as did her squeal when he shoved a third finger inside her. He sucked her clit hard enough to smack his lips, then went to town with his tongue. He licked her hard and fast, up and down, then side to side and in circles.


  Mom moaned and squirmed as Tom thrust his fingers and shook his hand side to side. His mother was so wet his fingers were making sloppy squishing noises inside her and she was thrusting her hips into them pushing them as deep as she could.


  In his thoughts leading up to this, Tom imagined him savoring his mother’s pussy. Teasing, playing and taking his time. But now that the moment was here, he was practically devouring her pussy, licking and sucking as fast as he could and jamming his fingers hard into her.


  Mom had said this wouldn’t be the only time so maybe next time he’d go slow. It wasn’t like his mother was complaining. Mom was moaning and was now playing with her nipples, tugging hard on her swollen nubs while her legs tightened around his head, pulling him against her slick pussy.


  “Suck that clit, baby!” Mom whimpered. “Keep sucking it just like that! Oh, Tom you’re going to make me…”


  Her words turned into a sound that could only be described as a wail. Mom threw her head back and let loose with another howl of pleasure as her pussy contracted around his fingers and she clamped her thighs hard around his head.


  Her hips worked in circles, grinding her quivering slit into his face and Tom was in his glory. Here he was with his mouth on her mother’s clit, three fingers in her pussy and her coming like an animal for him.


  Mom arched her back off the bed and released a series of high pitched yelps as she pumped her hips into his plunging fingers before emitting a long shuddering groan and going limp on the bed.


  “Oh, Oh…wow.” She giggled, staring up at the ceiling her face flushed from passion and her tits heaving. “Now that is a happy ending.”


  “Not yet.” Tom rose to his knees and putting his arms under her legs, lifted them and plunged his cock inside her.


  “Goddamn!” Mom cried out her eyes rolling back as Tom took over where he left off earlier and went to town, hammering his cock into her still twitching pussy.


  “Oh God, Tom!” Mom yelped. “You’re fucking your mother so hard! I am so fucking glad you came to Nikki’s today!”


  “Me too,” he moaned in between his hard thrusts. He lifted her legs higher and shifting his hands, got them on her calves and pushed her legs back so her feet were over her head.


  Tom leaned forward so he was now over her as her ass came off the bed and she was practically bent in half. His cock was driving almost straight down into her and Mom was crying out with each thrust.


  “Fuck that’s deep!” Mom’s eyes rolled back and her mouth was wide open as her son relentlessly assaulted her sopping slit.


  He could hear his cock slamming home with sloppy wet sound and feel her sticky juices on his thighs.


  “Oh, fuck…wait!” Mom pushed her legs against him and Tom leaned back wondering if he were going to hard.


  To his delight, Mom simply rolled over onto her knees and put her ass in the air.


  “Come take it, baby boy!” She looked at him over her shoulder, her dark eyes wild and her now sweat slicked hair hanging in her face. “Come claim your mother, make her yours!”


  Tom grabbed her hips and plunged into her hard enough to make his balls slap against her pussy. Mom squealed, but kept her eyes on his, her mouth stretched into an O as she moaned continuously as her son pounded her from behind.


  Tom spread her cheeks open, staring at both her pink rosebud and his wet cock sliding in and out of her hot little box.


  “Looking at my ass?” Mom gasped out. “You’ll get it, but not this time. I have to have something to give you for your birthday!”


  She laughed then squealed when that comment sent him into a violent frenzy thrusts at the idea of fucking his mother in the ass. Tom reached out and catching the end of her hair, held it while squeezing her left ass cheek hard enough to make her yelp.


  “You getting rough with me, baby?” Mom let her head go back as he pulled on her hair. “That’s just fine with me! I’ve waited a long time to be someone’s wild ride!”


  Wild ride didn’t even begin to cover it considering this was her son who she was fucking. Tom groaned as he felt himself drawing close and his cock was twitching each time he sank it into her warm wet heat.


  “You getting close, baby boy?” Mom pulled forward and away from him. “Stop one more time for me.”


  “Oh, mom,” he groaned, in between trying to catch his breath. “Please.”


  “I’ll make it worth your while, trust me.”


  She hadn’t steered him wrong so far and Tom nodded and knelt there with his hands on his knees thinking at least his urge to come would subside.


  “Lay on your back for me.”


  Tom stretched out on his back and his eyes widened when mom slid on her stomach between his legs and took his cock in her hand.


  “You already felt this, but something tells me it will be a little more fun to watch.”


  Mom took his cock deep in her mouth and Tom groaned as she bobbed her head rapidly. He lay there moaning, but a smile on his face as mom was right. Watching his cock being devoured by his mother was in a way even hotter than fucking her.


  As she had earlier, Mom moaned and her eyes were partly closed as she sucked her son’s cock. Her full lips looked perfect wrapped around his shaft and as he stared, she opened her mouth wider and began making wet gagging sounds.


  “Oh, fuck, mom,” he whimpered when she cupped his balls and rubbed them as she sucked. “Oh, keep sucking!” he gasped as the sight of his cock in her mouth coupled with how damn good of a cocksucker was had him ready to pop already.


  “Hmm-mm!” she encouraged and sucked even harder.


  “Yes, oh, god please don’t stop!” he begged her. “Keep sucking me, mom! Keep…Oh!” Tom cried out so loud he would have been embarrassed had he not been overwhelmed by how hard he was coming.


  Mom’s eyes widened and she squealed around his cock as she continued to suck. Twin lines of cum appeared at the corners of her mouth and oozed down his shaft as his balls emptied into his mother’s eager mouth.


  He could feel spurt after spurt being greedily gobbled up by his mother and she was now taking him deeper and slurping up the cum that had leaked from her mouth. Tom whimpered and squirmed as she kept sucking even when he had nothing left. Her tongue caressed his over sensitive head and he groaned.


  “Stop, oh, please mom.”


  “Hmm.” Mom smacked her lips and sitting up on her knees smiled down at him. “The happy ending even happier when you know it’s your mom?”


  “I think everything’s going to be better from now on, mom.” He sat up and putting his arms around her kissed her softly.


  “Hmm, that’s right,” Mom purred and returned his embrace. “I never kissed you during all this.” She kissed him and this time it wasn’t a quick peck, but a long lingering one.


  Tom sighed and relaxed into their passionate kiss, groaning when her tongue entered his mouth. He was aware that he could taste a little bit of himself on her tongue, but was sure she was tasting her pussy from his mouth as well.


  Mom eased back from him and fondly touched his cheek. “Love you, Tom.”


  “Love you too, mom,” he told her. “That was amazing.”


  “That it was. Why do people think this is wrong?”


  “The same reason people think giving blow jobs in massage parlors is wrong.” He winked. “Guess they just don’t know what they’re missing.”


  “Maybe!” she laughed. “But I’ll tell you what, Tom.” She gently kissed him on the lips. “I don’t plan on missing anything anymore. I’ll be your dirty girl and you’ll be my dirty thrill. Deal?”


  “Deal.” He sighed, then grinned. “I’m glad this happened before Matt found his way back there.”


  “Well, too late for that.” Mom looked away from him. “I guess I should confess that…I was the one that took care of him when he came in with his brother.”


  “What?”


  “I didn’t know at the time, then I saw them leaving together and his brother is a lot taller than him so I knew it was him.”


  “Mom!” Tom was crestfallen. “Ugh! I mean I know he’ll never know, but…”


  “Tom?”


  “What, mom?”


  “Got you!” She winked and burst out laughing.


  “So not fair.”


  “Aww.” She grinned at him. “Did I upset you baby boy? How about I make up for it by taking you into the shower and we can get all dirty while we get clean?”


  “That would be okay.” He nodded.


  “You’d call that fair?”


  “Nope.” Tom put his arms around her and kissed her hard. “I’d call that a happy ending for both of us!”


  The End
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