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“Mom?” Andrew Daniels poked his head into his
mother’s bedroom. “I’m going out. Hey.” He frowned. “What are you
doing?”

His mother shrugged, sighing, as she slipped
a bracelet over her wrist. “I’m going out, too. Meeting with a
client from work.”

“What? On a Friday night?” His mother worked
for an advertising firm in downtown Chicago. “You never said
anything about it earlier in the week.”

Elle Daniels sighed, the motion making the
light from the lamp catch highlights in her ebony hair. “I know. I
thought I was going to have the weekend free for a change. But it’s
a last-minute thing, and no one else from the office could handle
it. So I was elected.” She gave a wry half-smile. “Sometimes it
sucks to be so good at my job.

“But I should be home by ten, eleven at the
latest.” She cocked her head at her only child. “Where are you
going?”

“Over to Dave’s place. Some of the other guys
are going to hang out there.”

“Oh?” She opened a bottle of scent, placing a
dab in the hollow of her throat, her wrists, behind her ears. “How
long will you be there?”

He shrugged. “Not too late. I should be home
by the time you get back. Unless,” he grinned, “one of the guys at
this dinner manages to sweep you off your feet and you shack up at
his hotel.”

His mother laughed. “Not likely, honey.” She
examined her reflection critically in the mirror of her vanity.
Silk burgundy blouse, black pencil skirt that stopped just above
her knee, black heels that were tasteful but managed to make her
legs look attractively long. A few carefully chosen pieces of
jewelry, that were simple but elegant. Just the look her clients
preferred. Attractive but professional. “How do I look?”

Andy shook his head. Were all women so needy?
From his experience with his latest girlfriend, he suspected that
they needed to be told how attractive they were much more often
than he would have guessed. “Like Angelina Jolie and Catherine
Zeta-Jones had a baby. But better-looking.”

Elle laughed. “Smooth tongue, sailor. And I
don’t even want to think about how that baby would be conceived.”
She ran a brush through her shoulder-length hair one last time,
then nodded. “Ready to go, I guess.” She picked up her purse from
its spot on her nightstand, and waved a hand, indicating he should
leave the room.

Downstairs, she held up a hand. “Wait.” While
he paused, frowning, she rooted in her purse, coming up with a pair
of folded twenties. “Here,” she said as she handed the money to
him. “In case you guys decide to order pizza or something.”

“Mom, you don’t have to give me money. I have
enough. Pay day was today.” Andy was working after school and on
the weekends as a bagger at the local grocery store, now that
football season was done with.

“Fine. Then save your money for something
else. Something important. Like a girlfriend. Or college.” She
paused, chewing her lip. “In fact, I’d be happier if you quit the
job, Andrew, and concentrated on school.”

“School’s fine,” he said dismissively.

“Really?” She looked up at him, one eyebrow
cocked curiously. “So what was all that swearing I heard coming
from your room the other night about your German homework?”

“Stupid language,” he muttered. “I should
have taken Spanish. Don’t you have a dinner to get to?” he asked,
changing the subject in a way, he suspected, that fooled his mother
not at all.

“Yes.” Her lips curled in a smile. “But we’re
going to talk about this when I get home tonight. Or tomorrow,” she
added, ruining his plan to stay out until she was asleep. “Your
grades come first, Andy. Always. I’m sure the store can find
someone else to stick soup and bacon and pop tarts into plastic
bags. But you’ve only got one chance to get into a good
school.”

He sighed. He knew better than to argue with
her when she was in this sort of mood. Her lack of a college
education was something that nagged at her whenever she was in a
foul humor. Or even, like tonight, when he let her stay on the
subject of his schoolwork for too long. “You’ve done all right,
Mom.”

“I have.” She lifted a jacket from the back
of a chair. “But you’re going to do better than I did, one way or
another.

“I’ll see you when I get home, okay?”

“Okay,” he agreed, surrendering to the
inevitable.






*****






You’re going to do better than I did, one way
or another.

As Elle Daniels drove down the highway, her
own words haunted her.

Forty years old, and still working as a
hooker, Elle? God.

Her hands tightened on the wheel. Twenty
years, close enough. Twenty years of fucking men for money.

But the old, familiar excitement was rising
in her. Oh, she could pretend that she didn’t want to do it. Could
pretend that twenty years as a sex worker was done because she
didn’t have any other choice. Could pretend that after her husband
died she didn’t have any other way of providing for herself or her
young son.

But the truth was, she liked sex.

A lot.

And she would be damned if she would be
ashamed of who she was and what she did. A line from an old book
ran through her mind.

“A whore should be judged by the same
criteria as other professionals offering services for pay – such as
dentists, lawyers, hairdressers, physicians, plumbers, etc. Is she
professionally competent? Does she give good measure? Is she honest
with her clients?

It is possible that the percentage of
honest and competent whores is higher than that of plumbers and
much higher than that of lawyers. And enormously higher than that of professors.”

Her lips quirked as she guided her luxury car
around a semi. Trust Heinlein to put things in perspective. And
when all was said and done, selling her body had given her and her
son a lifestyle she could never have achieved on her own. Her
high-school education and the lack of opportunities in the tiny
Illinois farm town in which she had been born meant she had to pull
herrself up by your own bootstraps.

And sometimes you had to kill a cow just to
make the boots.

Enough. She slid onto the off-ramp,
turning on her blinker. This late in the evening, traffic was
light. As she negotiated the streets of the suburbs near O’Hare
Airport, she began to mentally prepare herself for her session.

The john was someone she had not seen before,
which always made things a bit dicey. As careful as she was where
her safety was concerned, even the most rigorous of verification
services couldn’t guarantee with one hundred percent certainty that
her client wasn’t the sort of guy who enjoyed slapping women around
for fun. However, George Brown had a clean bill of health from
Concierge, a website which catered to both escorts and their
clients. For a fee, a client could submit his name, age,
nationality, cell number, and city of residence. When he requested
a session with a specific escort, she could contact Concierge, who
would confirm (hopefully) that this client had a clean record.

And woe be it to the client who stiffed an
escort on her fee, or played a little too rough. If he got
blacklisted by Concierge, it would be hard for him to get a
blow-job anywhere in the Midwest, especially since the government,
in one of its spasms of ill-advised puritanism, was passing laws
that were choking the life out of the ability for escorts to
advertise, have their services rated and reviewed, and provide
updates about where they would be touring and what services they
were offering. Many sites had shut down completely, and others,
like Concierge, were sure to put up large disclaimers stating that
the responsibility for the advertisements on their web page were
solely and completely the responsibility of the escorts in
question.

Which made a new client as rare and precious
as diamonds, one to be given the best service possible, in the
hopes that he would become a repeat customer, one she could
establish a relationship with. Right now Elle had maybe a dozen
clients whom she saw on a monthly basis, or sometimes even more
often. The fees she gathered were her sole income, the only way she
had of providing for herself and her son. And out of them, she had
to pay for the rooms she rented at a trio of mid-level hotels, her
website and online advertising costs, as well as the discreet
payoffs to the hotel staffs and a few select members of the police
force, to ensure that her illegal activities remained safely
discreet.

She pulled into the parking lot of the hotel
where George had rented a room. The roleplay he had hesitatingly
suggested, over a series of e-mails which had spanned nearly a
week, had made meeting at her hotel a logistical impossibility.

Which was a relief, to be honest. Though she
was used to it, she was still everlastingly tired of hauling
suitcases full of outfits, cosmetics, and sex supplies around. More
than once, she had considered renting an apartment as a full-time
base of operations. Somehow, each time she had decided against it.
She didn’t want a place where she could be found, even if it was in
a different town than her true home which she shared with her son.
It would be a trap.

Enough. She opened the trunk, pulling
out a small purse which held all the supplies she would need for
this encounter. Then, squaring her shoulders against the stiff
December breeze, she walked into the hotel, her steps quick and
sure, as if she had every right to be there. She had learned that
early – the more confident you seemed, the less of a chance anyone
would try to get in your way.

As she rose up in the elevator, she closed
her eyes, rehearsing George’s fantasy. Long ago, she had made up
her mind not to mock her client’s needs, no matter how kinky. It
wasn’t her place to judge.

And for her part, she found them…exciting.
Without the occasional dash of spice, her life as an escort would
have become just as boring and tedious as some poor sad sack of an
office worker, her life full of nothing but spreadsheets and filing
and meetings. She knew from bitter experience that after long
enough, even sex could get dull.

The door to the room was cracked open, the
deadbolt keeping the door from closing completely. Elle Daniels
placed her hand on the door…

And Emmanuelle De Silva entered the room, her
footsteps all but noiseless on the carpet. She spotted the plain
brown envelope sitting on the entertainment center. Picking it up,
she peered inside, then, satisfied her fee was accounted for,
slipped it inside her purse.

Her client was lying on the bed, half-turned
towards her. The white sheet had slipped down his body, as if
carelessly kicked off during the night.

Old. She hid her sigh of
disappointment. George was easily a half-dozen years older than
her, his body pale, his belly pooching out into an unattractive
paunch.

She sighed. Years and years in the business
had taught her to find the best in every situation. In her
experience, almost every man had something which could recommend
him. If he had a hard time getting his dick up, it meant he would
probably take a while to cum as well, which meant she might get to
cum, too. If he was shy or inexperienced, he was more apt to listen
to her when she told him what she liked.

And, well, they all had money, which
was a recommendation all of its own.

George, it seemed, had a pretty decent-sized
dick. As she glided over to the bed, he still feigned sleep, in
accordance with the roleplay they had worked out. But even so, he
knew she was in the room, alerted by her quiet steps, the rustle of
her clothes on her skin, and it twitched on his thigh, stirring
with the first hints of arousal.

“Oh,” she said, her voice limp and tired, as
if she was speaking only to herself. “It’s been such a long day. I
just want to go to bed and sleep. But I should check in on George
before I go to my room.

“Oh.” She gasped, as if in surprise at his
nude state. “Wow.” She reached out a hand, one finger running from
George’s shoulder to his waist. “I never knew my son was
so…big.

“And why not?” she mused. Out of the corner
of her eye, she could see George’s cock stiffening. Yeah. That’s
it. Get hard for me. Her body caught in a tiny shiver. He was
big enough. He would do. “It’s been so long since my husband ran
off with that tramp of a secretary,” she said, her voice taking on
a muted snarl of frustration. She began to unbutton her blouse. “I
have needs, too. And George is such a good boy. Maybe I should give
him a reward.”

The man’s chest began to rise and fall more
rapidly, and his hands twitched. But he held still, and even as she
bent to breathe warm air on his cock, Elle silently have him credit
for maintaining the illusion.

She wouldn’t judge. Not her, who had sold her
body to so many men that the number had almost ceased to have any
meaning. Who had lied to her son for years, hiding who she was and
what she did behind the façade of a white-collar job which didn’t
exist.

“Oh, he smells good,” she murmured, and he
did. George was clean, freshly-bathed, with no more aroma around
him than any other adult male, which was quite the relief,
considering some of the men she’d had sex with, who had considered
personal hygiene as more as a suggestion than a necessity. Under
her lace panties, she began to grow wet, her pussy flooding with
arousal. It had always been that way with her, since the first time
she had taken money for sex. Some internal, primal part of her
reveled in it, the ability she had to make a man willing to fork
over hundreds of dollars for an hour or two in her bed.

“I’ll just give him a blow job,” she
whispered. “He won’t wake up. I want to taste his cum.” Her head
bobbed on his penis, her tongue licking and stroking the rigid
shaft, as her nimble fingers removed her clothes. Soon the only
thing she was wearing were her black lace panties and her
high-heeled shoes. “A man’s come.” Her voice whispered in a snarl.
“More than his father ever gave me.”

George rolled over onto his back, and she
followed him, the mattress soft under her knees as she crawled onto
the bed. He was hard now, fully erect, and she ran her hands up his
flabby chest, playing with the sparse hair around his nipples,
wishing for the thousandth time that the fantasy was a reality, and
that she had a real live teenager or hard-bodied college student in
her arms, rather than a forty-something man living out a mommy
fantasy. Her life made a relationship with a man all but
impossible. Lying to a boyfriend about her job and her sexual
history would be futile. Sooner or later the truth would be
discovered. But if she chose to tell the truth, how could she ask
someone to accept the fact that her income was based on fucking men
for money, and that she couldn’t possibly be faithful to him?

Think about it later, she ordered
herself, as George’s hands began to wander over her body. She bit
her lip in pleasure as he stroked the curves of her rear, her
waist, then moved higher, cupping her full, high breasts. He seemed
moderately skilled, at least, his touch gentle but sure. She didn’t
need to pinch her nipples to bring them erect. Desire and her
constantly-active libido were doing the job all on their own, thank
you very much.

“My son,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss
the balding man on the mouth.

His eyes flickered open. What he saw there,
she did not know. Was it herself, naked except for a wisp of lace
and a pair of high-heeled shoes? Or his own mother, the subject of
forbidden fantasies that had driven him to this time and this
place?

He smiled. “Hello, Mommy.”
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“Andy! Come on in!”

“Thanks.” He stepped into the house,
welcoming the warmth. Winter, it seemed, was coming in with a
vengeance. A raw wind was whipping in from the north, and the
skeletal arms of the trees were all but stripped bare of their
leaves. Well, that’s what you got in Chicago.

“Beer?”

“What?”

Scott grinned at him. “Dave’s older brother
picked us up a case from the store. And his folks won’t be back
until late. Come on,” he said, waving the bottle. “One beer won’t
kill you.”

“All right,” he said, taking the bottle.
“One. But I have to drive home, afterward. And if Mom smells beer
on my breath, she’ll freak out.”

“Come on downstairs,” Scott said. “We’re
hanging out in the man cave. The Illinois game is on.”

He followed the shorter boy downstairs,
sipping his beer. As he entered the brightly lit room, with a
basketball game playing on the big-screen television on the far
wall, a shout came up from a group huddled around a laptop.

“Jesus Christ, look at those tits!”

What the hell? Are they watching porn?

“Hey,” he said, wandering to the edge of the
circle. “What’s up?”

Dave looked up, a grin crossing his beefy
face. He played offensive tackle on the football team, and would be
heading to Northern Iowa on a football scholarship, as opposed to
Andy’s position as a benchwarming, second-string wide receiver.
“We’re going to get Todd laid.”

“What?” He glanced at Todd, who rolled his
eyes.

“Dave seems to think that my lack of a sex
life is something that can be cured by the miracle of the computer
age,” he said sarcastically. “Out of the pure goodness of his
heart, he’s looking up prostitutes in the area.”

He grimaced in distaste. “Gross. You’re going
to set Todd up with some nasty-ass streetwalker?”

“Nasty? Have you seen some of these
women, Andy?” Dave leaned away from the computer screen. “And
they’re not prostitutes, they’re escorts. I’d cut off my
left nut for a chance to fuck one of them.”

“No, you wouldn’t,” he replied. Still,
curious, he leaned closer.

Apparently ChicagoAngels.com offered several
girls. Thumbnails of the women were strung across the top like
beads on a string. Demonstrating, Dave clicked on one, and the boys
leaned forward in unison. The woman was dressed in sexy lingerie,
her face looking over her shoulder in a pose that he supposed was
supposed to be sultry, but merely made her look peevish. She had a
good body, though. He wasn’t going to deny that.

“So how much for this pure little angel?” he
asked.

“Four hundred dollars,” Todd replied, not
looking up from his phone. “Per hour.”

“Jesus!” He shook his head. “I’m in the wrong
business,” he joked.

Todd looked up. “Well, the girls all say
you’re a good-looking guy, Andy.” He grinned. “Why don’t you start
peddling your ass? There’s no such thing as too much money, is what
my dad says. I bet some of the guys in the Computer Club at school
can help you set up a website. Should we put in a disclaimer that
you’re only into girls, so gay guys shouldn’t waste their
time?”

“Go screw yourself,” he replied, taking a
swallow of beer. He leaned against the wall, watching the
basketball game, where Illinois was nursing a razor-thin lead in
the second half. “Come on, guys,” he muttered. His application to
the University of Illinois was still pending, though he thought he
might be developing a nervous tic, considering how many times a day
he was checking his e-mail, hoping for an acceptance letter. He
couldn’t wait to be in the stands himself, surrounded by his fellow
students.

“If you think four hundred is a lot, you
should have seen the girl we were looking at before you came down.”
Todd raised his voice. “Hey, Dave. Show Andy that Emmanuelle
chick!”

“Like I need an excuse to look at her
again.” A click, then a low sigh, almost worshipful, emerged from
the circle. “Eight hundred an hour, but I bet it would be worth
it.”

Despite himself, he wandered back over to the
laptop.

And then froze, the blood draining out of his
face.

The woman was wearing a bikini. Well, in
strict honesty, she was wearing the bikini bottom. The top seemed
to have been lost somewhere. Even through the blurring feature
which kept her face obscured, she smiled out at the camera as if
summer would never end, her fingers hooked in the straps of her
bottoms, just waiting for the opportunity to slide them down her
long, tan legs. Her stomach was flat, her waist attractively
narrow, and her breasts were large and high, with pale,
coral-colored nipples that were ever-so-slightly tilted upwards, as
if they were exploring the world with a curious air.

But it was none of those things that made his
head swim, even as a shameful erection stiffened his cock.

That’s my…that’s my mother.

The birthmark was unmistakable. He had seen
it a thousand times. Oh, he supposed there could be two women in
the world with that curiously-shaped birthmark, which his mother
joked looked like a golf ball which had met with some sort of
unhappy accident. But two in Chicago? Who both had his mother’s
coloring, her black hair, her height, her general body shape? No
way.

I even think I know where that pic was
taken, his mind whispered numbly. Warren Dunes, up in
Michigan. When we went on that long weekend last summer. Did Mom
wait until I was gone, and then take off her top so some rando
could take a picture of her with her tits hanging out?

“Nice,” he croaked. “So.” He desperately
tried to sound casual. “How much does she charge again?”

“Eight hundred an hour.”

“But there is a discount for longer
appointments,” one of the other guys said sarcastically. “If you do
two hours, it’s only fourteen hundred.”

“But look at this,” Dave said, scrolling down
the page. “This bitch is kinky! Look at all the shit she’s into!
Spanking, bondage, dirty talk, roleplay…” His face, reddened by
beer, wrinkled in unaccustomed thought. “D’you think that she’s the
one spanking you, or the one getting spanked?” he asked.

“Maybe both,” someone opined, then
sniggered.

“Dude.” He shook his head, his stomach
roiling. “Just stop, okay? She’s probably someone’s mother. Look at
her age. Thirty-two?”

Forty, his mind whispered. But I
guess she thinks she has to lie about that, too.

“I wish like hell she was my mother,” Dave
blathered on, immune to his hints. “Look at those boobs! If she was
my mom, I’d breastfeed until I was thirty!”

Unnoticed, Andy clenched his fists, wanting
to punch the stupid leer off his friend’s face.

Stop it. He doesn’t know.

He took a deep breath, forcing a grin onto
his lips, though it felt wooden. “With a face like yours, it’s
wonder your mother even fed you. What’d she do? Stick a paper bag
over your head and feed you through the hole?”

“Yep.” Never afraid to be the butt of the
joke, Dave stood and flexed. “And look how that turned out.” He
slapped his biceps. “Check out Thunder and Lightning over here!
That’s why all the girls drop their panties when I walk by.”

“Right,” he drawled. “If that’s true, why are
you hanging out with us losers, in a basement, on a Friday night,
looking at call girls on the internet, with no women anywhere?”

He beamed at the crowd. “Choice, man!”
Laughing, he closed the laptop, to Andy’s immense relief. Since the
moment his mother’s image had popped up on the screen, he had been
afraid that somehow one of his friends would recognize her. And
that, he knew, would be the end. Someone would make a remark. And
as tight-strung as he was right now, there was no way he would be
able to resist the urge to punch a hole right through the head of
anyone who mocked his mother to his face.

Still, as the computer closed, hiding his
mother’s body, her working name was seared onto his brain.

Emmanuelle De Silva.
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Emma arrived home later than she had planned,
but with a smile lingering around her lips. George had been
very…sweet, she decided. After nearly two decades as an escort, she
knew the signs well enough to read them. Painfully shy, with little
ability to connect with other people, he turned to escorts when the
needs of his body became too much to bear. He probably thought his
kinks made him some sort of pervert, as well.

But after their first go-round, which had
left him limp in more ways than one, he had asked her to drop the
roleplay, though she could, and had in the past, held onto a role
for three or even four hours. And on a few occasions, when a client
contracted her for an ‘overnight’ session, for longer than that.
They had talked about this and that – his job at a financial firm,
which he seemed to find rewarding, and his plans to lose weight
once the holidays were over, which she had politely encouraged.

Then, when his body language had told her he
was both willing and able to make love again, she had aroused him
with her fingers and tongue. But George had surprised her, choosing
to finger her gently until her pussy was wet and aching, kissing
her breasts and mouth with a skill she would not have suspected
from the chunky, soft-spoken man.

Only when he was sure she was ready had he
put on a condom, entering her with his stiff shaft, making her
climax, making her cum…

Yeah, she smiled in reminiscence.
I’ll be seeing him again. The envelope in her purse was
satisfyingly full of cash, and George had pressed a gift card into
her fingers as she was putting on her jacket, waving aside her
sincere protest that a tip wasn’t necessary. I could use another
regular. And I think the roleplay was good enough that he’ll want a
repeat. If her experience had taught her one thing, it was that
a good first time usually led to a client who would want to see her
again and again, choosing familiarity and the guarantee of a
pleasant experience over variety. It was easier for a guy to see an
escort he was already comfortable with, rather than risk time and
money on what might be a poor experience with a new one. And if a
man had one kinky fantasy, he probably had more. What would the
roleplay be next time? Naughty schoolgirl? Sexy secretary? A
teacher or professor who wanted to see her struggling young student
for some one-on-one ‘tutoring?’

Andy’s car was parked neatly in the garage,
and she slid in beside it, closing the door carefully as she got
out. The door to the house was unlocked, and she entered what she
referred to in her own mind as “The House That Blow Jobs Bought,”
quietly, not wanting to wake up her son. He was on pins and needles
these days, she knew, waiting to see which colleges he would be
accepted to.

Winter break soon. She sighed. She
loved the holidays, but days when Andy was off school always made
things more difficult. She couldn’t stay home without drawing
unwanted questions from her son, who would be curious why she was
home when she should be at work. Over the years, she had become
adept at taking “vacation days” when Andy was off school during
spring break or winter break, not seeing any of her clients. But
during the summer, that ruse was impossible. She couldn’t very well
take three months off. So, since she rarely saw more than
one client a day, she spent a lot of time in hotel rooms, or the
gym, or walking in parks or at internet cafes, slowly sipping a cup
of tea.

She undressed, then took a long, hot bath,
enjoying the time alone. Her personal cell phone was off, as was
the one she used for work, and for once, she could take time for
herself.

If this were some sappy Hallmark Special on
the Lifetime channel, she supposed, she should feel ashamed of who
she was and what she did. But, honestly, she wasn’t. She was a sex
worker. And she was proud of it. Her job had given her a better
lifestyle than anything a girl with nothing but a high-school
diploma would have ever been able to get on her own. And eight
years from now, or ten, or twelve, when her boobs and her butt and
her body finally began to go fail her, she had enough money socked
away to finance a very comfortable retirement.

Then I’ll be able to choose my lovers,
rather than them choosing me. I wonder what it’s like? Her
hands drifted across her breasts, the oily water making them gleam
slickly in the low light in the bathroom. She had found, to her
happy surprise, that the rumors about a woman’s sex drive
increasing once she hit her mid-thirties were more than true. She
had been a horny teen, and before Frank died, they had been like
rabbits, even when she was pregnant with Andy. It had been one of
the things which had driven her to sex work. If she wanted to fuck,
she might as well get paid for it. But now, her libido was like a
pot that was constantly simmering, needing only an increase in heat
to bring it to a full boil. She smiled. Being able to
choose. That will be new. She hadn’t been able to
choose, truly choose, in years, since before she and Frank
were married. She could torture herself with fantasies about sexy
young men, like the ones on Andy’s football team, until she was
about to go crazy.

But in the end, she had to go where the money
was.

Speaking of which…she sighed and got out of
the tub. Water drizzled on the mat as she drained the water. There
was still time to check her e-mail and work on setting up some
appointments for next week before she went to bed.

Her inbox was full. But then, it generally
was. Despite how many warnings she put on her site, there were
always creeps who thought they could get something for nothing, or
that by sending her a dick-pic, she would throw out all her rules
and conditions and meet with them at an 80-percent discount.

Creep, she thought, sending the first
e-mail into the trash. Creep. Creep. Ew. Mega-creep. She saw an e-mail from a regular,
proposing a session next week, and tapped out a quick reply.

She blinked as she brought up the next
e-mail, from “Young Chi Guy” on a gmail account.

‘Hello, Emmanuelle. My name is Andrew. I
saw your website and would like to set up a meeting. Are you
available sometime next week?’

She tapped a nail idly on her desk, brows
drawn down in a frown. Young Chi Guy, whoever he was, either had
not read or had ignored the set of instructions she had posted on
her page to potential new clients. But tempted as she was to bung
his e-mail into her trash bin, at least he hadn’t tried to bargain
her down on price, or had suggested an appointment to begin in
forty-five minutes, as all too many horny men with more money than
sense did.

Plus, the tone was respectful and polite. Too
many, far too many men saw her job as a sex worker as an
indication they could treat her like trash. Those men never got a
second chance.

This guy…would.

She tapped out a rapid reply, using the
cheerful, perky tone which was her default when responding to a
potential client.






“Hi, Andrew! Thanks for your interest.
Hopefully we can set something up and get together.

“However, there are a few hoops I need you
to jump through before we can meet. Remember, these are for my
safety, and to make sure our time together is free from any
distractions. : )

“First, are you verified with a service
here in Chicago, or can you provide references from at least two
other escort agencies?

“Second, can you please give a brief
description of yourself – height, weight, age, nationality, and
general physical appearance?

“Thirdly, what sort of encounter are you
looking for? How much time do you want to spend? Are there any
particular kinks or fantasies (detailed on my web page) which you
would like to explore?

“All my best –

“Emmanuelle.”






She sent it off, then scrolled through the
rest of her in-box. Thankfully, there was nothing there that needed
her attention, so she shut down her laptop with a relieved
sigh.

All in all, a pretty good day, she
decided as she turned off the light and slipped into bed.
Fourteen hundred bucks in the bank, and a decent orgasm.

All women should be so lucky.






*****






What do you do when you find out your mother
is a hooker?

The question haunted Andy over the
weekend.

He had left Dave’s house as early as was
polite the previous night, pleading a headache and driving home
with his hands clenched around the steering wheel, all the while
raging about the monstrous lie that his life had become. No longer
was he the son of a moderately successful advertising executive who
worked in Chicago’s loop. Now he was the son of a prostitute.

How could she do this? How could she lie to
me all these years?

But now things suddenly made sense. Holes in
his life which he had never even been aware of had been filled. Now
he knew why his mother rarely talked about office politics or the
projects she was working on except in the most vague terms. Now he
knew why she never went to the holiday parties or company picnics
or work outings that seemed to be an everyday fact of life for the
parents of most of his friends.

And I bet I can guess what she’s doing on
those ‘business trips’ she takes to New York and LA and Texas five
or six times a year, he thought disgustedly.

My mother’s a hooker. A prostitute. A
courtesan. A call-girl. A wh-

Stop it. She’s still
your mother. It doesn’t change who she is.

No. But it changes who I am.

Really? How?

When he arrived home, he still didn’t have an
answer for that question. For an hour, he paced the lower floor of
the house, from kitchen to dining room to living room to parlor and
back again, working himself into a mass of seething rage.

He was ready for his mother to arrive home,
to confront her with the enormity of her lies. As he looked around
the house, he realized that everything, everything, had
probably been paid for by pathetic men who had to pay his mother in
order to get laid. Eight hundred an hour could pile up into quite
an impressive sum, if you had enough hours.

She’s doing it right now, probably. Work
dinner with a client, my ass. She’s lying in bed with her legs
spread while some disgusting slob fucks her. Some guy who couldn’t
get a woman to screw him in any other way.

He shook his head. There had to be a better
way to confront Emma. His mother was beautiful, smart, and kind.
But she also had a spine of steel. If he started the conversation
by screaming at her like a toddler whose mother wasn’t buying him
what he wanted at the toy store, she would only dig in her
heels.

Logic probably won’t work either, he
admitted grimly. Look at the house. Am I supposed to convince
her to give this up because I don’t approve of what she does for a
living? The money she had given him earlier in the evening
suddenly felt like it was going to burn a hole through the pocket
of his jeans. Especially since I have been enjoying the results
of her labor for years? Feel like taking out a hundred thousand
dollars in student loans, Andy? Because if you don’t want to pay
for college with her dirty money, that’s what you’re going to have
to do.

The only way, he decided, would be to make
her see how much she had hurt him. How badly her deception had
shattered his trust in her.

And the best way to do that, he decided
abruptly, was to face her when she was actively doing her job.

Fingers trembling, he turned on his laptop
and typed her working name into Google. Her website came up
immediately, and he clicked on it, trying his best to ignore the
provocative pictures, the tempting poses, the low, seductive music
playing over the speakers. He had known since before he hit puberty
that his mother was extremely attractive. If he couldn’t believe
the evidence of his own eyes, he had only to see the way other
people acted around her. The fathers of his classmates were always
vying to see who could make her smile, make her laugh, jockeying
for seats next to her at football games the same way he had schemed
to sit next to Tammie Palomino at lunch when he was in sixth
grade.

But to see her like this! Naked, or nearly
so, her ripe, tempting body promising carnal delights he could only
guess at. Swallowing hard, he made sure his bedroom door was open,
his ears sensitive for any hint of her returning. To be caught
watching porn was bad enough. If his mother should casually enter
the room and see him looking at pictures of her naked it would be a
damned catastrophe.

I’m not getting hard for my own
mother, he swore to himself, his hand shaking as he guided the
cursor to the ‘contact’ link on the page. I’m not, he
repeated, though the evidence in his pants declared otherwise.
Mindless, reacting only to the sight of a beautiful woman on the
screen of the laptop, taking no account for the fact that the woman
was his own mother, his cock stiffened, making his jeans feel as if
they were shrinking as it swelled.

Contacting his mother in order to set up a
date was more complicated than he would have guessed. A bewildering
array of choices met his eye, from date and time to the length of
the appointment to something called incall or outcall to a
drop-down box which invited him to choose an option from over a
dozen roleplay scenarios, which included things like “Kinky Nurse,”
“Naughty Schoolgirl,” “Horny Mother/Stepmother,” “Sexy Secretary,”
and “Shy Virgin.” Luckily, there was an e-mail link as well. Andy
copied that into his own e-mail account and typed out a quick
introduction, skipping over the rest.

His finger was poised on the “send” button
when a flash of thought stopped him cold.

Your e-mail account! Idiot! Don’t you think
Mom will recognize an e-mail coming from your own account?

Heart pounding at the narrowness of his
escape, he created a new e-mail account through gmail, then sent
the inquiry.

He leaned back in his chair. His head was
aching, and his stomach felt queasy.

You actually did it. You sent an e-mail to
your own mother asking her to have sex
with you. Oh, you didn’t actually say it. And even if you did, you
didn’t mean it. But that’s what you just did.

He snickered as the black humor of the
situation became apparent.

Do you have enough money to pay her?






*****






Her son was acting weird, and Emma had no
idea why.

For the past few days, she had often caught
him looking at her out of the corner of his eye, as if she was a
stranger who had somehow wandered into his home, and he was making
up his mind about whether or not he should call the cops. Plus, he
was spending more and more time alone in his room. If she didn’t
know better, she would have suspected that he was sneaking off to
watch dirty movies on his computer and masturbate.

But her son had never been the sort to watch
porn, either on his laptop or on his television. At least not while
she was in the house (what he might do while she was away was
something she neither knew, nor wanted to). And while she didn’t
make it her concern to learn how and when Andy played with himself,
she suspected it was either late at night in his bedroom or before
she got home.

And to her own immense if unvoiced pleasure,
Andy had broken up with his girlfriend nearly a month ago, and
hadn’t started dating again. Which was all to the good, as far as
she was concerned. Tiffani (spelled with an i, God help the
girl) had been an empty-headed little tart, all boobs and no brain.
It hadn’t taken Andy long to see that the girl hadn’t had three
brain cells to rub together. He had been decent about it, but she
knew that if he’d had to put up with the girl for much longer, he
would have started screaming from sheer frustration. Every
conversation was about clothes or one of the air-brained twits on
social media who took up far too much of the country’s attention,
if anyone wanted her opinion. She had spent an interminable hour
with her, one afternoon back in October, when Tiffani had stopped
by and waited for Andy to get home from football practice. She had
chattered on and on about some feud between people named Kim and
Kanye and Taylor until she wanted to slap a strip of duct tape
across her blathering mouth, shove her into the trunk of her car,
drive her out to Burnham Harbor, and leave her there until the lake
froze.

“Are you all right?” she asked, as Andy
reappeared from his room for the dozenth time that afternoon. “What
do you have, a North Korean mail-order bride locked up in the
crawlspace?”

“Nah.” His smile seemed genuine, but there
was an air of nervousness about him, as if she was coming too close
to a secret he wished to keep hidden. “Just checking my e-mail, to
see if there was any news from down in Champaign.”

She shook her head. “The U of I will let you
know if you get in in its own sweet time, honey.” She let her voice
go into its native downstate drawl. “That pot ain’t gonna boil
until it’s ready, no matter how hard you watch it.”

“I guess.” He shook his head and slouched
down on the couch as her cell phone beeped. She pulled it out of
her pocket and glanced at the screen. Another e-mail from Young Chi
Guy. She grimaced, wondering if this guy was more trouble than he
was worth. The e-mails had been going back and forth all weekend,
with no sign of progress being made.

When she looked up, it was to see Andy’s dark
brown eyes focused on her in a way which was distinctly unnerving.
“How did you know, Mom? That the line of work you chose was right
for you?”

She raised her eyebrows at him, playing for
time. “What brought that on?”

He shrugged. “Well, if I get into a good
school…”

“When you get into a good school, I think you
mean.” Her voice held a hard edge.

“Fine,” he said irritably. “When. When
I get into a good school,” he continued, ignoring her stuck-out
tongue with commendable poise, “I’m going to have to choose a
major. What if I choose one that I end up not liking, and get into
a line of work I hate?”

“So is that what’s had a bug up your ass for
the last few days?” She snickered as he blushed. “Andy, a lot of
people have jobs that have nothing to do with what they trained
for, or what they studied in college. One of my best clients at the
firm thought he was going to be a teacher. Now he’s an executive in
a telecom company. Another thought he would be a lawyer. Now he
works for the city of Chicago as a landscape architect. I don’t
care what your major is. Just do what you love.”

“And do you? Love your job?” His eyes were
curiously intent.

“I do. God, I do.” Inside her sweatshirt,
worn on a cold, windy day, her nipples peaked, remembering oh, so
many pleasurable nights and afternoons with clients who knew what
they were doing. Not all of them, to be sure. But more than
enough.

“How did you get into it?”

Her lips quirked at the memory. “It was an
accident.”

“What?”

She made a motion with her shoulders, not
quite a shrug. As if on a pivot, her head turned to a corner of the
dining room. There, hung on the wall, was a shadow box, polished
and dusted until it shone. Inside were her husband’s dog tags, a
photo of him taken when he had finished basic training, tall and
proud in his army dress uniform, and his Combat Infantryman
badge.

And the flag the army had given to her at his
funeral, folded into a triangle.

It had been so stupid, she remembered
with a shiver of old rage. So damned stupid. Kyle had
already been in the army when the decision had been made to invade
Afghanistan after 9/11. He had been shipped overseas, one of
thousands of men sent in response to the government’s need to hit
someone, anyone, after the terrorist attacks on The World
Trade Center and the Pentagon had claimed the lives of thousands of
Americans.

The invasion had been perfunctory. The
Taliban’s tottering government in Afghanistan couldn’t possibly
stand up to a first-world power. But then Americans had learned
what the Russians had learned two decades before. There was a big
difference between conquering Afghanistan and pacifying it. The
civilians had looked on the Americans with the same loathing they
did their Russian predecessors. Attacks on the occupying forces had
begun almost before the dust had settled.

One night, Private Kyle Daniels was
patrolling in Kabul when he heard a woman scream in pain and fear.
Disobeying a command from his patrol leader, he had rushed to the
woman’s rescue and had found an ambush waiting for him instead. By
the time the patrol reached him, he was dead and his killers had
vanished into the shadows.

Strange, she mused. A lot of women
wish their husbands were a little better. I wish mine had been a
little worse. If Kyle hadn’t been such a
good man, he wouldn’t have tried to help that woman. And he might
still be alive.

“It was after your father’s funeral,” she
finally said. “You were just a baby. The army…they were very decent
about things. Of course,” she smiled bitterly, “they didn’t want a
story about a widow woman who wasn’t getting her survivor benefits
to mess up their narrative about the War on Terror. So I was
getting Kyle’s pension and his insurance money and everything
else.”

She raised her hands, and let them fall
helplessly into her lap. “But I didn’t have anything to do.
And I didn’t have anywhere to go. I was living on an army base in
Camp Dodge, in Iowa, but I knew they would ask me to leave
eventually, since your father was dead, and I didn’t really have
any business being there anymore. My folks were gone by then, and
Kyle never had much family to speak of. Just a mother who he didn’t
get on that well with. I wasn’t going to go crawling back to Hardin
to live with her.

“And I was smart enough to know that sooner
or later the money would run out. So I spent a lot of time at the
camp library, looking through the internet for job opportunities.
And I found one I thought I would be good at, so I applied.” She
shrugged. “I got it. And after a few years, I decided to leave Iowa
and take a job here in Chicago.”

What she kept carefully hidden was the fact
that the job had been as an escort under the management of
Jospehine Devereaux, who had latched onto the nascent power of the
internet to found Starlight Escorts, which had been the first
agency in Des Moines (perhaps the state) to have its own website.
She had been a pioneer in more ways the one, seeing in an instant
what it had taken other companies years to see – that the power of
the web would rewrite the way commerce worked. Until then, escort
agencies had always hidden in the shadows, advertising in sleazy
weekly newspapers desperate for advertising revenue, with word
getting around slowly, if it got around at all. But the internet
ended all that. Emma had been one of Jospehine’s first stars,
though many more had followed.

“Advertising.” Andy’s eyes were hooded. “I
don’t really think that’s the sort of thing for me.”

“So what if it isn’t?” she said, a bit
impatiently. What was ailing the boy? It was a bit early for a
midlife crisis. “The important thing is to find something you love.
Advertising, engineering, teaching, health care…there are literally
thousands of different jobs out there, Andrew. I’m sure you’ll find
one you like.”

“Yeah. Maybe.” He got up off the couch, his
lanky frame unfolding. “I’m going to take a shower. See you in a
bit.”

“And no checking your e-mails!” she called up
at his back as it retreated up the stairs.

His voice came floating back to her.
“Whatever.”






*****






Setting up a fake identity, Andy discovered,
was a lot harder than he thought.

His mother, to her credit, he supposed, was
adamant in her refusal to see him unless he could provide some sort
of verification that he was who said he was.

The problem was that he wasn’t who he
said he was. If he used his real identity to set up an account with
one of the verification services escorts used to screen their
clients, trying to make an appointment with his mother would be
worse than useless. The best ones were careful. He couldn’t just
give them a name, a phone number, and an e-mail address, confident
that they wouldn’t be double-checked. They wanted proof.

And his mother, he suspected, was getting a
little impatient with Young Chi Guy. He had put off providing
references as long as he could, but until he was verified, she
wasn’t going to see him. And before too long, she would simply
write him off as a time-waster and go on to someone else.






“A fake ID?” Dave stared at him in the
hallway. It was between periods at the high school, and the other
students were scurrying back and forth, going to their next class.
“Why?”

“Well, you and some of the guys were talking
about going somewhere for spring break in a couple months,” he
said, trying to hide his nervousness. “I thought if we did, a fake
ID would be a good thing to have. So we could buy beer, and maybe
get into some of the clubs.”

“Seriously?” His friend frowned. “The last
time I brought it up, you said there was no way in hell your mom
would let you go.”

“I was wrong, I guess,” he lied. “I mentioned
it over the weekend, and she didn’t seem to have a problem with
it.”

“Okay, man. When do you want it?”

“Tomorrow?”

“Jesus. In a hurry, aren’t you? Well, I know
a guy. And he can do it. but it will cost you.”

“How much?”

“Hundred bucks.”

“What?”

“You heard me. You want a rush job, you pay
for a rush job.”

“Fuck.” He swiped a hand over his face.
“Fine. I’ll go out during lunch and hit the ATM. Happy?”

Dave shrugged. “No skin off my ass either
way. Give me your driver’s license. He needs all your info anyway,
so this will make things easier.”

“Do you want a blood sample, too?” he sniped,
as he handed over the rectangular piece of plastic. “And what
happens if I get pulled over on the way home?”

Dave grinned at him over his shoulder as he
walked away.

“Don’t.”






But his friend was true to his promise. The
next day he handed over an object which, to the undiscerning eye,
was a perfect copy of a State of Illinois Driver’s License. The
only thing different was his name, which was now “Andrew Kenmore,”
and his birthdate, which had been shifted back in time by a little
over three years.

With that in hand, he bought a pre-paid
cell-phone from a store in a mini-mall near home, and started the
process of getting verified. With the fake ID in hand, it was
almost too easy. A copy of the license, e-mailed to Concierge, the
most popular of the local verification services, and his (fake)
name, e-mail address, and cell number, and he was almost there.
Concierge balked a bit when they couldn’t find much of an online
presence for “Andrew Kenmore,” but a bare-bones Facebook page,
along with the explanation that he didn’t care much for social
media, settled their worries. By Wednesday evening, he had a
confirmation e-mail that told him his application (along with the
fifty-dollar fee) had been accepted and he was now a member in good
standing with Concierge, “the leading verification agency in the
upper Midwest, serving hobbyists and providers for over fifteen
years!”

His throat dry, he opened a new e-mail, and
began to compose.






From: YoungChiGuy

To: Emmanuelle

Date: 12/7






Emmanuelle:






Hi again! Sorry to keep you waiting so long,
but I finally got verified by Concierge today. My verification info
is below, and I’m sure they can confirm that I am who I say I am.
Can we set up an appointment for later this week? Perhaps Friday
afternoon?






Hope to see you soon,






Andrew.






He swallowed as he hit the send button. Part
of him felt…dirty, ashamed of the lie he was telling. Another felt
oddly…excited. The rest was a mishmash of nervous tension.

You could stop this all right now, his
inner voice reminded him. All you have to do is wait until Mom
gets home and tell her that you know what she does for a living.
Hell, she might even be relieved. She wouldn’t have to lie to you
anymore. And isn’t that the reason you’re so pissed off to begin
with?

Just do it. Talk to her. Don’t do this.
This is stupid. Do you really think that
walking into her hotel room, full of self-righteousness, is the
best way to discuss this? Yeah, she’s an escort. But you know she
loves you. So what’s the big fucking deal?

Yeah? another meaner, pettier part of
him responded. If she loves me so much, why has she been lying
to me for all these years?

You’re ridiculous. The first part gave
up in disgust.






The next night, he found his mother eying
him, narrow-eyed, as they ate dinner.

“Getting ready for the big football game
tomorrow?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he replied absentmindedly, then
frowned. “What are you talking about? There’s no football game.
It’s December. Hell, even the state playoffs are over now.”

Emma leaned back in her chair. “Well. At
least you’re paying attention now. The last day or so, you’ve
hardly put together three words in a row. I was beginning to think
that football season had come back. You act the same way when
you’re getting all worked up for a game.”

“Do I?” He blinked at her in surprise. “I
didn’t know I did that.”

She waved a hand at him. “Oh, it’s okay,
Andy. I got used to it by the time you were in junior high. You did
the same thing when the Cardinals were in the playoffs or the World
Series. It was useless to try to talk to you about anything but
baseball. And if I tried to talk to you during the game, you’d damn
near bite my head clean off.”

“You just don’t understand sports, Mom.”

“I understand sports just fine, inconsiderate
fruit of my loins,” she smirked. “I just don’t understand
you. That time we drove down to St Louis for a game last
summer. Remember that? A guy hit a home run and I was pretty sure
you were going to stroke out.”

“You cheered for him. And he played for the
other team,” he ground out from between his teeth.

“Well, yeah.” She turned innocent eyes on
him, and he frowned suspiciously. “I mean, he hadn’t hit one all
year. I thought he could use the encouragement.”

“You’re just trying to get a rise out of me,”
he said, recognizing her trick. “It won’t work.”

“Fine.” She sat back in her chair with an
exasperated flounce, trying (and failing) to keep a smile off her
face. “What do you have planned for the weekend?” she asked,
changing the subject.

“Not much. Maybe a movie on Saturday. Maybe
just hang out here at home. What about you?”

“No plans,” she said. “Thank goodness. No
projects at work, either. Maybe we can go to the mall and do some
Christmas shopping.”

“You just want to see what stores I go to so
you can try to figure out what I’m going to get you for Christmas,”
he accused.

“Maybe. Or maybe I want to get a picture of
you sitting on Santa’s lap.”

“I think he’d rather have you sit on his
lap,” he countered.

She giggled. “Oh, I don’t go for older men.
Or beards. Or fat guys, no matter how jolly they are.”

“Oh?” He took a calculated risk. “What are
you looking for then, Mom? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you go out
with a guy more than two or three times my entire life. Why can’t
you find someone to settle down with?”

“What? Do you really want a step-father?”

He finished his milk, but didn’t rise to the
bait. “Not really. But I do want you to be happy. Don’t think I
don’t know how hard you’ve worked to give us this life, Mom.” He
glanced around their comfortable home, suddenly ashamed of the way
he had judged her. “In eight months or so, I’m going to be down in
Champaign.” He stood up. “I’d be happier knowing you had someone to
come home to, instead of just an empty house.”

“You’re sweet.” She got up and gave him a
warm hug. “I’m glad I didn’t let you run into the street that time
you were three years old.”

“Thanks,” he replied sarcastically. “Always
nice to know my mother is happy she didn’t abandon me to get hit by
a pick-up truck.”

Internally, though, he was fighting back his
body’s instinctive reaction. Every time his mother touched him,
these days, he recalled her website, the pictures of her not only
in her bathing suit on the beach in Michigan, but clad in lingerie,
wisps of white lace that barely hid the mature glory of her body.
He found himself going back to the web page more and more often,
his eager eyes examining every wonderful inch of her body, while
all the while, his mind shouted at him in guilt.

“What kind of guy do you like, anyway?” he
asked, trying to free himself from his shameful fantasies.

Her mouth turned up at the corners. “Thinking
about applying?”

“Mom! No way!” He scowled at her, hiding the
way his heart had leapt at her careless flirtation. “That’s
just…wrong. And gross.”

“Well, I can tell you I don’t go for older
men like jolly old Saint nick, that’s for sure,” she said, clearing
the remains of their supper off the table. He gathered the used
plates, following her back to the kitchen. “I see so many at work.
Tired old advertising executives, and all of our clients…” she
sighed as she set the plates in the dishwasher. “So many of the
companies around here won’t promote someone to management unless
they’re in their fifties or sixties. Like that will help them
connect to young people,” she snorted.

“So you want a boy-toy?” he teased.

“If I’m going to put myself out on the
market,” she replied bluntly, “I want a guy who can keep up with me
in the bedroom. And one who doesn’t need chemical assistance to do
it.” She snickered as he stared at her. “If he needs a pill to get
it up, he’s not the man for me.”

“Jesus, Mom!”

“Oh, relax.” She poured dishwashing powder
into the receptacle in the washer. Unwillingly, his eyes focused on
the tight curves of her rear, accentuated by the snug jeans she was
wearing. “I think you’re old enough to hear me talk like an adult.
Aren’t you?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at him as she
closed the dishwasher door and turned it on.

“I guess,” he said slowly. While her eyes
were off him, he surreptitiously adjusted his cock inside his
pants. The last thing he needed was for his pecker to be making a
prominent bulge.

“Then don’t act like you’re going to have a
heart attack if I talk about sex once in a while.” She leaned back
against the counter, her arms folded beneath her breasts. The
action served to accentuate them, and he shoved his hands deep into
his pockets, steadfastly refusing to stare. A previous girlfriend
(not the empty-headed Tiffani) had drilled into his head exactly
how much women hated it when guys couldn’t keep their eyes off
their tits, as if they were the only parts of their bodies worth
looking at. “I’ve had sex, you’ve had sex, most of the people you
and I know have had sex. Most of us wouldn’t mind having it again.
And there’s nothing shameful about talking about it.”

“Okay,” he replied, hoping to god she would
drop the subject. “The next time I get laid, I’ll make sure you
know all the details.”

His mother laughed, flipping a damp washcloth
at him, which he avoided easily.

“I don’t think we need to go that far.”






*****






Friday morning dragged by for Emma on feet of
lead.

It was always like this the first time she
saw a new client. Despite the reputation escorts had, it wasn’t as
if she stood out on the street corner in a miniskirt, trying to
flag down passing cars. To be truthful, she preferred having
regular clients whom she was comfortable with to the risk and worry
of verifying someone new. It was one of the reasons she kept her
rates high. She didn’t want to have to see some sleazeball just
because he had a couple of Franklins in his wallet. High rates did
almost as good a job at filtering out the low-lifes as Concierge
did. Not many were willing to blow nearly a grand for an hour with
her.

But when the chance came to get a new client,
and make him a regular, she grabbed onto it with both hands. There
was comfort, safety, and security in having a full stable of
regulars. Most were decent enough guys, wanting nothing more than a
roll in the hay and some pleasant conversation before they went
back to their everyday lives. Others had hang-ups or kinks which
they didn’t have the opportunity to explore with their wives or
girlfriends. And one or two simply didn’t have the social skills to
make a relationship work, and actually preferred escorts, with the
guarantee of consequence-free sex.

She smiled sadly as she recalled one, a
lonely executive at a home-furnishings company named John. He had
been one of her regulars for years, and had struck her as being one
of the most lonely people she had ever met. In bed he was a
careful, nurturing lover, but outside of it, he was so incredibly
awkward that conversation with him almost uncomfortable. But he was
happy to take what she was willing to give, and never pressed her,
as one or two of her other clients had, for special privileges or a
closer relationship.

No. She brushed her hair at her
vanity, then leaned forward, adding a tasteful amount of makeup.
I don’t want to be some guy’s mistress. I want to be free to
fuck whoever I want.

As long as they’ve got enough cash, that
is.

Her phone beeped, and she picked it up. There
was a new text message from Andy.

Hi, Mom. I’m feeling sick and I’m leaving
school. Is that okay?

Frowning in worry, she sent a text back.
Sick? What kind of sick? Do you need me to take you to the
doctor?

No. It’s just an upset stomach, came
the reply. I’m sure I’ll be fine. But I’ve already barfed twice.
I’m going to go home and go to bed.

Okay, she sent back. Are you sure
you’re not just making an excuse to get out of school early and
have a long weekend?

Ha. Ha. Very funny. See you when you get
home from work. Even through the phone, she could hear the flat
tone of his voice as he reacted to her teasing.

Okay. See you tonight. Love you. Bye.

“Crap.” She looked at the clock. She had to
leave. If Andy caught her at home, there would be all sorts of
awkward questions.

Luckily, she had already been getting ready,
her anticipation of meeting a new client, and more than that, a
young client, spurring her to action. As she slipped into
the tasteful outfit she had already laid out, she smiled,
remembering her e-mail conversation with the woman who ran
Concierge the night before.

Kathy Chase was an old hand in the ‘adult
entertainment’ business. She had founded Concierge over twenty
years ago, grasping two facts – escorts wanted clients who were
safe, clean, and who wouldn’t try to rip them off, and clients
wanted escorts and agencies who used accurate photos, were honest
about the services they provided, and would keep their information
private. Her company serviced both needs, and over the years she
had become quite well-off as a result.

So, when Emma, in a fever of anticipation,
had e-mailed her asking for more details about Andrew Kenmore,
Kathy was predictably reluctant to divulge any confidential
information. The e-mail exchange had gone back and forth until
Emma, seething with frustration, had finally called her direct
number.

“Listen, Kathy,” she had said, when the older
woman picked up the phone with a put-upon sigh. “I’m not asking for
his damn social security number. I just want to know what he looks
like. You’ve got his driver’s license, right?”

“Why should that matter to you?” She could
practically hear Kathy’s frown through the phone. “As long as he’s
got the cash, who cares what he looks like?”

“He’s twenty-one.” Her hand gripped the case
of her cell phone tightly. “Do you have any idea, Kathy, how long
it’s been since I’ve had a good taste of some young cock? I am sick
and damn tired of screwing guys who are in their forties or fifties
or even their sixties. Come on,” she wheedled. “Just tell me he
doesn’t look like Gilbert Gottfried and Roseanne Barr had a
love-child.”

Despite herself, Kathy had laughed. “You’re
dating yourself a bit there, Emma. All right,” she said
reluctantly, and Emma could hear her tapping the keys on her
computer. “He’s…not bad, I guess. The license says he’s six-one and
one-eighty-five. Brown hair, brown eyes. And the photo looks all
right. Though you know how the camera at the DMV makes everyone
look like a damned serial killer.”

“Thanks Kathy. I owe you one.”






*****






The house felt oddly empty when Andy arrived
home. His footsteps echoed, and with no one expected until he
arrived home from school, the house was chilly, the thermostat set
low in an effort to save energy (and money).

Though he was sure his mother had already
left for the hotel, for an encounter he was beginning to regret
scheduling more and more with each passing hour, he still called
out, “Mom? Are you here?”

Silence was his only answer, and he heaved a
sigh of relief. Though he was almost completely sure the
woman he had seen on “Emmanuelle’s” website was his mother, there
was still a tiny seed of doubt in his mind. And there was the
possibility his mother would decide to come home early from
her-almost-certainly-nonexistent job at the advertising firm after
she received his text message that he was going home sick.

So he had to keep up the charade, no matter
how useless it seemed. As his voice faded away, he heaved a sigh of
relief, then strode quickly up the stairs.

For days he had wondered what he should wear.
He was, he insisted, not going to an appointment with an escort,
expecting to get laid. If he needed that, there were several
girls at school who were more than willing to take him to bed. It
wouldn’t be hard – a text message, a hint, and things would simply
arrange themselves. He was young, good-looking, had a bit of money
and his own car, and his ex-girlfriends would be sure to spread the
word that he was a decent lay.

In the end, he decided he should make a
statement. He wasn’t going to present himself as a teenager having
a snit. He was going to be a young man who had something to say.
And the person he was saying it to was a successful woman in her
own right. He couldn’t show up in jeans and a t-shirt.

So he put on clean black slacks, a dark blue
button-down shirt, a black belt, dress shoes, and a navy blue suit
jacket, and, as much as he hated it, a gray and burgundy striped
tie. As he fixed it in the bathroom, feeling the knot catch up
against his Adam’s apple like a hangman’s noose, he eyed his
reflection in the mirror. Freshly-shaved, hair combed, and with the
weight of the suit jacket heavy across his shoulders, he somehow he
felt more…adult.

He stared into his own eyes, brown and
slightly wild. All right, Andy. Last chance. Do you still want
to do this? Or do you call Mom up and admit that you’ve been
jerking her around for the last week?

You could even just not
do this, his brain put in helpfully. Let Mom think that
‘Andrew’ got cold feet and skipped out on her. I’m sure guys have
no-showed on her before.

No. He shook his head. As he did, a
lock of brown hair fell into his eyes, and he raked it back
impatiently, wondering if he should have had it cut. You’ve gone
this far. If you punk out now, what are you going to do? Go on for
the next ten or fifteen or twenty years, pretending you don’t know
that Mom has been selling her body for cash since Dad died? Yeah.
Think how much fun that will be. ‘Hello,
girlfriend-to-be-named-later. This is my mother. You don’t know it,
but she’s been spreading her legs for cash since I was less than a
year old.’

Can you keep it secret from your girlfriend,
your fiancé, your wife? The same way Mom kept it secret for you?
No. A relationship built on lies won’t work.

All right then. He ran his hands
through his hair one last time, took a last swig of mouthwash, and
checked his face for any stray hairs that his painstaking shave
might have missed. The fact that he was being so careful about his
appearance for what was supposed to be a confrontation designed to
make his mother give up her double life didn’t even register in his
mind.

All right. Let’s do this.






*****






The text message came from Andrew at
precisely 3:55.

Hello. I’m here.

She smiled, even as nervous excitement
swirled in her belly. Her fingers flew across the keys of her own
cell phone as she typed back.

Room 1142. Knock and come on in.

On my way.

She walked around the room, trying to rid
herself of the nervousness which crawled up her belly, scampered
down her spine.

God, I hope he’s good looking. And not
with one of those tiny little midget-dicks. I want a big stiff rod
all up in my pussy. And a hard body on top of me. Or under me. It’s
been too damn long. I’m sick of older
guys.

Out in the hallway, she heard the muted chime
of the elevator as it stopped and the doors opened. She glanced in
the mirror, took a moment to fan her hair artfully over her
shoulders, and turned, waiting.

A light knock at the door – five quick taps,
the it eased open, the tall figure turning to slide the deadbolt
home and let the door close behind him.

A smile on her lips, honed by nearly two
decades of working as an escort, she took a step forward.

Then stopped, the blood draining from her
face.

Tall, yes, she realized numbly. And not
running to fat, as too many men were in this age when a man could
be successful sitting behind a desk all day as his gut and ass
grew. This man was almost too skinny. But his shoulders strained at
his dark blue suit jacket, a hint of the strength in his youthful
body. And handsome, too, she could not deny it. His face was
solemn, tinged with just a trace of fear, but also full of steely
resolve.

In fact, she thought, as her stomach turned
into a lump of poisoned ice in her belly, if this man hadn’t been
her own son, she would have been ecstatically pleased by his
appearance.

Now it all makes sense. The way he’s
been…weird, the last week or ten days. The time alone in his room.
The way he’s avoided me. The way he’s asked about my past, always
prying, but never coming to the damned point.

Andrew Kenmore. I should have seen through
that. But how many men in Chicago are named Andrew? It could have
been a coincidence.

She raised her chin and looked her son dead
in the eye.

“Hello, Andrew.”

“Hi, Mom.”

“So.” She drew in a long, shuddering breath.
“I guess you want to talk.”






Emma gestured at the sofa, one of the many
amenities this high-end hotel near O’Hare Airport offered. “Have a
seat?”

Andy shook his head. “I’d rather stand.”

She shrugged. “Suit yourself.” But rather
than surrender the tactical high ground by letting Andy loom over
her, ready to vent his outrage, she calmly sat down, curling into a
corner of the sofa, crossing her legs in a way certain to make her
burgundy skirt ride high on her thighs.

She caught his look at her legs and fought to
keep her smile hidden. That’s right, kid. Our clothes and our
bodies are weapons. Never forget it.

And neither should she. Because she sensed
she was going to be in a bruising, no-holds-barred battle, where
she would have to use every weapon she could lay her hands on.

Including her wits.

She raised her eyebrows, her voice cutting
smoothly across Andy’s as he prepared to speak. “How?”

“How did I find out?”

She nodded.

“Last Friday night, when I went over to
Dave’s place.” He shook his head. “They were fucking around on the
internet, pulling up escorts on Dave’s computer. God knows why. I
think they were busting Todd’s balls for not having a girlfriend.
Anyway, somehow they had come across your web page. I recognized
you from your birthmark.” His eyes strayed to her shoulder, as if
he could see it through the intervening barriers of cloth and
flesh.

A cold hand gripped her heart. “Did they
recognize me? Did you tell them?”

He rocked back. “Hell, no!” She sighed in
relief. “Do you think I’m an idiot? What did you think I would do?
Tell Dave and all the rest that I recognized ‘Emmanuelle De Silva’
as my own damned mother? Sure. That would be real smart.”

“As smart as lying to your mother, making an
appointment to see her when you knew she was working as an escort,
just to have the satisfaction of throwing what she did for a living
in her face?” She glared up at him. “That doesn’t seem to be
terribly bright to me, Mr. Kenmore.” Her head cocked. “How
the hell did you get past Kathy at Concierge, anyway? She’s usually
damn good about filtering out the creeps.”

“Fake driver’s license,” he said with a
shrug. “And some fast talking.”

“You lied to me, Andy.” Her voice was
hard.

“I lied to you?” He took a step forward, his fists clenched. “God,
Mom. How can you sit there and expect me to eat that…that
bullshit? You’ve been lying to me my whole fucking life! You
told me you work in advertising! Like hell! How long have you been
selling yourself? How much of everything back home has been paid
this way?”

She met his outraged glare calmly. “All of
it.”

“All of it?”

“All of it.” She kept her voice steady. “And
if you’re expecting me to fall down in a puddle or guilt, begging
for forgiveness, you better be ready to wait for a while, Andrew.
I’m not ashamed of what I am and what I do.” She raised one
shoulder. “I’m a sex worker. A prostitute. An escort. And yes, a
whore, if you want to be crude about it. A member of the world’s
oldest profession.” Her lips twitched as she remembered an old
joke. “Or second-oldest, depending on how you look at it. As my
first madam said, ‘Yes, you sell sex. But remember. To do it, we
have to advertise.’”

If she expected Andy to join her in laughter,
she was disappointed. Her son continued to glare at her. “It’s not
funny.”

“Oh, shut up and sit down,” she said testily.
“I don’t feel like staring up your nose all day while you look at
me like something nasty that turned up on the bottom of your shoe.”
She patted the cushion beside her. “Here.”

Even now, he fell into the old, ingrained
habits of obedience. Andy settled in beside her, warily, as if the
couch was a bomb that might go off if he made a wrong move.

“So.” She settled back, willing calmness into
her tense body. She put a hand on her son’s thigh, feeling the
coiled strum of taut muscle. Fighting the urge to stroke his leg,
she asked lightly, “Is it the fact that I fuck guys for money that
has you pissed off the most, or is it that I didn’t tell you I
fucked men for money?”

“Jesus, Mom!” He recoiled at her blunt
words.

She smiled grimly. “Don’t tell me you haven’t
thought them to yourself. Lord knows I have. And heard them, too,
from guys who thought I should have given them more, should have
done things I wasn’t comfortable with, or thought insulting me
would change my mind.” Her lips twitched. “Somehow, that never
worked.”

“I…the lying, I guess.” He turned his eyes to
her. Brown eyes, like his father’s, filled with hurt. “Why didn’t
you tell me?”

She let her hands rise helplessly, then
dropped them again. “When should I have told you, Andy? When? Put
yourself in my shoes. When is a good time to tell your child that
you are a sex worker? When he is five, and has no idea what sex is?
When he is thirteen, and is full of conflicting ideas about sex,
how it feels, how it works, what is right and what is wrong?
Seventeen, when he is just beginning to become sexually active?”
Andy blushed, but she forged on. “When?”

“I…I guess I never thought about it that
way.”

“Maybe you should.” Despite her anger, she
kept her voice gentle. “And now,” she continued, “maybe you can
tell me why you felt it necessary to lie to me.”

There was a long silence. “Andy?” she
prompted.

“I don’t know.” He raised a hand and rubbed
it across his face. “When I found out, it was a gut punch, you
know? I mean, there you were,” he said, his voice rising slightly,
“on that website. Christ, those pictures. Your…your…boobs were
there for anyone to see. Along with everything else. And…and fuck,
Mom! You sell sex. You can’t expect me to be happy about
that, can you?”

“Happy? No.” She turned, facing him squarely.
“But I can expect you to respect my choice of what I do with my
body and how I choose to earn a living.” Her breast was pressed
into his side, and she savored his male heat, noticing how he
didn’t shy away from the contact. “Can you do that?”

“I don’t know,” he sighed, leaning back. He
closed his eyes, and Emma took a moment to drink in the sight of
him. Not twenty-one, like his fake ID said. But the clean lines of
his face hinted at the man he would someday be, a man who looked
quite a bit like his own father.

Below her belly, something stirred, a primal,
animal yearning. Emma blinked, remembering the night of her senior
prom, with Kyle stiff and uncomfortable in the rented tuxedo that
he’d had to drive to Jerseyville to pick up, and her in her one
good dress, since her parents refused to spend money on anything
better. For weeks they had been hinting that she should break up
with her boyfriend. They had said his people were no-account and
shiftless, which may have been true, but she knew Kyle was
different.

God, they’d had so little time together! Not
much more than two years. They’d gotten married, against her
parents’ wishes, and Kyle had left for basic almost immediately,
counting on the army to give him the training and education he
couldn’t get at Calhoun High School. College had been out of the
question, of course. Kyle’s father had long since left town for
parts unknown, while his mother worked a series of low-paying jobs.
And her own father’s job as a mechanic for the local John Deere
dealership didn’t leave much money left over for ‘luxuries’ like
college tuition.

Kyle had completed basic training, of course,
his strong body and quick mind giving him a leg up on the other raw
recruits, and had immediately sent to an army base stateside. For
herself, Emma had settled into the life of a serviceman’s bride
relatively easily, finding in the wives of other soldiers an easy
camaraderie that transcended race and income and education. They
all spoke the same language, about transfers and frustrating army
bureaucracy and the inadequacies of base housing. No matter that
she was from a shirt-tail poor family in the Illinois River valley,
and her next-door neighbor was a woman from the barrios of Los
Angeles, they all had the same problems and concerns.

Then came September 11th. As she
watched, horrified, her fist pressed against her mouth as the
towers of the World Trade Center came crashing down in flame and
smoke and ruin on her television, she knew her life had irrevocably
changed. The base at Fort Dodge was on high alert, ready for an
invasion of…someone. Even as she watched baby Andrew crawl round
the bare living room, she couldn’t help but shake her head. It
wasn’t as if a mob of turban-wearing fanatics was going to come
swarming up the Raccoon River and murder them all.

But the entire country had seemed to go a
little funny in the head after 9/11. It was as if a professional
football player had been kicked right square in the balls when he
was on his way to buy a burrito, and wanted to hit somebody really
hard, and didn’t really care that much about who it was. She knew,
with an instinct honed by months living among the wives of
professional soldiers, that Kyle was going to be sent overseas.

And so he had. And he had never come back.
And now his son, tall, strong, handsome, and with all the
opportunities his father had never had, was sitting beside her,
daring to question the way she had ensured his future.

She throttled the moment of nascent rage. She
was not completely blameless, she knew. If she wanted to, she might
have found a way between the conflicting poles of her profession
and her responsibilities to her son. But the time had never seemed
right.

Coward.

Andy’s eyes blinked open to find her staring
at him. “Take a picture. It’ll last longer.”

She smirked. “Smart-ass. And you never
answered my question.” She let her hand trail teasingly up the
inside of his thigh, pretending not to notice his nervous flinch,
or the way his pupils dilated.

She leaned close, feeling her breast press
into his side. “What has changed, really? I’m still your mom.
You’re still my son. I still work in advertising. Though what I’m
selling is a lot more fun than a bunch of corporate buzzwords about
synergy and diversity.”

She put her mouth close to his ear. “And I’m
wet. For you.”






*****






It took a moment for the meaning of his
mother’s words to filter through his mind. But when they did, his
brain nearly exploded.

“I’m wet. For you.”

He jerked away, kept on the couch only by his
mother’s grip around his wrist. “What?” He knew his eyes were as
wide as saucers. “Mom! Jesus! Stop it! That’s gross!”

“Is it?” Emmanuelle’s – no, dammit,
Emma’s – other hand fell directly on his crotch. She rubbed
inquiringly and smiled wickedly. “So I guess you’re hard for some
other girl? The invisible one here in the room?” Her blue eyes were
far too wise, and her hot hand wrapped around his shameful
erection. “Because I know a man as…morally upright…as you would
never have naughty fantasies about his own mother. Right?”

She leaned close, her fingers like bands of
iron around his wrist. “You can tell mommy,” she breathed into his
ear, her warm breath making goosebumps break out along the ridge of
his spine. “Did you? Did seeing me on the website make you hard?
When you masturbated, can you swear you never thought about
me, Andy?”

He pulled away violently, breaking her grip
on his arm. “Mom! Stop it! That’s incest!”

“But I’m horny, Andy. And you owe
me.”

“What?”

“Eight hundred dollars,” she replied smugly,
a smile tugging at her lips. “Do you think you were going to do a
dine and dash on me?”

“I am not,” he replied, his patience
stretched thin, “going to pay you eight hundred dollars.”

Emma shook her head. “Bad idea, Andrew. A guy
who stiffs his escort is going to find it hard to
hire another one.”

He was torn between laughter and anger.
“Really, Mom? Bad sex puns?”

“Yes, Andrew. Really.” Suddenly, her blue
eyes were as hard as agates. “I could have chosen another client,
you know. One of my regulars wanted to see me today. Ninety
minutes. Eleven hundred dollars.”

He snorted. “Why should I care about some
loser?”

The slap was so fast that his head was
rocking back before his mind even registered that she was about to
smack him.

“Never,” she breathed, leaning forward, her
face livid with anger, “mock my clients to my face again. They are
good men, mostly. And especially this one.

“Do you want to hear his story, Andy?”

“Not especially.” His hand cradled his
throbbing cheek, while his eyes tried to avoid looking deep into
his mother’s cleavage.

“Too fucking bad. You’re going to.

“John is a nice guy. One of the best I’ve met
in this business. College graduate, has a good job downtown.

“But he…can’t connect. With most people. But
especially women. He lives in his own head too much, with his books
and his movies and his TV shows. Oh, if you get him going on one of
his favorite subjects, he’ll talk your ear off. But put him at a
party next to a woman he’s attracted to, he’s hopeless. He’ll just
stand there like a lump, hating himself, unable to act, and find an
excuse to leave early.

“But he has needs. So once every month or six
weeks, I hear from him. We started out vanilla, but once we got
comfortable with each other, we started doing fantasies.
Role-play.

“I give him what he can’t get on his own. And
he is a gentle, caring lover. Once, when I was having a rough
stretch and he could tell I wasn’t really up for sex, he lay
between my legs for nearly an hour, tonguing me, just to get me
off. And when our time was up, he didn’t insist that he had to cum,
even though he had paid me. He said it was worth it, just to watch
my face when I had my orgasm. He said it made me even more
beautiful.

“That was the man I put off earlier this
afternoon, Andy. So I could see you.”

He shrugged uncomfortably. “Okay. So not all
of the guys who have sex with you are losers. Thanks for
sharing.

“But that doesn’t mean I’m attracted to
you.”

“Bullshit.” Her voice was distressingly
frank. “You can’t sit there with a fucking boner making your pants
look like you’ve got a rocket stuffed inside and tell me that
you’re not attracted to me.” With terrifying slowness, she began to
unbutton her silk blouse. When it was half-undone, she spread it
wide, letting him see her breasts. “Do they look as good as they do
on the internet, Andy?”

“Why are you doing this to me? What is wrong
with you?” The words emerged in a whisper, barely audible through
the thundering of his blood. Inside the black dress slacks, his
cock was a solid, aching bar, every heartbeat sending it straining
against the too-small confines of his boxers.

“Wrong? Nothing that a good stiff dick
couldn’t cure,” she smiled.

“I’m tired, Andy,” she said. “Tired of men
who need Viagra, or roleplay, or a fantasy to get hard. I want
this,” she continued, leaning forward, her palm resting against his
chest. “I want clean, lean muscle, and good honest sweat, and a man
who is hard for me because of who I am, not because I’m doing what
his wife can’t or won’t do.”

“But I’m your son! It’s wrong!”

“So?” An elegant black eyebrow cocked at him.
“Twenty years ago, gay marriage was wrong. Fifty years ago,
interracial marriage was wrong. A hundred years ago, women voting
was wrong. A hundred and fifty years ago, give or take, abolition
was wrong.

“What is wrong and what is right changes,
Andy, based on the views of the people living in that time.
Intelligent people like us shouldn’t be bound by what society says,
because a lot of the time society is full of crap. And right now
I’m hot and horny and you’re one of the most attractive men I’ve
ever seen, so why shouldn’t we just take off our clothes and
fuck?”

She stalked him across the couch like an
animal of prey, on her hands and knees as he backed up, his eyes
wide, unable to believe what was happening. Unable? Or perhaps
simply unwilling to resist. As he watched, she dragged up the hem
of her skirt, exposing her thighs, and then even more. She was, he
saw to his stunned disbelief, not wearing panties, and he could see
the sweet curve of her rear, the light-gilded skin seemingly
begging for his touch.

“I won’t force you,” she whispered, when she
cornered him against one arm of the couch. He could feel it digging
into his back, even as he felt her hot breath on his lips. “But I
will ask.

“Andy? Will you fuck me?”

Unable to resist, as if guided by a mind
which was not his own, his hands rose. Somehow, they found
themselves within the wide-open wings of his mother’s blouse. As he
cupped her breasts, two low moans echoed through the room. One was
his mother’s.

The other was his.

They were so…warm. So soft. And yet so firm.
They felt oddly heavy in his fingers, as if they were made of
something denser than mere human flesh. Above him, Emma’s eyes
fluttered closed as he kneaded her mounds, sighing, her breaths
coming soft and fast between parted lips. Andy’s thumbs moved over
her nipples, and he watched, fascinated, as they rose high from
around the surrounding skin, hard and turgid.

“Kiss them.” It was little more than a
whisper, but his mother lowered his chest to his mouth. “Please,
Andy.”

He blinked. Suddenly, with a flash of insight
that was almost blinding, he realized the truth.

“They’re not for them, are they? They never
were. They’re for you.”

Emma’s eyes opened wide. “What?”

“The page on your website. The one where you
invite guys to choose a role-play scenario.” Andy was proud of how
he kept his voice steady, despite the fact that he was somehow now
discussing his mother’s sexual kinks while she was half-naked and
straddling him, her bare pussy only inches away from his own rigid
cock. “That’s not for them. Or not mostly. It’s for you. I looked
at some other sites. I didn’t see anyone else who practically
begged men to choose a role-play. Oh, a few of them hinted they
would do it if they were asked. But you, Mom,” he continued as he
rubbed her thick nipple between his fingers, making her shiver,
“you might as well have a sign hanging around your neck saying,
‘I’m kinky as fuck, please let me pretend I’m someone else!’

“Nurses, doctors, secretaries, schoolgirls,
professors, the sexy MILF next door…you advertise them all.

“Especially the mommy kink. Why?”

“Why?” Her voice was thick and labored. “You
can lay there, with your fingers on my tits, and ask why, Andy?

“Because after years as an escort, I was
finding it hard to fake it anymore.” One-handed, she unbuckled his
belt, then freed his manhood, closing her eyes as her hand found
his surging erection, more than filling her fingers. “It’s hard for
an escort, Andy. Guys are buying a fantasy. So you have to pretend
you’re attracted to them. And most of the time, I could find
something about them I liked. But every year, it was becoming more
difficult, and an escort lives by her reputation. If word got
around that I was just going through the motions, my reputation
would suffer.

“Role-play…it helped a lot. It let me
pretend. Pretend to be someone besides just another hooker selling
commitment-free sex. I could be…someone else.

“And the more I did it, the more I liked it.
Especially the ones where I was the older woman seducing a hot
young stud, teaching him the best ways to please a woman.” Her hand
had wrapped around his erection, and she slowly jacked him, making
his eyes roll back in his head with pleasure. She was damn good, he
had to admit that. While she spoke, her grip never failed or
faltered, and her fingers caught the leaking pre-cum from the head
of his penis, coating his shaft with his wetness. “It turned me on.
I began to fantasize about it more and more. One night it would be
one of the boys from your football team. The next, a shy student
who needed help with a special project. And the next night, I would
sneak in to the bedroom of the sexy boy next door and give him a
special surprise.”

“We don’t have a sexy boy living next door to
us,” he pointed out. He was very proud of the fact that he was able
to keep his voice from shaking.

Or even form a coherent sentence.

“God! Do you have to be so dense?” She leaned
forward, her eyes intent. “It was a fantasy, Andrew. Look at
this!” One arm swept in a circle, taking in the room, the low
lighting, the quiet music. “This is what I sell. Not just my body.
Not just what I can do with it.

“For an hour, or two, I sell men a fantasy.
They aren’t lonely, or losers, or old, or widowed, or divorced. For
as long as they are here with me, they are desirable. Desired.
Wanted.” Her voice dropped. “Loved.

“And if they could have their fantasies, why
couldn’t I have mine?” Her hands tugged his slacks lower, pulling
off his shoes and socks in the process. With a fluid motion, she
let her blouse fall off her shoulders, leaving her torso bare. “I
want this. I’ve wanted it for years. Hard young muscle and smooth
tight skin and a stiff hard cock between my legs.”

“Yeah, okay. But why me?”

“Why not you?” She huffed out a breath in
exasperation. “Who else am I supposed to hit up? Some random guy at
one of the high schools? A dot-com prick at a singles bar? Drive to
one of the college towns and hope to get lucky? Or go for one of
the meatheads on your football team? Like Dave?”

Jealousy, pure and fierce, poured through his
brain. “Like hell,” he growled. His hands slid up his mother’s
thighs possessively, and he squeezed her rear in a gesture that was
half-protective, half a claim of ownership. “You’re mine. Not
his.”

“Oooh.” She smiled down at him, then kissed
his cheek. The motion brought her breasts against his chest, warm
and firm and amazingly soft. It was all he could do to control
himself, to keep his hips from surging upward, seeking out her hot
sheath. “You say the sweetest things, baby.

“Tell me. What would you do if one of them
hit on me? Would you fight him? Protect my nonexistent honor?”

He smiled up at her, his hands roaming over
her back, her rear. “Is that what you want? Some macho he-man?”

“I can tell you I want the man portion
quite a bit.” She shifted on the couch, then hissed in frustration.
“This is stupid. This damn thing is too narrow. We try to fuck
here, one of us will end up breaking their leg. And won’t
that be an interesting story to tell in the emergency room.
This suite has a bedroom. Let’s use it.”

She got up, seemingly uncaring of her nude
state, and walked away to where an open doorway led to another
room, turning only once, her eyes bright with invitation as she
glanced over her shoulder. Her hips rolled in a sexy strut, and
Andy found his eyes glued to the sleek curves of her ass as he
followed her, pulling off his jacket, tie, and shirt, and letting
them fall in a trail like the breadcrumbs Hansel and Gretel used to
guide them out of the forest.

Though, in his mind, he wasn’t sure at all
about whether he was entering a fairy tale, or a nightmare. He had
heard enough stories from his friends to know that what seemed like
a good idea when your dick was hard could turn sour in a hurry.
Some decisions, once made, could not be undone. More than one girl
at school, he knew, had found themselves pregnant through a
combination of bad choices, not all of them theirs.

So when his mother smiled up at him from a
pool of seductive candlelight, her nude body lying on its side on
the bed, all shadowed curves and hidden treasures, he held back,
though he felt more than a little ridiculous with his erection
bobbing in front of his belly like the world’s most awkward
punctuation mark. “Mom. Maybe we shouldn’t. Remember what you told
me, when I was going out with Crystal, and you knew we were
thinking about going to bed with each other? How sex changed
everything?”

“I should never have talked to you about
that,” she grumbled. She shook her head and reached out her hand.
“Come on, Andy. I won’t bite.” A wicked grin. “Unless you want me
to.”

“I don’t think I’m into that,” he muttered,
but allowed himself to be drawn onto the mattress. It was very
soft, the head of the bed mounded with more pillows than any sane
man could possibly need.

“Oh? You might surprise yourself.”

He pulled away. “I don’t think so.”

His mother shook her head as he frowned at
her. “Andy,” she said softly, reaching out her hand to trace the
line of his brow with gentle fingers. “it’s just sex. It doesn’t
have to mean anything. Or it can mean everything. The important
thing isn’t what we feel when we put tab A,” a finger pointed at
his groin, “into slot B.” The same finger turned to point between
her legs.

“The important thing is what we feel here.”
She poked his head. “And here.” She laid a hand on his chest, where
his heart was hammering.

Andy realized they were lying very close
together. Almost close enough to touch. Very carefully, as if his
mother’s body were a bomb which would explode if he didn’t handle
it correctly, he reached out a hand and laid it on the curve of her
flank.

“I won’t ask any more than you want to give
me, Andy,” she whispered. “But…” she bit her lip, and her eyes were
very bright in the light of the candles. “I would be very happy if
you let me live out my own fantasy.

“Just once.”






Just once.

The sound of her voice died, swallowed up by
the silence that fell over the room. Emma held her breath, watching
her son wage his own internal war.

Why should it be so hard? I’m here. I’m
attractive. He’s here. He’s attractive. We’re both horny. What is
he waiting for?

Of course, her son hadn’t had the benefit of
twenty years as a sex worker stripping away the polite lies that
society told itself. If life had taught her anything, it had taught
her that no matter how much people liked to pretend that they were
all ‘normal,’ when the shades came down and the lights were turned
off, a huge chunk of sexually active people were all depraved
perverts. It didn’t take much prodding for them to indulge in their
darkest fantasies. A man who littered his Facebook page with quotes
from the bible could secretly crave the gay sex his faith and his
own internal hang-ups denied him, while a woman who would never
dream of admitting it in public might hunger for Emma to strap on a
strap-on and spank her while she took her from behind.

“Just once?”

She blinked and met Andy’s eyes. They were
wide and vulnerable, and she couldn’t quite identify the emotion
that dwelled there.

“If that’s all you can give me, then just
once is just fine, baby.” She let a corner of her mouth curl up.
“It’s one more than I ever thought I’d get. And if you say the
word, I’ll never mention it again.

“Of course,” she continued, letting her hand
roam from his shoulder to his hip and up the inside of his thigh as
his breath caught, his skin rising in gooseflesh as she teased him,
“if you decide that once isn’t enough…”

“Let’s…” Andy let out a shaky laugh as she
dragged a finger up the underside of his cock, which bobbed and
twitched in reaction. “Let’s see how the first time goes before we
make any plans.” He shrugged in mocking self-deprecation. “Who
knows? Maybe I’ll totally suck in bed.”

“Or maybe,” she said, her heart singing in
triumph as she rolled over, putting herself inside the angle of his
legs, “I’ll totally suck you off.”

“Huh?” But by the time the word had escaped
his lips, his cock was in her mouth, and she wasn’t going to let
it escape her lips. Her hair fell around her face,
and she pulled it back impatiently as she tasted her son’s manhood
for the first time. To her immense relief, he was clean. More often
than she liked, she’d had to deal with men who looked upon bathing
as more in the way of a guideline than a rule, with the result that
their cocks tasted of old sweat or worse. She couldn’t count the
times when she’d had to close her eyes and finish the job, no
matter how bad she wanted to jump up and gargle an entire bottle of
mouthwash.

Those guys never got a second chance. If they
didn’t care enough about themselves to practice basic hygiene, she
wasn’t going to waste her time on them.

Andy was different, though. He tasted of
clean young man, with just a hint of soap and honest sweat, no
doubt brought on by his own arousal. She bobbed on his cock, every
stroke taking his length deeper into her mouth, while her tongue
swirled expertly around the head of his penis, lapping up the
pre-cum that seeped from his slit in a steady stream. Meanwhile,
her hand reached low, gathering up his balls in the cradle of her
palm, her fingertips stroking the skin of his scrotum, a place
where she knew most men were incredibly sensitive.

“Shit!” His head fell back on the pillows.
“Mom…fuck…that feels so good!”

Emma lifted her head from his shaft just long
enough to smile at him. “You like?”

“Christ, yes,” he swore as she dotted tiny,
loving kisses on his cock-head. Teasingly, she brushed the tip of
his glans with the end of her tongue, smiling inwardly as he
twitched with every touch. “Most girls…don’t like giving head. They
think it’s gross.”

“Bunch of stuck-up, repressed prudes, if you
ask me,” she said mildly. “Listen to me, Andy,” she said, her voice
serious. “It isn’t the action that is gross. It’s the person. Do
you understand?”

He blinked at her, his eyebrows furrowed.
“Not really.”

She snorted. “Young men. Well, maybe you’ll
learn someday.”

She moved back to his cock. Oh, he was
lovely. Just like Kyle, though she swore she would go to her grave
before she admitted how much her son resembled his father. Long,
but not too thick, she filled her mouth with his hardness, enjoying
the effortless way she aroused him. It was so easy! She didn’t have
to labor for what felt like hours over a half-erect penis, trying
to find the perfect combination of grips and strokes and speed to
make it hard. No, Andy got hard just by looking at her, and
if that wasn’t enough to make her almost frantic with lust, she
didn’t know what was.

“Mom.”

Well. Okay. That, too. That will do it.

“Mmmm?” she questioned around his staff,
moving her head faster, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked on his
rod.

“I’m going to…going to…ah!”

Her son’s hips convulsed upwards, and she
felt the first spurt of his cum blast out of his cock and into her
waiting, hungry mouth. She swallowed, and then again and again as
he continued to pump his hot, virile young seed into her. Emma
moaned, her free hand jacking his rod, coaxing all her son’s cum
out of his balls and into her mouth. She wanted all of it. She
needed all of it. Needed it with a primal desire she hadn’t felt in
years.

She opened her eyes, still moaning softly, as
she ran her tongue around her lips, making sure nothing escaped.
Her son’s cum was a sweet warmth in her belly. Andy was staring at
her with a stunned expression, like a duck that had been hit on the
head. “What?”

He blushed and ducked his head, not meeting
her eyes. “I didn’t know…” he shook his head. “I’ve never seen a
girl swallow before.” He paused, choosing his words with apparent
care. “You didn’t have to. You know, if you were trying to make me
happy.”

She smiled and raised up, leaning forward to
kiss him. Catching the wary look in his eyes, she settled for a
peck on the cheek, rather than her intended target, which had been
his mouth.

He’s only eighteen. I guess he’ll need some
time to get used to things like that.

“I don’t, usually,” she said, answering his
unspoken question. “But for you…” she shivered in atavistic
pleasure. “You taste wonderful.”

“Oh. Okay.” He blinked, as if unsure whether
he should be proud of good-tasting cum.

She cuddled closer, enjoying the warmth of
his body. “You smell nice.” Very casually, she took his hand and
placed it between her legs, spreading her thighs so his fingers
were at her opening. “Mmmm,” she purred. “That feels good.”

His fingers twitched, brushing the petals of
her labia, and she murmured encouragement. Emboldened, he grew more
sure of himself, and Emma stroked the hard planes of her son’s
muscular chest as he fingered her. When the tip of one digit slid
into her soaking cleft, she merely smiled down at him, proud of his
courage, and spread her legs a little more, easing his access.

“That feels wonderful, baby,” she said, and
leaned forward, kissing him on the lips. For an instant he
hesitated, as if he knew that accepting it meant they had passed
the point of no return.

But then his mouth opened, and he returned
her kiss with a ravenous hunger that shocked her to her core. A
door had opened in her son’s mind, and now he was returning her
passion a thousandfold, his tongue tangling with hers, his teeth
nipping her lips in a way that seemed designed to drive her
mad.

“You were telling the truth,” he said, his
voice faintly disbelieving, when they parted.

“About what?” She squirmed happily as he
pushed a finger deeper inside her, barely able to hold back a
whimper of pleasure.

Adorably, he blushed. “About…getting
wet.”

She rocked against his hand. The finger felt
good, but she was in the mood for something longer, harder, and
thicker. “With you all dolled up in front of me like you were?
You’re enough to make any girl a little bit damp in the crotch.”
She kissed him again, feeling his cock begin to stiffen where he
was pressed against her leg. Raising her leg, she stroked it with
the inside of her thigh, grateful for the yoga class that kept her
more limber than many women her age. “Do you want to fuck?” she
whispered. “Because I want you inside me, sweetie.”

He took a deep breath. “How do you like
it?”

“Everyway you can think of, Andy. And
probably some ways you’ve never even thought were possible.” She
smiled. “I like missionary. And doggie. And spooning. And I fucking
love it when I’m on top, because then I can have the guy play with
my tits while we’re fucking, and I adore that.

“And I’ve done it standing up, and bent over
a sofa, and up against a wall, and in a car, and outside, and in a
plane, and with strap-ons and butt-plugs and handcuffs and
blindfolds and with a guy and his wife, and with a girl and
her wife, and with two guys at once and with the starting
lineup of the Chicago White Sox.”

Her son stared up at her, his mouth hanging
open. “Is that true?”

“Well,” she laughed, low in her chest.
“Everything except the bit about the White Sox.” Her lips curled in
a smile that wasn’t quite sad, but not quite happy, either. “I’m
not ashamed of what I do, honey. But if you can imagine it, I’ve
probably done it. And usually had myself one hell of a time while I
did.”

She held up a finger. “Except for one
thing.”

“What?”

“No anal. Everyone draws a line somewhere.
That’s mine.”

He blinked, looking daunted. “I’ve…never even
thought about that.” He made a face, and she bit back a laugh. He
had the same expression when she served coleslaw at a meal. “Do
guys actually like that?”

“Some do. And some girls do. And you would
not believe how many guys beg for it. But they can go shop
somewhere else. It’s not for sale here.”

She sat up, her hands stroking his chest.
God, he was gorgeous. He broad torso was speckled with brown hair,
concentrated around his nipples and his navel, where a small, downy
river led from his belly to his groin. And his wonderful cock stood
straight up, bobbing in time with his heartbeat, ready again for
her. Inside her mind, she thanked God for the bodies of young men,
which could rise to the challenge over and over again.

He’s mine, she thought smugly, hiding
her sense of triumph as she drew her slit up her son’s shaft,
coating him with her wetness. Andy groaned and reached up for her
breasts greedily, pulling her down so he could kiss her throbbing
nipples. He might tell himself that it’s only this one time,
only to fulfill my fantasy and make me happy. But I have
him.

He’s mine.

“That’s it, baby,” she cooed, as his mouth
fastened on her stiff nipple, kissing it hesitantly. “A little
more. With your tongue. And pull with you lips oh yesss,”
she moaned, her hips pushing down involuntarily as Andy’s mouth
suckled at her breasts. Her lower lips spread, and she ground down
on his shaft, pushing her clit against his hardness as sparks of
pleasure spangled her vision. She rocked against him, her hips
moving with mindless urgency, rubbing herself on him in long
strokes as he kissed her nipples and fondled her breasts
lovingly.

It was a mistimed stroke, or simply destiny.
But as she moved to the highest point in her stroke, Andy twitched,
pushing upward, and suddenly the head of his cock was inside her
gates.

She froze, and Andy met her gaze. Even now,
there was a trace of fear in his eyes, as if he was afraid that she
would realize they had gone too far and would call the whole thing
off.

Instead, she smiled, looking down at him,
and, without breaking her gaze, allowed herself to settle a little
more firmly on his cock, letting another inch push deliciously into
her sheath.

“You feel wonderful inside me,” she
whispered, leaning down to kiss him quite thoroughly on the lips,
leaving no doubt that this was what she wanted.

“So do you.” His voice was little more than a
gasp. “So hot, so wet. Mom! God, you’re incredible. I love
you!”

“I love you, too. My son,” she said, as a
bolt of desire lanced down into her pussy. “I have my son’s cock in
my pussy. And it feels fucking great!” She wiggled more, squirming
on his rod, sinking lower and lower, until it was buried deep
inside her soaking cleft, and her son’s pubic hair was tickling her
nether lips. “God. So full,” she moaned.

Emma held still for an instant, content to
simply lie on Andy’s chest, her breasts flattened against him, and
revel in the moment. Despite her many midnight fantasies, where
having a hot young man in her bed had driven her flying fingers to
pleasure herself, she had never imagined this moment, where she
would live out her most forbidden desires with her own son. She
could feel his beautiful cock twitching inside her, and closed her
eye, caressing it with her inner muscles, smiling as Andy’s breath
caught in surprise.

She opened her eyes, smiling at him.
“Something new?”

He nodded jerkily. “Yeah. My girlfriends…” he
trailed off, as if realizing that comparisons might not be the best
thing to make, considering what they were doing. “None of them
could do that,” he finished weakly.

“Maybe none of them knew how,” she said,
trying to be fair. She lifted up, kneeling astride him, sighing as
his hands followed her, cupping her breasts, his fingers toying
with her pebble-hard nipples. She began to raise and lower herself,
loving the feel of his rock-hard shaft as she filled herself with
him, over and over again. “There are trees in the back yard older
than your last girlfriend, Andy. And I was nearly thirty before I
began to understand everything about my body and what turned me on
sexually. Don’t be too hard on them.

“Be hard on me instead.” She smiled down into
her son’s eyes. “Better yet, be hard in me.”

“I am,” Andy said. His groin began to move,
matching her strokes, pushing up into her every time she sank, and
he lifted his face to her breasts, nuzzling them with lips and
tongue. “I’ve never been so hard, Mom!”

“Mommy,” she whispered. Her groin was on fire
as she lived out her taboo fantasy. “Call me Mommy.”

“Mommy,” Andy repeated. “My wonderful,
lovely, hot, horny, slutty Mommy. I love your tits, Mommy.” He
licked a nipple, his tongue rasping over her sensitive aereola.
“And I love your butt.” He squeezed it, making her purr. “And I
love the was your hot wet mommy-pussy feels around my cock. I want
to pump my mommy full of my cum,” he said, his eyes wild as the
dirty talk flowed out of his mouth. “I want to fill you full of it.
I want to fuck you every night, Mommy.”

“Fuck!” Emma shrieked, her mind overcome by
the reality as her fantasy came to life. Andy’s words woke
something primal in her, and she bounced on his pole, her body
shaking as her long-awaited climax crashed over her, her chest
heaving as she gasped for breath, her channel clutching Andy’s cock
in a vise-like grip. Stars spangled her vision, swirling in
patterns too quick to grasp, and she found herself splayed over
Andy’s chest, her body shuddering with the force of her climax.

“Fuck,” she panted, when she could see again.
Her pussy throbbed gently in the aftermath of her orgasm. She
lifted her head and kissed her son, moaning at the feel of his
still-erect cock inside her. “That was good. Who taught you to talk
dirty like that?”

“No one.” Her son blushed a fetching shade of
scarlet, and she kissed him again, even deeper, her tongue licking
at the inside of his lips. “I just said…what felt right. Was it
okay?”

“It was exactly what I wanted,” she assured
him, smiling as he blushed in pleasure. “But you haven’t cum, Andy.
Why not? Your old mother not good enough to make you cum? Not hot
enough for your beautiful penis to spurt your semen deep inside my
horny cunt?”

“God, yes,” he breathed as his cock gaze a
frenzied lurch inside her canal, making her whimper. “But I want to
be on top.”

“What?”

“I want to fuck you, Mom.” Something
dark and animal stirred in his dark eyes, and her breath caught.
“You’ve had what you wanted. All of it.

“But now it’s my turn.”

Oh, my.

Without saying a word, she laid down on her
son. Then, holding him tight, she clutched his ass in her hands and
shifted her weight, pulling him with her in a roll that left her on
the bottom, with Andy’s muscular body on top of her. A panting keen
tore loose form her lips as his cock shifted inside her, rubbing at
her walls in the most incredibly pleasurable fashion.

“So. You’re on top now.” She smiled up at
him. “What are you going to do?”

“This.”






*****






Fucking his mother was the most pleasurable
thing Andy had ever done in his life. None of his previous
girlfriends came close. Whether that was because his mother was
more experienced, more skilled, or whether the taboo nature of what
they were doing lent more excitement to the act, he neither knew
nor cared. But as he kissed his mother, shoving his cock deeper and
deeper into her on every stroke, he thought he might pass out from
the sheer undeniable force of his lust for the gorgeous woman
underneath him.

She filled all his senses, undeniable,
inescapable, Her skin was like warm silk, her groans of sexual need
music to his ears. The taste of her mouth was like wine, and the
smell of her arousal better than the most delicate perfume.

He shoved her legs further apart, growling
with hunger, and even as she obeyed, as she played the docile
submissive, he knew, he knew, that she was enjoying the game
as much as he, that she took pleasure from his pretense of
dominance as much as he enjoyed having her looking up at him, her
eyes wide and just a little bit fearful.

“Arms over your head,” he ordered, and she
obeyed instantly, arching her back as she placed her hands on the
headboard, so the jutting spikes of her nipples thrust lewdly into
the air. “God, you’re a nasty slut, aren’t you? Letting your own
son fuck you. And you like it.”

“I’m…I’m sorry,” she stammered. She bit her
lip with her teeth, but her hips undulated beneath him, rising to
meet him as if helpless to control her desire. “You feel so good
inside me, Andy. So good!”

He lowered his chest, bracing himself on one
elbow as he cupped a hot breast in his palm, his fingers dancing
over her firm, ripe flesh. “You’re mine, now, Mommy,” her murmured
into her ear, feeling a surge of wetness around his cock as he used
the word which turned him on so much. “And I’ll make you a
deal.”

“Anything!” She writhed under him, bucking
with her hips, striving towards another orgasm. “Anything,
Andy!”

He took her nipple between his lips, running
his tongue over the swollen bud. “It’s this.” He sat up, holding
her hips in his hands, though he continued to plow her steamy cleft
with his cock. “Whatever you do when I am at school is your
business. You can fuck whoever you want. And charge whatever you
can get.

“But the minute I come home, you’re mine.
After five o’clock, my Mommy,” he whispered into her ear, feeling
the weight of his impending orgasm settle into his balls, heavy
with cum, “isn’t going to fuck anyone but me.”

“Yes!” She agreed, throwing her arms around
him, her thighs rising up to lock around him. “Now cum in me, Andy!
I can’t take it anymore. I want to feel your spunk shoot into me!
Please! Cum for Mommy!”

Her words sent him over the edge. He kissed
her, long and deep, wanting to crawl inside her, and fucked her
with a mindless abandon, his hips slapping down with almost brutal
force. His balls roiled with seed, his cock expanded, tiny muscles
twitching, and then with a burst of mind-numbing pleasure, he came,
his cock spewing jets of his seed deep inside his mother’s waiting
vessel. The relief was almost more than he could stand, and he
sagged onto her body, pushing her deep into the mattress, as he
kissed her neck and lips, faint with sensual pleasure. Even though
he was done, he continued to move inside her, his cock stroking her
wet walls as faint aftershocks bounced around his body.

“Well,” a voice purred in his ear. “Who’s a
horny little pervert? My son is!”

“Kind of like the pot calling the kettle
black, isn’t it, Mom?” He levered himself up on one elbow, looking
down into her smiling eyes.

“Maybe,” she agreed. With a push at his
shoulder, she pushed him over on his side, then his back, though
she kept her legs locked around him. “Mmmm,” she sighed, clamping
her thighs tight around his softening member. “You feel good inside
me, Andy. Just right.”

He froze caught by a horrifying realization.
“Mom.” He swallowed. “We didn’t use protection. Are you…”

She shook her head, her eyes sliding to the
bedside table. Inside one of the drawers, unseen by him, was a
small collection of items which she had expected to use, but would
not.

“Not for you, Andy. The minute I made up my
mind to take you to bed I knew I wouldn’t need them.” She kissed
his lips softly. “My own son? I knew you were clean. And safe.”

“But what about…” he trailed off
inarticulately, and she understood.

“A baby?” She laughed, soft and sad. “None
for me.” Her hand slid between their bodies, coming to rest on her
belly. “When I got into this business, I got together with a few of
the girls that Josephine helped out.”

“Josephine?”

“She was the…madam…I guess you could say. Or
my agent. I worked for her agency in Des Moines before we moved to
Chicago. Anyway, she ran Starlight Escorts. And she encouraged the
other girls to get together one or twice a month.

“And after talking to the girls who had been
in the business for a couple of years, I figured out really quick
that unless I wanted another baby, I was in the wrong line of work.
Too many things can go wrong. Condoms breaking, bad birth
control…so I had my tubes tied. I still make my clients wrap up,
though. It’s only common sense.”

She touched his cheek. “But for you, lover, I
won’t. I know you’re safe.” She stretched sensuously, her
magnificent body rubbing against his in the most pleasurable
possible way. “And there’s something that is so good about
bareback. No nasty piece of latex between us. Just skin on
skin.”

Incredibly, he found himself hardening again,
even though he had cum twice in the past forty minutes. Emma
noticed it, and smiled, her eyes hot and daring. “Already?”

He blushed. “Maybe.”

She smiled at him. “It’s nothing to be
ashamed of. Fuck. Be proud of it. I am,” she continued. “I’m proud
I can make you hard.

“But first, I want to know.”

“Know what?”

“Did you mean it? What you said when we
were…when we were fucking.” She broke her glance, looking down. “I
mean…I want it, Andy. I want you. This…” she gestured at the bed.
“It was so damn hot. The hottest I’ve had in years. Just thinking
about it makes me horny again.

“I’ll be yours,” she said softly. “I’ll sell
my body from nine to five. But when I get home, I’ll be yours. Only
yours.

“But I’ll get older, Andy. Sooner or later,
my body won’t look as good. I mean,” she said, biting her lip, “I
take care of myself. It isn’t as easy to stay in shape now as it
was when I was a teenager.

“But that’s just holding things back.
Eventually my boobs will get saggy or my but will get bigger or
I’ll get flabby in the belly.

“Then what?”

Then?” He kissed her on the lips. They opened
under his touch and his mother moaned softly into his mouth. “Then
I’ll still love you. And I’ll still want you. Because you’re my
mother, and I love you.

“We can’t,” he said, choosing every word with
care, “live forever because we’re scared of what might happen.
Maybe tomorrow you’ll decide this was wrong…”

“Never!”

“Or I might find a Swedish bikini model who
is totally horny for me, and she’ll invite me to live with her,” he
went on, ignoring her outraged gasp.” He began to move under her
slowly, pushing his engorged cock up into her still-wet channel,
making her moan.

“All I know is that we’re here now.
And I want you now. And for right now, I don’t give a
fuck about what might happen tomorrow, or next month, or next year,
or fifteen years from now.”

He gripped her hips in his hands as she sat
up, her eyes shining. His heart swelled with love and affection,
knowing what would happen next.

And then she climbed off him, leaving his
cock straining uselessly, seeking a pussy which was no longer
there.

“Come on, get dressed,” she said, ignoring
his gape-jawed stare.

“What?”

“You heard me.” She unzipped a small suitcase
and pulled out a pair of panties, which she slipped on. Jeans, a
sweater, socks and shoes followed in rapid succession. In moments,
she was fully dressed, and turned to look at him, sprawled on the
bed desolately.

“What did I do wrong?” he asked numbly.

“Wrong?” She bent down and kissed him, her
lips teasing. Her free hand reached down, stroking his shaft
lovingly. “Nothing.”

“Then…why?”

“Because this is a hotel,” she said firmly,
straightening. “And I am sick to death of fucking guys in
hotels.

“Wouldn’t you like to do this at home instead
of this place?” She made a face “It’s cold, it’s emotionless, it’s
antiseptic, it’s unfeeling. But at home…” she trailed off
lingeringly, her voice promising things he could only guess at.
“It’s Friday night. We have all weekend. For the next three nights
and days, we could do nothing but eat and sleep and screw.”

“Fuck.” Andy leaped out of bed, pulling on
his clothes with indecent haste.

“I’ll race you home.”






The End
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